
A Life Beset with Problems 
There's nothing quite like a birthday to get you down. Not 
when you're regarded, by the more polite people anyway, 
as mature. Even aged-in-the-wood. There was a time when 
the approaching prospect sparked weeks of blissful, patient 
anticipation. Each day hung still. It was fun looking 
forward to the joyous day. But all this is no more. 

Nowadays if you're in my boat you simply wake up one 
day to find that Father Time has jabbed you yet again with 
his trident thing. It makes you think. You know you're 
older, so you feel older. Your salad days have long since 
passed. You've enjoyed a spell on the flat: now dottage 
looms ahead over the next fence — if you can clear it! 

And if you're a self-employed TV engineer, as kindly 
folks have described me over the years, extra confirma-
tions of the ageing process are liable to occur almost 
hourly. 

Mr Prattle's Hitachi 
I now know that I should have slipped out the back way 

when I saw Mr. Prattle struggling from his car under the 
weight of a large, square-screened monster I didn't 
recognise. He kicked open the door, plonked the set 
down, belched and stifled a yawn. I yawned too, but more 
successfully. 

"Went off like a gun" he announced. "I 'spect a valve's 
gone. Or a condenser!" 

"I poised my pen over the pad. "Let's have your phone 
number" I said. "I'll look at it and phone you later." With 
that he went. 

The set turned out t6 be an Hitachi CPT2178 — the G6P 
chassis. I gradually realised that the panel suspended in 
space to the right of the tube housed the power supply and 
quickly discovered that the mains fuse had blown. So I 
accused the nearby mains bridge rectifier of its downfall. 
But it cried honour bright and sure enough was o.k. Then I 
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noticed that a nearby resistor, R906, had also failed. Time 
to look at the circuit diagram. This showed that R906 is 
680 and is part of the feedback network connected to the 
base of the self-oscillating chopper transistor. With great 
presence of mind I checked the associated 2.211F 
electrolytic capacitor C911. Sure enough it punished the 
meter. So out it went and a nice new one was fitted. I 
checked around for anything else amiss but everything, 
including the nearby ceramic module that does the 
regulating bit, seemed to be o.k. 

Time to switch on. The set cut the air with an anguished 
gasp and a little puff of blue smoke curled along the bench. 
As soon as the yellow lights cleared from my vision I 
noticed a black hole in the module, where there'd 
previously been a printed transistor. CP901 said the service 
sheet, so I ordered one from Wizard. 

When it arrived I noticed that the printed transistor had 
been modified in favour of something more bulky, 
soldered on. Good thing too I thought. I fitted the module, 
switched on and the transistor blew. asunder. 

At this I decided that it was time to try logical thought, 
as instilled in me at Gloucester technical college some forty 
years ago. I checked the chopper transistor Q901, a big, 
silent rogue strapped to the chassis by the module. It had 
expired. Spurred on, I checked the line output transistor. 
This was also in an unhappy condition. At last I'd got to 
the bottom of the problem. The strain was beginning to 
tell, so I lurched out of the workshop towards the house. 
Perhaps there'd be a cup of tea. 

I ran straight into Mr. Prattle. "Got 'im done, 'ave 
yuh?" he cried. "Nothing much wrong, was there?" 

Faces 
I was never much good at remembering faces. 

Nowadays I'm even worse. This explains why newly made 
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friendships sometimes have a short life when someone who 
meets me a while later receives the old fish-eye in response 
to their greeting of familiarity. It happened again this 
afternoon. Mr. Beamer poked his head around the 
workshop door and winked. 

"Did you manage it, Mr. Bullock?" 
"Er . . . manage what?" 
"The little matter we discussed yesterday. Remember?" 
I modulated my troubled brow and pressed my knuckle 

under my nose. Was this the chap who'd pestered me to 
advertise on the football fixtures poster, or was it the 
specialist I'd met and discussed an old trouble? "Er . . ." 
was about all I could manage. 

Beamer's features faltered. Then, his grin hovering on 
the brink of recovery, he squared up to me and spoke with 
emphasis — as though I was not only deaf but slow on the 
uptake. 

"You know. My folks lived next door to yours during 
the war. My sister had one brown eye and one blue! 
Married that podgy Yank GI and found that his Ohio 
ranch was a bedsitter over a condemned pork butcher's 
shop in the Bronx. Remember?" 

I snapped into life and beamed. "Of course! With you 
now. Let's see — which of these is yours?" I turned to the 
shelf of repaired videos and surveyed them as though I 
knew which was his. 

"It was the telly, Mr. Bullock. That one on the floor 
there, with all the videos on top, I think. Wasn't much, was 
it?" 

Timers and Search Tuners 
Then there's the problem of not being able to set up 

VCR timers or TV set search tuners. I usually put the job 
on one side until after school and get my ten-year old lad to 
do it. Takes him about fifteen seconds usually. The other 
day he came home late with a capful of apples, having torn 
his jacket in the process. Boasted he'd got them from the 
vicar's garden. As I was about to remonstrate the phone 
rang. It was Mr. Quick. Said he'd be round in ten minutes 
to collect his Pye TV set into which I'd soldered a memory 
battery. I'd no choice but to give up any idea of 
chastisement and enlist the boy's help in order to get the 
Pye tuned and set up. So much for parental dignity.  

picture that remained on despite the punishment I had 
given the tube's neck. Another successful repair! I'm 
getting pretty good I thought. 

Where are the Knobs? 
But I'm out of my depth with the modern sets and videos 

that have been coming in lately — the ones without knobs, 
accompanied by aeroplane cockpit type consoles. And 
because I'm becoming increasingly cantankerous and 
impatient with "progress" I get nasty. 

One of these sets came in the other day. I put it on the 
bench and raised my hand towards the top right-hand part 
of the screen, extending my index finger in search of the 
usual well-disguised, flush on/off button. There wasn't one. 
Then I picked and pressed at the horizontal strips 
underneath in search of the vital control, all to no avail. 

Some comedians amongst the design boys hide the 
control under the front underside of the cabinet to make 
viewing more fun, so I ran my fingers along here. No luck. 
It was then that I noticed an enormous collection of 
buttons in a nasty plastic slot behind the set. I surveyed it 
with increasing incomprehension. Who on earth would 
know what the huge variety of symbols meant? I smacked 
it back and yanked the set off the bench. 

"You said you wouldn't use that word again!" It was 
Greeneyes poised in the doorway with a mug of tea. "It's 
no good your getting angry. That won't get the set 
mended, will it? I'm off to my Spanish lessons for an hour. 
Is it any good asking you to turn on the microwave grill at 
four and set the dish washer? Then there's that letter to fax 
and the new central heating timer to programme." 

I looked at her blankly . . . 

A 1500 Chassis 
Three months ago I virtually gave a second-hand HMV 

2809 — one of the 1500 chassis models — to Mr. and Mrs. 
Trew. They're a parsimonious couple who say they've no 
interest in colour. However that might be here it was back 
again. 

"The picture's gone unsteady" said Mr. Trew. "My 
wife's afraid it'll cost us money. Only we're pensioners, 
see." With that they went off. 

I plugged the set in and reached for a 47k0 resistor — 
R44 in the sync separator's screen grid circuit used to be a 
stock fault with these sets. But it wasn't that. The picture 
was largely absent, flashing on now and then. I tapped the 
tube's neck and the picture danced on and off in sympathy. 
How was I going to get out of this one? 

Then I spotted the light blue plastic spigot cover that 
peeps through the tube base and recalled how these 
become dry and brittle with age. As a result the built-in 
wire ring spark-gap arrangement earths some of the pins. 
Quick as a flash I hooked it off, replaced the tube base and 
switched on. Up came a surprisingly good and stable 
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What a Life 
Donald Bullock 

One of the good things about our old house is that it's 
roomy enough to have a bar. And a friendly place it 
becomes as the evening wears on. The other night I was 
getting comfortable when the phone trilled. Out rang the 
crisp, authoritative tones of one of my retired military 
customers. It was unmistakably Major Hagger. 

"Hello Donald, old boy. Moving house don'tcha know. 
To one of those retirement homes where they wetnurse a 
chap whilst fleecing him! Wife's idea but there you are. 
Got a pair of youngsters moving in here. Teachers. Think 
they're intellectual and want the aerials taken down. 
Frightened of lightning or the programmes? Anyway, see 
to it will you?" 

At that there was a click. So next morning I asked Mario 
the contractor to attend to the aerial job. He doesn't speak 
much English, nor does his brother. But they're as nimble 
as cats and make do with a minimum of ladders. Then I put 
the first set on the bench. 

The Waltham TV600 
It was a Waltham TV600 colour portable. The sound 

was o.k. and there was a rustle of e.h.t., but no raster. I 
seemed to recollect having had this problem before with a 
Waltham. So I flicked through my card index, where I 
keep a record of any noteworthy faults, and pulled out one 
labelled Waltham TV600. "No brightness, sound o.k." it 
said. Wow! With quickening pulse I read on. "Turn up Al 
voltage (lower line output transformer potentiometer) to 
reveal field collapse." I did and it did. "Check R122, 3.3n, 
white ceramic case" it continued, "at back left near line 
output transformer for being open-circuit." Again spot on. 
In no time the set was off the bench. 

An Akai VS240 
The next job was an Akai VS240 VCR with remote 

control. Its symptoms were no results with a display that 
showed only the letter L. I took the covers off and checked 
for obvious things but got nowhere. An hour spent 
carrying out checks in the power supply produced no 
further progress. I didn't have the manual and was toying 
with the idea of sending off for one when Ernie called in. 
He's chief cook and bottle-washer at a nearby guest-house 
and drops.  in when he has a bit of spare time. Always takes 
an interest in what's going on. 

He took a look and commented "same as ours. See 
you've 'locked him up'. We do that. Stops people using it 
without our say-so." 

"I haven't locked it up" I said. "It's faulty and I have to 
fix it. Only I don't know how." 

"Pick up that remote control" said Ernie. "Point it at the 
recorder and press it six or eight times." 

I did as I was told and the L disappeared in favour of  

other cyphers. I put in a tape and the machine worked 
beautifully. This did wonders for Ernie's ego but little for 
mine. But Ernie's wife knows where to find him. The 
phone rang and after a brief exchange he scuttled off. 

Solavox NVCR5000 
The next job had me flummoxed again. It was a Solavox 

NCVR5000 VCR that was devoid of life apart from a few 
bits of incomplete gibberish in the display area. Working 
on the basis that I had a brain while the recorder only 
thought it had one I settled down to crack the fault. A long 
time was spent, then I retired to the house worn out and 
defeated. 

Greeneyes was having a fair old time playing one of her 
Spanish language cassettes on my audio system. Wearing 
some strange gear too. Just then the phone rang. It was my 
Solavox customer wondering how I was getting on with his 
video. 

"I'm not" I said. "We've taken an acute dislike to each 
other. Where did you buy it?" 

"Comet" he replied. 
"I'll see if they can help" I said. 
So I phoned the Bristol branch and was put through to 

their helpful technician Peter Ambrose. He was not only 
familiar with the fault but came up with the solution. "Add 
a 4.7k12 resistor between the positive of the 5.5V back-up 
`battery' C821 and the base of transistor Q809 next to it" 
he said. "It'll never come back with that fault. It's a Nikkai 
chassis. There's an Alba model that uses it, and a Questor 
one as well I think." 

I did the modification and sure enough the machine 
burst into life. Curiously, the next job on the bench turned 
out to be the Alba version. It was as dead as could be — not 
even a segment of display. But the same modification fixed 
it. 

Those Military Men 

That evening I was safely settled in the bar when the 
phone rang. It was Major Hagger. Hopping mad too. 

"What do you mean by having my practically new aerials 
hacked down by some foreigners? When I asked they said 
you'd sent them. You'll answer for this. If you know what's 
best you'll get my aerials replaced forthwith — then send me 
an apology." 

Greeneyes had heard every word and wanted to know 
what was going on. "Probably asked me to do it without 
referring to his wife" I said. "You know how it is. Then 
wants to pass on the blame." 

"Do you really think so?" she said. 
"Of course I do. It's obvious. He'll probably call to 

apologise in due course." 
The phone went again. Greeneyes took the call — it was 

Captain Hodder. When she'd put the receiver down she 
called over "wants to know what happened to the aerial 
riggers. Said he called you the other night and he's still 
waiting. He's off to the old folks home in the morning. 
Why can't you take proper notes when you get these calls? 
Especially when you've been in this bar for a while." 





But since it had given me so much stick I was wary. Sure 
enough it eventually failed to start when play was pressed, 
though the motors whirred. 

I turned the machine upside down and studied the 
mechanics as I pressed play and stop time after time. It 
worked perfectly for days, then did it again. This time I 
thought I noticed that the loading belt slipped ever so 
slightly at the very end of its cycle. I wanted to be sure, so I 
put a white spot of typewriter correction fluid on it. This 
proved the point beyond doubt, a new belt curing the 
trouble. Why hadn't I thought of this first? 

Abe's Sets 
Then Abe called. He's a yokel who lives in a riverside 

woodman's hut together with two ageing Ferguson 
monochrome portables, a car battery and a screwdriver. 
Small and emaciated, he foresakes shaves and haircuts and 
looks like a hopelessy overdressed scarecrow. The idea of 
the two sets is that if one fails he can resort to the other 
one. While watching the working set he gently pulls the 
other one to pieces, then tries to put it back together. If 
this doesn't get it going he wraps it in a blanket, ties it up 
with binder twine and walks it the five or six miles to me. 
He's polite and pays his way. Perhaps that's why I play 
along with him and try to unravel the various faults he 
introduces in his sets. 

This time along with the set in a blanket he had a couple 
of old canes, an old-fashioned seaside bucket, and a spade 
in a second, plastic bucket. And one of his overcoat 
pockets was bulging. He unpacked the set and my first 
surprise was to find that it wasn't one of his Fergusons. It 
was an old Bush BM6004 colour portable. 

"Worked at first" he said, "then 'e stopped altogether 
an' I opened 'un up." 

I put the set on the bench and unscrewed the back. Now 
this set has a Saba chassis, with modules galore. It was 
dead. I homed in on the horiontal deflection module (no. 
11) and checked the supply voltage at pin 3 - this is the 
supply to the line driver stage. It was well down. I 
removed the module and checked the heavyweight diodes 
on it. D687, an SKE4F1/10, was short-circuit. When I 
replaced it the set sprang to life.. But with its own aerial the 
picture was noisy. 

"Set's working" I said to Abe, "but the picture's snowy." 
"Thank 'ee sir" Abe replied, "it'll be all right with my 

aerial plugged in." 
He went outside and filled the little buckets with soil, 

pushed in the canes and slung a length of ancient black-
covered copper aerial wire between them on the first pair 
of porcelain-egg insulators I'd seen for thirty years. Then 
he came in and approached the set with a gnarled wander 
plug on the end of yards of feed-in aerial wire. 

"What's all this, Abe?" I asked. 
"A gentlemun gave me the set for diggin' his garden, 

then said I could have his old aerial if I took it down. This 
is how I puts it." 

"Abe, that aerial wire is as old as me. It was made for 
early wireless sets before they ever invented television 
receivers. Throw it away." 

But Abe had reached the set. He unplugged the loop 
aerial and connected his contraption. It transformed the 
picture to perfection. 

I put the back on and reached for a pen as Abe 
dismantled and packed his aerial kit. Then he came back 
in, pulling at his overcoat to get at his jacket pockets. 

"For mending your set" I said, "£15 less £5 for 
educational entertainment. £10 to pay." 

"Thank you Mr. Bullock. See you again, you'm kind." 
"Right on both points, Abe" I replied. 
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Comes on then dies said the report with Mrs Laird's 
Fidelity CTV140 colour portable. And so it did. At switch 
on there was sound, accompanied by the rustle of e.h.t., 
then the set expired. I figured that either the h.t. was 
decaying or a short was dragging it down. So I reached for 
my new Cirkit TM175 meter — and found that I'd left it 
switched on over the weekend. A little word looked up at 
me from the display: "Bat". 

Expensive things these PP9s, as I've come to learn in the 
short time I've had the meter. I've had to buy several of 
them. They used to be ten pence — ten old pennies, four 
pence in today's joke money. Now they are a couple of 
quid. I'd had enough, so I set to work and knocked up a 
little 9V power pack. The meter is now mains driven. 

I soon found that the trouble with the Fidelity CTV was 
that the h.t. faded away, which is not unusual in these little 
sets. So I disconnected the set from the mains supply, 
dived in and checked the bits and pieces that I suspected in 
the power supply. An hour later I was no further forward. 
It was then that Greeneyes breezed in. 

"I bought an Elvis Presley CD record at the village hall 
sale" she announced. "Can't wait to hear it, but every time 
I put it in the Sony player and press the drawer in it comes 
back out. It's been doing this for quite a while." 

"Perhaps the machine's got it's pride!" I said."It's been 
used to proper singers like Bing and Ella." 

"What's wrong with the player though" she persisted. 
"Can't imagine" I said, "at first it did it only occasionally 

but now it refuses to accept a disc at all — not even if I hold 
the drawer shut." 

"Shall I take it to Snoddies then?" 
I made a mental note to swot up on the machine as I 

switched the Fidelity set on again. It surged into power 
then died. Greeneyes gave it a look. "That set needs a new 
switch" she said before leaving. 

I left it plugged in and checked a few voltages in the 
power supply. Only there weren't any. Then I moved over 
to the switch. There was a.c. at the input, nothing at the 
output. Why hadn't I tried the switch first? Prejudice of 
course. 

McTurdey's TX100 
Just as I'd finished it a builder's labourer bowled into the 

drive with a set in a wheelbarrow. 
"Me name's McTurdey and it's driving me mad" he said. 

"In the first place there's a big bite outa each side of the 
picture, and even the bit I got left keeps cutin' out for an 
hour. Then it's o.k. for the evenin', only I'm not, it gets me 
all wound up." 

The set was a Ferguson one fitted with the TX100 
chassis, 1100  version. As I put it on the bench McTurdey 
scooped up his wheelbarrow and waltzed off in a cloud of 
dust. 

Sure enough there was no EW correction then, after a 
few minutes, the set reverted to standby with the channel 
indicator displaying only a dash. When the back was taken 
off the set started to work again and stayed on. So I refitted 
the back and got a repeat performance. After several 
minutes of this I took the chassis out and scanned the 
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power supply and line output sections, hoping to see a dry-
joint or two. As every joint looked perfect I plugged the 
set in again, connected the meter across the mains bridge 
rectifier's reservoir capacitor and discovered that the cause 
of the trouble was in the power supply. I then tried to 
locate it by using freezer and the workshop hairdryer. As 
this didn't do me any good I started to trace through the 
voltages, starting with the a.c. input. Now and again the set 
sprang to life, giving me moments to reflect upon the 
possibility of a different job ... Then suddenly it died again. 
I'd got as far as R134, a 1.2kQ, 5W resistor that's part of 
the snubber circuit. There was lots of voltage at one end 
but nothing at the other. Waggling it not only produced the 
intermittent fault but allowed me to lift it clean out of the 
panel, leaving the joints underneath looking good and 
solid. 

Cleaning off the resistor and resoldering it cleared the 
intermittent power failure fault. I then looked into the lack 
of EW correction and discovered that the little correction 
panel by the line output transformer was bathed in a pool 
of tacky brown liquid. A clean up put that right. 

The Philips Saga 
The next set, a Philips 210E1250/05B (CP90 chassis), 

would provide only a snowy raster. It's owner, Mr 
Dropins, explained that it had been all right before his 
fortnight's holiday. This news filled me with pleasure. I 
smiled in anticipation of a fast buck and told him it would 
be ready in a couple of hours' time. 

I found the orange battery or, since it's a condenser, I'd 
better call it a capacitor! It was at the front of the set. I then 
embarked on the problem of extracting the chassis board 
from its inscrutable plastic grip-runners. I couldn't find the 
bits to lift or depress, push or pull or squeeze and, try as I 
might, it wouldn't budge. As time went by my brain kept 
telling me to remain scientific and rational but my instinct 
was to yank it out by force. Eventually the panel was freed. 
I changed the battery and switched on. This time the set 
was dead. What had I done? Why hadn't I been gentler, 
and how was I going to get out of the mess I'd got myself 
into in the time I'd allowed? 

I reached for my giant magnifier and scanned the panel 
at length for wicked breaks or disturbed joints, but found 
none. There was plenty of h.t., so I checked the line output 
transistor and several other items in this area. No good. 
Perhaps Philips Service could help? 

I phoned through and a wonderfully relaxed and 
detached expert advised me to change diode D6665 
(1N4148) and resistor R3665 (4.70) then, if still no luck, to 
replace the CNX63 optocoupler. I had no CNX63 but the 
other items tested o.k. with both my meter and component 
tester. As the set remained as dead a doornail I wrote out 
an order for an optocoupler and wondered how I was going 
to tell the customer that the live set he'd brought in was 
now dead. 

Handsets Galore 
Then Mr. Dropins showed up, reached into his pocket 

and pulled out a remote control unit which he thrust into 
my hand. "Forgot to leave this with the set" he said, "see 
you later." He smiled and left. 

I stood at the bench reflecting on how slowly the sets 
come off it these days compared to twenty-five years ago. 
Then I noticed the Magic Mirror IR detection card that 
had recently arrived. I stood it against the mirror at the 
back of the bench, picked up the remote control unit and 
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fired it at the Magic Mirror. The set burst into life and 
frightened me no end. Recovering, I hurriedly plugged in 
the aerial and, since the set had no proper channel selector 
knobs, danced my fingers around the dreaded search-tune 
buttons. Up came a perfect picture with sound. My relief 
was enormous. Then I noticed that something else was 
wrong. There was no colour — on any channel. 

The set had no colour control, nor much else, and no 
matter how I pummelled the remote control unit I couldn't 
get a trace of colour. So it was into the chroma circuitry. 
Checks here did no good. Time passed, and I was feeling 
weary. Then Mr. Dropins turned up again. 

"I don't know what's the matter with me" he said. "I 
meant to leave this instruction booklet with you — oh, and 
you might as well have the right remote control unit. The 
one I brought in was for my father's old set. We use it  

because it's smaller and handier. 
After he'd gone I read through the instruction book, 

hoping to find something under the heading "how to 
restore colour after giving the chassis a mauling"... No 
hints of course, so I returned to the house for tea and 
sympathy. Anyway, there was tea. 

Back in the workshop I picked up the set's proper 
remote control unit, pointed it at the black-and-white 
picture and pressed colour control. Up came the colour. 

Mr. Dropins was soon back on the scene. I tuned his set 
in, fitted the back, accepted his cheque and waved him and 
his set towards his car. 

"I'm glad it didn't give you any trouble Mr. Bullock" he 
said. Then he was gone. I returned to my stool drained. 
How can all these things happen to just one person? And 
why does it have to be me? 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

"My wife accidentally upset a little fairy last night Mr. 
Bollard" said the hesitant young man at the door. "Can 
you have a look at it?" 

I followed him out to his car. As he stopped I touched 
his elbow. "Look, it might just be me" I said, "I feel a bit 
odd today. Every day come to that. I don't quite..." 

A Saisho CT141X 
He took a Saisho CT141X colour portable from the boot 

and handed it to me. "It went in there" he said, pointing to 
a slot near the tube neck. 

I eyed him closely. "The fairy went in there because 
your wife upset him, or maybe her?" I asked. "And you 
want me to coax her out. Is that it?" 

"I'm talking about washing-up liquid" he said. "My wife 
upset some into the set. We'd like you to see what you can 
do." 

"I don't feel too optimistic" I said "but I'll have a go. I 
hope it's kind to my hands." Laughing at my little joke, I 
took the set back to the workshop. 

The liquid must have gone in some while before since 
the chassis looked quite dry and some of the jumpers were 
corroded. The STR50103 power chip was soapy, so I took 
it out, cleaned it and compared its resistance readings with 
a new one. Shedding a tear I fitted the new one. Before 
doing so I cleaned this part of the panel and got to work 
with the hairdryer. Then I checked the bridge rectifier 
diodes and found that one of them was short-circuit. In 
went a new BY127. The 5.652, SW surge limiter next door 
had laid down its life in sympathy, so this was also 
replaced. 

The Switch On 
Feeling uncertain if not actually afraid, I crouched back 

and switched the set on. It came to life but there was no 
field scan. The obvious thing to do was to replace the 
UPC1378H field output chip IC402. This restored the 
raster but there was a sizzling from the tube base panel, 
followed by a whisp of smoke. It was damp. I discarded the 
tube's socket, cleaned up the panel, fitted another socket 
and tried again. This time there was a picture of sorts, but 
with no sync and flaring, distorted colour. The huge 48-
legged UPC1420CA chip IC401 contains the colour 
decoder and the sync and timebase generator stages. After 
cleaning this area of the panel I fitted a replacement. This 
restored the sync but did nothing for the colour. 

So it was now a question of checking through the chroma 
circuit. My Mastercare manual is a rather poor 
photocopied affair with no waveforms. Nevertheless I 
found that the waveform at pin 5 of IC401 looked 
decidedly dodgy. This pin feeds the 2SA733 chroma delay 
line driver transistor Q602. A check showed that the latter 
had a collector-base leak, but the colour was still far from 
right when it had been replaced. Further time-consuming 
checks revealed corrosion across C609's leadout wires. It's 
a 2.2µF, 50V electrolytic that decouples pin 4 of the chip. 
Cleaning the board and fitting a new capacitor restored the 
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colour, and in fact the picture was now of excellent quality. 
However the time I'd spent on the set was out of all 
proportion to any charge I could make. I replaced the back 
and put the set on soak test (ha ha!). 

An hour later there was field collapse. After 
withdrawing the chassis and switching the set on again the 
raster was back. I searched for a dry-joint around the new 
field output chip. The joints looked satisfactory, but I did 
some resoldering here and there. All now seemed to be 
well, so I returned the set to the soak test bench and got on 
with the next job. 

Dead Ferguson FV31R 
This was a Ferguson FV31R VCR that was dead — its 

mains fuse had come to a violent end. The cause was 
failure of the BA159 start-up supply rectifier DP11. When 
I replaced it the machine sprang to life. It's a flimsy model 
with panels that have those nasty little resistors tacked all 
over the print side. A never-soldered one was dancing 
about loose inside the case. A free bonus, I supposed. The 
screws that secure the top panel to its frame are minute, 
almost watch screwdriver jobs. So are the top cover fixing 
screws. An unattractive recorder to work on, though the 
results are excellent: after recording and playing back bits 
of live television I had, on one occasion, to press the pause 
button to check that I was in fact watching a recording and 
not a live transmission. 

A Call from Greeneyes 
As I finished the FV31R Greeneyes gave me a call on 

the intercom. 
"First, can I give your old brown suit to the jumble? 

Secondly I've just phoned Davey Ruggles about some little 
glass tables. Thirdly he's got a TV that needs repair. He's 
coming round." 

"No, o.k. and blast" I replied. 
I gave the Saisho another glance. Field collapse, so I 

opened it up and started off once more. When the little 
service switch was wiggled sideways the field scan was 
restored. I pirated a similar switch from another set, fitted 
it, and got a solid raster. I was growing tired of the Saisho, 
the fairy and the hesitant young man. In fact I was getting 
hungry and had a slight headache. The screwdriver boxed 
up the set with minimal help from me and I put it back on 
soak test. 

Davey Ruggles' TX10 
Then Davey Ruggles' van pulled into the drive, its tyres 

down to the canvas. He pulled a Ferguson set from 
amongst the mats on board and we put it on the bench. I 
opened it up to see the TX10 chassis, with the focus control 
cracking up as they do. There was a set under the bench 
just like Davey's. I'd had to tell its owner that the tube had 
gone, so he'd left the body with me for spares. In no time 
I'd fitted its focus control in Davey's set. Having set up the 
picture I took the set back to the van. Couldn't really 
charge for that. 

As Davey left I saw that the Saisho's raster had once 
more collapsed. No amount of violence towards the 
cabinet would get it back up, so I told the set what I 
thought of it and took it apart again. When I switched the 
set on the raster was all right. Twenty minutes later it 
collapsed. It took me quite a time to establish that the set 
did this consistently when boxed up but behaved perfectly 
when it was out of its cabinet. I put it aside as Mrs. Ruff 
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came in with her Akai VS112EK VCR. 
"Sometimes it just wouldn't start up, Mr. Billhook" she 

said. "At other times it worked perfectly for weeks. Then 
old Pukey had a go and now it won't work at all." 

"Who's old Pukey?" I asked. 
"The lodger of course" she said. "If he's messed it up 

he's out." 
As I put the machine on the bench I heard something 

rattling inside. When I took the bottom off I found that the 
drive mechanism had been got at. The securing plate, with 
its microswitch, had been taken off and among the bits 
adrift were two large white channelled cogs, a pair of 
smaller ones, a couple of shaped metal pieces and a couple 
of plastic mouldings. I also found a few circlips and a pair 
of coiled springs about an inch long. 

I studied the manual and followed the well-illustrated 
procedure for reassembling it all. At the end I'd the two 
springs left over and the mechanism jammed as the 
machine began to initiate. After puzzling for an hour over 
where the two springs should go I telephoned Akai. I was 
told that they should be curled around inside the channels 
in the underside of the two smaller gear-loading cogs. 
Having done this I set up the timing and found that the 
machine worked well — sometimes. At other times it seized 
half way through loading. I was back with the original 
fault. 

Akai knew about this when I contacted them again. The 
fault arises as the machines age. The large plastic cogs get 
tired and misshapen and then sometimes prevent 
operation. They are surprisingly cheap from Akai. Fitting 
replacements completed the job. 

When Mrs. Ruff returned I told her that the time her 
machine had taken to be put right would have to be 
reflected in the charge, which would be enough to buy 
several bottles of Spanish whisky. At this her eyes 
narrowed. She paid up and, clutching the machine, made 
for the door. "Start packing Pukey" she muttered. 

I turned to the dreaded Saisho and took a more careful 
look at the circuit. The field drive comes from the large 
UPC1420CA chip I'd replaced at the start of the saga. Pins 
21-24 are associated with the vertical deflection. So I 
resoldered these four legs, boxed the set up and put it on 
test again. 

End of the Saisho Saga 
It was still working merrily next day when the young 

man returned, this time with his wife. I showed them the 
picture, which was excellent, and told them that the charge 
would be £45. 

"Lotta money" she said. "We won't bother. Crubbs 
Foodstore has new colour sets for ninety five quid. Put it as 
it was". And off they went. 

I limped back to the house and found that Greeneyes 
was on the phone. She turned to me as I went in. 

"There's someone on the phone who's upset a cup of 
coffee into their portable TV" she said. "Smoke came out 
of the back before it went bang. They don't want to spend 
much on it. Want to know if you'll see whether it's worth 
doing." 

I pulled a face and patted the air in front of me. "I'm not 
quite myself at the moment. When I've simmered down I'll 
tell you why I want to become a traffic warden." 

Greeneyes mentioned Davey. "What did you charge 
him?" she asked. 

"Nothing" I said, "he's an old friend and needs all he's 
got for some new tyres on his van. It's his living." Then I 
noticed that we were sitting around a large new mat. On 
top of the original. 

"From Davey" said Greeneyes. 
"But you didn't need a mat" I said, "you wanted a 

couple of glass tables." 
"I saw his tyres too — oh, and I gave him that old brown 

suit you didn't want." 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I get a lot of sets from countryfolk. Last week a 
smallholder, Mr. Nutt, phoned from Woodbury. His 
problem gave me the chance to exercise the wealth of 
psychological insight I've gained from my years in the TV 
servicing trade. 

"My neighbour has a supersonic alarm system, Mr. 
Bullock. He's using it to detect, in conjunction with my 
television set, my every thought and movement. I want the 
Post Office to vet this system, but first of all they want you 
to check and clear my set and aerials". 

I asked him to bring his set along to start with and half 
an hour later he arrived with a Sanyo 121280 monochrome 
portable. 

"I've got a thick, tall evergreen hedge all around my 
acreage, yet my neighbour knows everything I do. His 
dogs bark at me when I go down my garden each evening 
to water it, and there are other things. I can tell when they 
are doing it. The set here picks up their signals, moans 
softly then groans, and a spectre comes up on the screen." 

After he'd departed I switched the set on. An hour later 
it began to grate and hum intermittently. Operating the 
tuner had an effect on the trouble, reminding me of a 
similar symptom with Thorn mechanical tuners when their 
earthing plates "floated" because of a build-up of green 
gunge between them and the tuner's body. So I carefully 
cleaned the ones in the Sanyo tuner and tried the set again. 
It made no difference. Bridging the r.f. and i.f. decoupling 
electrolytics got me nowhere, so I tried adding suitable 
electrolytics in the power supply and then the line output 
stage. Half an hour later I was no further forward, so I 
boxed the set up and kept an eye on it whilst tackling the 
next job. 

Intermittent Timer 
This was a Ferguson 3V35 with intermittent timer 

trouble. It could be set up all right, but sometimes failed to 
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come on at the appointed time. Because of this' 
intermittency, I felt that the cause of the trouble was 
possibly a poor contact somewhere. Careful inspection 
revealed no obvious dry-joints, so I cleaned the plugs and 
sockets at both ends of their harnesses and, for good 
measure, went over the joints on the timer chip under the 
clock. Then I put it all together again and set it to come on 
repeatedly every ten-fifteen minutes throughout the day. 
As it worked every time I pronounced it fit. 

Greeneyes then brought the tea along and asked, 
sweetly, for Snoddie's phone number. 

"Come on" I said, "Let's have the funny". 
"Nothing much" she said, "but the video in the bar has 

been dead for over a week and I'd like it repaired." 

A JVC HRD180 
I got it and put it on the bench. When powered it lit up 

all right but was otherwise dead. It's a Ferguson 3V30. The 
obvious thing to do was to busy myself in the power pack. 
The fuses were all intact and I couldn't find anything 
wrong. But it refused to work. Eventually I put it to one 
side and picked up a JVC HRD180. Its "operate" light 
didn't come on yet it worked. But pressing the buttons 
brought on the wrong functions — pressing eject for 
example got the spools rotating. The trouble was caused by 
the notorious STK5481 chip in the power supply. I noticed 
that it was new, devoid of heatsink paste and clear of the 
chassis on one side. Whilst fitting a new one, with heatsink 
compound, I noticed that one of the securing threads had 
been stripped because of overtightening. So I fitted a 
suitable nut to both screws and tightened the chip to 
chassis. That cured the trouble. 

When the customer came to collect it he said "let's hope 
it's third time lucky. Snoddies have done it twice for the 
same trouble." 

"I don't think it will go again for a while" I told him. 
"Done our recorder?" asked Greeneyes. 
"Not yet. It's tricky. I've had to put it on one side for a 

bit." 
She went over and looked into, the mechanism as though 

she was as clever as I. After switching it on and off she said 
"shouldn't that little cassette light flash on when you switch 
on the video? It doesn't, you know." 

"I wondered how long you'd take to spot that" I said as 
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brightly as I could. A new lamp cured it of course. I think 
my brain cells are thinning out. 

I put Mr Nutt's portable back on the bench and 
wondered how I was going to exorcise its ghost. Whilst I 
was listening to the set's moans, the ghost rose up on the 
screen and gave me an agonised groan. As I studied the 
set, the phenomenon occurred again. It was caused by a 
rapid and wide stretching of the frame, so that a central 
strip of the picture was momentarily stretched vertically to 
fill the screen. It was obvious that raw a.c. was briefly 
modulating the display. Recalling a similar effect 
experienced with the old Decca Gypsy and a particular 
KB/111 portable, I gently warmed the bridge rectifier 
diodes. This proved that they were responsible. So I 
replaced D701 and D702 (two three-legged devices each 
with a back-to-back pair of diodes), using four BY127s. 
The result was a complete remedy and I was able to tell 
Mr. Nutt that I'd cured his neighbour's tricks. 

"I'm very grateful, Mr. Bullock" he said when he came 
to collect it. "But my troubles aren't over. He's now got a 
big dish near the top of his house, pointed straight at my 
place. It's a sound detector, like they used during the war." 

The Crazy FV21R 
As he departed, Victor Smallpiece eased this thin face 

round the door. "My video's gone crazy" he said. 
"Then step in with it. This is where it belongs" I replied. 
It was a Ferguson FV21R, the annoying one with the 

tiny Phillips securing screws and the top panel that hangs 
about awkwardly instead of hinging back. All the buttons 
produced each other's functions. 

"Well Mr. Smallpiece" I said, "we've great experience 
of this fault and can approach it in one of two ways. We 
can either relabel all the buttons or we can fit a new 
STK5481 chip — if I haven't run out of them." 

"Which would be quickest and cheapest?" he asked. 
"That was a joke" I screamed. 
Mr. Smallpiece left after a new STK5481 had been 

fitted. At the same time Mrs. Forthright strode in with a 
Philips VR6463 VCR. 

And a Mental VR6463 
"What's up with it?" I asked. "Not jammed with a 

cassette in?" 
"No, it's gone mental. You'll see." 
When I tried the machine I found that it was unstable in 

the E-E, record and playback modes. I'd a different scrap 
machine with a similar r.f. panel, so I found it and swapped 
over the r.f. panel. The instability was much improved, but 
the screen gradually became heavily patterned. Then the 
sound began to break up. 

Thinking of the troubles caused by the power supply 
chip in the last repair, I wondered whether swapping over 
the power panel would help. After making this swap I had 
perfect E-E results on all channels. Delighted at my 
diagnostic skill I inserted a cassette and selected play. The 
sound was perfect, but instead of a picture I had the test 
signal and couldn't move it. 

I tried to think logically. It was obvious that the original 
panel was faulty as the swapped one seemed to have cured 
all the faults — though I couldn't be sure about the playback 
picture since I didn't have one. And where was the 
permanent test signal coming from? 

I put the original panel back. This cleared the test 
pattern on playback but the other faults rang the changes 
as before. I took the panel out and studied it. All three 
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chips had been rather messily changed — the joints were 
heavily fluxed. I looked at the circuit and found that the 
correct chips had been fitted, so I decided to change them 
all again, using those from the scrap board. This made no 
difference. Since most of the board is obscured by 
daughter boards and the machine has no removable 
baseplate, checking voltages while the machine is in 
operation is difficult. I took the panel out again and 
examined it carefully. I could find no print breaks but 
decided to clean off the tacky flux still present. After ten 
minutes with the surgical spirit I refitted the panel. 

The results with all functions were now stable and quite 
good — except that the playback picture looked a little 
bleached. It seemed that the flux which had been used, 
perhaps plumbers' flux, had been conductive. 

I then noticed that transistor 7002 had been changed and 
was without its heatsink clip. It was also very hot and was a 
BD138 instead of a BD678. When the correct type had 
been fitted the last of the faults had been cleared. As I put 
the recorder together I reckoned that I'd earned the rest of 
the day off, so I retired to my chalet to write. 

As I began Mrs. Forthright rang. "Did you manage to 
mend the video Mr. Bullock?" 

"I did Mrs. Forthright." 
"Well I never" she said. "Snoddies had it for months 

then gave it back to me." 

Amstrad PCW9512 Printer 
In the September issue I mentioned my problem with an 

Amstrad PCW9512 printer and asked whether anyone 
could suggest a remedy. A number of offers came in, and 
I've now got it working again. If you recall, the original 
trouble was that a first attempt at printing a letter resulted 
in apparently normal behaviour of the printer except that 
nothing appeared on the paper. Asking it again produced 
faint printing, much of it gibberish. A third try improved 
matters and the fourth try gave me a perfect letter. 

Eventually however the fault worsened, until the printer 
would work only after a blast of hot air from a hairdryer. 
Finally not even this helped, so I decided to have a go. I 
removed the mechanism and examined it closely. As I 
couldn't see anything obviously wrong I felt that a general 
clean and lubrication might help. I brushed it and gave it a 
spray of Servisol, then I put it back together carefully and 
found that it didn't work at all now. It wouldn't even 
accept a sheet of paper. That was when I asked for help. 

Amstrad do have a technical department that offers 
advice to those in the trade. I was advised to fit a new print 
hammer which CPC supplied by return for less than £2. I 
fitted it, but since the printer no longer worked I couldn't 
try it. Back to Amstrad Technical. 

Various causes were suggested and tried, but the printer 
steadfastly declined to work. I borrowed one like it and 
swapped over the single printed panel. No difference. 
Then I swapped over the mechanism and transferred the 
fault. At least I now knew that the mechanism was the 
cause of the trouble, but my efforts at tracking down the 
cause of the fault came to nothing. Back to Amstrad 
Technical again. 

I told them that the cause of the trouble was in the 
mechanism and asked them what they thought. "Try the 
sensor" I was told, "it's a little bead-like device beside the 
print hammer." I found it, and tiny it was. I looked at it 
through my magnifier. It seemed to have a cataract, so I 
gave it a wash with surgical spirit and a rub with a cotton 
bud. On reassembly it worked a treat. 

Moral: never squirt a printer mechanism in the eyeball! 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

The lady brought this 20in. set along and explained that it 
was her husband's. "'E said to let you do it" she added. 
The label said it was a Goodmans CVT2T, which was a 
new one on me. When I switched it on there was a rustle of 
e.h.t. but the set was otherwise dead. After a brief bout of 
meditation I increased the first anode supply, using the 
potentiometer on the line output transformer. This 
produced brightness on the screen, but nothing I did got 
me any further. Nor could I find any reference to 
Goodmans Television anywhere amongst my papers and 
data. So I rang my valued friend Peter Ambrose at Comet. 
He's a technical wizard who sounds like twenty five but is, 
he assures me, as ancient as I am. 

A Nikkai Chassis 

"It's actually a Nikkai chassis" he said. "On the left-
hand side, close to the on-off switch, you'll see a small 
transformer designated EM104. Its windings are bound 
with yellow ticky-tacky tape. The secondary winding feeds 
a rectifier diode, D102, which should have 11V at its 
cathode to feed the front panel control circuitry. But you'll 
find that this voltage is missing because the fuse in the 
transformer's primary section is open-circuit." 

"Well, thanks" I said, "now where do I get a 
replacement?" 

"You'll have a job" he replied, "they're like gold dust." 
I checked for 11V at the cathode of the diode and, as he 

predicted, it was absent. So I took out the transformer and 
checked across its primary connections. There was an 
open-circuit, again as predicted. When I telephoned 
Nikkai I was told that they had no stock, so I gingerly 
picked away the yellow ticky-tacky and found the open-
circuit thermal fuse. After replacing it with one from my 
junk box I switched on again. Up came an excellent 
picture. I wish I knew as much about these things as Peter 
— and that I sounded as bright. I dunno what fuel he runs 
on but wish I could get some. Next day I had a similar set, 
this time wearing a Solavox jacket. The symptoms were 
the same and, armed with my new knowledge, I had the 
transformer out and repaired in no time. Thanks, Peter. 

JVC HRD520 

Feeling buoyant for once I picked up a JVC HRD520EK 
VCR. "Severe tracking troubles" said the ticket. Its own 
recordings played perfectly, but those made on other 
machines and from video libraries were unwatchable, with 
the tracking control having no effect. I worked through the 
tracking circuitry but couldn't find anything wrong then, 
reluctantly and carefully, I gently adjusted the tape guides. 
The right-hand one turned easily by hand: setting it up with 
a first-class tape then sealing it brought perfect results. 
Why hadn't I tried that first?! 

Amstrad VCR4600 
An Amstrad VCR4600 had been brought in with a 

cassette jammed inside. When I tried it the idler seemed to 
be slipping. So I took it out, fitted another and tried again. 
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The machine groaned and whirred, but the tape didn't 
move. The drive belt underneath had flown off its pulley 
wheel. After cleaning and refitting it I got a repeat 
performance. So I took out the cassette manually and tried 
another one. This time the machine worked perfectly. 
When I examined the cassette I saw that it had jammed 
solid because one of the tape pillars had broken. When the 
owner called I told him that the cassette had caused the 
trouble and would do so again if he tried to play it. 

Fault Indexes 

I've had on one side recently for the purpose of 
reviewing them some of the advertised TV Fault Indexes, 
and have referred to them from time to time to see how 
helpful they are. The answer is very. Recently I had a 
Solavox NVCR5000 with a strange fault. It was dead, with 
only the standby beacon lit. When I looked it up I found a 
reference to a similar fault in this model, only this time the 
symptom was a muddled clock display. The Indexes 
referred me to page 288 of the February 1991 issue of.  
Television. I looked this up and found that a modification 
involving a 4.7kf/ resistor would bring about a cure. Then I 
noticed that the article was one of mine. Good thing I write 
these things down! The modification had already been 
done, but the resistor was far smaller than any that I use, 
and it was open-circuit. Then I recalled the correspon-
dence that followed my article. The general consensus was 
that replacing the "battery" capacitor was a better 
solution. I did this and found that it worked. It will be 
interesting to see whether this provides a lasting cure. 

Sony KV2060 
The next job was Mr Moggie's Sony KV206OUB TV set. 

"The picture went into a line" he piped, "it can't be the 
tube because the sound's all right." As the field had 
collapsed I homed in on the UPC1378H field output chip 
IC551 and checked its voltages. The supply voltage was 
correct and the others weren't too far out. There was also a 
healthy input from the timebase generator chip IC501, via 
R515. So I phoned J.J. Components for a replacement 
UPC1378H. When it arrived next morning I fitted it. Up 
came the field, but there was no field hold. None of the 
pretty preset potentiometers were labelled hold, and I 
feared that there was't such a thing. But the circuit told me 
that there was. It's grouped with the brightness, contrast 
and colour controls under the front plinth of the tube 
surround. Adjusting it produced solid locking, in fact an 
excellent picture. Super set, but flimsy cabinet. 

Ferguson TX90 Chassis 
The next set was another case of field collapse, but there 

were oddities this time. It was a Ferguson TX90 — the 20in. 
version. After ensuring that the field output transistors 
weren't footloose I checked them. As they were o.k., 
without further ado I removed the line output transformer 
to gain access to R268, the 221/ fusible resistor cunningly 
concealed within the line output stage screening box. It's in 
the 100V feed to the field output transistors, and was open-
circuit. A replacement brought back the field scan, but 
there was a dark horizontal line across the centre of the 
picture, as though the tube's screen had been burnt by 
being left in the field collapse condition. But I wasn't sure 
about this. So I applied my degaussing wand to the tube's 
neck and moved the picture about on the screen. The line 
moved with it. After some searching I found that R203 
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(1011) was open-circuit. A replacement cured this odd 
fault. 

Stuck on Channel 1 

Major Crust came in reeking of hair oil, with his hair 
smoothed flat and his moustache tweezed to a pair of 
points. He brought with him a 22in. Hitachi CPT206 and 
complained that it was stuck on channel 1. 

"I'll spend up to forty quid on it" he announced in his 
military voice. "If it's any more I'm off to Ripoffs for one 
of their reconditioned ones." 

I'd no room on the bench but made some and then 
plugged in his set. His diagnosis was correct. 

"Two things bother me, Bullock. First, why has this 
blasted thing packed up, and the other is why are we here? 
On this Earth I mean..." 

"Just a minute Major" I said, before throwing a fat old 
catalogue on the floor. I stood on it and tried the touch-
tune buttons again. The situation was no better, and I saw 
the Major's eyes narrowing. So I returned the catalogue to 
the shelf and took down the bottle of surgical spirit. This 
made his eyes narrower still. I gave the buttons a brisk 
wash, dried them then tried again. They all now worked 
perfectly. 

"Good God" spluttered the Major, "you've got a magic 
touch." 

"It's nothing" I said modestly. "But you were asking 
why your set had packed up, and why we're here. I've the 
answers for you. Your set packed up because you changed 
channels while your hands were soaked in hair oil, I'm here 
to put it right for you and you're here to pay up and take it 
away." 

"But you didn't even take the back off" he said, "how  

much are you going to charge me for that dab of spirit?" 
"Tuppence will cover it, Major — but for knowing where 

to dab it, £9.98. A tenner to you." 
He paid up and carried the set towards the door, 

muttering about why we're here... 

Hitachi CPT1476 

I then picked up a 14in. Hitachi CPT1476 and wondered 
whether I had any STR4211 power chips left. But this one 
had a field fault — cramping at the top. In such cases I 
suspect passive causes, like dry-joints or dried out 
electrolytics. One way of stressing the field circuit in this 
model is to press the plastic handle of my dusting brush 
between the power chip heatsink and the UPC1378H field 
output chip IC601. When I did this normal field linearity 
was restored. Out came my magnifying glass and I saw that 
a couple of the chip's pins were working loose. Resoldering 
them put matters right. 

Philips KT3 Chassis 
The final set that day was brought in by Warder Phil. It 

was a Philips 16CT3015 — the KT3 chassis — and was dead. 
As I was taking the back off Phil started to tell me about 
his job looking after "the bad, the mad and the sad". 
Whilst he was on about them I noticed that one of the main 
fuses had blown. So I checked the diodes in the bridge 
rectifier circuit. One of them, D6295, was leaky. So I 
replaced it, fitted another fuse and switched on. The fuse 
went again, but not before I'd spotted a glow through the 
white plastic skin of the posistor in the degaussing circuit, 
R6292. When I opened it I found that it was a pot of black 
grit. Fitting another, plus a new fuse, cured the trouble. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Some days I'd do better if I pulled on my old clothes and 
slunk off to fish for tench. Anyone who's done as much of 
it as I have knows instinctively when they'll be biting. You 
can smell it in the air. 

The feeling came over me the other morning, but when 
the postman arrived with a packet of Sharp idlers I decided 
instead to have a go at Mr Twopp's VC9100. Then 
something about the postman struck me. Wasn't he old 
Ribby Ellis, the company debt collector I'd worked with 
years ago at the multiple TV firm where I spent my salad 
says? I asked him and he immediately became the bouncy 
joker I'd then known, with a thousand ways of 
repossessing sets from bad payers. We swapped yarns for 
half an hour before be chortled his way from the drive, 
leaving me with fond memories and Mr. Twopp's VCR. 

Mr Twopp's Sharp VC9100 
I pulled it on to the bench. The ticket said no play, fast 
forward or rewind. It was right, though I could hear the 
reel motor singing. Now I like these quick money makers, 
so I unpacked the idlers and got to work. The approved 
way of replacing them is something I don't know. What I 
do is to fold the bottom board open, drop out the motor, 
change the idler then do battle, wishing I had three hands 
or multi-jointed arms, until I've got it all together again. 
Whilst I was so engaged the phone rang. Greeneyes 
answered it in the house, then brought me the message. 

"Mr. Wheeze phoned about his B and 0 teletext set. 
Said you'd had it a month and wants you to phone him. 
Sounded nasty." 

"Later" I said, turning back to the Sharp. What worried 
me as I worked was that I could remember neither Mr. 
Wheeze nor his B and 0. Then I finished fitting the idler 
and tried the machine with a cassette. It was just the same. 
I concluded that there had to be grease on the spool 
platforms or the motor drive. So I cleaned them, also the 
new idler. For good luck I changed the idler spring. When 
I tried the machine again it worked, but in a faltering way. 
I tried a stronger spring, then cut it short. Results were 
eventually much better but not right, and I knew that my 
doctoring of the spring wasn't acceptable. In desperation I 
went through the palaver of fitting another idler. It was no 
better, and I then spent a long time looking for obscure 
reasons for the trouble. A glance at my watch brought Mr. 
Wheeze's B and 0 back to mind, and I reluctantly left the 
bench to look for it before he phoned again. I couldn't see 
it anywhere. Just as panic was beginning to set in Mr. 
Twopp called about his Sharp VCR. 
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"Still on it" I said. "It's proving a bit tricky." 
"Can't you mend it?" he growled. "Trust you won't 

charge any more than you said. I'll be back in an hour." So 
I put the B and 0 out of my mind and went back to the 
Sharp video. Feeling stumped, I fitted another reel motor 
just in case. But it was still no better. Let's see, new motor, 
new idler, everything degreased — why wasn't it working? 
Then I noticed that the idlers I'd bought were unbranded. 
Could there be something wrong with them? After all, I'd 
tried everything else. I grubbed about in my waste bin and 
recovered the original idler. Using the workshop vice as a 
gauge, I compared the new ones with the original one. The 
new ones were undersized — and I had only this batch. 
Then I remembered the idler tyres I'd recently bought 
from J. J. Components, looked out a suitable one and 
fitted it to the body of the original idler. When it was fitted 
it worked a treat. Still in shock, I finished the job just as 
Mr. Twopp called back. 

"Took you long enough" he said. "Been doing this job 
long?" 

I thought about Mr. Wheeze's lost B and 0. What with 
the teletext and all, it must have cost him plenty. He'd 
expect it to be replaced if I'd lost it. Then he telephoned. I 
was desperate. Perhaps he had the make wrong, or 
Greeneyes had got his name wrong? I groped for a way of 
asking a few tactful questions. 

"Er . . . are you certain it was a B and 0 set?" 
"I certainly am" he rasped. 
"It's Mr. Wheeze now, isn't it?" 
The earpiece produced a strangulated cry. "Are you 

trying to be funny? I want that set and I'm on my way to 
see you." 

Salora J Chassis 
Oh dear. I hoped he wasn't as big as his voice. Half an 
hour passed, and no Mr. Wheeze appeared. So I went 
back to an Hitachi CPT2060 (Salora J chassis) with a 
horizontally frilled picture and a whining note from the 
speaker. I'd no circuit and wondered whether there was a 
decoupling fault in the supply to the line oscillator or 
driver. There was a 1,000µF, 35V electrolytic near the 
Ipsalo transformer. When I took it out and checked it I 
discovered that it had zero capacitance and a resistance of 
0-811. Also it had been hiding a burnt out fusible resistor. 
When these two items had been replaced there was an 
excellent picture and no whining note. Something had 
gone well at last. And although over an hour had now gone 
by, there was no Mr. Wheeze. Perhaps he'd confused me 
with another dealer? It's happened before. 

Ted Bright's Nikkai Portable 
Then my neighbour Ted Bright brought in a Nikkai 
colour portable. It was an MG002R and was dead. As he 
waited I opened it and found a chassis I'd never seen 
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before. I tried it again with my ear close to the chassis. 
There was no degaussing clunk, in fact no life at all. I saw 
that there was a small power/degaussing panel beneath the 
mains switch, and noticed that R801 on this panel was 
baked and cracked. It's a 1.5fl, 5W resistor and when 
taken out for test was open-circuit. A replacement was 
soon fitted and the set was then switched on again. Up 
came an excellent picture. 

Tamira's Panasonic NV370 
As Ted left, Tamira from Honolulu swayed in with her 
Panasonic NV370 VCR. " 'E keeps flashing at me" she 
said. The clock did the flashing but the on (VTR) LED 
wasn't lit, nor was there any channel display. The only 
other sign of life was a to-and-fro movement of the idler. A 
quick check showed that the 12V supply was missing —
because R1101, a fusible resistor on the power panel, was 
open-circuit. A replacement provided a cure and made 
Tamira think I'm very clever. A bonus, that. 

A Dead Fidelity CTV14O 
The Scratchers arrived shortly after with a dead Fidelity 
CTV140. He looked glum while she beamed. 

"We think the tube's gone Mr. Bookie" she chortled. "I 
think we'll have to have a new set." 

"Not so fast, Mavis" her spouse said, "new sets cost 
money." 

I slipped the back off and saw that the negative tags of 
the mains switch sat in little carbonised holes. Shorting 
them together brought the set to life with an excellent 
picture. Mrs. Scratcher's face fell, but her husband  

beamed. "Fit a new 'un please" he said. It didn't take long. 
"Twelve pounds to you" I said, passing the set back to 
him. He handed me a fiver and a tenner. "Keep the 
change" he said, "that's saved me a lot." 

Matsui 1440A 
A Matsui 1440A had been waiting a while. It was dead. I 
reached for a 5.642, 5W wirewound resistor, an 
STR50103A power chip and a BY127 rectifier. Then I 
removed the back and replaced R501, IC501 and D508. I 
checked fuse F501 which was all right — sometimes it blows 
as well. This repair is becoming routine. 

Mr Wheeze Revealed 
By now over two hours had passed and there was no sign 
of Mr. Wheeze. Suddenly I thought of Ribby Ellis. Tricks 
were his stock-in-trade. I recalled that one of his wheezes 
when repossessing a set was to press a pin through the 
aerial downlead before be knocked on the door for the 
arrears. It always worked. 

So I phoned Ribby and said "what's all this about your B 
and 0 Mr Wheeze?" There were peals of delighted 
laughter. "Good, wasn't it?" he wheezed, "what a scream. 
Do you remember the night I got you to push a pin 
through that downlead at Swamp Meadow whilst I banged 
at the door for the arrears, and you got the mains to earth 
'cos their isolation condensers had failed? What a laugh 
that was. Then to cap it . . ." I put the phone down. We 
could send him the deaf-aid man, the maternity wear 
woman and the wig people. But I'd rather not bother. I'm 
not up to it now. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

The other day I answered a knock on the workshop door 
to find Greeneyes entertaining a cove who looked like the 
Pied Piper in a scarecrow outfit. I took an instant dislike to 
him — perhaps because he was carrying a Fidelity CTV14S 
colour portable. 

"This is Mr. Flighty" she said. "He wants you to look at 
his set." 

"Thought you'd be a younger man" he said, surveying 
me. I gave him a look and he minced off. 

The Dead Fidelity 

With his set on the bench and the back removed I saw 
that the 2A mains fuse had died violently. A check on the 
BU508A chopper transistor TR13 showed that it was dead 
short. So I replaced both items and tried again. The new 
fuse immediately departed this life. Further checks were 
clearly needed. It didn't take long to find that one of the 
bridge rectifier diodes, D19, had reverse leakage. When 
this had been replaced and another fuse had been fitted the 
set came to life. I put it on soak test. 

A Monochrome Portable 

A smart chariot then pulled into the drive. Its owner had 
long legs and long blond hair — also a Ferguson 3845 
monochrome portable (1690 chassis). 

"Is your son, the television engineer, in? I want this set 
mended." 

"Just leave it with me" I said. "I'll see that it's done. 
Name and address please." 

On investigation the set was dead with only 2.4V at the 
2A fuse in the feed to the series regulator transistor. Full of 
prejudice, I peered nastily at the T6006V line output 
transistor VT17. An in situ measurement gave a base- 

emitter short-circuit reading. It's difficult to get the 
transistor out, so I consulted the circuit diagram to see 
whether there was a reason for this reading. There is. The 
emitter is earthed and the base goes to earth via the 
secondary winding on the driver transformer. Furthermore 
there's an efficiency diode connected across the transistor. 
So for a certain check it had to come out. This proved that 
it was all right. So was the diode. Other checks were made, 
but no shorts could be found. 

I decided to adopt a different approach and went back to 
the supply source. This took me to the battery input 
socket. Was it I wondered open-circuiting the input to the 
regulator? Shorting across tags 31-2 would prove the point, 
and when I did this the set sprang to life. A replacement 
socket put matters right. 

As I put it all together again I glanced at myself in the 
bench mirror. I looked ever so young. What was getting 
into people? 

Uncontrollable Brightness 

Suddenly the picture on Flighty's Fidelity clicked off, 
leaving a brilliant screen. I checked the voltages around the 
TDA1365 colour decoder chip. They were way out. Since , 
the chip had clearly failed, I wondered whether there was a 
particular reason for this, such as arcing in the line output 
stage. The transformer was corroded where the core 
projects from the windings. As I had a known good 
transformer I fitted it. Then, to make it easier, I slipped 
out the signals panel, replaced the TDA1365, refitted the 
panel and switched on. Would all now be well? No it 
wouldn't! In addition to uncontrollable brightness I now 
had no sound. After further tests I was no further forward 
and put the set to one side. 

Stuck in Standby 

The next set awaiting attention was a Panasonic TC2205 
(U2 chassis) that was stuck in standby. I looked through 
the Television faults indexes and found a reference to the 
problem on page 745 of the August 1988 issue. Check 
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rectifier diodes D852-3 it said. The latter diode, a BY298, 
was very leaky. It provides the 25V supply. I fitted a 
replacement and got a purr of life, but there was no 
brightness. The BU208A line output transistor Q551 was 
short-circuit. A new one restored the set to full health. 

Severe Patterning 

Then the workshop door opened and a tubby little 
woman came in with a 20in. Triumph CTV8402 colour set. 

"This set's faulty, I claim" she said, lifting her chin and 
shutting her eyes as she spoke. 

When she'd gone I switched the set on and plugged in an 
aerial. Up came a picture that was covered with severe 
herringbone patterning. The sound was perfect. I spent 
some time checking through the r.f. and i.f. sections to no 
avail, then recalled a similar fault I'd had with a Toshiba 
set. Looking through my home-made card index (I no 
longer rely on my memory) I found that the set had been a 
Toshiba C2020, which is identical to the Triumph receiver. 
I'd cleared the fault by replacing the 120µF electrolytic 
C807 in the power supply. Sure enough this worked again. 
Why hadn't I remembered it in the first place? 

It wasn't long before Mrs. Tubby returned. She walked 
up to me, lifted her chin, shut her eyes and spoke. "It 
wasn't much, I claim" she said while fumbling for her 
purse. "This repair is guaranteed, I claim" she said as she 
left. 

A Toshiba V83B 

I glanced at Mr. Flighty's Fidelity and quickly turned my 
attention to something else — a Toshiba V83B VCR. The 
ticket said it did what it liked. I inserted a tape and pressed 
the play button. Instead of a picture there was a screenful 
of thick, horizontal lines. Then I pressed the record button 
and got a screenful of mush and noise. Were there several 
faults or just one? I decided to start by replacing the 
TDA6360 processor chip IC501. Fortunately this did the 
trick. 

Dead Ferguson TX100 

Heaving a sigh of relief, I glanced again at Flighty's 
Fidelity and quickly picked up a Ferguson 22G3 (TX100 
chassis). It was dead, and when I checked through the 
TDA4600-2 chopper power supply circuit I found that the 
charging resistor R115, connected to pin 4 of the chip, had 
risen in value from 270kfl to 1.2M11. But a replacement 
failed to bring the set back to life. I next checked that the 
third pair of contacts on the mains on/off switch were 
providing the start-up pulse. They were. So I moved to the 
isolated part of the circuit and checked the 119V and 20V 
lines. Both were o.k. When I checked at the collector of 
the BC372 line driver transistor TR8 I found that the 
voltage was missing. The supply comes from the 15V 
regulator IC9. The voltages were o.k. here, but there was 
no voltage at either side of the feed resistor R143. 
Examination of the print between IC9 and R143 revealed 
an open-circuit. When this was repaired however there was 
still no voltage at the collector of TR8. I took it out and 
fitted a TIP110, which I prefer in this position. The set then 
came to life. For good measure I resoldered the joints 
around the line driver transformer T2. 

Mr. Reever's Colour Portable 

It was then that Mr. Reever brought in his Hitachi 
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CPT1476 colour portable. "I've got a bit of trouble with it 
— keeps going off. It's done it again. Gumboils and 
Snoddies have had a go during the last six months. Reckon 
it's now your turn!" 

When he'd departed I soon found that the STR4211 
power chip, which had been replaced before, had failed. 
So had the BU508A line output transistor Q703. Replacing 
these two items restored normal operation. The set 
performed perfectly on soak test before Mr. Reever called 
and took it off. 

Back to the Fidelity 

Flushed with success, I decided to tackle Mr. Flighty's 
Fidelity again. Uncontrollable brightness and now no 
sound as well. If only I could go back to the start, when at 
least I had the sound. 

Looking around the chassis for clues, I noticed that there 
was something odd about plug A and its socket on the 
signals board. While the female half, moulded on to a ten-
core ribbon cable, was clearly a ten-pin one the male half, 
part of the signals panel, had eleven pins. This meant that 
they could be connected together in either of two 
positions, and in one of these positions all ten connections 
would be wrongly made. I'd pressed them together so that 
from my viewpoint they fitted snugly and properly. What 
would happen if I parted them and reconnected them one 
pin along? When I did this a perfect picture, with sound, 
came up. 

As I boxed the set up I thought about the possibility of 
ending up with a severely damaged set because of this. I 
remembered that I had a similar scrap set in the next room 
and fished it out so that I could see if the plugs and sockets 
were the same. They were both ten-pin types. I wonder 
whether anyone else has come across this production 
quirk? 

Logik VR960A 

A Logik VR960A VCR was soon dealt with. It was dead 
except that the display lit up. I checked the voltages at the 
STK5332 power supply chip and found that they were all 
haywire. A new chip restored normal operation. 

Return of Mr. Reever 

I was just thinking of calling it a day when the door 
opened and a disgruntled looking Mr. Reever bowled in 
with his Hitachi CPT1476. "You put a faulty part in this 
set" he announced. "It lasted only an hour." 

I waved him out, put the set on the bench and plugged it 
in. Up came a perfect picture. Half an hour later it failed, 
and no amount of heating and freezing would bring the 
fault under control. I eventually resorted to minute 
examination of the panel through my giant magnifying 
glass, while probing about. None of the solder joints 
looked dry, but one or two were sitting in little circles of 
brittle looking flux. While scraping at one of these with a 
watchmaker's screwdriver it lifted away from the panel, 
though it remained perfectly soldered to the component 
leadout wire. The connection was to the cathode of. D950. 
Closer examination showed that there was a film of grey 
dust between the panel and the solder blob. I cleaned off 
and resoldered the joint, then similarly treated a few other 
nearby joints just in case. After a soak test I pronounced 
the set fit. 

"I hope it's all right this time" Mr. Reever said when he 
returned, looking at me straight in the eyes. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Steve Beeching and his charming wife popped in the other 
day. They came in a station wagon that made our Ford 
look a bit utility. "Some car!-  I said. "It's the wife's" Steve 
replied. Seeing that Greeneyes was paying careful 
attention I changed the subject. 

We had a pleasant hour's chat in the bar, much of it 
spent in mutual sympathy over the lives we lead. Then 
Steve told us about the items of electronic wizardry that he 
and his son service as a matter of course. Things that I've 
heard about though scarcely seen, let alone tackled. Steve 
has a decided advantage over lesser mortals like me — an 
extremely fine brain. He also has an enthusiasm that's 
good to see, dedication to his work and a fine sense of 
humour. He needs all these in dealing with things like 
camcorders. I'm reasonably certain that I never want to 
have to open one of them up! 

Thanks for calling in, Steve. We had a good hour or two. 
Call again sometime — I forgot to tell you how big I am on 
G1ls! 

Mrs Whelp's Panasonic NV370 

During Steve's visit Mrs. Whelp called with a Panasonic 
NV370. Next day I put it on the bench. When I switched 
on there was no channel number display and no LED was 
alight but the clock flashed merrily and the idler quivered a 
bit before losing interest. I decided to take a look at the 
power supply and soon found an open-circuit fusible 
resistor — R1101. Not a bad start I thought: maybe I'm 
about to get a run of easy little moneyspinners. 

Saisho CT142RX 

The next job was a Saisho CT142RX colour portable. I 
seem to get a lot of Saisho/Matsui sets. This one was dead 
though the channel 1 LED was alight. The mains fuse F501 
(2.5AT) and the 5.611, 5W surge limiter resistor R501 were 
both open-circuit while the STR50103 chopper chip IC501 
had expired. I replaced these three items then checked the 
line output transistor, which was o.k. So I switched on. No 
difference! 

There was plenty of h.t. at the mains bridge rectifier's 
output, but no 103V output from the chopper chip. A 
further check showed that there was no start-up voltage at 
pin 2. A check on the two feed resistors R502/3 indicated 
that they were o.k., but how did I know whether they were 
up to passing current? I've been had before with that one. 
So I fitted replacements. Still no start-up voltage. My 
earlier hopes about a run of moneyspinners were fast 
evaporating. Could the two transistors 0107/8 in the power 
switching circuit be faulty? In went two new ones, again to 
no effect. Perhaps the line output transformer, which is 
also linked to this point, was damping things? The 
connection is made via the RH1 diode D508 which turned 
out to be dead short. Why hadn't I tried that first? 

A Luxor SX9 

The next patient was a 26in. Luxor set, Model 18067349 
(SX9 chassis) which was also dead. It's not a set I know, 
and I didn't have a circuit diagram. There was h.t. about, 
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and the two BU208A transistors in the line output stage 
and the power supply were all right. Bearing in mind the 
last set, I decided to go round the diodes with a component 
tester. No luck this time however. Then, while examining 
the print side of the board, I saw that some of the joints 
looked less than healthy. So I went round those on the line 
linearity coil and the line driver transformer. This brought 
results, though of an intermittent nature. I then found that 
the two large copper heatsinks that bridge parts of the 
copper print were dry-jointed. Resoldering these cured the 
trouble. 

Philips CTX-E Chassis 

As I was refitting the back a bearded fellow pulled into 
the drive. There was a Philips 20CT2026/05 colour set 
(CTX-E chassis) on the back seat of his car. 

"I've brought this set all the way from Lancashire" he 
said. "Well over a hundred miles. It belongs to my mother 
who's down here on a visit. Thought I'd bring it along as 
well as it's intermittent and you did my own set recently."  

I plugged it in, took the back off and gazed at the print 
under the line output transformer. What I expected to see 
was there — dry-joints. Attention to these and, a few 
minutes later, all was well. 

"Marvellous" he said, "too good to be true!" 
"S'nothing" I said, blowing on my nails. 

Egbert's Alba VCR6000X 

Just then Egbert Crust bowled into the drive, as though 
he was pedalling an invisible bicycle up a steep hill against 
a headwind. He was carrying an Alba VCR6000X video 
recorder. 

"Don, for heaven's sake fix this recorder by tonight" he 
gasped, "otherwise Marina will pack me in." 

After he'd bolted I plugged his machine in. It was 
haywire, like Egbert. On opening it up I found that the 
loading belt was badly distended. While fitting a new one I 
saw why. The mechanism had jammed and the belt was 
fighting it. I removed all the belts and judiciously applied 
some WD40 to the mechanism. Then I cleaned the pulleys 
carefully and refitted the belts. This restored perfect 
operation. 

Decca 140 Series Chassis 

My next caller brought in a 16in. Decca set, Model 
DP1473 (140 series chassis). "The picture's unstable and 
goes off after a minute" she said. I removed the back and 
switched the set on. Up came an unstable picture with 
clattering sound, and after a minute the set went dead. As I 
turned it on to its side it came on again, and I found that I 
could make the fault come and go by tapping the chassis. 
So I switched off and busied myself resoldering some dry-
looking joints in the power supply. Suddenly something 
dropped out and rolled on to the floor. It was a large, 
heavy ferrite bead. I then found a small loop of wire that 
had obviously been threaded through it and soldered to the 
chassis. After putting this right (the circuit designation was 
L803) I tried the set again. 

This time there was no picture and sound disturbance at 
all, but the set went off after a minute as before. Tapping 
around plug and socket MC01 brought the set to life 
briefly, but resoldering it didn't help. I then found that 
flexing the centre front of the panel controlled the fault. 
Out came the magnifier and I saw that one of the pins of 
the TDA4600-2 chopper control chip had never been 
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soldered. Attending to this provided a complete cure. 

Mrs Rabble's Toshiba VCR 
Then Mrs. Rabble brought a Toshiba V309 video 

recorder along in a pushchair. With her was her precocious 
little daughter, who immediately went around the room 
twiddling the controls of every set she saw. 

"Do you think you could, er, ask the little girl to stand 
by the door with you" I asked. "She might get hurt, and we 
wouldn't want that would we?" 

"Oh don't worry about that" snorted Mrs. Rabble. "The 
point is that you mended this video for us a few months ago 
and it's never been right since. We haven't had time to 
bring it back before. My husband says you didn't do it 
properly. His workmate said you don't know anything 
about videos. Said we should have took it to Snoddies." 

I looked at her and her protege and nodded 
sympathetically. "They do seem to have all the answers" I 
replied." 

"I'll wait while you do it" she said, adjusting her stance 
to permanent stay. 

I opened the machine and looked inside. A powder 
compact and a partly nibbled Mars bar were caught up in 
the mechanism. I took them out and handed the bar to the 
child and the compact to Mrs. Rabble. "One each" I said. 
Then I tried the machine, replaced its cover and handed it 
back. "I haven't the time to do you a bill now" I said, 
scribbling a few details on my pad. "It'll be only nominal, 
fifteen pounds or so. I'll drop it in the post to you." 

Mrs. Rabble breathed in sharply, smiled weakly and 
stalked out. 

The HRD230 and the Curate's GEC TV 
Just as I pulled a JVC HRD230 VCR on to the bench 

the door opened and the Reverend Goode beamed in. "I 
know you don't do house calls" he said, "but if you find 
yourself in my parish sometime do pop in and look at the 
curate's massive TV set. The tuning buttons don't work." 

Off he went and I concentrated on the JVC video. It was 
all right in the fast forward and rewind modes, but play was 
fickle. I turned it upside down, removed the base then took 
out, cleaned and retightened the screw that earths the 
mechanism control board print. This didn't help. I noticed 
an evil-looking STK5481 power supply chip and changed it 
at once, but again there was no difference. So I fitted an 
idler. Play seemed to be better, but the take-up spool 
faltered now and again. Then I saw that the tape was also 
faltering at the pinch wheel. Cleaning it made no 
difference, and I noticed that the capstan was stopping. So 
I took out the motor and treated it with WD40. The 
machine worked well for over an hour on soak test and I 
was about to pronounce it fit when it stopped again. There 
was nothing for it but fit a new motor, and they're not 
cheap. The replacement restored the machine to normal 
operation. 

A couple of hours later I had to take Greeneyes into 
town. I decided to drop in on the curate on the way back. 
The set was a huge GEC model. I switched it on and, as its 
lazy tube warmed up, I instinctively took out my 
handkerchief and gave the buttons a brisk rub. By then the 
picture had come up and the tuning was perfect. 

"Oh" said the curate, "your very presence has made it 
work. How clever! Thank you, thank you." He opened the 
door and I walked out. "God be with you" he cooed. 

As I walked back to the car I thought there really must 
be a better way. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

"Now that we've got a nice new carpet, what about 
mending our television?" complained Greeneyes the other 
day. "Not only is it the oldest set in the city, it's been 
intermittent for over six months." 

It's a Philips G11 and the trouble of course is dry-joints 
on the line panel. The screen keeps going dark and the 
picture twists into an hour-glass shape: now and again you 
get line collapse. I really must find time to mend it before 
she calls in Snoddies. 

Walter's Philips GR1-AX 

One customer of mine, Walter Wingnut, is a wizened 
little chap with protruding ears. He called in the other day 
with his Philips colour portable. It's a 14GR1221/05B, 
which uses the GR1-AX chassis. Walter had bought it for a 
song from someone who'd won it, and he wasn't too sure 
about the guarantee situation. The trouble was that it 
displayed a bright red screen from switch on. It was the 
first GR1-AX I'd encountered and I didn't have a manual. 
I did however notice that it had a TDA3565 colour decoder 
chip. So I ordered a manual and a TDA3565 from 
Manchester. The spares arrived that afternoon — delivered 
by the firm's director. "I just happened to be passing" he 
said. Then Wingnut phoned to find out how I was doing. 

"The spare part has just arrived" 1 said, "it'll be ready 
shortly." 

A Brace of Bush 2020Ts 

Just then a customer I'm always glad to see called in. 
Old Miss Catchem. She's portly, tweed-clad, full of life and 
as bright-eyed as a sparrow. Travels around in an old 
shooting-brake packed with guns, fishing rods, gaffs and 
waders. As down-to-earth a lady as they come. She hauled 
out a couple of Bush 2020T television sets and plonked 
them on the bench. "Dead as doornails, both of 'em" she 
said, "Try to fix them fast" she added as she departed. 

I took the back off the first one and saw that the fuses 
were all right. So I busied myself around the power supply, 
which is of the TDA4601 type. The 4.7,11, 5W surge limiter 
resistor R816 looked groggy and when checked produced a 
reading of about 500kc1. So I fitted a replacement and 
switched on. Still dead. My next check was on the BU508A 
chopper transistor Q801 which was short-circuit. Fitting a 
new one again made no difference. It was time to look out 
the circuit and do a little thinking. The high-value, low-
wattage resistor connected to pin 4 of the chip is of course 
notorious in IDA4600-type power supplies. In this circuit 
its value should be 2701c12. I made a bee-line for it and 
found that it had increased in value to almost a megohm. A 
replacement brought the set back to life and after refitting 
the back I settled down to the other one. 

This one had a heavy short — at switch-on the relay 
clicked for five or six seconds. I went straight to the line 
output stage and checked the output transistor and just 
about every semiconductor device I could find, using the 
component tester built into my Hameg scope. But I failed 
to find anything amiss here. Eventually I resorted to the 
ruse of running the set until the relay stopped clicking, then 
repeatedly switching off, waiting a second or two and 
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switching on again, thus achieving some degree of 
continuous operation. After a few cycles of this I felt the 
line output transformer. It was hot. Fortunately I had one 
in stock. Fitting it restored normal operation. I put both 
sets near the door in anticipation of Miss Catchem's return 
visit. Then the phone rang. 

Smoke 

"D'you sell reconditioned sets?" a raucous voice asked. 
"My old mum's set billowed smoke and frightened her to 
death. It's finished I think." 

"I'd best take a look" I replied, "sometimes there's 
smoke without fire." 

The set was brought in shortly afterwards. 1 took the 
back off and peered inside. It was one of the earlier 
Matsuis, a 1460. The trouble centred around choke L403 in 
the line output stage. What had started off as dry-joints 
had progressed to carbonised holes in the PCB. I took out 
the choke, cleaned off and tinned the contacts, cut away 
the carbonised parts of the panel and cleaned away the 
soot. Then I made good the printed wiring with sturdy 
jumpers and refitted the choke. The result was a perfectly 
good picture. 

"You're magic" the raucous one said when she came to 
collect it. "Have an extra fiver on me." 

The Gil Sorted Out 

Just then Greeneyes looked in. "That set of ours has 
really given up the ghost this time. Do I lift the phone or 
are you going to mend it?" 

So I carted it back to the workshop and spent ages 
mopping up the dried out solder on the line panel, scraping 
and retinning the wirewound resistor leads and generally 
resoldering it back into good shape. This cured the 
intermittencies and I thought that for good measure I'd set 
it up nicely. I soon noticed that a half inch strip of the 
raster pulled to the left and was slowly travelling 
downwards, kinking the picture as it went. I spent ages 
checking through the power supply panel, even to the 
extent of removing the diodes, including the zeners, for 
testing, but couldn't find anything wrong. 

After a while I recalled that I'd had this fault before. 
Time to refer to the card index I keep on obscure faults. 
Sure enough there was a reference to it. The cause was 
listed as the 27V zener diode D4021 in the active 
smoothing circuit. But I'd tested the power supply diodes, 
including this one. 

I decided to investigate. After removing D4021 I fitted a 
replacement. This cured the fault. Then I compared the 
meter readings with the original diode and the new one. 
Identical. Scope traces using the component tester were 
then compared. The new zener diode produced a perfect 
right angle while the faulty one produced a right angle with 
a very slightly upturned tail at one end. 

TDA3562A Chips 

While I was reflecting on the vagaries of our trade Alan 
Humphries of Fast Fix phoned. He's the compiler of the 
card index system of collated Television magazine faults 
and their remedies. 

"Just had a game with a Matsui 1580 colour portable".  he 
said. "Vision was intermittent at switch on. Changing the 
TDA3562A colour decoder chip made no difference 
except that when there was a picture it now had a green 
cast. I spent many frustrating hours before I discovered 
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that the cause of the fault was indeed to do with the 
TDA3562A chip. The one I'd taken out bore the legend 
TFK (Telefunken) whilst the replacement I'd used was of 
Philips manufacture. There's a difference, and this set 
wouldn't work properly until I'd fitted a Telefunken 
replacement." 

"I'll pass the tip on in Television" I said. "Do get it into 
future editions of your Index: could save hours of soul-
destroying searching for some poor soul like me." 

I refer to Alan's excellent Index almost daily, as I do the 
ECS book Index compiled and produced by Mike Lyons. 
And dealer Dave of Criccieth TV, Gwynedd, North Wales 
has sent me an advance copy of a five-year Television index 
he's compiling. 

The nature of my business means that I have to try to 
service just about every make of VCR and TV set under 
both the Eastern and Western suns (except for Philips 
VCRs). It's obviously not possible to have a thorough 
knowledge of them all, nor to have every manual. These 
indexes not only save me time but often enable me to 
repair sets that would otherwise prove too daunting. I'm 
working on an article that describes their usefulness in my 
workshop of late. 

A Tube Dodge 

Time to return to Walter's GR1-AX. I fitted the 
replacement TDA3565 chip and switched on. The screen 
came up as red as ever. So I worked on from the TDA3565 
towards the tube. The red output transistor's collector 
voltage was of course low — about 12V instead of 115V. 
When I swapped over the red and green output drives to  

the tube the voltage drop was also transferred, which 
pointed to a short inside the tube. I switched off and 
checked the resistance between pin 7 (red cathode) and pin 
6 (the grid). It was only a few ohms. The tube was useless —
or was it? 

I recalled a little dodge we used to get up to with 
monochrome tubes. As there was nothing to lose I took off 
the tube base, wired pin 6 of the tube to the negative side 
of the set's h.t. reservoir capacitor C2606 (output from the 
mains bridge rectifier) and pin 7 to a spare meter probe. 
Then I switched the set on and dabbed the probe on to the 
positive side of C2606. Just once. There was an odd noise 
in the tube's neck. I dismantled my wiring, reconnected the 
tube base and switched on. Up came one of the nicest, and 
most welcome, pictures I'd seen. 

I phoned Wingnut and told him what had happened. 
"It's all right now" I said, "come and get it." 

Nannies Rank 2718 

There was one further call that afternoon. Nannie Finch 
squeezed through the door carrying a Murphy MC6301 
colour set — the Rank Z718C chassis. 

"Wherever did you find that, Nannie?" I asked, 
"thought I'd long since seen the last of them." 

"It's the sound" she said, "quiet, distorted and peaky. A 
loose wire I 'spex." 

I took the back off and gave the audio output stage a tap 
or two. This brought me to the BD166 transistor 3VT15, 
which is actually a constant-current source in this rather 
unusual circuit. I resoldered its legs and up came the 
sound. Time to bid Nannie goodbye and shut shop. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Carl Pople of Willow Vale called in the other day. His days 
in the trade started at about the same time as mine, only 
instead of repairing sets he was a Mazda rep handling valves 
and tubes. Valves gave way to transistors and, subsequently, 
TV sets became so cheap that the replacement tube market 
was no longer viable for either Mullard or Mazda. We talked 
of the astonishing changes that have occurred in the trade 
since those early days, and a couple of hours slipped by in no 
time. Then it was back to the present and as Carl went on his 
way I turned to a Turkish manufactured Hikona colour 
portable, Model 1437. The ticket simply said "dead". 

The Hikona Colour Portable 
Well we're expected to mend everything that's thrown at 

us, so I got stuck in. The set has a stylish, well laid out chas-
sis and, unbelievably, there was an equally pleasing service 
sheet. An isolated power supply is used: it was failing in its 
task of delivering a regulated 110V h.t. supply. 

There was plenty of voltage at the mains bridge rectifier's 
output. It reached the collector of the chopper transistor Q901 
via the transformer, but the circuit wasn't oscillating. Checks 
showed that the two transistors Q90213 in the control circuit 
were starved of voltage while Q901's base was floating. All 
this was because the 561d1 , 3W wirewound resistor R908, 
which should have supplied 16V, was open-circuit. A 
replacement brought excellent results, the well-produced cir-
cuit sheet and tidy layout having made this set a joy to work 
on. 

Mrs Tuff's Logik VR950 (Samsung V1611) 
As I boxed up the Hikona set Mrs. Tuff, all two hundred-

weight of her, came in with a Logik VR950 VCR. She's a 
welder in a foundry and has a chin like Desperate Dan. 

"It's wonky" she bellowed. 
"Er, what exactly is the matter with..." 
"Told yer, it's wonky." 
So I wrote "wonky" on the ticket and, as she left, I put the 

machine on the bench. It played back all right, so I tried making 
a recording. After a minute the E-to-E picture started to pattern 
and pull and the sound became grouchy. Then everything 
buzzed off. Wishing that it had idler trouble instead, I got to 
work and soon graduated from the tuner to the power pack 
where I set out to check the voltage on the 33V zener diode 
ZD3. Not only did it have a substantial leak, it was running 
warm. I fitted a replacement, checked its voltage and current 
conditions and soak tested the machine for a while. As it 
behaved properly I phoned Mrs. Tuff to ask her to come and 
collect it. 

A Sharp VCA 
Meanwhile Russ Breeze strode in with his Sharp 

VCA131HM VCR. It had tape transport trouble — play, 
rewind and fast forward were all unreliable. I've had drive 
belt and idler trouble with this model and decided to check 
the belt first. Sure enough it was slack. After cleaning off the 
pulley wheel I fitted a replacement. This improved the per-
formance, but play was still sluggish. So I took out the idler 

574  

and fitted a new tyre. This provided a complete cure. I 
replaced the cover which, as with so many machines, is 
secured by four screws: it saves time to remember that they 
are pairs of different lengths — the short ones secure the sides 
while the long ones go in the back. 

The Surgeon's ITT CT2600 
As Russ was digging into his pocket a smart car with an 

even smarter driver pulled up. It was Miss Dream, a local 
surgeon's daughter. 

"I've brought dad's television set along for repair " she 
breathed, "only it's so large. Can anyone give me a hand?" 
Russ's day was made. 

When he got the monster on to the bench it turned out to 
be a 26in. ITT set, Model CT2600 — CVC1210 chassis. Apart 
from a ticking noise the set was dead to the world. A quick 
check showed that there was 330V across the mains bridge 
rectifier's reservoir capacitor C658, so I frowned at the line 
output stage. The BU208A line output transistor T501 on its 
heatsink to the left of the transformer was short-circuit while 
the BD135 EW modulator driver transistor T562 was wide 
open. R503 (10052) in the scan-correction network had suf-
fered from the effects of heat, but this is often the case. I 
replaced these three items and switched on, hoping to hear 
the rustle of e.h.t. But none came. So I applied a finger to the 
encapsulated line output transformer. It was hot. A new one 
from Hoopwell completed the repair. 

A Solavox ITT 
The very next set to arrive on the bench was fitted with 

the same chassis, only this time it bore a Solavox badge 
(Model 22109). The line output transformer was the problem 
with this one as well. Meanwhile a Manager's Service Spe-
cial brochure from CPC offered an HRS version of the trans-
former at half price. I faxed an order and it arrived the next 
day. Fitting it put the set to rights. 

An Unpleasant Experience 
I was getting on swimmingly the other day when, at about 

1 p.m., Mr. Snide phoned from New Close. He said that he'd 
only just moved into the area and that his large colour set was 
producing poor pictures on two of the channels. In addition 
he had a monochrome portable with a dim picture. He didn't 
know where I was to be found, so could I call along now? 

I took his address and telephone number and told him that 
we'd be along. In fact I rarely do house calls these days, but 
my son Paul sometimes gives me a hand with them. He said 
he'd go right away. 

"We don't know whether his main set or the aerial is at 
fault" I said. "He's new to the area. I suggest you use the 
monochrome portable to test the aerial. If it's o.k., we'll attend 
to the set. If not I'll give him the telephone number of a good 
rigger. In any case, I've agreed to look at the portable." 

Paul came back an age later to say that the address wasn't 
right. After I'd phoned and got the correct address Paul set 
out again. After a good while he came back with the portable 
and reported that the other problem was due to the aerial. 

The portable was a Pye T173 (Philips TS7 chassis). It 
must be at least twenty years old now, though it's a stylish 
set. I'd serviced one or two of these sets before and was sure 
I had the circuit, but finding it took quite a while. The obvi-
ous thing to do was to check the tube's first anode voltage. It 
should be around 200V but was much less. Further checks 
showed that one of the resistors in the supply network had 
risen substantially in value. Fitting a replacement cured the 
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trouble, so I replaced the chassis and set up the picture. It was 
now nearly tea-time. I decided to phone the customer. 

"First your big set. We've found that the trouble is due to 
an aerial fault. I've looked out the number of a local rigger 
and I'm jotting it down to send back with your portable. 
We've done that too. I can get it back now and if you're 
happy we'll charge a total of £25 for our calls, diagnosing the 
trouble with the big set and repairing the portable." 

"Fine" he said. 
When Paul arrived at his house the customer took the 

portable, refused to pay and phoned me. 
"What's all this business about £25?" he demanded. 
"It's what we agreed" I replied. 
"You were talking to my son" he said. "I don't pay for  

service calls, and I'm going to pay you £10 for the portable —
that's all it's worth." 

I tried to put my case but he would have none of it. I 
offered to unrepair his set and cancel the bill but he wouldn't 
hear of that. I finally offered to accept £15, but he flatly 
refused to pay. Then I remembered his aerial and the rigger 
I'd recommended. "The rigger will expect payment if you 
call him to your house." 

"He won't get it: where I come from we don't pay for 
house calls." 

So I phoned the rigger and warned him. Paul finally came 
back with £10 and we split it. What a distasteful time we'd 
spent at the hands of a form of life I'd not come across for a 
long, long time. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

A bit of sun is always cheering. So I got up early the other 
day and raced Greeneyes to the bathroom. "Lets have my 
Healthybran and fruit" I cried, "and my sugar-free coffee. Let 
me get to the workshop. I want to get on and work." 

The JVC HRD23O 
With breakfast over I strode to the workshop and put the first 
job on the bench. It was a JVC VCR — an HRD230. Rewind 
and fast forward were o.k. but it wouldn't record or play. The 
tape laced then unlaced and that was that. The head drum was 
still. 

After checking the power circuits I decided to replace the 
STK5481 just to be sure. As I'd feared, this made no differ-
ence. So I carried out some voltage checks around IC601, the 
64-leg M50965-628 chip in the mechacon circuit. As some of 
the voltages were wrong I replaced the chip then switched the 
machine on and tried it with a cassette. The drum now 
revolved and the tape loaded satisfactorily, but the take-up 
spool kept faltering to a stop and the tape spewed into the 
mechanism. Progress, but there was still something wrong. 

Checks in the associated circuitry showed that the volt-
ages around the M54644BL chip IC604 were haywire. Fitting 
a new one restored the machine to full working order. 

Well, I'd had to work for results that time, but I'd won. 
Perhaps, for a change, I was going to have a good day. 

Mrs Libber's Sanyo CBP2145 
My next caller put an end to this hope. I wish Mrs. Libber 
had gone to Snoddies. They can take strident, mouthy women 
in their stride. She asked for a house call, which wasn't on, 
even though her set had only a "slight fault". So she sent her 
husband along with it. The set turned out to be a 22in. Sanyo 
CBP2145, which is fitted with the E2 chassis. Later that 
evening she phoned to ask whether it had been dyne. It 
hadn't. 

Next day I put the set on the bench. There are two chan-
nel selector buttons, for up and down, at the front. The trou-
ble was that they didn't work until the set had been on for 
about five minutes. After a spell with the freezer and 
hairdryer I decided to take out the front panel to apply a little 
contact cleaner and resolder the joints, which is faster to say 
than do. Operation of the set seemed to be better after doing 
this but it was still not good enough. So I set about obtaining 
a manual and meanwhile had a word with Sanyo. I was 
advised to change C398, a 100µF 16V electrolytic across one 
of the 5V lines. It made no difference, so I decided to wait for 
the manual. 

Then the phone rang again and Mrs. Libber said she was 
getting impatient. She'd bought the set, at enormous expense, 
so that they could watch television. They couldn't because I 
had it. Why was it taking so long to fix such a slight fault? 
And she hoped it wouldn't cost much. 

I should have given the set back to her then and there, but 
since I'd got involved I decided to press ahead. For the time 
being I had to work as well as I could without the manual. I 
changed one or two items in the supply, including the 
L78M05-RA 5V regulator IC395 and D395 which supplies it. 
Next day Mrs. Libber came on again and I suggested that she 
had the set back until I'd received the manual, studied it and 
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ordered any bits I suspected. In that way she'd have the use 
of the set until I was ready, hopefully, to have it back and 
cure the fault quickly. 

Her husband, a rather sheepish fellow, came, shook my 
hand and offered to pay for my trouble so far. I told him that 
I wouldn't charge until the job was finished. Off he went with 
the set, smiling away, leaving me to reflect on why such 
shrews always seem to marry such decent chaps. 

Then Greeneyes went to Spain for three weeks, with our 
eldest offspring, leaving me to look after the three youngest 
ones. I assured her that I could cope. In no time at all we 
were all down with flu and I was too ill to work. By the time 
I'd recovered the house was full of TVs and videos brought 
in for repair. I hardly knew which way to turn. 

My first caller was Mrs. Libber. The set now changed 
channels perfectly she said. It must have been a bit of dust on 
the controls, so I needn't attend to that. But I'd obviously 
done something to the set because there was now sometimes 
a noise on the sound, accompanied by a faint chirp from 
within. 

"I can't take it anywhere else" she said, perhaps sensing 
that I was a little less than fond of her, "because since you 
caused it you'll know at once how to put it right." Her hus-
band brought the set, all apologetically, into the workshop 
and when he'd gone I put it on test. Within a couple of hours 
Mrs. Libber was on. "Have you got it right? I miss my televi-
sion set." 

The set behaved itself for hours, then I heard a slight 
"ccrr-ing" noise that seemed to come from the line output 
transformer. I placed a blanket over the set and it was soon 
chirping enough for me to be able to investigate. The noise 
definitely came from within the line output transformer, and 
now the brightness was affected as well. 

I had an identical Fisher set awaiting a line output trans-
former. It arrived as I was working on the Sanyo set. The part 
numbers matched, so I fitted the new transformer, all £30 
worth of it, in Mrs. Libber' s set. As a cross-check I installed 
the chirping transformer in the Fisher set. After a while the 
Fisher began to chirp, and a few hours later the transformer 
suddenly warmed up and died. Meanwhile Mrs. Libber's set 
was behaving perfectly with the new transformer. Then sud-
denly she was back, with her husband. 

"I'm not happy with the time you've taken on our set" she 
said. "You're still running your little advert, so you can't 
blame pressure of work. I know that you've been ill, but we 
can't help that. I came to you because I wanted service. 
We've been to the Weights and Measures about you." 

I glanced at Mr. Libber. "Are you better, Mr. Bullock?" 
he began, smiling nervously. She glanced at him and his 
smile went. 

The set seemed to be working all right with the new trans-
former, but I wanted to be sure. I ignored Mrs. Libber and 
addressed her husband. "If you telephone tomorrow I may 
have good news about your set." Off she strode, with her 
husband in tow. 

The set continued to work well after being boxed up. So 
next day I asked him to collect it. While waiting for him I 
pondered on what to do about charging. I'd spent a lot of 
time on the set and fitted an expensive line output trans-
former that I now had to re-order. If I made a charge I'd be 
stuck with Mrs. Libber in the event of a further fault occur-
ring. Or, come to that, if a pasSing aeroplane fluttered her pic-
ture or the programme went off the air. 

When Mr. Libber called I told him that I wasn't happy 
about my dealings with his wife and didn't want to see or 
hear from her again, that fitting a new line output transformer 
had cured the latest trouble and that there wouldn't be a 
charge. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Quiet Norman Glutton hauled himself in the other day with a 
JVC video (an HRD230E) and an Amstrad TVR3 TV-VCR 
combination. 

"The recorder's from Clarence, governor of The Horsefly" 
he said. "Do you know that he charges nearly a pound for his 
home-made pasties?" Out came a pastie and a pocket knife 
and the demolition began. 

"And who's the Amstrad from, Norman?" I asked. 
"Ah, that's mine" he said. "The colour goes, but not for 

hours and hours. Expensive these pasties, but good." 

Initial Checks 

I plugged the Amstrad in and threw a blanket over it 
before getting on with the recorder, which was dead. After 
perusing the manual and checking around I eventually found 
that the M50965-628 microcomputer control chip was at 
fault. Meanwhile all that remained of the pastie was a few 
crumbs. Fitting a replacement chip restored the HRD230E to 
normal operation and, glancing at the price of it, I thought of 
the pies that Clarence would have to sell to pay for the repair. 
Quiet Norman would help him there. 

The Amstrad TVR3 
The Amstrad was temperamental, but after some hours the 

colour faded away. So I took it from under its blanket and 
opened it up. When I switched it on again the colour was all 
right. The obvious thing to do was to reach for the hairdryer 
and direct the heat on the area of the 48-pin UPC1420CA 
colour processor chip IC10. After a while the colour faded 
away, so I gave it a blast of freezer. The colour returned at 
once. The chances were that the chip was the cause of the 
trouble, but to make certain I masked off everything else with 
a thick duster and tried again. This proved the point. A new 
chip put matters right and after cruelly twisting its legs I con-
signed the old one to the bin. 

How did we cope with such faults before the advent of 
freezer? Not so badly, I suppose, because we didn't have i.c.s 
for all that long before before freezer came on to the scene. A 
case of necessity being the mother of invention no doubt. 

More HRD230E Problems 
I pulled the HRD230E on to the bench again. Its clock was 

alight but there were no channel numbers on nor was there 
any sign of a beacon light. I moved over to the power supply 
circuit and found that there were no 5V and 12V outputs 
from the STK5481 chip. Replacing this restored the voltages, 
but there were still no results — and the M50965-628 micro 
was running hot. As its voltages were wrong I took it out and 
made some comparison tests with a new one. It was dud all 
right, but another replacement made no difference. So I 
pulled the machine towards me and settled down to it. 

Before removing the chip I examined each of its pins 
through my giant magnifier. When I got to pins 27 and 28 I 
thought I saw the finest imaginable silver strand between 
them. By moving the light around and examining the chip 
from different angles I was able to confirm that the pins were 
indeed shorted. Use of a small, fine iron enabled me to isolate 
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the strand: it was almost too tiny to see. Once it had been 
removed the machine burst into life. I was never more 
relieved to get a job off the bench. 

Shortly after, Quiet Norman called in again. This time he 
was tackling a pickled egg. 

"Glad they were both quick and easy" he said. "Easy 
means cheap, and there are other calls on my money." 

"You'll have to uncurl a few browns, Norman. Pay up. 
They'll do me more good than they will you." 

The Sony KV1442 
The next set was a 14in. Sony colour portable, Model 

KV1442, with excellent sound but no brightness. I'd had one 
in with the same symptoms a few months back and sure 
enough this one was suffering from the same trouble — the 
800V first anode supply was missing. The rectifier for this 
supply is D852. It takes its feed from the collector of the line 
output transistor via a 1U1, 1W resistor (R852). As in the 
previous set it seemed that the diode had tracked along its 
length on the underside, close to the panel. The result was 
that R852 had blown open. It's wise to fit the replacement 
diode well clear of the panel. After carrying out the repair I 
was rewarded with a really excellent picture. 

Walter's Ferguson TX90 
Then nervous Walter called in with his 20in. Ferguson set 

(TX90 chassis). After the usual trying interview he departed. 
I plugged the set into the mains and switched it on. Every-
thing seemed to be all right but after a few minutes the set 
started to whine loudly and the picture frilled. Turning up the 
brightness made matters worse. I checked the h.t. and found 
that it was at 115V instead of 120V. In addition the set-h.t. 
potentiometer RV224 would only reduce the voltage, and it 
would do this by only about 2V. The voltages around the 
BD839 transistor TR107 in the regulator circuit were hay-
wire, but the transistor tested o.k. I then found that its driver 
TR108 (BC338C) was open-circuit. A replacement failed to 
restore normal conditions and after making a few more tests I 
found that R267 (121a 1W) had gone very high in value. A 
new one enabled the circuit to be set up correctly, clearing 
the fault symptoms. 

An Odd Visitor 
My next visitor was a decidedly odd, wild-looking charac-

ter. 
"I'm speaking to you with the name of O'Sharp" he 

announced, "and I'm asking you to look at my Akai." 
"Certainly" I said, wishing he'd called at Snoddies, "if 

you'd care to bring it in." I didn't like the look of him at all. 
"You get it out of the car" he continued, "I've got a bad 

back." 
He looked to me to be in the prime of life. The people that 

pull this one on me! Anyway I struggled in with it and picked 
up a pen. 

"It's the on-off switch" he barked. "This will be the third 
time it's failed. I want you to take it out, examine it and write 
me a report on it, saying why it failed. Then I want you to 
examine the set and say what you think of the servicing so 
far, what damage it suffered at the hands of the last engineer 
and how much its value has fallen as a result. I'll pay you 
well for your trouble." 

"No can do" I replied, wishing the set would run back into 
his car. "I can check the on-off switch and if necessary 
replace it. That would cost you £25." 

"Twenty five pounds!" he screamed. "You're no better 
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than the others." Then, bad back or not, he seized the set and 
flew. 

Mr Blunt's Panasonic 
The last set of the day was brought in by a real rustic. It 

was a Panasonic TC2061. The problem was sound but no 
brightness. I removed the back and turned up the first anode 
preset on the line output transformer. This produced chroma 
but no luminance. Looking around I saw a TDA3562A 
colour decoder chip. It seemed sensible to change it, but I 
didn't have any stock left. 

I looked around the workshop which was getting full. 

People don't seem to collect their sets so quickly these days. 
If I could get this one done quickly, I thought, he'd probably 
take it away. These country people like to get their sets back. 
So I popped into town and bought a chip retail. The price 
frightened me, but once it was fitted I had a good picture. I 
gave Mr. Blunt a ring. 

"Is it better now?" he asked. 
"Sure is" I replied, "now when would you like to collect 

it?" 
"Oh, anytimes like. I comes your way twice a year, some-

times three times. The year before last I came to town four 
times in all. But that was when I wanted another horse. I'll be 
along, don't you worry." 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

The workshop door flew open and a scruffy fellow entered. 
"Noggs" he said. I spun round, fearing the worst. 

"Er grunts but don't go" he wheezed, producing a VCR 
and tapping its top. "How quickly can you get 'er done? 
Proper mind, but I can't spend much as I've a bill to pay for 
the old car. Three hundred quid." 

"Perfection and cheapness, that's what we want isn't it? 
I'll start on it right now. Will that be soon enough?" 

The Sharp VCA105HM 
It turned out to be a Sharp VCA105HM, the first of its 

kind I'd seen. A clicking noise came from its main loading 
block, which is on the top of the deck to the right of the 
drum. Time to get a manual. A call to Dave Allen at Willow 
Vale to order one paid extra dividends. He knew the model 
and the fault well and told me that in addition to the main 
cam disc I'd almost certainly need a new loading block worm 
gear. A new mode switch would also probably be a good 
idea. 

The package from Willow Vale arrived next morning. 
When I'd dismantled the mechanism I found that the cause of 
the trouble was as Dave had thought. The worm gear sits 
upright against the cam: its teeth were damaged. Thanks 
Dave for the manual, the spares and the instant advice. The 
job was completed in no time. Just like that! 

Cars and a Panasonic TC2263 
Later, whilst contemplating on the service I'd been able to 

provide for Noggs and the amount of my charge, I got to 
wondering where this trade is taking us. I wished I'd gone 
into car repairs instead. Then a huge Mercedes glided into the 
drive. Its driver was a brisk and mature gentleman I'd never 
seen before. He set about removing a 22in. Panasonic colour 
set from the back seat and soon got red-faced and breathless, 
as they do. I ran to his aid and as soon as he could speak he 
told me that the fault was no colour. 

"The name's Fryer" he said. "Ring me at my fish and chip 
shop when it's done." 

The set was a Panasonic TC2263. When I got around to 
looking into it I found that the TDA3562A colour decoder 
chip had been out recently and that the soldering was terrible. 
Some of the pins hadn't been resoldered at all. After tidying 
it up I tried the set again. As the fault was still there I 
replaced the chip. This time the colour came up. 

When Mr. Fryer came back he expressed astonishment at 
the fact that the set was ready so soon and the charge. "I 
really thought it would cost much more" he said, pulling a 
little package of fish-and-chip wrapping paper from his 
pocket and unfolding it. Inside this he had a wad of greasy 
old banknotes. Those he gave me were spotted with oil. 
"Don't bother with the change" he said, "I didn't expect to 
have the set back so quickly." 

He left me with two thoughts. First, there seemed to be a 
story with his set. Secondly, how could I get hold of a little 
chip shop? 

Bertram's JVC 2151 

While I was pondering over this Bertram Blowfly stag-
gered in with a JVC Model 2151 in his arms. "My neighbour 
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told me that the tube's gone" he said. "Told me he'd change 
it for me only his meter thing doesn't work and he's under 
the doctor for his nerves." 

"I'd have a mental breakdown myself if I had the time" I 
replied. Inside the set I found a Ferguson TX100 chassis. 
When I switched the set on the purity was awful. So I applied 
my degaussing wand, expecting at least a temporary 
improvement if the tube's shadowmask was in place. There 
was no improvement at all and I began to feel that Bertram's 
neighbour might be right. Then, casting aside my prejudices 
and adopting my usual rational approach, I replaced the 
posistor in the degaussing circuit. When I switched on again 
the picture was perfect. I shook the old posistor close to my 
ear: it sounded like a maraca. 

Vibey's Panasonic Video 
Just then Greeneyes called in at the workshop. She 

brought with her a strange-looking chap — he looked like a 
human toby jug. This is "Vibey" she announced. The toby 
jug grinned. "He's come to prune the vine. We'll pay him in 
grapes from the autumn crop. He's also brought you this 
video that needs adjusting." 

It was a Panasonic NVL28HQ.-On test it worked mechan-
ically and split the aerial signal, but that was all. It wouldn't 
tune, record or produce a picture from a prerecorded tape. It 
seemed likely that the r.f. converter was in trouble. A meter 
check showed that the 12V supply was present at pin 4 while 
scope checks showed that there was a lush video input wave-
form at pin 2 and audio at pin 4. But there was no composite 
output at pin 1. So I took it out and gently opened it. The 
little i.c. was much the worse for wear, having baked. So I 
parcelled up the converter and sent it off to MCES of Manch-
ester. It came back so quickly that I stopped and did some 
sums on my fingers to see whether it had been possible in the 
time. On fitting the repaired converter and switching the 
machine on I had excellent pictures. A saving factor in this 
difficult trade is that we are served by some excellent firms. 
MCES for one has proved to be consistently reasonable and 
quick. 

Having reassembled the machine I called Greeneyes on 
the internal phone and asked her to return it to her friend 
Vibey. "You deal with him" I said. "Forty quid. Call him out 
of the vine and tell him I want cash, not kind." 

The Doctor's Sharp Video 
My next caller was old Dr. Hokum, who's as Irish as they 

come. I'd first met him forty years ago when we were both 
patients in a TB sanatorium. We'd both recovered rapidly, he 
because his patients wouldn't let him go, me because I'd a lot 
of living to do (I didn't know then that I was going to waste 
my life in this trade). He brought along his Sharp VCD801 
VCR. 

"I think it's got heart trouble Donald" he said, "give me 
your opinion." 

I plugged it in, inserted a cassette and looked at my moni-
tor. Nothing appeared. "Seems to need spare-part surgery" I 
said. When I removed the top I saw that the idler was slip-
ping. So I took off the bottom cover, disengaged the idler 
drive belt, turned the machine the right way up, removed the 
two red Phillips screws — one at each side of the cassette car-
riage — and swung the carriage out. Then I undid the two 
screws that secure the idler, dropped in another, replaced the 
carriage, hooked up the belt, tried the machine out and finally 
boxed it up. 

"The price of the idler will do, doctor, for old time's 
sake." 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Old Abe dropped in again the other day. He's a rustic who 
lives in a shed close to the banks of the Severn, along with a 
growing crop of old TV sets, a screwdriver or two and a 
tube of Superglue. His dwelling doesn't run to a bathroom 
or a sink, and he hasn't changed his cloths in all the years 
I've known him. So his aroma precedes him. If there's 
anything he's better at than bottling it's long-distance 
walking and doffing his cap to anyone who wears a tie. But 
he pays his way. 

Brother Terry, who lives almost a mile away, saw him 
striding past and telephoned to warn me. "Your buddy Abe 
is closing in on you" he joyously announced, "he's got one 
of his sets wrapped up in his horse blanket and tied with 
binder twine. Better get the kettle on." 

Abe's Pye T194 
Abe soon put in an appearance. He greeted me and 

started to unpack his parcel. Out came yet another 
monochrome portable, this time a 14in. Pye T194 (Philips 
TX chassis). 

"Me brother gave 'im to me. Says 'e's gone wrong once 
too often, keeping 'im broke. Now 'e's mine and I'm going 
to give 'im to the Merry Widow. Aaarh, I likes 'er!" And he 
doffed his cap. "I've 'ad a quick look at 'un" he added. 

As I put the set on the bench its back fell off. I plugged it 
in, switched on and found that the field scan had collapsed 
to about a fifth of an inch high. "If you plugs the aerial in 
and turns that knob down" said Abe, "you sees little 
cowboys roamin' about in that little bar o' light". 

I quickly checked the field output transistors. One of 
them had recently been replaced. It was the other one, 
TS521 (BC338), that was virtually open-circuit. A new one 
brought back full height. Then the picture started to twist 
around. I switched off quickly and looked at the smoothing. 
The main block had been pulled out of the board and 
pressed back in. 

I looked at Abe, did some sums, resoldered the capacitor, 
tested the set and boxed it up. As I was about to speak Abe 
put three tenners and a fiver on the bench. 

"I knows, thirty five pounds ain't it?" he said. "That's 
what it cost me brother at Snoddies when it went like it the 
other day." 

"Abe" I said, "what can I do with you? It ought to be 
fifteen pounds. I was going to make it twenty because of 
your bloody meddling, but you're always straight, pay up 
without a word and walk eight to ten miles here and as 
many back with your sets under you arm. Pick up two of 
those tenners before I start thinking about the price of Bell's 
whisky. I've got a thirst brewing." 

A Metal Box with Dials 
Our next caller was Jeremy Chamberlain, a fanner who 

lives close by. He's pretty big in farming circles and some-
times appears on the BBC, putting forward the farmer's 
view. He was carrying a metal box with dials. Said it was a 
Marconi moisture meter, Model TF933C. 

"What does it do, Jeremy?" I asked. 
"Measures the moisture of my grain" he said. "According 
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to the instructions it's a Wheatstone bridge. I put the grain 
in this little pillbox thing, screw it down tightly with this 
thumbscrew and read the results on the dials. Only it doesn't 
work." 

"Er . . . doesn't it then?" 
But he'd gone, leaving me baffled by his machine. Sir 

Charles Wheastone, who invented the famous bridge, lived 
round the corner. But he died in 1875, when I was a young 
blade. I wished that Jeremy had brought the thing along 
earlier. It ran off two PP3 batteries and they'd been left in 
when exhausted. As a result the battery clips had suffered. 
So I ordered some new ones. 

John Berryman's Samsung CTV 
John Berryman's big van then drew up. He's the cheerful 

undertaker from a nearby village. "You look well Don. 
How's Greeneyes?" 

"We're both fine John" I said, "and expect to last for 
some time. You'll have to be patient." 

"Looks like rain out there" John said, "and this blessed 
Samsung's just died. What can you do about it?" 

"Can't do much about the weather" I whipped, "as for the 
set — well, you're the undertaker." Fierce wicked like. 

He left me with the set, a C121OR which is similar to the 
Alba CTVIO. Actually it's the Nikkai Baby 10 chassis. 
Very neat and tidy it is. I pressed the power button and the 
LED came on. Pressing the standby button produced a relay 
click but apart from this the set remained as dead as a door-
nail. 

I'd no circuit diagram. Oh for the days when a dozen 
circuits would enable you to repair almost any set put on 
the bench! And we could mend most of them without 
having to get the circuit out. I opened the Samsung and 
found that the fuses were o.k. A check showed that there 
was 16V across the main smoothing block. This voltage was 
present at the relay's output and then passed to the 
AL2711K chip IC402, a huge three-pinned device that lives 
in its own boxy heatsink. The second pin is connected to 
chassis, so I hoped to find a decent h.t. voltage on the 
remaining pin. There was 2.9V. 

The Logic of It 
With masterful logic I decided that either the chip was 

failing to deliver or something was dragging down its 
output. I open-circuited L402, which feeds its output to the 
other circuits. The voltage fell to zero, so I had to stop and 
think. From a study of the chassis it was soon apparent that 
the chip was wide open and that the 2.9V had actually 
come via R408 which is in parallel with the chip and L402. 
To prove that the chip was the cause of the problem I 
bridged it with a 552, 10W resistor and momentarily 
switched on. Up came a writhing raster. A new AL2711K 
chip did the trick. 

Ferguson TX100 Chassis 
Just as I was pulling a Ferguson 22G2 (TX100 chassis) 

on to the bench I heard a clopping sound outside. I looked 
out to see a vision of poetry in motion. It was Miss Dream 
again. She was carrying a set that looked like the one I'd 
just repaired. 

After the pleasantries and a promise to have it ready that 
evening she swept off. I put the set aside for attention later. 
After the experience I'd just gained it would be a piece of 
cake. 

I switched the Ferguson set on and it squealed at me. It 
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was otherwise dead. With the back off it was clear that the 
noise was coming from the line output stage. As I had an 
output transformer in stock I decided to try it. Up came the 
picture and the set screamed no more. I wasn't too bad an 
engineer after all I thought. 

Miss Dream's Portable 
As I picked up Miss Dream's portable the storm began. 

Rain peppered down, lightning flashed and the mains supply 
started to blink. Her set was a Samsung C 1212R. I looked 
reassuringly at my remaining AL2711Ks, reckoning that I'd 
shortly be needing one. But when I opened the set up I 
found a totally different chassis that was quite new to me. 
And I didn't have the circuit for this one either. There seems 
to be no end to service data problems these days, especially 
with the variety of cheap sets around. We can hardly add the 
price of a manual to the bill with each new set we get. 

The fuses were once more all right. They always are! I 
looked for h.t. at the main smoothing block then traced 
along to the emitter of Q131, a 2SB948A transistor used as 
a regulator. There was 18.5V at its base but nothing at its 
collector, so I disconnected its load. As this didn't restore its 
collector voltage I checked the transistor. It was good. 

Its base is controlled by Q130 which was biased off with 
over 17V at its base. I traced this state of affairs back to the 
TMP47C433AN microcontroller chip IC105. Without a 
circuit diagram there was little I could do apart from check 
for a good waveform across its crystal oscillator. This was 
excellent. 

Microcontroller Fault 
A quick phone call to Samsung proved helpful, as it 

always does. I put the phone down with the knowledge that 
the chip should have an input voltage of 4.5V at pin 42 and 
that there should be a 4.7V output at pin 8. The first voltage 
was present but not the latter. At this point son Steven 
announced that we had a replacement — one of a compli-
mentary pack that Toshiba had kindly sent us yonks ago 
when we contacted its technical department about a problem 
we'd then had. 

When I fitted the chip the set sprang to life. But there was 
no brightness. Advancing the first anode voltage poten-
tiometer on the line output transformer a little produced a 
bright screen with a large row of noughts across it! None of 
the front controls worked, and I then found that the set 
would come on from cold without pressing the standby 
button. 

I carefully checked the chip I'd taken out with the one I'd 
put in. The numbers were identical except for what I'd 
thought had been a batch number under the big one. The 
chip that had come out had 3842 on it while the one I'd 
fitted had a different number in this position. Samsung 
confirmed that this was the programming software number. 
Steven managed to get the correct one locally, and this 
proved the point. The set now worked perfectly, with a 
striking picture. 

It was getting towards the end of the day, and we 
appeared to be in for a wet and windy night. Our last caller 
was Miss Dream, who was delighted to find that her set had 
been done. She paid up and made to clip-clop out. 

"You're my favourite man today" she cooed. 
Then Jeremy Chamberlain phoned. "Any luck with the 

meter?" he asked. 
"Not yet Jeremy, probably tomorrow" I said. "But if 

you're wondering about your grain, I can help you there. It's 
wet Jeremy, very wet." 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Les Piercy dropped in the other day. I wonder how many of 
you remember him? After being in the radio and TV busi-
ness in the London area he was, when I first came to know 
him, a Radiospares rep. He later went into partnership with 
Harry Reddin, running their own spares business RSP 
Supplies. Though he retired several years ago he retains a 
considerable knowledge of our trade. We spent a pleasant 
hour recalling the early days. 

Some Memories 
We agreed that though there was never much money in 

the servicing trade there was, at one time, some status. 
People, especially country folk, would often be waiting on 
their doorsteps for our call and we often came away with 
gifts of produce from their gardens and perhaps a few eggs. 
Les recalled the time when, on an outside service visit in 
Sussex, he was given a bottle of home-made wine. He 
stowed it away carefully behind his seat and went on his 
way, first to Horsham and then towards Surrey. It was there, 
in a leafy glade, that the wine exploded, covering himself 
and his vanful of sets with the sticky wine. "I though my 
end had come" he added. 

A frequent job in those days was to remove the implosion 
screen and clean it and the tube's face. They used to attract 
a film of greasy dust that fogged the picture. "It wasn't at all 
unusual," Les commented, "for the customer to complain 
that his picture had become liney after we'd carried out a 
cleaning job." 

Les recalled a small boy who arrived at the shop daily for 
a 1A fuse. Hearing that the set was a Pye VT4 he suggested 
that the PZ30 h.t. rectifier probably had an intermittent 
heater-cathode short and offered to change it. But the visits 
continued, until one Saturday when the Cup Final was 
imminent. Les was asked to call round and change the 
valve, which he did along with the fuse. Whilst at it he 
cleaned the screen and tube face. Then he accepted a cup of 
tea and left. 

The bills he sent were ignored until, when finally 
pressed, the customer paid for the valve and fuse but not the 
call. "We don't pay people to sit in our home and drink tea" 
he was told. 

One day Les was called to service a vacuum cleaner that 
wasn't sucking the dust up efficiently. He asked the owner 
when she last emptied the dust bag. "What dust bag?" she 
replied, "surely all the dust goes into the mains?" Another 
lady said her Electrolux had failed after being cleaned. 
"How did you do it?" Les asked. "By sucking soapy water 
through it of course" was the reply. 

In those days most of the sets were of the t.r.f. type and 
we were plagued by faulty crimson EF50s. Rotary tuners 
later came on the scene. Some had a full complement of 
coils but others were fitted with only those required in the 
locality. Les was asked to change a set of coils in a huge 
Ferguson console set with castellated knobs. He had diffi-
culty getting them off to release the chassis and get at the 
tuner. The tuner knob was eventually freed but to remove 
the volume control knob he had to use a piece of rope and 
tug at it with his knee against the set. It came away suddenly 
of course, along with the volume control shaft, propelling 
Les backwards. The result was a considerable shambles —
and Les then found that he'd got the wrong coils. The 
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customer was not amused. 
Les then recalled the time when one of those screen 

magnifiers, which were full of paraffin oil, fell into the fire. 
"Boy did they have a cheering fire for a while!" He also 
recalled the "magic screens" that were advertised in the 
papers and claimed to be able to convert a monochrome set 
into a colour one. Those who sent off for one received a 
screen-sized sheet of plastic that was tinted blue at the top, 
pink in the centre and green at the bottom. "Not bad with a 
country scene" said Les, "but a full-face close-up produced 
a bizarre effect. 

It seemed that there was never a dull moment in those 
days. 

A Ferguson 3V36 
As Les left, Mr. Moggie came in with a Ferguson 3V36 

VCR. "He's dead and flashing, but you can see only bits of 
the clock. It blew a fuse a fortnight ago. Was all right with a 
new fuse then it went like this." 

I removed the cover and looked at the power panel care-
fully. Pin 1 of socket CN4 was sitting in a little circle of ash. 
It had clearly been a dry-joint that had carbonised. I cleaned 
and resoldered it then tried out the machine, which now 
worked well. What a relief! 

Mr. Ng's TX100 
My next customer was Mr. Ng, who had with him a 

Ferguson Model 20A1 — a 20in. set fitted with the TX100 
chassis. He laughed as he announced that it was "completely 
dead", then hurriedly departed. On investigation I found 
that two of the mains bridge rectifier diodes, D6 and D8, 
were short-circuit while the mains fuse and the surge limiter 
resistor R106 were open-circuit. After replacing these items 
the set was still dead. So I disconnected the 119V and 20V 
outputs from the chopper circuit and connected a 60W bulb 
across the 119V supply's smoothing capacitor C129. It 
didn't light up. This meant that the cause of the trouble was 
in the chopper circuit. 

I soon found that the TICP106D thyristor SCR1 in the 
start-up supply for the TDA4600-2 chopper control chip IC7 
was open-circuit. But fitting a replacement made no differ-
ence. Nor did a new TDA4600-2 chip. Although the 330142 
resistor R115 connected to pin 4 of the chip seemed to be 
o.k. I decided to replace it, also the 0.3951 resistor R114 
connected to pin 7, but the set still failed to come to life. I 
eventually found that C115 (8.2nF) was short-circuit, 
removing the feedback to the chip. A replacement restored 
the e.h.t. 

When Mr. Ng came back he was still laughing happily. 
He stopped laughing when I told him that the charge would 
be nearly £40. 

As he left the phone rang. 

A Question 
"D'you handle backs?" 
"Beg your pardon?" I said. 
"D'you sell backs?" 
"Backs of what?" 
"Tellies." 
"No sir." 

A Philips KT4 Set 
I continued with my work. The next set was an old-timer, 

a Philips 20CT4626/05T (these Philips numbers!). It was 
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cracking and banging. I opened it up and found that there 
was a dry joint on one of the line output transformer's pins. 
Resoldering it cured the cracking, but there were no 
programmes. When I tuned them all in the picture had a 
green cast. So I set up the grey scale. This produced excel-
lent results. 

An Amstrad TVR2 
Mrs. Scratcher then bowled in with her Amstrad TVR2. 

"It ain't much Mr. Butcher" she said, "it works a treat until 
you press the record button, then it ejects the cassette." 

I took the machine apart, which is quite a feat in itself, 
and studied the deck. It worked all right in the play mode. 
When the record button was pressed however the pinch 
wheel shuddered but didn't move towards the capstan, the 
drum didn't rotate then the cassette was ejected. I replaced 
IC400 (14DN244C) on the. deck panel, then IC200 
(BA7751ALS), but this made no difference. I then noticed 
that the four-pin plug that mates with the socket on the left-
hand side of the cassette carriage wasn't properly seated. A 
casting pimple made it sit askew. I filed this off and tried 
again. All was now well, but the fault occurred again when 
the set had been put back together. 

I took it all apart once more and looked again at the plug 
and socket. The socket pin nearest to where the pimple had 
been was lower than the others. I pulled it up with a pair of 
sharp-nosed pliers, reassembled the machine and tried 
again. It finally worked as it should have done. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

My twenty-three year old son Steven has been helping me in 
the workshop recently to gain some experience. He also sees 
a future in microwave oven servicing and got me to fork out 
for the servicing course run by Jim Garrod on the Isle of 
Wight. On the final day I popped over and met Jim, who 
certainly knows his microwave onions. As a result Steve has 
come back thoroughly capable. He hopes to take over my 
TV business if Greeneyes and I ever manage to slope off to 
warmer climes. 

Steve quickly became proficient at dealing with VCRs. 
Most have mechanical faults of course, but the other day he 
succeeded in tracing the cause of an absent 5V supply in an 
Hitachi VT120 to a faulty capacitor in the mechacon circuit. 

Mr Rubicund's B & 0 TV 
Mr. Rubicund is one of our nicest customers, a market 

gardener from the country. The other day he brought in his 
CTV receiver, a B and 0 3503, because it was dead. The 
trouble turned out to be on the power panel where there 
were several dry-joints around the pins of the transformer. 

When he collected his set Mr. Rubicund tossed it on to a 
mound of fertiliser in the back of his Land Rover as though 
it was a bale of hay. We winced and of course it came back 
almost at once. 

"I plugged 'un in and 'e banged. Sorry to be a nuisance." 
On examination we found that the power module had 

been shaken out of its runners and had shorted to the 
chassis. Two of the bridge rectifier diodes had gone short-
circuit and we expected to find that one or both of the two 
thyristors had also failed, but they were all right. In fact we 
couldn't find any other faulty components, though the meter 
indicated that a short-circuit was present. 

Then we spotted it, on the track from the bridge at the 
point where the short to chassis had occurred. A tiny burn 
had carbonised, and the soot was forming a bridge to the 
adjacent earth track. It was of roughly the same colour as 
the dark Paxolin panel, and wasn't at all obvious. We 
washed it off and, to make sure, treated it with the glassfibre 
pen that Television contributor Ed Rowlands brought us on 
a recent visit. Then we phoned Mr. Rubicund again. 

"Bring your van this time Ruby" we advised. He did, and 
loaded the set gently, securing it to the side with a webbing 
strap. Then he brought out a box of mixed vegetables for us 
and apologised once more.  

delivery of an Avo 8 Mark 3. Ivor had apparently used one 
on his course and said that he was familiar with it. He got to 
work and a few minutes later I heard the Avo's cutout fly 
open. 

"The hand raced to full deflection" he said, "that proves 
something." 

I soon found that he'd connected the meter between the 
live side of the thermal fuse and earth. "Ivor" I said, "all 
over England there are scores of power stations working flat 
out to produce millions of amperes of current. All in unison. 
You've just connected the Avo across every one of them 
and have proved two things. One, that the Avo isn't quite up 
to measuring their combined output, and two that you need 
a bit more instruction." I could have added a third, but that 
would have meant me using the word "prat", which 
Greeneyes doesn't like. 

We wired a trip in series with the Avo and connected the 
two across the open-circuit thermal fuse. "When we switch 
on, keep you hand on the switch" I said. He did so. The 
transformer drew only a few milliamps and quickly became 
warm. It had shorted turns. Odd, two in eighteen months. 

A Bush TV191S 
Then Mrs. Squinter came in with her daughter Blodwyn, 

who recognised Ivor. They'd been to school together. She 
also brought along a Bush TV191S, an old hybrid 
monochrome set. I never thought I'd see one of them again. 

"Nothin' on the screen Mr. Blux" she said. 
As I'd nothing on the bench I looked at it straight away. 

There were a few valves in the drawer, so I tried a new 
PY88 and PL504. Nothing doing. I next checked the line 
output valve's screen grid voltage, which was missing. Then 
I remembered. These sets have a thermally-fused 21(51 
screen grid feed resistor that's over on the other side of the 
chassis. It used to go open-circuit when the solder got tired. 
Sure enough this was the cause of the absent raster. I 
cleaned and resoldered it, resisting the temptation to wind a 
bit of fuse wire around its solder blob. This restored the 
picture but as I was boxing the set up there was a horrifying 
scream from the drive outside. We rushed out to see 
Blodwyn jumping about, waving her arms like a semaphore 
machine. 

"Ivor Smallpiece did it to me" she howled, "he connected 
me to this machine". 

I turned to Mrs. Squinter. "Blodwyn will settle down in a 
minute" I said. 

Then I turned to Ivor. 
"Ivor" I said, "goodbye." 

A Ferguson 3V38 
Mrs. Smallpiece asked whether I'd have her son in the 

workshop for a day. He'd taken a television course and 
wanted to get some practical experience. As Steven was 
away on his course and Mrs. Smallpiece is a decent sort I 
agreed. So along came Ivor. After he'd tidied the workshop 
I put him in front of a Ferguson 3V38 VCR that Egbert 
Crust had brought in. He'd bought it secondhand and had 
been told that its mains transformer had been replaced some 
eighteen months ago. 

Ivor soon announced that the transformer's primary 
winding was open-circuit. Two such failures in eighteen 
months? We checked the thermal fuse and found that it was 
open-circuit. I then suggested that Ivor might check the 
current being drawn. A few days previously I'd taken 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I wish that I could repair TV sets as easily and rapidly as I 
could thirty years ago. A dozen a day was easy in those 
days. Now some of them take me ages, and I can no longer 
buy much with the money that comes in. The trouble is that 
today's sets are not only more complicated, they're also far 
too cheap. 

When broadcasting in colour started we decided to get 
into colour servicing. We swatted up on the theory, and 
bought a new Commer van which we had brightly painted to 
proclaim our new service. The same week I bought myself a 
new Philips G6 from our wholesaler. The cost was the same 
as the van. We were very successful, and it wasn't long 
before I bought our property, The Chestnuts. Soon after that 
my Rolls Royce Silver Cloud sat in the drive. 

But as the cost of everything else gradually rose, the 
price of TV sets fell — and fell. If things were the same 
today a new colour set would cost the same as a new van —
several thousand pounds. They're cheaper than ever though, 
so we can't charge an economical price for repairing them. 

Some day, when I feel up to it, I'll telephone the garage 
and ask them to call and collect my car for a repair estimate. 
Later, when I phone for the estimate — 'cos they won't 
phone me, the customer, only television repairmen do that —
and they tell me it'll be hundreds of pounds I'll tell them 
that I'm not going to bother and could they drop it back? All 
at no charge of course. It'll be part of the service they offer. 
Some day.. . 

Tim's Colour Portable 
Earlier this week Tim Tapeworm danced in with an 

Hitachi colour portable, a CPT1644. "I want two opinions" 
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he declared. 
I looked behind me. "There's only one of me here at 

present" I said. 
"A certain firm told me that the tube in this set has gone" 

he continued. "I want you to look at it too. There's no red at 
all in the picture." 

"It might well be the tube" I said, "red guns lead a hard 
life." 

The set turned out to be dead, though the tube's heaters 
were alight. When I advanced the setting of the first anode 
control I found that there was field collapse. But why no 
sound? A scope check at the tube base showed that there 
was no video either. As voltage checks indicated that the 
tuner was o.k. I decided to check the fusible resistors. A 
well-hidden one, R714 (10), was open-circuit — it's tucked 
in between the line output transformer and its screening can. 
When this had been replaced sound and vision were 
restored. But there was no red. 

I swapped over the red (Q851) and green output transis-
tors on the tube base panel. As this made no difference I 
brought the scope back into action. Starting at the collector 
of Q851 I traced back through the connections and eventu-
ally found the red signal: there was a hairline crack in the 
print. When this had been bridged a good picture was 
displayed. 

When Tapeworm returned he paid the bill with glee. "I'll 
give 'em 'it's the tube" he said as he left, "Snoddies here I 
come." 

"Oh dear" I muttered. 

Another Colour Portable 
Son Steven helps in the workshop these days. He finds 

the customers quaint and amusing. As I said to him, so did I 
— for the first twenty years. Then it began to wear a bit thin. 

The other day Mrs. Midge danced in with her 14in. 
Decca colour portable (Tatung 120 series chassis). "It's 
dead Mr. Boll, er Mr. Bullock" she trilled. "We don't want 
to spend anything much on it 'cos it's only the one the cat 
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watches. See what it is and let us know. Then we'll decide." 
I looked at Mrs. Midge carefully. She wasn't a wicked 

woman, nor even a bad one. Just normal. What caused the 
problem was that I'm a television engineer instead of an 
ordinary trader. 

When she'd gone I put the set on the bench and opened 
it up. As the 1 AT d.c. fuse had died a violent death I made 
for the BU426A chopper transistor. It was dead short. 
After replacing these two items I switched on and the fuse 
went to heaven. I then found that the chopper transistor 
had accompanied it. An hour later, when I'd fitted new 
replacements and also changed the start-up resistors R808 
and R810 which had both gone high in value, the set 
sprang to life. Mrs. Midge came back as I was boxing the 
set up. 

"Twenty pounds" I said in response to her raised chin. 
"Hmmm. That's more than we'd thought" she said 

thoughtfully. "Did it need expensive parts? I'll have to see 
what my husband thinks " 

She phoned up later. "If we let you do it, will it last for a 
few more years?" she asked. 

"Dunno Mrs. Midge" I said. "And whilst on the subject I 
don't feel too good myself." 

A Bush 2114 
Mrs. Grewsome came through the door with a huge dog 

that was almost as tall as her. "Come on in, Fletcher" she 
said. I looked behind her for her friend, but Fletcher was the 
dog. He was turning about wagging his tail with gusto. 
Down went my pen-tidy, then the telephone handset. 

"Come come Fletcher, Mr. Butler doesn't want your 
antics I'm sure." I scooped up my pens and put the phone 
back on the hook as Mrs. Grewsome placed a Bush 2114 
colour portable on the bench. "We don't know whether to 
have it fixed or get one of those okeydokeys from Crudds 
Foodstore. They're remote control and only £99. We've had 
this one for only three years. 'Ow long do the tubes last? My 
husband says it can't be much, probably the coil or a valve. 
'E'd do it hisself, but his meter thing isn't working. 
Anyway, see what it is." 

Later I pulled the set on to the bench. It was dead. I soon 
decided that a circuit was necessary, so I ordered one from 
Bush. When it came it was for a completely different set, a 
large table model. A phone call to Bush produced the infor-
mation that two of their chassis share the Model number 
2114. I could have the right one if I tried again. I did and the 
right manual came, so I'd bought two. 

It soon became clear that the TDA4600 chopper control 
chip had failed. My experience with this chip led me to 
check a number of the associated components carefully. 
C820 (100pF) had decreased in value, as had C817 (100, 
16V) and C802 (100g, 16V). I then changed C810 (220µF, 
160V) on the grounds of its appearance alone. This is the 
reservoir capacitor for the 110V h.t. supply: when it loses 
value there's general instability. Next I turned my attention 
to R801 (0.6852). It measured correctly but I changed it 
anyway. 

Time to start the set up via the variac. Up came the h.t. 
voltage, as sweetly as I'd hoped. But there was no sound 
and no raster. After switching the Hameg scope on I made 
for the line timebase. The KTC2229 line driver transistor 
Q401 was delivering a healthy spike to the line output tran-
sistor, which was warm. I felt the line output transformer 
which also felt warm and healthy. But when I looked care-
fully at the tube neck I saw that the heaters were out. As the 
heaters themselves were all right I followed the wiring back 
towards pin 5 of the line output transformer and came to 
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the low-value resistor R421. It was open-circuit. A new one 
restored the raster, but there was still no sound and vision 
and the controls for the electronic tuning didn't work while 
the display was very dull indeed. 

The vertically mounted control panel, on the right-hand 
side of the main chassis, had a hairline crack across it. I 
fitted jumpers carefully. There was now life on the screen 
and the set was trying to tune but couldn't make it. Then I 
noticed that the LA7520 signals chip (i.f. etc.) IC101 had 
been fitted back-to-front in its socket. Turning it around 
made everything work normally — except that there was no 
colour. Crystal X501 had been got at. It was a 4.43MHz one 
instead of 8.86MHz. I looked one out and fitted it. Back 
came the colour. The set now worked perfectly and the 
results were excellent. 

When Mrs Grewsome and Fletcher returned I showed 
them the results, told them that the set had been got at and 
that the bill would be £40. Fletcher leapt up, licked my 
face and knocked my pen-tidy and phone off the bench. 
Mrs Grewsome was less enthusiastic as she peeled four 
browns out of her purse. "Forty pounds to have a telly 
mended! Used to be no more than seventeen and 
sixpence." 

Sales Pitch 
The phone then rang. Steven answered it. "Bullock's 

Television" he said. Then he turned to me. "There's 
someone asking for Mr. Bullock." 

"Well that's you" I snapped. "You're Mr. Bullock as 
well, aren't you?" But he got me to take the call. 

"Is that Donald Bullock himself?" purred a soft, low 
voice. 

"Sure is" I said. 
"Then I've got good news for you" the purr continued. 

"We're Hill Samuel and we'd like to advise you on 
investing your money." 

"I haven't got any. Perhaps you could advise me how to 
get some?" 

She hung up. 

A Sharp Video 
Son Steven prefers repairing VCRs to TV sets and he's 

not doing too badly. I went out with Greeneyes the other 
day, leaving him to unravel a fault on a Sharp VCD801 that 
was on the bench. It would fail to record and erase sound 
intermittently. By the time that we returned he'd cured the 
problem. I asked him what had been the cause. 

"As the machine laces, the erase head slides back. It's 
powered as soon as record is selected. The constant move-
ment because of successive lacing and unlacing can put a 
strain on the feed wires, and in this case they'd fractured 
within their sleeving but sometimes came together as the 
head moved during lacing. Hence the intermittency." 

"So how did you find that out?" I asked. 
"Studied the circuit. As the leads go open, the audio and 

erase heads switch off. So no new sound is recorded, nor is 
the original sound erased. Technically speaking the vision 
isn't erased either, but it gets erased as the new pictures are 
recorded. I've soldered the leads directly to the small PCB 
on the erase head and the machine now works all right." 

"Well done" exclaimed Greeneyes, "I bet your dad 
wouldn't have discov. . ." 

"Wondered how long it would take you to suss out that 
little fault" I said brightly. Then, my memory not being 
what it was, I reached for my pen to write it down. 

"Time you retired dear" said Greeneyes. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I can remember when my only problems in this trade 
consisted of getting spares within a reasonable time and 
coping with the customers. Mending the sets came easily — a 
dozen a day was nothing. Now there are many firms falling 
over themselves to supply spares faster and cheaper than 
ever before, but the sets are a different matter. I can't mend 
them easily or quickly any more. The customers? They 
don't change. They're still as nutty, devious and demanding 
as ever. And when you get the combination of a nasty set 
and a difficult customer life isn't worth living. 

Take Mr. Devell for example. He phoned up the other 
day to ask how we charged for bench servicing. Was it by 
the hour or according to the fault? Now this is an old one, 
and after forty years I still don't know the answer. Who 
hasn't spent hours or even days cracking a difficult fault and 
then got a succession of sets with the same trouble? Is it 
right that the first customer should finance all'the rest? 

The first time I encountered the Fidelity ZX3000 chassis 
with its awful switch-mode power supply and that manual I 
spent ages, and in the process built up a pile of expensive 
dud BU426A transistors, before I got it right. After a month 
it blew again. I can now cure these sets in half an hour —
thanks to experience gained with the sets of other paying 
customers. The same applies to those Philips sets with inter-
mittent faults caused by cunningly concealed dry-joints in 
the line output stage. 

Mr Devell's Set 

So after learning that Mr. Devell's set was a 20in. 
Mitsubishi that died intermittently, sometimes after minutes 
and at other times after hours, I warned him to fear the 
worst. In spite of that he brought it along. 

It was a Model CT2017BM. I put it on the bench and 
switched on. After five minutes it went dead. I took the back 
off and eased the chassis out carefully. Then it sprung to life 
again and no amount of tapping and flexing the PCB would 
bring the fault back. So I reassembled the set and put it on 
soak test. 

Mr Hornett's KT30 

Next I picked up Mr. Homett's Philips set, which was 
fitted with the KT30 chassis. It was said to be dead. When I 
switching it on I found that it was continuously tripping. 
With a glow of impending affluence I studied the line output 
transformer's connections. Unfortunately they all looked 
good, but I nevertheless resoldered them and tried the set 
again. It was still suffering from the hiccups. So I went for 
the line output transistor. That would be the cause of the 
trouble! Why hadn't I done this before? It tested all right 
however, so I refitted it. Then I got my trusty Cirkit meter 
and went through the diodes in the line output stage, the 
bigger ones first. One or two of them read uncertainly when 
in circuit. These I unsoldered for re-testing. But they were 
all o.k. 

This job wasn't going to be quite the easy meat I'd antici-
pated, and I was running out of quick-fix ideas. Before 
resorting to a study of the circuit I decided to check one or 
two of the capacitors in the line output stage — they live a 
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hard life in this chassis. Again they were all o.k. 
I got out the circuit diagram and started to make some 

systematic checks, starting in the power supply. The h.t. 
voltage was low and pulsing. I switched off, discharged the 
reservoir capacitor and carried out some resistance checks in 
the h.t. circuit but couldn't find anything wrong. Then I 
noticed that the 4.7Q, 5W surge limiter R6291 had been 
changed. There was a healthy voltage at one side of it but a 
very low voltage at the other side. I checked again for a 
short-circuit, then noticed that the new resistor was marked 
4.7142 instead of 4.752. I fitted the correct component and 
obtained perfect results. 

I was ready for Mr. Hornett when he called to collect the 
set. I charged him £28, told him what I'd found and how 
long it had taken me. 

"Ah, that'll be the other place we took it to" he said. 
"Only they kept it for weeks. Said they couldn't get the 
spare. So we collected it, paid the bill and brought the set to 
you." 

"Paid the bill?" I asked. "What for — and how much?" 
"Thirty quid" he said. "It was Snoddies." 
"Remarkable firm" I said, biting my lip and shaking my 

head. 

Mrs Wireworm's Akai 

Just then Mrs. Wireworm came in with her Akai VCR — a 
VS25EK. It was dead and there was a burning smell. 

"I think it's finished" she said, "but my husband said its 
the condenser or the coil." 

I opened it and looked at the power pack. A fusible 
resistor, FR2, was cooking. So was the lkS2 resistor R18. As 
I didn't have a circuit I turned to Akai technical for a lead. 
To my surprise the engineer advised against repairing the 
power pack. "Send for a replacement power panel, modi-
fied" he said. 

"But wouldn't it be better if we repaired this one?" I 
asked. 

"We don't advise it. I can tell you how to, but you might 
end up with further trouble in the machine" he said. 

So I ordered another. It came quickly and cured the 
trouble, much to Mrs. Wireworm's delight. 

Back to the Mitsubishi 

Then I noticed that the Mitsubishi set had died, so I 
pulled it over, took off the back and tapped about gently, 
first in the line output stage then in the power supply. 
Nothing happened, even when I assaulted the set with the 
hairdryer and freezer. So I switched it off and studied every 
inch of the main chassis print with my giant magnifier. But I 
found nothing suspect. 

Then I remembered that I'd had trouble in the past with 
the relay circuit on the subpanel that's attached to the left-
hand side of the cabinet. The relay switches the h.t. in when 
energised by a small d.c. voltage that's derived from a 
diode. The feed resistor goes intermittent. As a result the 
relay switches off and on, interrupting the power supply. It 
would probably be that. 

I took out the panel, replaced the resistor — and the diode 
as well for good measure. Then I reassembled the set and 
ran it again to see whether it would fail. It did. 

By now I was feeling nasty, and rounded on Greeneyes 
when she clopped in with my mug of tea. I felt the mug and 
pulled a face. "Too cold" I snapped. 

"Nonsense" she said, "I've just made it." 
I took a sip. "Too weak — you know I hate weak tea." 
She looked hard at me. "You've got another difficult set, 
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haven't you?" 
"Yes. It comes on and goes off when it likes. I don't 

know why." 
"I expect it's a dry-joint again. You know, where the legs 

of one of those transformer things go into the panel. You've 
had them go loose before." And off she clopped. 

I stopped and thought. She was referring to the line driver 
transformer here, and she was right. The one in this chassis 
is tiny and, being low in mass, vibrates away at line 
frequency when the set is running. As a result its four tiny 
legs get footloose in the panel. And since most of the supply 
voltages in a modern set are derived from the line output 
stage the whole works comes to a stop when the line drive is 
interrupted. I should have thought of that before. And 
because I didn't I felt nastier than ever. 

I screwed in my jeweller's eyeglass and scrutinised the 
transformer while lifting and rocking it. Sure enough it was 
loose. When I took it out I saw that the pins were blackened. I 
cleaned off and tinned them, then resoldered the transformer 
back into the PCB. Time to try the set again. This time it 
worked and went on working. After giving the set a long soak 
test I phoned Mr. Devell to tell him about my success. 

"How much?" he asked. 
"Thirty five quid" I replied. "I feel generous, not to say 

sappy, today." 
"Thirty five quid for a drop of solder!" said Mr. Devell. 

"I wish I had one of those meter things and a soldering iron. 
I could have done it myself in a couple of minutes." 

I put the phone down and reflected. Not without 
Greeneyes he couldn't. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Quite a lot of jobs came in last weekend. So on Monday 
morning, bright and early, I breezed off towards the work-
shop, determined to make good headway. 

As I got there the Reverend Goode's ancient chariot 
swung into the drive and out he struggled. So did his young 
curate, the Reverend Blande. Between them they brought in 
a television set and a VCR. 

"The Curate's picture rolls, my son" boomed the 
Reverend. Then he turned to Curate Blande, who handed me 
the recorder. "I think it's the valve, my son" he piped, 
pointing at the TV set. "The vicar's video doesn't record 
properly." 

Then they beamed at me, patted my shoulder and clam-
bered into their wagon. As they left they passed old Mr. 
Simper, who was bringing his TV set along in a pram. 

"Everything's deep purple Mr. Bugner" he whined. "It 
can't be much, 'cos we're old age pensioners and the 
wife's got housemaid's knee and gout. So we'll let you do 
it." 

Then the phone rang. I answered it. 
"This is Reginald Rongun, Mr. Butt. I've accidentally 

dropped my old video recorder down the stairs. Pop me a 
letter into the post to say it's finished, will you?" 

"Bring it in with £20, Mr. Rongun, then we'll assess the 
damage and give you a quote. If you say no we retain the 
deposit for our trouble." 

The phone spluttered and went dead. All we had to think 
about now were the three jobs that had just come in — and 
the mountain that had built up last week. Steven settled 
down to the backlog and I pulled the Revered's VCR on to 
the bench. 

The Akai DX4 
It was an Akai DX4. While it played all right the record-

ings made on it were distorted and pulled for five seconds in 
every fifteen. It was the same in the SP and LP modes. With 
this type of trouble the first thing I do is to give the machine 
a thorough clean, paying particular attention to the tape 
path, the heads, the idler and the pinch wheel. But the fault 
was still present after I'd done this. I then checked the 
mechanics, particularly the back tension. This didn't 
improve matters at all, so I studied the deck with my illumi-
nated magnifier. I soon saw a thin trace of deposits that my 
original clean hadn't cleared on the audio/control head. My 
spirit cleaner wouldn't shift it, and in fact removing it was 
no easy task. It was only as I finished that I saw the well-
sucked acid drop stuck amongst the wiring. I gave the 
machine a final test, pronounced it o.k. and replaced the 
casing. 

TV Sets 
Time to look at the Curate's TV set. It was a Toshiba 

140R4B colour portable. He'd attached a note which said 
that after an hour the picture went small, distorted and 
rolled, and the set growled. So I switched it on, flung a 
blanket over it and put it aside. 

I then put Mr. Simper's set on the bench. It was an 18in. 
Zanussi, Model 20ZA374-16B, BS700 chassis. We don't 
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get many of these and the sight of it frightened me. The 
sound was all right but sure enough the screen was bright 
purple, which meant that the green gun was asleep. 

Checks on the tube base panel suggested that the red, 
green and blue output transistors were all right, so I moved 
back to the TDA3301B colour decoder chip. As the voltages 
here were haywire I fitted a replacement. This made no 
difference. A more careful examination of the tube base 
panel then showed that the green output transistor's 
collector connection was loose in its soldered joint. 
Remaking this restored the green output but the picture was 
uncertain. I took off the panel and carefully cleaned and 
reflexed the side-contact connections to the tube. This 
resulted in a good, stable picture. 

Just as I boxed up the Zanussi the Curate's Toshiba 
started to twist and writhe. It also groaned in sympathy. 
When I pulled off the back the picture became normal. So I 
played the hairdryer on to the PCB. The fault eventually 
returned, but no amount of freezing or flexing would alter it. 
I decided to dust off the board completely before studying it 
for hairline cracks or dry-joints. 

After a search I found the half-inch dry paintbrush I use 
for this purpose. I switched the set on again and brushed 
away amongst the components. Perhaps I'd find a clue to 
the cause of the trouble whilst tidying up the chassis. The 
2SC3715 line output transistor Q404 has no heatsink in this 
model: it's free-standing, and leant forward a little as I 
brushed around it. Immediately the picture twisted and 
writhed. I found that by moving the transistor to and fro I 
could control the set's antics. So I switched off and studied 
the joints under the transistor carefully. They appeared to be 
perfect. Then I tried, gently, lifting the transistor's legs one 
by one out of their holes. The base and collector leads held 
firm, but the emitter lead lifted out easily, leaving its solder 
blob looking intact. Cleaning it off and resoldering cured the 
trouble. 

As I put the back on again the reverend gentlemen 
returned and gathered up their equipment. 

"Good work Donald" boomed the Reverend. "You'll go 
to heaven I'm sure." 

"Good work Donald" piped the curate. "You'll go to, er, 
heaven I'm sure." 

I looked at them earnestly. "But not yet awhile, I hope?" 

A Nikkai Portable 
My next caller was Mrs. Pysener. Shifty and sallow, she 

eyed me carefully as she handed me a Nikkai colour 
portable. It had a silver-grey cabinet with a black back, but 
nowhere could I see a model number. 

"Rolls" she said. "And I might as well tell you that 
Gumboils have had a go at it. Kept it for a month, said they 
couldn't get spares, charged me a fortune then kicked me 
out they did. I don't want none 'o that with you. I'm an old 
age pensioner, and my husband's got Anne Joiner." 

There was an excellent picture but, as she said, it was 
rolling. I opened up the set and saw that just about every 
component in the field timebase had been unsoldered and 
replaced. My confidence dropped from its usual low to 
zero minus. I didn't have a circuit diagram and could see 
no sign of a field hold control. Automatic field hold 
circuits are not amongst my favourites. I made my way 
around the field timebase as best I could, looking for 
anything amiss, and gradually got the feeling that I'd had a 
set like this before, with the same fault. I pondered, then 
turned the front of the set towards me. It sat there on its 
well recessed and invisible plinth. Now what was it that I 
knew but couldn't recall? 
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Still looking at the front of the set I crouched down so 
that my eyes were level with the front of the hidden plinth. 
The rims of three thumb-edge knobs could just be seen. 
Two of them adjusted the colour and brightness. When I 
stroked the third one the picture stopped spinning. Yes, I'd 
had the same palaver before with a similar set and had been 
fooled again. Gumboils had also been fooled. I put the set 
back together again and reflected on the time I'd spent on it. 
And I remembered the time when I had a good memory. I 
wish I could remember where it went. 

Microwaves and Mice 
Since Steven's microwave course with Jim Garrod on the 

Isle of Wight we've been fairly busy with repairs. Last week 
we had two microwave ovens in, a Zanussi and a Tatung —
so they were from totally different parts of the globe. When 
we opened them up we found in each the skeleton of a 
mouse. Both had met their ends by getting themselves 
across the mains input. There were other similarities. In 
both cases there were a few tiny maggots in the debris of the 
skeleton and some odd-looking beetle things — blunt and 
grey-brown, as big as houseflies. 

Steven couldn't see how the mice could have got into 
either of the ovens. There simply wasn't any access. We 
came to the conclusion that they must have got in during 
factory assembly. 

The Amigo A500 
Finally does anyone know anything about the Amigo 

A500 computer? I don't. Jamie, my eleven year old son, 

The latest thing in hi-tech mousetraps? 

had one given to him on his birthday. It's developed a 
fault: there's brightness but nothing else on the screen —
and the power light doesn't come on. What can it be? He's 
blaming a chip that he calls Fat Agnes, but it's all Greek to 
me. I peeped into the keyboard and frightened myself to 
death. 

"When I was his age" I said to Greeneyes "I had a wind-
up metal fire engine for my birthday. It was called the Elec-
tronic Miracle, the electronics being two torch bulb 
headlights which I often broke. My father would moan 
about this but was at least able to mend the thing — and he 
was a cobbler! How times have changed. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I wish I could grow up. Chaps of my age ought to be digni-
fied and wise, which I'm not. Had I been wise I would have 
given this trade the elbow long ago and taken up something 
easy and profitable. But I didn't, and there's no such thing 
as a dignified television engineer. Sometimes, on holiday, I 
meet people who don't know what I do for a living. They 
treat me with respect. If gives me a wonderful lift, but it 
doesn't last. 

Mrs Taffy 
Greeneyes thinks I'm undignified because of my silly 

behaviour. Take the other day for example. Mrs. Taffy, who 
has the highest and squeakiest voice I've ever heard, 
brought in her Hitachi VT418 VCR for repair. 

"You did it a month ago, before we went abroad, and it's 
never been right since, isn't it?" she squeaked. 

After she'd gone Steven and I began this talking in 
ridiculously squeaky voices with Welsh accents. We were 
enjoying ourselves immensely, then Steven had to go to the 
wholesaler. Twenty minutes later, as Greeneyes brought in 
my tea, the phone rang. A high-pitched voice with a welsh 
accent assailed my ear. 

"Mr. Bullock?" 
I smiled to myself, thinking of Steven, and replied in a 

similar voice. 
"Yeh-es?" 
"Mr. Bullock the television man?" 
"The very same, and very clever I am, can't they?" I 

replied. 
"Have we got a crossed line Mr. Bullock?" said the 

voice. I suddenly realised that it was a customer. Getting out 
of that one was tricky. I had to lower my voice and fade out 
the Welsh business by degrees. Then I had to face up to 
Greeneyes, who was shaking her head sadly. 

I decided that it was time to look at Mrs. Taffy's Hitachi 
recorder. The playback and E-E pictures were marred by 
travelling hum bars. Our records showed that last time we 
had cleaned the heads — and that was five months ago, not 
one. 

The picture was in fact unwatchable. My diagnosis was 
a.c. ripple on the d.c. supplies and I spent a long time 
looking for a faulty component. But I couldn't find anything 
amiss in the power supply. Then Mrs Taffy phoned for a 
progress report and asked whether the mains voltage in 
Belgium was similar to ours. At that I glanced at the mains 
voltage selector carousel at the back of the machine. It was 
set for 200-220V. Resetting it to 240V cured the trouble. 

Terry's Hinari VXL8 
Brother Terry came in next, with his Hinari VXL8 VCR. 
"Watch this" he said, slipping our test tape into it and 

pressing the eject button. The cassette shot out and he 
caught it. "Yesterday it would't eject at all" he said. "I cured 
it myself, but now it won't play." 

"How did you cure the sticky tape ejection?" I asked. 
"Sprayed some WD40 into it's mouth — quite a lot, actu-

ally." Then he turned to Steven. 
"I reckon you'd better take it to Snoddies, or buy another 

one from Crubb's Foodstore — they'll be about twenty five 
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quid there" I said, but he took no notice. It's difficult to get 
a word in when he gets going. 

As Steven sat listening to Terry I quickly slipped the test 
tape into Mrs. Taffy's machine before declaring it to be fit. 
The tape squeeled to a halt and I could hear scrunching. 
When I ejected it I found that it was well tangled up and 
dripping with WD40. 

When Terry left I settled down again to Mrs. Taffy's 
machine while Steven tackled Terry's. He got it right in the 
end, but it was hard going. He's gone out to buy a pencil, 
and if all goes well you'll be able to read about it in a subse-
quent VCR Clinic. 

Ed's Fault Guide 
Ed Rowland called in the other day and brought us a 

copy of his latest Amstrad, Logik, Matsui and Saisho Fault 
Guide which, he tells us, is selling like hot cakes. I'm not 
surprised. These makes are a mystery to many, and now that 
Mastercare no longer runs a technical advice service there's 
nowhere much to turn. 

Whilst Ed was here we had a Matsui 1480A that refused 
to go into standby. Ed's guide referred us to R126, and 
fitting a replacement cured the trouble. 

Another similar set we had in, this time a Saisho 
CT149X, suffered from loss of sync. The guide referred us 
to R507 (152), which was open-circuit. Again a replacement 
restored normal operation. 

The guide also contains a Matsui/Saisho chassis equiva-
lent table. Nice to see you Ed, and thanks for the Guide. 
Very useful. 

An Osaki Portable 
The next set on the bench was an Osaki 14in. colour 

portable. It looked like a Fidelity set and bore a label 
marked CTV14 underneath. We looked out a circuit we had 
obtained from Jackson Products. It was for an unspecified 
make but matched the set, which had field collapse with full 
beam current that couldn't be turned down by means of the 
brightness control. So we reduced the setting of the first 
anode control on the line output transformer to avoid 
etching the line into the tube's phosphors, then set about 
trying to find a voltage supply fault that could be respon-
sible for both symptoms. 

We soon found that 25V supply F, which is derived from 
the line output transformer via rectifier diode D22 
(RGP15J), wasn't reaching pin 9 of the TDA3651 field 
output chip IC2. To get there it has to pass through the 
fusible 1251 resistor R50 which was open-circuit. A 
replacement brought back the field scanning and restored 
the action of the brightness control. We gave the set a thor-
ough soak test in case there had been some other reason for 
the failure of R50, but it behaved itself impeccably. So we 
passed it fit. 

Triumph CTV8209 
Immediately afterwards we put a Triumph CTV8209 on 

the bench. It too had field collapse and when we opened it 
we found an identical chassis to the Osaki set. So we went 
straight to R50 which was once again open-circuit. A new 
one put matters right. 

Enter Mr Blowfly 
Then Mr. Blowfly buzzed in with his Nikkai NVR500RC 

VCR. 
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"Dead — ha ha" he announced, "dead as a dodo, ha ha" and 
off he went. 

We opened the machine, which looked like many other 
badge-engineered ones including the Alba 3000 and 4000 
series, the Sentra VX8000, VX820 and VX500, the 
Solavox NCVR1000 and NCVR5000 and the Daewoo 
VCR3OBDB/50DBD/50DFD/50DFP. They often come in 
totally dead or with just a few random display segments 
alight. I referred to them in this column a few months 
back, mentioning that the service manager of a multiple 
retailer had told me to add a 4.71d2 resistor from the posi-
tive side of C821, the 5.5V "battery", to the base of Q809 
to get the machine working again. Some correspondence 
followed. One reader insisted that replacing C821 was the 
answer. Another reported that having replaced C821 it was 
sometimes necessary to wind the cassette housing down by 
hand and then operate eject before the microcontroller chip 
would toe the line and normal operation was resumed. I've 
since found that sometimes the machine won't come to life 
even after doing this. But they always respond when the 
4.7k51 resistor is added! 

We checked the voltage across C821. As it read 5.5V we 
wound the cassette housing down and operated eject. It 
made no difference. So we replaced C821 and went through  

the cassette housing procedure again. Still no good. We 
finally added the resistor and switched on. Hey presto! — the 
machine sprang to life with a full display. 

Mr. Blowfly later called to collect it. We explained what 
we'd done. "Good, ha ha!" he said. "Thanking yew, ha ha, 
Mr. Block." 

A Philips CTX-E 

The last job of the day kept us working till late. It was a 
Philips TV set, Model 20CT2226/05T, which is fitted with 
the CTX-E chassis. 

Once tuned in it would drift. We changed the 2.4V 
"battery" without much confidence, and weren't too disap-
pointed when this made no difference. A check on the 
tuning voltage with a digital multimeter showed that it was 
stable. We nevertheless decided to try a new control chip 
(IC7800). This made no difference, neither did a new tuner. 
Finally we checked the stability of the 33V supply, which is 
stabilised by the ZTK33 chip D6101, and found that it 
varied intermittently between 33V and as low as 29V. A 
replacement ZTK33 chip produced a stable 32.8V supply 
and solidly-locked tuning. Why hadn't we checked the 33V 
supply first? 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I was the eldest child in our family. Next came Terry. There 
was such a difference between us that everybody called him 
Sunny. He's just as Sunny today, though a bit prune-faced. 
Everybody likes Sunny, who's kindness itself. Nothing is 
too much trouble for him. He calls on every member of the 
family every week, just to see whether their tellys, videos, 
radios and electrical bits and pieces are o.k. When they're 
not he brings them to me, to mend for nothing. Then he nags 
and nags until they're done. 

A Philips CTX-E 
The other day Terry appeared and asked me to carry in a 

set from his car. It was a 16in. Philips portable, Model 
16CT2216/25S (CTX-E chassis). "It's aunt Gertie's" he 
announced. "Poor old soul, no money at all and crippled 
with arthritis, but she won't complain. Fix it for her will 
you? I'll take it back to her tomorrow. Got one to lend her 
meanwhile?" 

I pushed an old set towards him, but he motioned me 
towards his car with it. "You carry it, will you? — my knees 
are bad today." 

The Philips set turned out to be dead. Ever an optimist, I 
resoldered the pins of the line output and driver trans-
formers and, whilst at it, the chopper transformer's pins as 
well. Then I switched on. The set was still dead so, hoping 
that I'd get there without having to think too much or 
consult the circuit diagram, I connected my Cirkit meter, 
switched to the low ohms range, across the main 4.751, 4W 
surge limiter resistor R3291 that's close to plug M7. It was 
open-circuit. As I was replacing it Terry waltzed back. He 
was in time to see me switch on the set. It sprang to life and 
so did he. 

More Requests 
"Ah, good" he said. "I'll pop it back to her. By the way 

Uncle Clem picked this up at a sale last week." He started to 
undo a large parcel. "Some of the wires are wonky. Since 
you've got plenty here I thought of you. Pop a few bits in 
for him will you? He's eighty you know, bent up like a 
crackerjack, can hardly see and stone deaf." I was studying 
the contents of his parcel. 

"I don't repair bloody harps!" I said. "Listen, do a quick 
deal with Clem and take music lessons, 'cos nice helpful 
chaps like you sometimes come to sticky ends at the hands 
of their nasty big brothers." But he wasn't listening. 

"Here — can you mend fruit machines?" he asked. "The 
one in our club moans and groans every time I see it. It's 
terrible.. . 

Miss Blossom 
My next caller Melody Blossom is the perfect antidote to 

Terry. She's Mexican and a trainee doctor here. 
"I'm having a little trouble. He's Turkish" she said, 

frowning slightly. "He was so sparkling, then he hissed and 
went off. Now he is terrible trouble." British decency welled 
up within me and my upper lip stiffened. 
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"The swine" I cried. "I've heard about the Turks and 
their ways. Where can I buy a cheap revolver?" 

"No, not a person" she explained. "My television set. He 
says 'Made in Turkey'." I crumpled back into my usual 
heap. 

The set was a Bush Model 2514T, and sure enough it was 
Turkish. I had no circuit but opened it up, trying to look 
clever while she waited. A sturdy wirewound resistor 
(R601) close to the line output transformer had burnt away 
completely apart from its legs, one of which sat in a little 
well of charcoal. I looked at the underside of the chassis and 
saw that some of the print between this resistor and the line 
output transformer had burnt away. 

"It needs surgery" I said decisively. She smiled and left 
and I settled down to the set. First I cleaned away all the 
soot and charcoal. Then I fitted jumper leads over the 
missing print and cleaned off two blackened capacitors 
(C600 10µF, 250V and C603 0.047µF, 250V) near R601. 

A phone call to Bush/Alba brought the usual cheerful 
response, the information that R601 is a 101a 2.5W wire-
wound resistor and the advice to check whether C603 was 
short-circuit. It was.actually o.k., but I replaced it along with 
R601 and switched on. This produced another firework 
display, another burnt out resistor and more print damage. 
So I decided to order a new line output transformer from 
CPC. 

It arrived next day. I repaired the damage, fitted it and 
this time started the set up via a variac. The results were 
exceptionally good, and I was sorry about the nasty thoughts 
I'd had about Turks. They can make excellent TV sets 
anyway. 

Return of Old Abe - with a Philips 2A 
Old Abe called in with something wrapped up in an old 

blanket tied with binder twine. As I've mentioned before 
Abe shares a hut on the banks of the Severn with two old 
12V portables, a car battery and a screwdriver. Every time 
he's pulled a set to pieces he brings it in to me and uses the 
other one until it's mended. Then he starts to pull the second 
one to pieces. But he's a good customer and pays. He 
touched his forelock and grinned. 

"Mornin' sir" he said. He undid his parcel and took out a 
gleaming Philips colour portable. "Went into a line across 
the screen, then went dead. It ain't mine. Belongs to Pinky 
'Ubbard, the farmer who charges me battery." Then off he 
shuffled. 

I pulled the set on to the bench. It was fitted with the 2A 
chassis, so the first thing I did was to check the BUT1 1 A 
chopper transistor which was dead short. I disconnected 
the 140V output and wired a 60W bulb across the 
smoothing capacitor C2701, then got to work on the power 
supply. As most of the problems with this power supply 
are on the primary side I made a thorough check on 
anything likely to be faulty. Everything seemed to be all 
right here. Turning to the secondary side of the circuit I 
found that one of the 1.t. rectifier diodes, D6711 (1N4148), 
was short-circuit. 

I replaced this and the BUT11A and wound the set up via 
the Variac. To my delight the lamp came on. So I removed 
the lamp, reconnected the 140V supply and tried again, 
expecting the set to work. It didn't. Further checks showed 
that the 140V supply rectifier diode D6696 read short-
circuit both ways whilst in circuit, though it was all right 
when removed. Why should this be? The reservoir capac-
itor C2697 was o.k. Maybe the BU508V line output tran-
sistor was short-circuit. It was. Why hadn't I tried this 
before? 
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A new line output transistor restored the brightness, but it 
was squeezed into a collapsed frame. Now for some fun. 
The TDA3654 field output chip is powered by a 26V supply 
which is obtained from the line output transformer. A check 
on this produced a reading of OV. When its load was discon-
nected the supply rose to 40V, then dropped back to zero. 
Goodness me! Further checks showed that the rectifier 
diode and its reservoir capacitor were o.k. Then the voltage 
came up again. I reconnected the field output chip but there 
was still no frame. Perhaps a new TDA3654 would put 
matters right? No, and again no voltage. Then plenty — over 
50V, followed by a dancing frame and a clicking from the 
line output stage. 

I switched off and ran a finger down the case of the line 
output transformer. It was hot. Surely these bizarre happen- 

ings had to be the result of fireworks within its windings? 
Cruel experience has taught me to keep a spare 2A line 
output transformer in stock. When it was fitted a perfectly 
stable picture was produced. 

I telephoned Abe's well-to-do family and asked them to 
get word to him that the set was ready. A few days later he 
came in with his blanket, his binder twine and a small paper 
bag of browns. 

'Pinky 'Ubbard said to thank 'ee and pay, Mr. Bullock 
sir" he said as he enclosed the set in the blanket and got 
weaving with the twine. "Er — one of my sets be under the 
weather, Mr. Bullock. Some of the bits inside pulled them-
selves about a bit — like they do. I must bring 'im in next 
week, 'cos I'll need 'im when the other one plays up 
again." 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

"We had a story today about Mr. and Mrs. Cobbler" said 
my daughter Rebecca. "They had so many shoes to mend 
that they went to bed weary each night. One night, after 
an awful day, they crawled into bed really worn out. Next 
morning, to their delight, they woke up to find that all the 
shoes had been done and their workshop had been thor-
oughly tidied up and was sunny. This happened every 
night thereafter, and they lived happily ever more." 

I smiled suitably and thought of Weary Willy and his 
untidy workshop that was full of lots of nasty sets he 
couldn't mend. There was the Salora J chassis set with the 
hard to get at power supply that kept blowing up, the old 
Ferguson hi-fi video with the chain-driven cassette 
housing that eats fingers and turns them into new faults, 
and that wicked Sentra VCR that wouldn't spring to life 
whatever he did. 

Willy started to think about switch-mode power 
supplies and TDA4600 chips. He wondered how big a 
boat it would need to take them all to the middle of the 
Atlantic and how much gunpowder would be required to 
send them to the bottom. Then he crawled off to his work-
shop, clambered over all the sets he couldn't mend, had a 
drink of meths and curled up under the bench. 

When he awoke there was this fog. As it cleared he 
looked around his workshop and his eyes opened wide. 
Could this be the workshop he'd gone to sleep in? 
Where was the nasty J chassis, the pulled-apart Ferguson 
and that wicked Sentra video? Willy rubbed his eyes in 
astonishment. They were nowhere to be seen. In fact all 
that he could see were the shiny sides of piles and piles 
of TVs and videos. 

Then Greeneyes clopped in. Her upside-down face 
smiled at his, under the bench. "Come on Weary Willy" 
she breathed. "You've been asleep for ages. Loads of sets 
have been brought in. I've put them all on top of the 
others. And they're all tricky ones that have already been 
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pulled about by Snoddies and Gumboils." 
Weary Willy grabbed for the meths. But Greeneyes 

was there first. She snatched it and made to depart. "Wake 
up and get cracking Willy" she said, "they won't mend 
themselves you know! 

A Ferguson TX85 

Weary Willy made some room on the bench and pulled 
up the nearest set. It was a Ferguson 14J9 — a 14in. colour 
set fitted with the TX85 chassis — and was as dead as 
could be. He decided to check the voltage across the 
mains bridge rectifier's reservoir capacitor C69, but his 
fingers slipped. His eyeballs lit up and shot out, telling 
him that some 340V was present. Then he caught sight of 
the TEA2018A chopper control chip IC4 and its start-up 
resistor network — two series-connected 821(S2 resistors, 
R89 and R91, with a 3901d2 resistor (R60) in parallel with 
them. He was certain that one or other of them would be 
the cause of the problem. But they were perfectly all right. 
A tear slipped down Willy's face. 

A voice sounded in Willy's head. "See if the chopper 
circuit is inhibited" it said. "Disconnect the output from 
the h.t. rectifier D12 then connect a 75W bulb between its 
cathode and chassis. If it lights up when you switch the 
set on, the power supply is o.k. and you can start to think 
nasty things about the line output stage. 

Weary Willy did so and the lamp didn't light. So he 
disconnected the other two rectifier diodes on the 
secondary side of the circuit, the ones that provide the 
13V and 17V supplies. The lamp still refused to glow, and 
another, larger tear slid down Willy's face. He was 
saddled with yet another nasty switch-mode power supply 
fault. 

The thing to do, he decided, was to check the start-
up voltage at pin 6 of the TEA2018A chip. He knew 
that 5.8V was required here for the set to spring to life. 
There was no voltage and the, hunt was on. Maybe the 
330µF reservoir capacitor C71 was short-circuit? It 
wasn't. Willy looked long and hard at his next suspect, 
the TEA2018A chip itself. He fitted a replacement and 
switched on. Up came the starting voltage, which 
immediately rose to 12V as the chopper circuit broke 
into self-oscillation. Brightness appeared on the screen, 
and Willy also felt a bit better. 
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The Hitachi G6P 

"Next." he shouted, just as Mr. Thicke picked his way in 
with a Hitachi TV set in his arms. "It's dead" he said. "Do it 
if it's cheap, otherwise ring me." 

Weary Willy sighed. He really should think of a way of 
getting paid for his time when the customer decided against 
going ahead. He put the set on the bench and switched it on. 
It was a CPT2176 (G6P chassis) and its little beacon was 
out. There was h.t. across the mains bridge rectifier's 150µF 
reservoir capacitor C906 but nothing much else. He checked 
the chopper transistor (Q901) which had MN650 printed on 
it. He found that it was dead short, then discovered from his 
little book that it was a BU508A in disguise. Weary Willy 
sighed and wished that transistors all wore proper numbers. 
He fitted a BU508A and, whilst at it, decided to check the 
2SD1453 line output transistor Q781. This was also dead 
short. After replacing it he reached for his variac, 'cos he 
doesn't like repeatedly blowing up transistors in hard to get 
at places. 

The set failed to spring to life and the ammeter on his 
variac began to creep up as he increased the voltage. He 
thought he detected a nasty, warm smell and felt the line 
output transformer. It was hot. So he disconnected all the 
diodes it supplies and tried the set again. The variac's 
ammeter began to creep up and the nasty smell returned. So 
he phoned Mr. Thicke and told him fifty pounds. 

Mr. Thicke said he wished he still had his old voltmeter 
so that he could have mended it himself, and that he too 
could earn fifty pounds an hour fiddling with wires. And his 
wife had arthritis, and couldn't Willy do it cheaper because 
he'd another set that needed repairing? 

Willy ordered a new transformer from SEME. It arrived 
next day in a sturdy yellow box marked HR Components: 
Willy noticed that it was made in Spain, where he wished he 
was. The original transformer's first anode voltage output 
was contained in the screened outer of the focus lead, but 
the replacement had a separate, green wire for this. He soon 
fitted the new transformer, and when he switched the set on 
it came to life with a good picture. This cheered him up. As 
he stepped back to look at it he tripped over a set on the 
floor and banged his shin on the edge of another one. At this 
very moment Mr. Thicke showed up for his Hitachi. 

"I'm in agony with my missus. Her says you never 
shoulda done it" he said. 

The Microwave 

As Mr. Thicke departed Mr. Roughouse came in, looking 
as though he'd just sorted Popeye out. He was carrying a 
Matsui microwave minus its cover. This came behind, 
carried by his weedy wife Olive. 

"He works, but he don't heat up. Where's the valve?" He 
prodded about in the works with his fingers. Weary Willy 
gibbered and tugged at his arm. 

"Don't touch" he shrieked. "It can floor, even kill you." 
Mr. Roughouse repeated his message, stabbing his finger 

at the capacitor. Willy retreated, still gibbering, but Mr. 
Roughouse flagged him down. 

"He ain't on" he said, pushing his thumb on to the posi-
tive terminal of the capacitor. Willy stepped to one side, 
closed his eyes and awaited the crash. There wasn't one. 

"You chaps gets too excited" Mr. Roughouse said. 
"Mend 'im if it's up to fifty quid. New 'uns at Crubb's 
Foodstore are only seventy quid, an' you gets an oven set 
an' a basket o' groceries." 

Lots of big tears slid down Weary Willy's face and he 
wished he was somewhere else. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Life has been easier since son Steven started to work with 
me. What has distressed me a bit however is the speed with 
which he's picked up technical knowledge that took me 
forty years to acquire. But it does mean that I can slip off to 
Spain whenever I like, in the knowledge that life in the 
workshop goes on — just as long as I slip back often enough 
to sweep the floor, wash the teacups, empty the dustbins and 
tackle the tricky ones that pop up now and again. The fax 
machine has proved to be a boon to us, but one thing I could 
do with is a set of the last fifty or sixty copies of Television. 
Can anyone oblige? 

Mr Nutt's Problems 
We have been in this business a long time now — to the 

extent that we've had the valued custom of four generations 
of some local families. Those whom I moan about are a 
minority. It's just the relentless dedication with which they 
afflict us! Take Mr. Nutt for example. He's the paranoid 
smallholder who is convinced that everyone is watching him 
and eavesdropping. The other day he called in with his 
Philips 16in. portable — it's a KT3 chassis set. 

"My neighbour has aimed a dish transmitter at my place" 
he confided. "But I've got him rumbled. This old set lets me 
know whenever he listens in to us. The picture turns into a 
transmitter. I want you to build something into the set to 
stop him." 

Now I know Mr. Nutt of old. Apart from this fixation 
he's perfectly sane. Arguing with him about it it useless. 
"All right Mr. Nutt" I said, "leave it with us." 

For the first ten minutes the set suffered from intermittent 
line collapse. I confidently resoldered the pins of the line 
output transformer but this made no difference. I then 
found, by tapping and flexing the chassis, that the cause of 
the trouble lay somewhere in the area around the U470 sync 
and U450 power modules. Resoldering every doubtful joint 
on the two panels and lightly cleaning the edge contacts 
again failed to cure the problem. So I finally switched off 
the workshop lights, drew the blinds, felt my way back to 
the chassis and began tapping about on it. As I did so I 
noticed a spark. When I switched the lights back on again I 
found that it had come from one leg of the degaussing 
posistor R292. It was dry-jointed, though it looked all right. 
Resoldering it cured the trouble. 

Nostalgia 
I was going to study the circuit to see why R292 should 

have had this effect but the phone went and Greeneyes came 
in with the tea. She was just in time to hear me being less 
than enthusiastic about attending to a satellite TV system. 

"What's the matter with you?" she asked. "When I came 
to work with you as your secretary colour TV was just 
starting and you sailed into colour servicing quite cheerfully. 
It's not at all like that now." Steven wanted to know what it 
was like in the early days, which always gets me going. 

When I started there was only monochrome BBC in 
Band I. Most of the sets were of the t.r.f. type, gramophone 
records were shellac 78s and classy homes had radiograms. 

Then ITV started up in Band III, bringing signal prob-
lems the like of which we'd never seen before, and 
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programme converters that sat on the top of the set. They 
too caused problems galore. Cyldon and Brayhead subse-
quently came up with a family of rotary tuners that were 
designed to be fitted into the sets. When converting a set for 
ITV reception we first had to make sure that we had the 
right tuner. Then, armed with braces and bits, we'd cut a 
huge hole in the side of the customer's highly polished and 
valued TV set, hoping against hope that our conversion 
would be satisfactory. 

All sorts of things could blight our plans. If we weren't 
careful, the bulky tuner wouldn't align with the hole we'd 
made. But the most common headaches were that the Band 
III signal available, from Birmingham in our case, wouldn't 
be enough, or that the pictures obtained would be heavily 
patterned. Sometimes the neighbours would experience 
patterning. 

In this area every conversion was a chancy business. As 
the ITV signal was dicey and weak, service calls multiplied. 
"Poor ITV" was a common complaint, and we'd trot off 
with a pocketful of r.f. amplifier valves. The Mullard 
PCC84 was the most common one, but there were also 
UCC84s and ECC84s, and some of the more exclusive 
brands like Murphy and Ekco used Mazda valves — the 
30L1 to start with, then later the higher-gain 30L15. It 
wasn't long before we resorted to the dodge of using the 
high-slope 30L15 whenever a low-emission r.f. amplifier 
valve had to be replaced. It meant adjusting the r.f. padders 
in the tuner, something that was supposed to be taboo, but 
the effect was little short of miraculous — until the valve's 
emission settled at a lower level. 

Most Mazda valves had metal skirts and fitted rigidly 
into the special holders. They seemed to present instability 
problems however. Trying to calm an Ekco i.f. strip was a 
difficult business. I settled for using Hunt's paper capacitors 
connected between the screen grids and chassis, followed by 
careful realignment. I never did find an answer for use with 
the red, metal-cased Mullard EF50 valves. They seemed to 
be determined to float regardless. 

But the picture quality with those early Ekco and Murphy 
sets was remarkable for their day. Our favourite was the 
Ekco 327. There was a scramble for it every time one came 
in part exchange. Eventually we all had one. 

Relaying these things to Steven suggested to me why 
he's so bright and receptive to the latest developments while 
I'm less so. "Your brain is like a brand new computer 
loaded with miles and miles of virgin tape" I said. "Mine's 
an old valve model with the tape worn out be repeated 
erasure of redundant technical knowledge. I used to know 
countless valve equivalents, and furthermore which pin was 
connected to which electrode in them all. I can still 
remember dozens of them. All useless knowledge now, 
taking up space in my napper. Same with all the technical 
tips and ruses for scores of radio and TV brands that are 
now just memories. There's hardly any room left for all the 
new-fangled things you pick up so easily!" 

Later, I heard Steven talking to Greeneyes as they looked 
through an ancient photo album he'd found. 

"Dad looks bright and young in these pictures" he said. 
"Funny what happens as time passes." 

I poked my head around the door. "That old Decca 
you're stuck on — the one with no luminance. You can put 
your scope and meter away. Just pop in another luminance 
delay line. There's one in that old Tatung chassis you 
couldn't fix. And that Bush 2020T that's still giving you 
problems even though you've changed the TDA3562A. 
Take it out and fit a Telefunken one — or do the mod. Oh, 
and that Saba you were waiting for help to lift it off the 
bench: I've popped it in the van for you." 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

We get some strange coves here. Some of them are harder to 
puzzle out than the TV and video faults they bring along. 
Take Mr. and Mrs Bugg for example. They tottered in the 
other day with something wrapped in a towel in a baker's 
basket. 

"Don't think I'm trying to be funny Mr. Er. . er. ." he 
said, "but are you any good at fixing transistors?" 

"There never was such a fellah" I replied. 
"Don't think I'm trying to be funny, but this is a telly 

transistor. My son tried superglue and blue tack but now he 
thinks it's a condenser, 'cos it stinks rotten. Then the cat 
suddenly had a fit last night." 

"Let's see it" I said, pointing impatiently at his basket. 
He untied the towel slowly to reveal a moggie. Some-

thing was beginning to build up in my chest. 
"Not the bloody cat" I screamed, "the transistor." Then I 

pulled myself together. "Actually Mr. Bugg I'm a bit on 
edge. Busy, you know." 

He ran out to his car and came back with a Toshiba 
175T9B colour set. 

I waved them out and opened the set up. An empty super-
glue tube was stuck to the inside of the cabinet and the line 
output transformer was covered with a black, gooey mess. 
There was a crater of ash in the middle and a couple of 
nearby resistors and a capacitor were charred. 

I'd a set with a similar chassis in the workshop, so I 
borrowed its line output transformer. The charred resistors, 
R440 and R441, were both 101d2 while the capacitor (C445) 
was 0.056µF. These three items are at the earthy end of the 
e.h.t. system, for current monitoring purposes. I fitted the 
borrowed transformer, replaced the three charred compo-
nents and switched on. There was an excellent picture, 
which pleased me. So I called Mr. Bugg on the phone to tell 
him of my success. 

"I'll have to send for a new transformer of course" I told 
him. "The cost will be thirty-eight quid altogether. It's a 
super picture!" 

"Ah now Mr. Er. . er. . , don't think I'm trying to be funny 
but that's a bit steep, ennit? We're old-age pensioners you 
know. Shall we say twenty quid? Then we'll let you do it." 

It turned out to be another wasted effort. Pity. 

Mr Chausible's VCR 
Then Mr. Chausible bumbled in, smiling and winking 

away as though in the know. "Ha, ha, it's good to be alive 
on such a nice day" he chortled. "The postman just gave me 
this letter for you." It turned out to be an electricity bill for 
over three hundred quid. 

He'd brought his VCR with him, a Ferguson 3V44 (JVC 
HRD140). As he sloped off I pulled it on to the bench to try 
it. When I inserted a tape the carriage descended and the 
capstan motor, drum and on-off beacon pulsed for twenty 
seconds. Then the tape was ejected and the machine 
switched itself off. 

"Swine" I thought as I opened it up. It was full of tape 
debris and dust, so I gave it a good mechanical service. The 
fault remained of course. Time for a bit of analytical 
thinking for a change. I decided to start at the beginning of 
the electromechanical cycle and studied the loading motor. 
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It was cutting off too early. But why the pulsing? That 
seemed to indicate an electrical problem. I moved to the 
power panel to check some voltages and saw that the 2A 
fuse F2 in the centre was open. A new one restored normal 
operation. The current was well within the fuse's rating, 
even at the peaks, but I soak tested the machine to be sure 
that everything was o.k. 

Eventually Mr. Chausible called to collect it, grinning 
and winking as ever. 

"Twenty-five pounds" I said. 
Chausible's smile faded and his winking eye stayed shut. 

"Gosh, you people aren't cheap" he said. "I'd reckoned 
about a fiver, even a tenner if expensive parts had been 
required. But twenty-five pounds!" Then he looked up. 
"Don't think I'm trying to be funny. . . " 

A Call from Ribby Ellis 
My next caller was Ribby Ellis, who's a keen practical 

joker. He's spent enough time in our workshop to know 
how customers carry on but said that he had a couple of 
genuine questions for me. 

"Tell me Don, which is the best telly?" 
I tried to answer this one as I always do, pointing out that 

most sets are much of a muchness today and that it depends 
on what facilities are required. 

He heard me out then came back with "how long will it 
be before tellys get cheaper?" 

"They're dirt cheap today, Ribby." I went into my usual 
routine about the cost of a Philips G6 and a Commer 5 cwt 
van back in 1968 and their respective prices now. 

He then wanted to know "when tellys will work without 
aerials. You know, like radios do?" 

So I launched into my answer to that one, as I've done so 
often over the years. When I'd finished he asked "whether 
dust in tellys makes 'em fail sooner?" 

This brought us to dry dust and damp dust and folks who 
take the backs off sets and upset them. Time was ticking 
away, but there were further questions about how long a 
tube really lasts, does it leave the sound when it fails and 
how long does a telly last? 

I was beginning to feel irritable again. "Tell me, Ribby, 
how much longer are you going to throw these questions at 
me?" 

"Till you realise I'm taking the Mick, you silly" he 
grinned. "Lost some of your buttons, haven't you? Name's 
Ribby you know." 

"I know, Ribby, but I'm afraid I'm not up to it today." 

Next the Gas Man 
Just then there was a tap at the door. It was Rupert Quelp, 

the gas man. 
"Hi Donald. I've just read your meter. Don't think I'm 

trying to be funny, but if I were you I'd leave home before 
the bill comes. Have a look at my portable video, will you? 
It can't be much because it's o.k. most of the time. It's a 
Fergy 3V47 and it's gone off intermittently since it was 
new. Snoddies never managed to find out why. Nor 
Gumboils, or that spotty D'Arcy kid at number 29. So I'm 
letting you have a go. Let me know when you've found the 
cause, so that I can decide whether to have it put right. 
They're so cheap now you see. Crubbs Foodstore have them 
at £99.95 and you get a hamper of goodies and a ticket in 
their draw for a month at Disneyland!" 

"This is Disneyland" I said, "and the name's Donald 
Duck." I put the machine on the bench and tried it. The 
picture and sound were o.k. and I couldn't make it fail. So I 
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put it on soak test. A few hours later the vision went, 
leaving a snowy raster. After giving the machine a full 
service I looked around for dry-joints on the power and 
signals panels but couldn't see any. Because of the intermit-
tent nature of the fault I spent a considerable time before 
finally removing the drum and discovering that the feed 
wires had never been soldered. When this had been attended 
to the machine worked perfectly, producing exceptionally 
good pictures. 

Rupert was pleased when he called back. "Ah, a loose 
wire! I knew it wasn't anything much! You can't charge of 
course because you've not really done anything, but I'll 
remember the good turn. I breed reptiles you know. If you 
ever want to know anything about snakes or other forms of 
low life, just ask." 

There must have been something in my expression, 
because he backed away and smiled weakly. 

"Don't think I'm trying to be funny, Don. . ." 



What a Life! 

Mrs. Ruff, a large no-nonsense 
woman, barged into the workshop the 
other day followed by her lodger Old 
Pukey. He was struggling with a 
24in. Granada teletext set. She strode 
to the bench, clasped the underside 
of her sleeve with her fingers, and 
used her arm as a huge duster to clear 
the end of my bench. 

"Put it here, Pukey" she ordered. 
Pukey did as he was told. 

"I've told him time and time again 
not to play with the tuner thing while 
the set's on" she said. "Now he's 
gone and blown the set up, Mr. Bill-
hook. I wish he'd get out of my 
house, I do. Straight." 

I plugged the set in and switched 
on. The sound was o.k., but the 
picture had a series of vertical black 
lines, about half an inch wide, super-
imposed on it. I'd never seen a set 
like it before and had no circuit 
diagram. Then, as we watched, the 
lines faded — taking the luminance 
with them. 

Mrs. Ruff looked hard at Old 
Pukey, muttered a bad word, then 
pushed him out ahead of her. `,`Give 
us a ring, Mr. Billboard" she rasped. 

Sorting out the Granada CTV 
When I examined the chassis I 

found that the chroma panel 
contained a TDA3300B chip that 
obviously processed the signal. I 
looked for the luminance delay line 
but couldn't see it — the chroma one 
was obvious enough. It seemed best 
to phone Granada at Bristol. I spoke 
to Eddie Conway who was most 
helpful. Looking at the circuit 
diagram, he advised me to scope the 
luminance signal as it emerged at 
pin 35 of the chip then follow it 
back, suitably delayed by the delay 
line DL1, via 2R5 (1kS2) and 2C5 
(10pf, 25V). So I searched again for 
DL 1 . It was so positioned that it hid 
its reference number, and looked 
like a small, square-edged, capac-
itor. I scoped the signal as Eddie 
advised and found that it was 
present up to 2C5 but not thereafter. 
2C5 was open-circuit of course, a 
replacement restoring the picture. 

Donald Bullock 

My thanks to Eddie for that — drop 
in for a cup of tea sometime! 

Mr Smallpiece's Video 
Our next caller was the thin-faced 

Victor Smallpiece, who had brought 
his Amstrad VCR4600 Mk. 2 video 
machine with him. Sensitive and 
timid, he moved his shoulders around 
inside his jacket and cleared his 
throat. 

"It's dead, Mr. Bullock" he said. 
"Belongs to the wife's brother — he 
uses it for Certain Things." After that 
he stole away. 

I put the machine on the bench 
and hoped that it would talk to me. 
But it didn't. It even refused to 
accept a cassette, switching itself off. 
When I opened it up I saw that the 
threading arms stopped too soon. 
After a few preliminary tests I hand-
wound the mechanism ready to start 
again, connected a meter across the 
loading motor and pressed the start 
button. Up came the d.c. motor 
voltage and the loading sequence 
started. Then it stalled, and the 
voltage rose. The motor had stopped 
drawing current. A replacement 
motor fixed the machine, and when 
Victor phoned I told him that it was 
working again. "Hump" he said. 

Mrs Gunge and the 3V46 
Mrs. Gunge walked in with her 

spotty son Oscar, who was carrying a 
Ferguson 3V46 VCR. These 
machines produce excellent results, I 
know, but around here they seem to 
be rather accident prone. 

"Hi Oscar" I said, "what's eating 
the Fergy?" Mrs. Gunge poked him 
aside and answered. 

"The picture's faulty, ain't it 
Oscar?" Oscar made to nod and 
breathed in to speak. 

"And the sound, right Oscar?" 
Mrs. Gunge continued. As Oscar 
opened his mouth, his mother's voice 
hit the air. 

"My Oscar just can't watch it Mr. 
Butcher" she continued. 

Oscar breathed in quickly and 
looked up at me "The tracking. . ." 

"Oscar thinks it's the tracking" 
Mrs. Grunge explained. Oscar 
studied the floor. 

I escorted them to the door then 
put the machine on the bench. The 
symptom made it look as though the 
auto-tracking was out, but this 
machine doesn't have it. So I busied 
myself around the control circuitry. 
Eventually I found a 11..t.F, 50V elec-
trolytic capacitor, Cl, whose value 
had fallen to half the correct figure. A 
replacement cured the fault and I was 
impressed by the excellent picture 
and sound quality. All that remained 
to be done was to get the chassis 
cased up again without any casual-
ties. I managed this and later on Mrs. 
Gunge and Oscar called back. She 
paid up and smiled at Oscar. 

"Say thank you to Mr. Bloater, 
Oscar." He raised his chin and 
opened his mouth, but once again his 
mother beat him to it. 

"Such a funny boy. Mr. Buster. He 
hardly says a word. Can't think 
why." 

The Sharp VC681HM 
A Jaguar crunched into the drive 

and came to a halt. Out struggled the 
greasy Mr. Pearshape, in a cloud of 
cigar smoke. A demure young lady 
got out of the other side, carrying a 
Sharp VC681HM VCR. He pointed 
to the open workshop door. "In 
there" he said. 

Jane obeyed and I took the 
VC681HM from her. 

"Jane's video's playing up" Mr. 
Pearshape growled, tossing his busi-
ness card on to the bench. He was a 
money lender. "Fix it and phone me. 
I'll do the paying." He turned to Jane 
and jerked his thumb at the Jaguar. 
"Into the car, girl" he said. 

When they'd gone I put the 
recorder on the bench and tried it. I 
selected rewind search. The machine 
went into fast-forward search for a 
few seconds then stopped, unlaced 
and switched off. The cassette 
remained in place. As I've had mode 
switch problems with this model and 
the VC750HM I fitted a replacement. 
It cured the trouble — a quick repair 
for a change. Jane would be pleased, 
and Mr. Pearshape too as it wouldn't 
cost much. How nice to be able to 
dispense such happiness. 

Another Sharp VCR 
My next visitor, Mrs. Tubby the 

forester, always puts me on edge. 
"Ah Mr. Bull" she said. "This 

set's faulty." She was carrying a 
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Sharp VCR like the one I'd just 
repaired. 

"What's wrong with it?" I asked. 
"It jams and stops." 
"Ring me teatime" I said. 
When I tried it the machine 

behaved much as the other one had. 
Oh dear, I'd used my last mode 
switch. To prove the point I decided 
to borrow the switch from Jane's 
machine. So I set about doing the 
swap, which took me longer than I 
expected. When I tried Mrs. Tubby's 
machine it behaved exactly as before, 
so the switches had to be put back. I 
resolved never to be so silly again. 
I'd wasted time, and this made me 
feel nasty. 

When I'd got Jane's machine 
right again and Mrs. Tubby's as it 
was when she brought it in, I looked 
into it in greater detail and ended up 
by taking out the master cam. Sure 
enough its rather thin walls had 
broken down, a new one completing 
the repair. The cams are cheap and 
fitting a replacement always gives 
me a feeling of satisfaction. 

When Mrs. Tubby called I handed  

her the recorder and gave her the bill. 
"You read it, Mr. Borax — my 

glasses are in the car." 
I read it out then came to the 

bottom line. "Thirty pounds" I said. 
She took a blue and a brown from 

her purse then picked up the 
machine. When she got to the door 
she stopped. "This repair is guaran-
teed" she commented. 

"For ever, Mrs. Tubby" I said. 

The Panasonic NVJ30 
Later that day nice old Arthur Ball 

dropped in with his Panasonic 
NVJ30 VCR. His family firm uses it 
as part of their shop security system. 

"I think it needs one of your wash-
and-brush-up services" he said. "If 
you ring when it's ready we'll pick it 
up." 

"I'll have it done in an hour" I 
said. 

When he'd gone I set to. After 
cleaning the heads and the tape 
guides I gave the machine a general 
check over. Just as I'd finished 
testing it Greeneyes came in. I  

switched on the phone amplifier and 
asked her to ring the number. She 
did so and the phone at the other end 
was picked up. 

"Balls" shouted a voice. 
Greeneyes slammed the phone down 
and spun round. "I suppose that was 
another of your twisted jokes" she 
fumed. 

"That was Arthur Ball's firm" I 
said. "They'll be wondering who's 
playing about. Then our phone rang. 
I picked it up, feeling a bit put out. 
"Bullocks" I barked. The line went 
dead. Then it rang again. "Bullock's 
Television" I cooed. 

"Oh, hello Donald. Arthur Ball 
here. Did you ring us?" 

"Yes Arthur, but things seemed to 
go wrong." 

"That's funny. Same here. Grem-
lins on the line I suppose. We get a 
lot of it with incoming calls. Just 
got a foul-mouthed wag when I 
dialled you. Anyhow, if the 
recorder's done we'll slip down and 
collect it." 

"See you shortly, Arthur" I 
replied. 



What a 
Life! 

Donald Bullock 

More and more I seem to have the feeling that it's all 
happened before. It came over me the other day when 
Walter Wingnut called in with a Brittania 14in. colour 
portable that was dead. It had a paper label underneath, of 
all places, with B14M11 printed on it. When I opened the 
set up it looked very much like a Fidelity chassis, though it 
was not identical with any one that I knew. To my surprise 
we had an appropriate circuit diagram, for Model C14R06. 
I soon spotted a BUT11A, a tiny but tough power tran-
sistor, which had bitten the dust. So I replaced it and left 
the set running. 

The Grundig CUC70 
I then pulled up and plugged in a Grundig C7410 22in. 

set that Snoddies had kept for a fortnight before handing it 
back as unrepairable. It's fitted with the CUC70 chassis. 
No sound, the ticket said. Unlike Snoddies to pass up an 
easy buck I thought. Ought to be easy! Then, as I was 
thinking about it, up came a brilliant clean raster followed 
by line collapse. 

With my understanding of Snoddies growing, I disman-
tled the set and studied the chassis carefully for dry-joints 
or other obvious clues that would save me the bother of 
looking out circuits — or thinking. All the joints were 
perfect but I did notice that R528, a 1052 resistor, was a bit 
hot and bothered. It feeds a BY268 diode, D529, which 
turned out to be dead short. Replacing both items restored 
normal operation and I was impressed by the excellent 
picture. 

Back to the Brittania 
Meanwhile the Brittania had stopped working, and I 

found that the BUT11A had passed away at its post. 
There's a 4.71,1F electrolytic capacitor in its base circuit, 
while its emitter is returned to the negative side of the 
supply via two resistors, R120 (3.3Q) and R115 (0.68Q), 
which are connected in parallel. When I checked them I 
found that the value of the electrolytic had fallen to 
while both resistors were high — the 0.6852 one was nearly 
452. 

I replaced these items and, before switching on, checked 
some associated ones. Up came a good picture, so I set 
about tidying up the bench and shelves for a while before 
boxing the set up. I hate boxing up then unboxing sets that 
seem to last just long enough to keep me on a loser! After 
twenty minutes or so it was still behaving, so I boxed it up 
and put it on soak test. 

The Samsung V1626 

Next was a Samsung VI626 VCR that was dead. I 
checked the power pack and found that both the 9V and 5V 
supplies were missing. A study of the circuit diagram led 
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me to an MC7809C 9V regulator which had voltage at its 
input but nothing at its output. Fitting a replacement 
restored both supplies. A quick repair, I thought. But I was 
wrong: the mechanism was running haywire. 

In a case like this, analysing the sequence of events is 
always a good idea. So I switched on, noticed that the clock 
and channel numbers lit up, then tried to insert a cassette. 
The machine wouldn't accept it. A look at the top-deck 
mechanism showed that the lacing up claws were stuck an 
inch from the back of their grooves. So I hand turned the 
loading motor until the claws retracted and fed in the 
cassette again. As it was accepted the loading motor 
whirred, the stop button lit up and the claws came to rest in 
their previous position. 

The mechanism was lively but out of sync. I reckoned 
that the most likely cause of the trouble would be in the 
cam system. So I turned my attention there and dismantled 
the mechanism to gain access. Sure enough the walls had 
broken down. As a result the tape lacing mechanism was 
not controlled. We keep a stock of the more common cams, 
and before long I had the recorder behaving properly and 
delivering excellent results. 

Return of Walter Wingnut 

It was at this point that Walter Wingnut called in for his 
Brittania. I glanced at it as he arrived. It was working well 
and after greeting him I pointed to it and gave him the good 
news. 

"It wasn't easy, Walter, but my cleverness won the day" 
I said cheerfully. "Twenty five quid to you!" 

"A lot of money. I hope it'll last" said Walter. "Chap I 
bought it off said you mended it for the same trouble a 
while back." 

As he was about to hand me the browns and a blue, the 
set pinged and died. 

Walter stowed his money away. "Didn't make a very 
good job of it this time either" he said. "You'd better have 
another try — and I'm not paying more than you said, 
mind." 

So I got no money, had to take Wingnut's abuse, and 
had to face up to tackling the Brittania yet again. 

The Ladies 
Then slender old Miss Briske came in, carrying a piece 

of sheet music and a hot-water bottle. She was followed by 
Mrs. Ruff, a mouthy roughneck who calls me Mr. Billhook 
and keeps on about her lodger Old Pukey. She was carrying 
an old toaster. I didn't feel up to either of them. I had 
Wingnut's Brittania on my mind and needed some peace 
while I worried about it. A further visitor, Miss Fussie, then 
arrived. She also had a hot-water bottle. I was beginning to 
feel nasty. 

Miss Briske put the hot-water bottle down and smiled. 
"It's jammed solid. Old Mrs. Talbot advised me to see you 
about it. Would you have a go?" 

I looked at her in silence. Then her face lit up. "Do you 
sing, Mr. Bullock?" she asked. 

"Not a lot, Miss Briske" I replied. 
"I do Mr. Bullock" she smiled. She closed her eyes and 

began to warble. 
I coughed and Mrs. Rough snorted. "Look Billhook" she 

rasped, "I'm here to put money in your pocket — if you can 
spend a minute. Old Pukey's jammed a doughnut in the 
toaster. I've had a go with a fork, but no good. You're 
supposed to be the expert." 

I turned the toaster upside down and the doughnut fell 
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out. Then, checking that no debris were left inside, I 
plugged it in and switched on. The workshop quickly filled 
with dense smoke. As it cleared, I pushed the toaster back 
to Mrs. Ruff. "No charge" I said wearily. 

"Pukey, start packing" she said as she left. 
"Leave the door open" I said as the first two ladies 

departed. Miss Fussie then stepped forward and handed me 
her hot-water bottle, which was full of water. Two in one 
day! 

"I can't undo it" she said. "Would you undo it and test it 
please?" 

I undid the stopper with my pliers, poured some of the 
water into my tea mug then studied it carefully. I dipped a 
finger into the mug and smelled it thoughtfully. 

"Absolutely perfect, Miss Fussie" I said. "No charge. 
Goodbye." 

Another go at the Brittania 

Time to open up the Brittania again. I studied it afresh. 
I'd already checked or replaced just about everything that 
could be the cause of the trouble. Then I noticed that the 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Now that we're Bullock and Sons I'm able to slip out of 
the workshop now and again. In fact I sometimes slip as 
far as Spain for a week or two where we have, amongst 
other things, a Sony audio stacking system. Of late the CD 
section, a CDPM30, had been disinclined to accept discs. 
The drawer would come out all right and take the disc in, 
but the disc would either come straight back out again or 
the machine would refuse to play it, the visual display 
faltering and then finally sticking. 

I removed the lid, was disappointed by the rather flimsy 
plastic construction, then studied the loading action. 
Because the loading belt slipped, the machine didn't 
complete the cycle. As I'd no spares I ordered a new one. 
What to do in the meantime? With Snoddies in mind I 
grabbed a saucepan and boiled the belt for fifteen minutes. 
This did the trick and I was able to play Paris After Dark, a 
new CD of old, romantic pre-war French songs: they've 
been remastered to give truly amazing reproduction. This 
has rekindled my interest in the means employed by such 
experts as John R.T. Davies, the well-known ex-Temper-
ance Seven man and wizard of the art of cleaning up old 
78s. I've dropped him a line. 

Broadcasts Available 

I brought a Pace PRD800 satellite receiver and a lm 
dish over and, using a satellite finder from Panasonic, 
installed them. The results are surprisingly good, despite 
the fact that we're at the edge of the footprint. But as one 
who was brought up on the BBC style of presentation I 
find Sky's general standards unacceptable. As a result we 
watch very little television. Two terrestrial Spanish chan-
nels are available, one at u.h.f. and the other at one end of 
Band I — with horizontal polarisation, making receiving 
aerial systems very cumbersome. A little time spent away 
from Britain makes a chap very appreciative of our with-it 
country. 

One bonus with Sky Television however is the fact that 
some UK radio programmes, including the BBC's World 
Service and Radio 4, are interleaved with the Sky Gold 
channel. Reception is excellent. I'd earlier spent a great 
deal of time and trouble erecting a high, outdoor long-
wave aerial system. But my efforts weren't completely 
wasted: we now receive some very pleasant, melodious 
snatches of radio that seem to come from France. 

Uninterruptible Power Supply 

Since I'm an inveterate scribbler another necessity here 
is an uninterruptible power supply (see test report in the 
January issue) for use with my wordprocessors. Necessity  

because there's often at least one power cut a day here, 
without any warning. 

An ICC5 Ferguson 

It seems that I can't escape from my TV reputation. 
Miguel called the other day and declared "I think you are 
clever television mechanic". 

"Not me, Miguel" I replied, "I'm just here for the sun." 
Anyway the upshot was that I ended up looking at his 

Ferguson 59P7 television receiver — it's fitted with the 
ICC5 chassis. The set was dead and a quick check showed 
that the two 1S2 surge-limiter resistors RPO1 and RPO2 had 
both burnt out. Moving over to the nearby mains bridge 
rectifier I found that one section was short-circuit. Just in 
case it had been a victim rather than the criminal I checked 
the 15011F, 385V reservoir capacitor CP03. It's as well that 
I did, because it was dead short. 

I sent Miguel down into the village for one of the spares 
I didn't have, and a bit later we had the set working 
merrily. 

"I tell everyone how clever you are on television" said 
Miguel. "That'll bring you lots of pesetas!" 

"You tell nobody" I said, "televisions makea me loco." 
"I'm a secret" smiled Miguel. 

Tropical Tom's Bush 

Everyone here likes Tropical Tom. Portly, loud and 
open, he's kindness itself. But he's also very short 
tempered. He arrived from his holiday home frantically 
shaking a Bush 2714 portable colour set (11AK03 
chassis). 

"One chance!" he bawled at it as he approached our door, 
"one final chance and no more. Next time down the well!" 

When I plugged the set in it refused to go into standby. 
I've had this before, so I replaced thermistor TH802 in the 
start-up circuit. The set then sprang to life and I left it soak 
testing. An hour later there was a power cut. When power 
was restored the set would only groan and flicker. 

I suspected the microcontroller chip IC1004 but didn't 
have one. So I checked some of its more obvious d.c. 
voltages and ended up at the cathodes of D804 and D805, 
the 1.t. rectifier diodes on the secondary side of the 
chopper transformer T802. There was barely any voltage 
here though there was plenty of pulsed a.c. at their 
anodes. I checked their back-to-front ratios in circuit. 
They were excellent. Then I took them both out and 
checked them again. Still good! While they were out I 
checked the higher-voltage lines which were o.k., then 
their reservoir capacitors which were also o.k. So I 
soldered the two diodes back into circuit and tried again. 
The set worked a treat. 

I could only conclude that the diodes had been dry-
jointed. It seemed worth examining the rest of the chopper 
power supply with a magnifying glass. As several joints 
had a hairline running around them I resoldered the lot. 
With luck the set won't end up down the well! 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

A dead Hitachi colour portable came in the other day — it 
was fitted with the NP84CQ chassis. When I opened it up I 
found the most crowded little chassis I've seen for some 
while. As I didn't have a circuit diagram I started to make 
checks in the power supply and immediately found that 
Q902, a BU806 Darlington power transistor, was short-
circuit. I replaced it then checked the 2SD1453 line output 
transistor Q703 which was also short-circuit. So I replaced 
this too then switched on. The set grunted, but that was all. 
At this point a circuit was really needed and an idea came 
to me. I took down Mike Lyon's ECS model-chassis guide 
and found that the chassis is also used in the GEC Model 
C1405H, for which we do have a manual. 

The BU806 is part of a sort of pre-regulator, or initial 
regulator, circuit. It's followed by an LM317 variable 
voltage regulator chip, IC901, that lives at the other end of 
the giant heatsink. A check showed that it had also failed. I 
replaced it and switched on again. Once more the set 
grunted, and that was all. 

Then I stopped and thought. I'd been silly, hadn't I? I 
hadn't checked the replacement BU806 after replacing the 
LM317. They'd both be useless now. I checked them and 
they were. 

As I'd just one more BU806 and LM317 I carefully 
checked the resistance between the h.t. line and chassis. 
The reading was respectable, so the remaining BU806 and 
LM317 were fitted. Then I checked the line output tran-
sistor again. The new one was all right. 

I took down my variac arrangement — I've added a volt-
meter, an ammeter and a 2A mechanical cutout (from a 
Thorn 3500 chassis) to the variac itself — and used this to 
supply power to the Hitachi portable. All went well as I 
wound up the voltage. The ammeter's hand shuddered a bit 
at switch-on, then settled back happily against its stop. I 
wound on cautiously, darting my eyes about like a weights 
and measures pest. Then the hand suddenly flew over to the 
other stop as the set grunted again and died. 

Mrs Tubby 

It was at this point that Mrs. Tubby rolled in from the 
Dean Forrest. She talks in riddles and a visit from her was 
the last thing I wanted. 

"I've parked my car in the road. It's faulty" she said. 
I looked up wearily. "I can't mend cars Mrs. Tubby" I 

said. 
"The telly's faulty" she said, leaning towards me as 

though I was an idiot, "the one you mended the other day. 
It's never been right since you did it. But we thought we'd 
give it a chance. It didn't settle down though. You'll have 
to get it out of the car." 

I followed her out from the drive, wishing I'd been an 
optician or a rich and aloof car mechanic. She walked on. 
Her car was a hundred yards away. I pulled out the weighty 
Sony KV2217UB and started the treck back to the work-
shop. When I got there I was tottering. 

"I want you to do me a favour Mr. Bullock" she then 
said. "My son Walpole leaves school soon. He seems to 
have some electrical questions to answer. Perhaps I could 
pop him in tomorrow. This workshop could do with a clean 
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up. He'll do it while you answer his little questions." And 
off she went. 

Back to the Hitachi 

I took another look at the Hitachi/GEC circuit and 
noticed that there's a bit of the power supply that's right 
over at the other side of the chassis, as far away from the 
rest as could be. It's an over-voltage trip that removes the 
12V supply to the line driver transistor and various other 
parts of the set. Maybe something here was causing the 
grunting. There's a crowbar thyristor and a 36V zener 
diode (ZD903), which turned out to be short-circuit. I'd 
have to order one. So I phoned JJ Components and placed 
an order for this and various other items. 

They arrived next morning. After fitting the zener diode 
in the Hitachi set I started it up again. This time it came on 
perfectly. The faulty line output transistor must have killed 
ZD903 as well as causing the damage in the power supply. 
Anyway the birds were now singing and the sun was 
shining. Then a cloud appeared. It was Mrs. Tubby and her 
son Walpole. 

Walpole's Questions 

Sure enough Walpole had the workshop tidy in no time. 
He then made some tea and we sat down for his questions. 

"What's electricity, voltage and current?" he asked, with 
his pencil poised. 

"Steady" I said, "first things first. Electricity is the 
movement of electrons. Got that?" He looked blank. 

"Everything — pear-drops, elephants, copper wires —
consists of lots of atoms which in turn consist of a nucleus 
with some little electrons bumbling around it. The atoms 
are each like a tiny solar system." 

"Can't see it" Walpole said blankly. 
"Look" I said, "imagine a long tunnel full of footballs. 

Each one has a dozen tennis balls jostling around it. You're 
at one end with an enormous basket of tennis balls and I'm 
at the other with an empty basket. And I just love tennis 
balls. You lob a tennis ball into your end of the tunnel. This 
attaches itself to the nearest football which now has say 
thirteen tennis balls surrounding it, an unlucky number. So 
it jettisons a tennis ball farther into the tunnel. This in turn 
enters the orbit of another football which in turn kicks one 
out. The chain reaction carries on all along the tunnel and I 
wind up with a tennis ball in my basket — though not the 
one you tossed in. Then you lob the rest of your tennis balls 
in, as fast as you can, and I get an equal number out at my 
end. Call the tennis balls electrons. You've created a flow 
of electricity." 

"But what's current and voltage?" 
"Current is the number of electrons — er, tennis balls —

you're lobbing in" I said, "and voltage is the force with 
which you're lobbing them in." 

He made some notes, then looked at me thoughtfully. 
"Where do all these electrons come from?" 
"There's an enormous reservoir of them" I replied, "and 

your standing on it — the earth. They are cruelly dragged 
out of it at the power station and can't wait to get back. We 
send them all over the place before they get there, to wher-
ever we want work done, and make them flow through our 
gadgets as they fight their way back home." 

Walpole looked even more thoughtful. "What's resis-
tance, capacitance and inductance then?" 

"Walpole" I said, "I've got sets to fix, and your ma's just 
entered the drive. Bring the rest of your questions along 
next time." 
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I humped the Sony set (YE2 chassis) on to the bench, 
hoping that I could mend it. I'd fitted a new mains switch 
six months earlier. When I switched it on the power supply 
sang like a kettle for a few seconds then fell silent. There 
were no voltages at its outputs. 

I headed for the usual culprits, R607 and R618, but they 
were all right. C12 also proved to be o.k. when checked on 
my capacitance bridge. So I disconnected plug F6 and 
connected a 100W bulb across pins 1 and 2 — the 135V 
output and chassis — then switched on again. The bulb lit up. 
Checks showed that the other output voltages were also 
present and correct. So the cause of the fault had to be an 
overload on the 135V line, which supplies the line output 
stage. 

I turned to the line output panel and checked the resis-
tance between the h.t. input and chassis. It was down at 552. 
So I rushed to the line output transistor which was all right. 
I traced the short to pin 1 of the line output transformer. 
The circuit shows that it's connected only to pins 10 and 
11, so I isolated these by nicking the print. But the short 
remained. There was nothing for it. Out came the trans-
former, and I then found that pins 1, 10 and 11 read contin-
uously with nearly every other winding. A new line output 
transformer restored normal operation. 

Mr Flighty's Mitsubishi CT1447BM 
Just as Greeneyes brought in my tea Mr. Flighty danced 

in with a Mitsubishi CT1447BM TV set. He ignored me, 
put the set down with part of it on my hand, and grinned at 
Greeneyes, asking how she was and had she been on 
holiday yet. He went on and Greeneyes chortled. I waited. 
When he'd run down I pointed to my trapped hand with my 
good one and he moved the set off it. 

"Sorry old chap" he said, "it's stuck in standby." 
"I know the feeling" I replied. 
He then danced out, waving at Greeneyes. Muttering 

something about ferrets I applied myself to the set. I 
checked the STR44115 chopper chip IC901 and found that 
its pins were all shorted together. So I fitted a replacement. 
The set again failed to start up and I noticed that the chip's  

heatsink was getting hot. In this chassis (Euro 3) D906, a 
132V zener diode, acts as a crowbar in the event of exces-
sive h.t. voltage. It was short-circuit. I fitted a replacement 
and started the set up with the variac. It drew current but 
that was all: there was still an h.t. short-circuit. So I 
disconnected the 115V supply at pin 2 of the line output 
transformer. This cleared the short. I checked and cleared 
the 2SD1426 line output transistor Q551, then the two 
rectifier diodes D552 and D553 which were also o.k. I 
then took out the line output transformer to check its wind-
ings with the circuit. The primary winding (pins 1-2) was 
shorted to the two secondary windings. A replacement 
cured the trouble. 

Another Visit from Mr Pearshape 
Mr. Pearshape's Jaguar sang into the drive. He tumbled 

out in a cloud of cigar smoke. A shy but well-built little 
lady hung in the background. She might have been his 
cleaner, but wasn't.. . 

"Set in the boot. Bad back you know" he rasped. I 
carried it in and he propelled the young lady in with his 
finger. 

"Blue picture wasn't it m'dear?" he croaked. She nodded 
at the ground. He handed me his card and added "mend it 
quick and ring me, right?" Then they departed. 

The set was a 14in. Sony Model KVM14TU. Its picture 
had scarcely any blue content and the red was smeary. In 
addition the chroma seemed to be far too intense. When I 
changed channels the blue content improved. I decided that 
the actual fault was a dark picture with a varying chroma 
balance but I had no means of adjusting it — the remote 
control unit hadn't been brought along. 

A check showed that the tube's first anode voltage was 
low at 150V. I traced its source back to the line output 
transformer where R852 was powdered and white while 
D852 was sooty. When these items had been replaced I had 
full brightness and correct colour balance. A relatively 
simple cause of symptoms that had threatened to baffle me. 

A phone call to Pearshape brought a hoarse chuckle. "I 
like to keep her happy you know" he rasped. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Les Lawry-Johns' death was a great loss to us all. In a prac-
tical sense he was a technical wizard of his time. But the 
reason for his great popularity amongst readers — I suspect 
that most long-term readers turned to his article first when 
the latest magazine arrived — went deeper than this. He was 
one of us, a fellow sufferer at the hands of Joe Public. We 
knew those who caused him such trouble: thinly disguised, 
they circulate amongst us all. Like the rest of us, Les knew 
exactly what they were up to. Yet he continued to suffer 
because his tormentors — our tormentors — have no code of 
honour. Like us all he constantly resolved to harden, to 
make the most of his experience so that he would come off 
best in future. But he seldom did, and nor do we. It isn't in 
our stars. We're born losers. 

Les's troubles were ours. But he was a bit more honest, a 
bit more vulnerable and a great deal more decent than most of 
us. His writing left us all richer. I, for one, am grateful to him. 

Grundig Troubles 
Kevin Bentun brought his Grundig colour set in the other 

day — a CUC2401 type. "It's gone mental" he announced. 
"All right at first, then the sound and picture fade, leaving 
the screen bright. After a while the picture comes back and 
flutters at me. Enough to get a chap's dander up, I can tell 
you." And off he minced. 

Hoping to resolder a few dry-joints and make some quick 
money I got cracking. There would, I figured, probably be a 
line output transformer derived supply playing up. An hour 
later I'd got nowhere, so I decided to stop and try to think 
about it. Well, it could be the line output transformer. We 
had one like it in stock, so I fitted it. This made no differ-
ence. I next connected a voltmeter to the tuner's 12V 
supply. When the fault returned, the voltage swung about. 
On opening the tuner I saw several suspect joints, but resol-
dering them didn't help. As the supply remained stable 
when it was connected to a dummy load I carried out a more 
detailed examination of the tuner and soon found a 220µF, 
10V electrolytic that had dried up. A replacement cured the 
trouble. 

Then, surprise, surprise, Mr. Fussie fidgeted in with 
another Grundig set that was just the same. 

"It's never been right since you mended our wireless" he 
bickered. "I took it to Snoddies and they fitted some parts 
and charged me £40, but it's still the same." 

"Why don't you take it back to them?" 
"They recommended you." 
As the fault was identical to the pervious one I mended it 

in no time. He returned shortly after I'd phoned him with 
the news. 

"What was it?" he moaned, looking at me as though I 
was a bad drain. 

"A condenser" I said. "Twenty five pounds." 
"How much was the part?" he asked. 
"Tuppence" I replied. 
"That's sixty five pounds in all" he whined, "Snoddies 

said you might be expensive. Can you guarantee that 
another part won't go? Could this have damaged anything 
else in the house?" 

I gave him a deranged look and he departed, leaving me 
wondering why, all those years ago, my people put me in 

252  

this trade when the local paper beckoned me. The extra 
pound a week I suppose. Oh to start again! 

Video Problems 
Mrs. Tubby rolled in from the Forest of Dean with some-

thing in a plastic bin liner. "How much to mend this?" she 
asked, eyeing me as though I was a sneak thief. 

"What is it?" I asked. 
"Wonky" she said. 
After a delay she extracted the item from its bag. It was a 

Philips/Pye DV286 VCR that was matted with greasy dust 
and had strands of tape hanging from its mouth. 

"Help" I muttered as I waved her out. Then I called 
Steven in from the van. "Your job" I said. 

"What's up with it?" he asked. 
"Wonky" I replied. He gave me an odd look and took it 

over to his bench. 
Having unloaded that one I pulled a Ferguson 3V47 

portable VCR on to the bench. "Picture was intermittent, now 
gone. Sound o.k." said the card. The machine was full of dust 
and tape debris. So I gave it a thorough service and tried it 
again. It was no better. I took the video heads out and found 
that the leads hadn't taken to the solder when the machine 
was produced. They were held only by the resin. After resol-
dering them I tried the machine again. The results were excel-
lent. As I was boxing it up I looked over at Steven. He'd 
finished the Philips video and was doing the bill. 

"What was it?" I asked. 
"A jammed Chinese cassette and a missing spring which 

should have held the back-tension arm by the tail. I found it 
in the works. It's o.k. now. What shall I charge?" 

"Up to you" I said. "But you won't win. If you charge 
enough you'll be a rogue. If you make a small charge it was 
easy and you shouldn't have charged anything at all. And 
God help you if it goes wrong again or another of her Happy 
Friend tapes jams. And don't phone her yet, because that 
will mean that there couldn't have been anything much 
wrong with it." 

"I wouldn't mind a cup of tea" said Steven. I got the 
message. Never mind. Who sits on pride after a forty year 
battering? 

Miscellaneous Faults 
As I set about making the tea Steven pulled a Panasonic 

TX5500 (U5 chassis) on to the bench. The card said "no 
brightness". He stood there pondering. 

"IC601" I said. 
"You see what?" he asked. 
"It won't be a no brightness fault" I said. "Almost 

certainly it'll be no luminance because the TDA3562A chip 
IC601 on the upright panel to the right of the main chassis 
has failed. Don't forget the A" I added as he looked in the 
i.c. drawer. "You'll get nowhere if you fit one that doesn't 
have the A suffix." 

So that's what he fitted, curing the trouble. 
Then he pulled a Neff 6007 microwave oven on to his 

bench. When he operated it the counter worked but the rest 
didn't. 

"What do you think's up with this?" he asked. 
"Dunno" I said, "and when you find out, shield me from 

the answer." 
A short while later he had it working. The switch at the 

top of the door had burnt out. Whilst at it he replaced them 
all. 

As I was washing up he got busy with an Hitachi 
VT8300 that wouldn't accept a tape. It didn't take him long 

TELEVISION FEBRUARY 1994 



to discover that the loading motor wasn't working. "There's 
6V on the pink supply lead" he said "and only 0.4V on the 
white. I'll check around IC905 and 906." 

"Check R081 while you're doing that" I said. It was 
open-circuit, a replacement restoring normal operation. 

Visitors 
Just then the door flew open and an RAF chappie from 

the nearby estate breezed in. He was carrying a cardboard 
box that contained a dismantled television set. 

"Ah!" he said. "They tell me you're good with a screw-
driver! I got this set for nothing in Germany. When I 
brought it back the sound needed twiddling. So I had a go 
and swapped some of those things with legs. Some smoke 
came out of there, where it's gone black. I don't mind 
letting you do it, but I don't want to spend. . ." 

I opened the door and jerked my head. Off he went. I felt 
the need for some air and wandered out to have a word with 
Brian who does a bit of gardening for us. He always looks 
well and smart and as usual had a cigar wedged in his 
mouth. He was clipping at some bushes. A van spluttered up 
and out leapt this all-in wrestler with a Ferguson 3V00 
video, also dismantled. 

"Where's Mr. Bullock, mate?" he asked me thickly. Then 
he saw Brian and shot over to him. 

"Ah Mr. Bullock. This thing's got a volt gone wrong. It 
isn't much and won't take long. Don't wanna spend much, 
see..." 

I sauntered off and Steven appeared. Later I came in at 
the back of the workshop and found him putting it together. 
"What do you think of this trade?" I asked him. 

"It's good fun" he replied. 
That's what I used to think. What's gone wrong with me? 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Bringing son Steven into the business was a rare brain-
wave on my part. I still can't understand how he's learnt 
so quickly what it took me forty years to learn. The bonus 
is that I no longer have to stay rooted to the workshop each 
and every day — there's nothing like a spell away from the 
bench. Another interesting thing is that Steven doesn't 
mind making field calls. I stopped that years ago, having 
reached the stage where my eyes would glaze over as soon 
as I was corralled and the usual prattle began. 

Last Straw 
It was the Blakeways who finally made me give it up. 

I'd already called on Mrs. Pratt (no picture) to remake her 
aerial lead connection yet again, slyly catching her dog's 
face with my service case in the process. It was a huge, 
overfed dog that used to roll on the lead and pull it from 
the set. Though I explained the cause of the trouble twice a 
week for years, Mrs. Pratt always reacted as though it was 
something new. 

"Oh Bonzo, you silly big softy! What's mummy going 
to do with you?" 

Then, as she turned for her purse, I'd catch it under its 
snout and it would throw itself about and howl. 

"Dear Bonzo" she'd say, "don't take it so. I didn't mean 
it!" 

After my last visit I went on to the Blakeways, whose 
set lived in a corner amidst a maze of wires, old shoes and 
goodness knows what else. 

"Never bin right since you last did it. . . Hums now. 
Never watches it meself. . . wife and children. . . Which 
is the best set anyway? Gets hot you know, never used to." 

"My husband thinks it's the valve. . . or the condenser. 
. . Is renting a good idea? Irene next door had trouble 
galore then rented. . . No more trouble. . . Special sets 
y' know." 

"Can't be the tube, 'cos the sound's all right. . . How 
can you tell when the tube's gone?" Then, pointing to the 
aerial lead, "that the tube then? We was watching, er, what 
was we watching Doll? ITV, I know. That one where they 
guesses things and there's the thin Irish chap with the 
mouth. . . or was it Eastend Neighbours? Like that 
Rosebud in May chap, don't you? Did you see the one.. . 
Reckon the colours really right? 'Ow long before we won't 
need no aerials? We were about to come and pay for what 
you did last year when it went again. . . Ain't gotta take it 
'ave you? That all it was? 'Ow much for that little bit then? 
Tell you what, we'll see 'ow it settles down. . . " 

Out in Spain 
My Amstrad PCW8512 wordprocessor failed during a 

recent visit to Spain. Field Collapse. I had a service 
manual, which had come surprisingly cheaply from 
Willow Vale, and it didn't take me long to establish that 
the LA1385 field timebase chip was the cause of the 
trouble. But where to get one? I telephoned JJ Components 
and received a couple within a few days. Jay and his wife 
Lata run this excellent little firm. They are two of the most 
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helpful and decent people you could wish to meet, and 
their latest catalogue is a gem. 

Scrambled Signals 
The availability of 'alternative' Sky TV decoder cards was 

mentioned in an article in Television recently. Such cards are 
widely advertised in Spain, where dish television is popular 
amongst the thousands of British residents. Can't think why, 
but there we are. One firm offers Sky cards at £220, with D2-
MAC cards at £150. Another offers a 'cardless decoder'. "Save 
hundreds of pounds" says the advert, "we have the solution and 
you buy it only once." There are also companies that provide 
all the decoded channels by cable for less than the price of a 
card. I don't know what would happen if the encoding 
changed. 

Dish reception is quite good in Spain — provided a large dish 
is used, preferably 1.2m or more, plus a very low-noise LNB. 
Personally I wouldn't bother, having sampled the programmes. 
But it's a funny old world. Fancy people paying to watch 
commercial television, and paying Mice to watch BBC televi-
sion. 

This encoding business got me thinking. Some channels 
display no chroma while others do. Some seem to suffer from 
degraded luminance bandwidth, and all mess about with the 
line scanning. 

I looked up the VideoCrypt circuitry in a Pace manual. It's 
printed on pink paper overlaid with deep grey bars. This makes 
it tedious to read. So I copied it which is not, of course, impos-
sible. Basically the video signal is converted to digital form and 
fed into a pair of line-duration memory chips. When told to do 
so a following latch switches the processed signal to a digital-
to-analogue converter. Processing is controlled by the split 
output from a 28MHz master oscillator: the 14MHz outputs are 
divided again to produce 7MHz and 3.5MHz clock signals. 

The smart card needs two supplies, one at 5V which is 
switch controlled and another that can be varied between 5V, 
12.5V, 15V or 21V as commanded. For those who might be 
wondering how the on-screen messages remain clear and 
locked on the scrambled screen, well they simply pass straight 
across to the video output stage while the previously mentioned 
processing is going on. 

What I fmd interesting is not the fact that a few have 
cracked the encoding, but why this hasn't been more widely 
cracked. I would have thought that almost any competent elec-
tronics technician, given the broadcast signal, a decoder-
receiver, its circuit diagram and an oscilloscope would pretty 
quickly be able to see what's going on and what could be done 
about it. 

Tuning Problem 
Like Greeneyes, some VCRs have extensive wardrobes. 

The Nikkai NVR100/500RC for example often appears as the 
Solavox NCVR1000/5000, the Sentra GX8000 and the Alba 
VCR3000/4000X, not to mention the Amstrad clones. One we 
had in recently wouldn't tune properly. Some channels 
couldn't be got at all. Others had crackling on sound and on E-
E and video. In the end we found that the cause was in the 
converter box, a replacement providing a cure. 

The Trews' Bush 
Mr. and Mrs. Trew called in the other day with a Bush 

colour portable, Model 2114. She placed her hand in the small 
of his back and he spoke. 

"We think it wants adjusting, Mr. Butcher." 
"Don't like that word" I replied, "but tell me more." 
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"When we turned it on last night it squealed and hissed, then 
smoked and burnt and went off. Would you need to keep it a 
while, Mr. Bullrush?" 

"I sure will, if not longer." 
As they left Steven came in. I handed him the set. "It 

squealed and hissed, smoked and burnt and went off' I said, 
"and it's all yours." 

Clarence's Video 
As Steven settled to do it Mrs. Runner called in with her 

son Clarence. He was carrying a Samsung SI1260 VCR. 
"Tell Mr. Bullock what's wrong, Clarence" she said. 

Clarence opened his mouth but his mother spoke. 
"It takes the tape in all right doesn't it, Clarence?" As 

Clarence breathed in to speak his mother continued. 
"And it whirrs, doesn't it, Clarence — and what else is 

it?" Clarence shifted his stance and opened his mouth, but 
it was no good. 

"Oh, and he can't get his tape out, can you, Clarence?" 
Then she smiled. "It's an educational tape, Mr. Bullock. He 
thinks the world of it. Likes to study, he does. Spends his 
life in his room with that recorder thing, you know." 

When they'd gone I tried the machine. There was no E-E 
picture but the sound was there. When I tried to eject the tape 
the machine switched off. 

I decided to make a few checks in the power supply and 
found that the 5V line was low. This brought me to a couple of 
diodes, D109 and D110, that were leaky. After replacing them 
I tried the machine again. It worked perfectly. Then, wondering 
what Clarence was studying so intensely, I inserted his tape and 
pressed play. Then I pressed stop as quickly as I could and took 
the tape out. Wherever had Clarence got it from? And hadn't 
there been more legs than arms? I boxed the machine up, put 
the tape on top of it and placed the lot to one side. Just then 
Steven called over. 

The 2114's Problem 
"Got the Bush done!" he exclaimed. He had, too. The 

picture and sound were excellent. "Found that C806, a 
1,000pF, 16V 1.t. reservoir capacitor, was down to 300pF. It 
had also blown its top. R811, the 152 surge limiter in the h.t. 
supply, was open-circuit. C409 (220pF, 25V) which smooths 
the supply to the line driver stage was down at about 80pF and 
C818 (lpF, 50V) in the regulation network was faulty. It's a 
TDA4601 type power supply. I'm getting to know these sets 
quite well. Reckon that the Trews went on using theirs, even 
though they know that it had problems, until it blew up." 

"One that came in the other day was squealing, would tune 
only to BBC-1 and had vertical tearing. C818 had gone low in 
value again. As a result the h.t. was low and spiky." 

Return Calls 
Next day the Trews trudged back, him in front. "Have you 

adjusted the set, Mr. Buzzard?" he piped. 
"You could say that, Mr. Twap" I beamed. "And if you've 

got your cheque book we can do the same to your bank 
balance." 

Then Mrs. Runner came in with Clarence for the Samsung 
video and his tape. 

"Thank Mr. Bullock for doing it so quickly, Clarence" she 
said. Clarence took a gulp of air. "He don't say much, Mr. 
Bullock. Heaven knows why. But he can get back to his 
studying now. He's brighter than he seems, you know. Knows 
what it's all about." 

"Can't deny that, Mrs. Runner" I said. 
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What a e. 
Donald Bullock 

When I started in this trade there were no transistors. 
There were wireless sets, electric gramophones with pick-
ups that weighed a ton, and radiograms — a wireless set 
and a gramophone in one huge box. There were a few tele-
vision sets as well of course. They were full of valves, had 
tiny screens and also weighed a ton. And they received just 
one programme, BBC, 'cos that's all there was. 

I had no idea at that time what I was letting myself in 
for. These thoughts came to me the other day when I heard 
Steven happily accepting a CD player for repair. It's some-
times hard to appreciate how the trade has managed to 
cope with the dozens of complex developments and the 
ever-increasing multiplicity of domestic electronics equip-
ment. 

The Hitachi DA58 
The CD player, an Hitachi DA58, would read a disc 

only once in about ten attempts. I was trying to read a B & 
0 circuit diagram and claimed to have a headache (that 
would figure!) and to be too busy to even think about it. 
So Steven took down the manual and went about it with no 
apparent concern. He found some dry-joints around a 
clutch of transistors — Q007, Q008, Q011 and Q012. When 
he'd resoldered these the player worked correctly. 

An Amstrad STV20 
He next applied himself to an Amstrad STV20, which is 

a 20in. TV set with a built-in satellite receiver and 
decoder. The job card said 'intermittent blue screen'. 

In this model the satellite receiver/decoder is vertically 
mounted at the right-hand side (viewed from the back), 
with the cable connections and the card insert slot at the 
back. The main panel and power circuitry are on separate 
panels on the floor of the cabinet, in plastic slots. Steven 
soon found that the tube's voltages varied when the signal 
panel was pressed and lifted. The power and signals panels 
have to be pulled out together, then separated for service 
attention. In this particular set the PCB slots were very 
rough, so much -so that the print at the extreme edges of the 
panels had worn shiny through ordinary cabinet move-
ment. 

It's quite a new model. Working without a circuit 
diagram, Steven concentrated on the circuit connector that 
links the signals panel to the tube's base panel. He found 
that a 170V voltage at pin 2 disappeared when the fault 
was present. Steven could find no hairline cracks but 
noticed that the rear, right-hand corner of the panel 
showed signs of running hot. Resoldering the components 
in this area — C75, C86, R85 and D15 — cured the intermit-
tency. 

"Didn't like that Amstrad" he said as he boxed it up. 
"You can do1he next one." 

An Old Bush 
While he was lifting the set down, quiet Norman 

Glutton glided in with an old Bush TV set — one fitted with 
the T22A chassis. I saw that it was one which had been  

adapted for remote control operation, and prayed that I 
wouldn't have to take out the mass of ironwork and 
circuitry behind the front cabinet controls. Norman works 
at the local pub, mainly because he gets all the unsold pies 
and pasties and something to wash them down with. I've 
never seen him without a pie. 

"You seem to be coming here a lot recently Norman" I 
said, "you must have a television set and a VCR in every 
room!" 

The Bush set displayed three obvious symptoms. What 
there was of the raster was green, it had collapsed into a 
bright horizontal line, and there was no digital display. 
Were there three separate faults, or one that caused all 
these symptoms? Surely there had to be a single fault. I 
made for the 12V line, which is derived from the line 
output stage and is stabilised by an LM7812 regulator, 
IC701. It feeds the field generator and the signals circuitry, 
the LM7812 being mounted on a large heatsink at the rear, 
right-hand side of the chassis, close to the edge. It had 
originally been dry-jointed, probably because of stress due 
to its position. But the solder had melted and shorted the 
12V line to chassis. As a result the 20, 2W fusible resistor 
R422 had given up. The resultant voltage loss was the 
cause of the various symptoms. 

As Norman doesn't have much income, I felt kindly 
towards him when he returned. "Here it is Norman" I said, 
"good as new — but no better I'm afraid. Fifteen quid to 
you!" 

"Oh good" he mumbled through a piece of pork pie. 
"I'll charge old Woody thirty quid. He'd reckoned on 
having to pay about forty." 

A Ferguson 14M2 
Meanwhile Steven was working on a Ferguson 14M2 

(TX89 chassis) whose display symbols flashed and 
constantly changed. Most of the time the display was 
nonsense, but when it did make sense and settled on a 
local channel a good picture came up. Then the set would 
switch itself to standby. Steven stood their poleaxed. 

"What's up with this one then?" 
"God knows" I replied, "but remember — adopt a logical 

approach." Then I slunk out to make the tea. 
A big murder enquiry was going on in our area at the 

time. Umpteen bodies had been found and more were 
being sought. I stayed in the house awhile to see all about 
it on the box, which I normally never watch. Then I took 
Steven's cold tea out to the workshop. He'd got the set 
working and was also watching the murder enquiry. 

"What was it?" I asked, pointing to the Ferguson. 
"Someone seems to have done in a lot of women" he 

answered. 
"No — the fault on the Ferguson" I said. 
"Oh, that. A carbonised on-off switch. I've wired one in 

temporarily and have ordered the right one from HRS." 
"Yeah" I said, "I suppose it had to be that." 
"No. It could have been caused by IC13 and IC14: as 

they're data linked, you have to replace them both. 
Another possibility could have been e.h.t. arcing, particu-
larly under the e.h.t. cap." 

"You've been on to Ferguson!" I exclaimed. 
"Wouldn't speak to me" he said. 
"Then where did you get all that?" 
"Worked it all out and tried the most likely thing first. 

You did say to be logical!" 
I'm still puzzled about how much he's picked up in 

such a short time. The bits I know took me a lifetime to 
absorb. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

I woke up early one morning. The sun was shining, the birds 
were singing and it felt good to be alive. Then I remembered 
that I was in TV/VCR repair, and that Walter Windpipe had 
called the night before, at half past ten, with a Samsung 
VCR. 

"Sorry to call so late Mr. Bodger" he slurred. "I've had 
this in the car a couple of days and remembered it only when 
I left the, er, club. It's the wife's Sing-Song. Can't be much —
it was all right before it seized up." 

Walter's Sing-Song 
When I got to the workshop I opened Walter's Sing-Song, 

an SI1260 that was quite new. Its carriage had jammed 
because the brittle plastic cog assembly had been stripped by 
the coarse-toothed metal slider that meshes with it. The two 
never did mesh well in this series of models. A look in the 
manual gave the part number as 65203-605-310, but it 
proved to be no longer available. The recommended replace-
ment is part number 65203-605-330, which costs 63p. 
Samsung have a £3 minimum order charge so, in view of the 
potential business out there, we ordered six. The spares came 
quickly and we had the machine right in no time. I have to 
say that Sing-Song certainly try harder and their service 
people have always been good to us. 

I've referred on previous occasions to a pair of trouble-
some diodes in this machine, D109 and D110, both type 
054001. They go leaky or short-circuit. As a result the 
voltage on the 5V line falls, the consequences being loss of 
the E-E vision (the sound remains) and no drum or capstan 
drive. If they are only slightly leaky the symptom is intermit-
tent cassette ejection. Specimens like Windpipe then force 
the carriage. So while we were at it we replaced these diodes 
with some tougher ones. 

A Ferguson A51F 
My first caller that day was Mrs. Simper. She swept in 

followed by a scruffy lad with a TV set in his arms. 
"Put it down there" she ordered him. As he put it on the 

bench he knocked down our drawer of assorted screws. "You 
oaf' she said. He stood there blinking and I started to pick up 
the screws. 

"Smokes" she said, "all the bloody time". I looked at the 
fellow. "Not him" she continued, "the set. He's a telly 
addict, not a smoker. Can't be much wrong with the set. 
Snoddies said it was a condenser and quoted a quid." 

I straightened up. "Perhaps you should take it there then?" 
I suggested. 

"They can't do 'em." 
So I ended up with the set, which is fitted with the IKC2 

chassis. This frightens me to death. When I plugged the set 
in it made three spirited attempts to start then smoke began 
to belch from beneath the line output transformer, close to 
the core. Like the ICC5 and ICC7, this chassis seems get 
through line output transformers — and they're not cheap. 
We paid up, got one, fitted it and to our relief the set 
worked. 

When Mrs. Simper returned with her lad to collect the set 
we told her that the charge was £40. She looked at us with 
contempt and said to him "pick it up, you dummy — wish you 
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could make money like these people instead of watching 
telly all day." 

While Mrs. Simper was attending to the payment he 
picked the set up, gave us a wink and made a disgusting sign 
behind her back. 

The Philips K35 Chassis 
Half an hour later I noticed that Steven was grunting and 

rubbing his eyes as he worked on a set. "What's up?" I 
asked. 

"Partial field collapse with this K35 set of Rupert's" he 
said, "but the BD437/BD438 field output pair TS530/TS532 
test perfectly after being removed." 

"Nevertheless, try a new pair" I said. He did, and up came 
the picture. 

"Aren't I clever?" I added. Then we stopped for our tea 
break. I made the tea — it's one job I can do well without 
having to use my tired brain. As we were finishing, two odd 
fellows came along in quick succession. One had tiny eyes 
and a permanent leer, the other looked like the hunchback of 
Notre Dame. 

Strange Fellows 
I'm Terence Stoate" leered the first, "of Stoate, Weasel 

and Fleecem, solicitors. I've a 20in. Ultra Model V2001 in 
the car. TX90 chassis, you know. I've made a note of the 
serial number. Can you get it out? — I have back trouble. It 
just groans." 

That I understood. As I struggled in with the set Steven 
was accepting a Panasonic NVL20 VCR from the other man. 
"Call back this afternoon, Mr. Huckmore" he smiled. 

"Er — how come the new confidence?" I asked. 
"It's dead, no functions or display" he replied. "I think 

it'll be the 1pF, 400V electrolytic in the switch-mode power 
supply down to about 0.005pF." He was right. 

I went to the house for some Asprins, then put Mr. 
Stoate's sat on the bench and opened it up. The chassis was 
immaculate. He'd been into it and removed every speck of 
dust. Some of the larger components had a red felt-pen spot 
on them. When I plugged the set in nothing happened apart 
from a groan from the speaker. I decided to make a few cold 
checks, but there was nothing obviously amiss. Steven boxed 
up the NVL20 then came over as I plugged the set in again. 
While he was peering at the chassis the line output trans-
former suddenly exploded, covering him with a sticky resin. 

"What was it?" he asked when his ears had stopped 
ringing, "and how do I get all this off?" 

"It's the first time I've had a line output transformer 
explode" I said. "Phone HRS for another — ask for a TX90 
white spot." 

When it arrived Steven got busy fitting it while I looked 
out the manual and linked the set to the mains supply via the 
variac. We connected a d.c. voltmeter across the h.t. line and 
turned the set-h.t. control to minimum. Then we wound up 
the set slowly, standing well back — me behind Steven. As 
the voltage rose the set pulsed two or three times and up 
came a raster. After plugging in an aerial we had a picture. It 
wasn't bad, except for the verticals on the right-hand side —
they were wobbling and rippling. We tried to adjust the h.t. 
voltage, which was low, but the control had no effect. So we 
switched off quickly and checked around in the power 
supply/line output stage circuit. Sure enough the BD839 
boost voltage regulator transistor TR107 was short-circuit. 
All was well when we fitted a replacement. We took care to 
set the h.t. correctly, boxed up the set and put it on soak test. 
Later we pronounced it fit. 
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Mr. Huckmore subsequently called to collect his NVL20. 
"Funny-looking chap that was here last time I came in" he 
said. 

"So many are, Mr. Huckmore" I said. 
As he departed Mr. Stoate came in. 
"Odd cove that one" he commented. 
"We seem to attract all the oddballs" I said, smiling 

thinly. 

A Grundig CUC60 
There was only one job left to be done that day, a Grundig  

TV set fitted with the CUC60 chassis. Apparently there was 
occasional field collapse and "the line gets brighter and 
brighter". 

"Shall I have a go at it or will you?" asked Steven. 
"You have a go" I said. 
The chassis has subpanels mounted on the main PCB. 

Steven pulled out the field timebase panel and checked 
D2758, a pretty little SKE2F diode. It was open-circuit. He 
fitted a new one, checked the panel for dry-joints and resol-
dered C2758 (100pF, 35V). "That'll put it right" he said. It 
did. 

He was just lucky. 



coils for years, then suddenly I had to 
do just that on two consecutive jobs! 

I don't like these modern telephones —
the sort without wires to anchor them. 
Steven does though. He's got one that 
he carries around the workshop. When 
he's finished talking to it he puts it 
down wherever he happens to be and 
goes out. My troubles start when it 
rings and I can't find it. 

Yesterday he left it on our COPS 
monitor. When it rang I lunged at it 
and it fell under the table. That was 
where I crawled to answer it. 

"I'm Doctor Who" said a voice. 
"Good God!" I exclaimed. 
"My personal has gone all velly 

silly colours and shrunk" he 
continued. "It's also making a silly 
noise." 

"But why tell me?" I asked. 
"Because I want it put right. By the 

way, I have it in the car." 
"Where are you then?" 
"In your front drive." 

The Philips KT3 

As I clambered from beneath the 
table he came in. A photo with "Dr. 
Hoo" and the name of a local hospital 
was attached to his shirt. The portable 
turned out to be a Philips 37KT3060 
(KT3 chassis). When I plugged it in 
and switched on there was distorted 
sound and the field scanning had 
collapsed to a non-linear six-inch band 
across the centre of the screen. Then 
Dr. Hoo's suit started to bleat. He took 
his smart-phone from his pocket, 
cooed into it then took his leave. 

Did the set have one fault or three? 
I opened it up and waggled the 
degaussing plug in its socket. One of 
the wires popped out. It had never 
been crimped. I soldered it properly, 
curing fault number one. What about 
the distorted sound? When I tried an 
audio module from a scrap set the 
improvement was immediate. So that 
was the answer to fault number two. 
The field fault wasn't so easy to deal 
with. 

Half an hour later I was totally 
baffled. Every voltage and waveform 
in the field timebase seemed to be 
correct, and I'd replaced the 
BD223/BD234 pair of field output 
transistors and umpteen other compo-
nents. Time for some logical thinking. 
What hadn't I tried? 

I sat and reflected. There was a 
time when scan coils often gave 
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trouble. But they don't seem to fail 
any more. Or do they? In a flash I 
decided upon a course of action. I 
loped over to our TV graveyard and 
saw a set with a dud tube and an iden-
tical set of scan coils. When these 
were fitted to the set on the bench a 
perfect picture came up. Well! We live 
and learn. 

Another Portable 

It was then that Mr. Bacaroni called 
in, carrying a 14in. Saisho portable — a 
CT142RX. He thrust it into my face 
and began to sing like Pavarotti. 

"My Emerson from Roma, he 
lasted till old age. This Japanese 
bunkum, no age at all, he go up there." 
He was pointing to the sky. 

"They do, they do" I said. "Leave it 
with us. Don't ring — we'll ring you." 
Off he pounced. 

I didn't have the manual but the set 
seemed to be similar to the Matsui 
1480A for which I did have one. So I 
used this to go after the fault. When 
the set was switched on it made a 
thin, tinny sound and there was no 
raster. After checking that the h.t. 
was correct I investigated the 
2SD1426 line output transistor Q402 
and found that it was short-circuit 
base-to-emitter. When this had been 
replaced there was the welcome 
crackle of e.h.t. Another job done, I 
thought. But I was wrong. 

The picture that came up was only 
a third of the correct width. I 
switched off and felt the line output 
transformer. It was warm, but not hot. 
So was the replacement transistor. I 
spent an age going through the line 
scan circuit. Apart from one or two 
slightly low capacitors, which I 
replaced to no avail, everything 
seemed to be all right. There was a 
substantial fault somewhere, but once 
again I had run out of ideas. Then I 
noticed the smell of something 
cooking and saw a thin wisp of 
smoke climbing from the scan coils. I 
switched off and felt them. They were 
hot all right. Surely not another dud 
deflection yoke? 

I returned to our graveyard and 
found an identical set of coils. Fitting 
them restored perfect results. It's 
fortunate that the same make and type 
of yoke is used in so many sets. I 
hadn't had to replace, the deflection 

Some Easier Ones 
Earlier Steven had taken in a Sony 

KVM14U with no raster. When I 
removed the back I expected to find 
another open-circuit resistor in the 
first anode supply, with the rectifier 
diode cracked and cooked. But no, the 
first anode supply was o.k. Pity! Then, 
brushing the dust from the neck of the 
tube, I noticed that the heaters were 
out. As usual the supply comes from 
the line output transformer. Although 
it's a pulsed voltage, our meter indi-
cated that it was present. But it wasn't 
reaching the tube's base. The feed is 
via plug CND82, which is beside the 
transformer. There was a hairline 
crack in one of the tracks. I hand 
wired both connections, switched on, 
and up came the picture. 

Meanwhile Steven was working on 
a Ferguson 3767 (TX10 chassis). 
There was e.h.t. and the tube's heaters 
were alight, but there was no bright-
ness. He'd measured the first anode 
voltage and found that it was about 
800V. "Check the cathode voltages" I 
suggested. These were too high. We 
looked at the green LED on the c.r.t. 
base panel — it provides a stable bias 
voltage for the RGB output stages. 
There was no light. A replacement 
sorted that one out. 

The complaint with an Hitachi 
VT9500 VCR we had in was that 
rewind was o.k. but there was no fast-
forward operation. Steven applied his 
attention to it. The idler seemed to be 
catching on the chassis and as it's 
made of thin plastic we assumed that it 
was warped. So a Konig replacement 
was fitted. To Steven's astonishment 
this made no difference. It took him a 
while to see that this was because the 
tiny tensioning ball bearing was 
missing. We then realised that it was 
also missing from the original idler. A 
new idler from Hitachi had the ball 
bearing intact and fitting it corrected 
the trouble. 

Our final case that morning was a 
dead Bush 2114 portable. The things 
to go for in this situation are the ther-
mistor (TH801) and resistor (R817, 
5.61d2) in the start-up circuit — feeding 
pin 9 of the TDA4601 chopper control 
chip IC801. We replaced them both 
and had the set working merrily. 
Another item that gives trouble in the 
power supply is R808 (270kS2) which 
is connected to pin 4 of the chip — in 
the collector current simulation 
network. It goes high in value, killing 
the chopper transistor. 
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There has been a lot of comment in 
these pages recently on the increasing 
tendency of TV and video manufac-
turers to stop providing technical help 
to those of us who land up with the job 
of repairing their products. It's 
certainly a problem that's getting 
worse. And, when all things are 
considered, the policy strikes me as 
being a short-sighted one. Some might 
say a ruinous one. 

When we were dealers, every set 
we sold was British. Some manufac-
turers — Bush, Murphy and Ekco 
amongst them — were proud of their 
products and would appoint, after a 
great deal of vetting, an official dealer 
in every large locality. These dealers 
were provided with sales leads and the 
fullest back-up service imaginable. In 
return, the dealers were expected to 
observe Price Maintenance, i.e. not to 
undercut their competitors, and to 
attend to the needs of their Agency 
customers promptly and cheerfully, 
whether there was a profit in an indi-
vidual job or not. This meant that 
customers invested in their sets rather 
than merely buying them — in the 
confident knowledge that a first-class 
back-up service would be provided. It 
ensured, amongst other things, that 
piffling little faults with a high 
nuisance value to the user but no profit 
to the dealer were attended to quickly 
— things like obtaining and fitting a 
new control knob. 

Agents were kept posted with 
servicing notes and details of modifi-
cations. They were required to imple-
ment the latter where thought 
necessary, for the common good of the 
manufacturer, the dealer and the 
customer who, after all, paid for it all 
and thus kept the manufacturer and 
dealer in business. In my salad days I 
worked for such Agency dealers. I still 
remember the air of quality and self-
esteem that permeated their shops and 
service departments. 

What a difference today! The 
Agency system is no more — despite 
what one or two of the more expensive 
and toffee-nosed distributors might 
claim — and the wide diversity of 
highly-complex products that come 
our way from everywhere constitutes a 
servicing nightmare. Never has there 
been a greater need for the fullest 
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technical back-up from every manu-
facturer and distributor in our trade. 

Yet each week another one seems 
to stop providing it. There was a time, 
not long ago, when Mitsubishi could 
be relied upon to provide the fullest 
help whenever we were struggling. 
We would be sent sections of circuits 
by fax, and could enter into helpful 
technical discussions. Once a couple 
of chips were popped into the post to 
help us get a local Special school's 
recorder right. 

The other day we called for help 
again. The technical boys, some of the 
nicest people around, had to refuse 
help because we're not an official 
dealer. "It's all a matter of money" we 
were told. "It costs money to employ 
someone to sit here dispensing help." 

It does, of course. But isn't 
economising on this a short-sighted 
policy? Here's what the outcome was. 
After a few more attempts to help the 
customers, a young couple, we had to 
reassemble their set and tell them that 
we had tried, but failed, to repair it. 
Their faces fell, then they looked 
thoughtful. 

"That's the last Mitsubishi we'll 
buy" the man said. 

Mr Loon's Colour Set 
Mr. Loon called in the other day 

with a 20in. Goodman's colour set —
Model XRT20. He complained that 
there was uncontrollable brightness 
with flyback lines. When I opened the 
set up it looked like the Fidelity 
ZX3000 chassis — only it wasn't. 
There were obvious differences, and 
the component numbers were not the 
same. 

After making a few telephone calls 
we found a source for the manual and 
were quoted £24.50 plus VAT for it. 
So we decided not to bother. Using the 
ZX3000 circuit as a rough guide, we 
made a start by checking the voltages 
around the TDA3562A colour decoder 
chip. They were much the same as 
those shown in the circuit diagram. 
For want of any better idea we then 
replaced the chip. This made no differ-
ence. 

We subsequently learnt that the set 
was one that had been produced for 
Comet. So I lifted the phone and had a  

word with my old friend Peter 
Ambrose, who always knows the 
answers with Comet stuff. 

"There are a couple of 1001d2, 
0.5W resistors from the collector of 
the BU508 line output transistor TR5" 
he said. "On our sheet they are R406 
and R418. They go high." 

He was right. One was open-circuit 
and the other was very poorly indeed. 
Fitting replacements cured the 
trouble, and I then studied the 
ZX3000 circuit to see how it 
compared. 

It was similar in this section. The 
two resistors are shown as R98 and 
R99, their job being to feed line 
pulses to the timebase generator chip 
which in turn supplies sandcastle 
pulses to the colour decoder chip. 
Thanks again Peter! 

A Dead Mitsubishi 
There's no nonsense with Mrs. 

Sensibull. She strode in with a 
Mitsubishi CT2144TX and plonked it 
down on the counter. "Here's your 
chance to make a few bob out of me. 
Dead as mutton it is. Not even the 
beacon light. I'll pop in tonight to see 
how you're getting on with it." 

The set is fitted with the Euro 4 
chassis, which has one or two unusual 
features. There are for example two 
chopper circuits, one to provide the 
supplies for the control circuitry so 
that the standby system works. If this 
circuit is faulty, removing the micro-
controller chip's 5V supply, nothing 
happens. Sure enough there was no 
5V output from IC951, which receives 
its input from the standby chopper 
circuit. The relevant rectifier D956 
and its surge limiter resistor R957 had 
failed. Replacing them cured the 
trouble — but only for five minutes, 
after which the set died again. 

Once more there was no 5V 
supply. This time we found that the 
2SC4004 standby chopper transistor 
Q951 was short-circuit base-to-
collector. We fitted a replacement 
and, whilst at it, renewed its two 
330k11 base bias resistors R973 and 
R952. But the set was still dead. 
Further checks showed that there was 
no supply to Q951. In our set this 
came via a 27052 resistor which is not 
shown on the circuit diagram we had. 
It was open-circuit. A replacement 
produced a beacon display and the 
welcome rustle of e.h.t. when we 
switched on again. There was a really 
excellent picture when we connected 
the set to an aerial. 

Incidentally John Coombes wrote 
about the chassis back in the July 
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1991 issue of Television. We found 
the article a great help in sorting this 
set out. 

Mr Bloat's Sony 

Mr. Bloat puffed in carrying his 
Sony KVM14TU, with the screen 
away from his chest. He placed it on 
the counter gingerly then opened his 
mouth to speak. But no words came 
out, only a strangled noise. He sat 
down on the chair that's usually full of 
junk. After a few minutes he tried 
again. 

"Hohh wohh ffuh" he said. We 
nodded understandingly and wrote 
`Sony TV' on the job card. Then we 
plugged the set in, using a flylead that 
Steven had begun to wire above the 
counter. A picture came up, but it had 
a green tinge. And there was a thick  

red fringe around everything. Then it 
all went twisted and drifted away, 
taking the sound with it. 

"That it?" I asked. He nodded and 
opened his mouth. 

"Ffuh wohh hohh" he said. So we 
smiled, waved him out and opened his 
set up. 

In this model the i.f. circuitry is 
contained in a can. Tapping it with a 
screwdriver affected the symptoms. So 
we took the can out, opened it, sucked 
the solder from every joint with solder 
braid then remade all the joints. When 
we refitted the can and tried again the 
picture and sound were stable. 

The green cast was caused by loss 
of blue and red gun emission in the 
c.r.t., the red fringe by a sadly 
poisoned red cathode. We set up the 
grey scale as well as we could, which 
reduced the overall brightness, so we  

advanced the setting of the first anode 
(screen) potentiometer to compensate. 
This improved the picture quite a lot, 
and as we were boxing the set up Mr. 
Bloat returned. 

"Sorry about earlier" he wheezed. 
"Carrying that set nearly done for me. 
Managed to do it?" 

"Sure thing Mr. Bloat" I said. Then 
I asked him over to the bench to see 
the picture while Steven went on 
hoisting his new aerial flylead over the 
counter: its purpose is to enable us to 
show customers the picture at the 
counter instead of dragging them 
through the obstacle course to the 
bench. 

Mr. Bloat was delighted and paid 
up. I decided to avoid another show by 
carrying the set out for him. "Follow 
me, Mr. Bloat" I said as I strode out 
and popped the set into his car. 



Wh a 

The bell went early one morning, as I 
was taking a shower. It kept on 
ringing. I half dried myself, scampered 
into some things and ran to the front 
door. There I met Mr. Sickener for the 
first time. 

"It's my Sharp microwave" he said. 
"I know what's wrong with it, and it 
isn't much. I've opened it of course. 
There's a D-shaped plastic thing under 
the turntable and it's cracked. How 
long would it take you to get the spares 
and do it?" 

"A couple of days" I said. 
On hearing this he clasped his hand 

to his bald pate and spun round on his 
heels. "How will I manage without it 
for that length of time? Give me your 
card and I'll decide. There are a few 
other dealers keen to do it." 

So I had to find my keys, walk to 
the workshop and open it to get a card 
for him. I didn't like the look of him, 
and hoped that it showed. I mentioned 
that Snoddies does microwaves, and 
that Crubbs Foodstore doesn't but sells 
new ones very cheaply. At that he left. 

He was back with the machine a 
few minutes later, and I had to go out 
to the workshop again and unlock it to 
book the oven in. 

"Can we try it?" he asked, picking 
up the plug and looking around for a 
socket. 

"No" I said, "we aren't open yet." 
So he opened its door and began to 

dismantle the turntable assembly. "Oh, 
by the way, there's a burning smell 
when you switch it on." He gazed at 
my shirt, then my feet. "I. . . er, I'll be 
going now" he said. 

I went back to the house and looked 
in the mirror. My shirt was on back-
wards. Then I looked at my feet — I 
was wearing sandals: there were odd 
socks, one dark grey, the other maroon. 

A little later I took a look at his 
microwave. It was ancient. On the side, 
near the back, there was a Snoddies' 
sticker. "Not worth repairing" it said. 
Cripes, if they'd passed up the chance 
of a fast quid, there must be something 
wrong. We soon found that the 
machine had been badly pulled about, 
and that the nasty smell when it was 
switched on was because it was filthy 
inside. 

When Mr. Sickener returned we 
told him the bad news and placed the 

Donald Bullock 

machine on the counter in front of him. 
His reaction was fast. "I suppose 

you want another fifteen quid, just to 
tell me to clear off?" 

"Eh?" I said. 
"That's what Snoddies just did." 
"No charge" I said. He grabbed the 

machine and fled. 

Mr Runty's Sony 
The next caller was Mr. Runty. He's 

tiny, and apparently to compensate for 
this he indulges in circumlocution. 

"Ah, Mr. Bullock, my — ah — Sony 
televisor has I fear developed a 
malady. I have it in my vehicle. It has 
shrugged off its mortal coil." 

I had to struggle to get it out and 
on to the bench — it was a KV2090 
series receiver (XE4 chassis). As he 
left I checked and smelt the mains 
switch, which was all right. So, 
having had several of these sets in 
before, I studied the underside of the 
main panel. Sure enough there were 
some dry-joints. There are five 10W 
wirewound resistors in two batches. 
The first batch consists of R621 and 
R622. They both stand upright and the 
centre lead of each one was dry-
jointed. The same applied to the other 
batch — R637, R640 and R601. I 
removed them all in turn, cleaned and 
tinned the leads and resoldered them 
in. The set then worked a treat. When 
Mr. Runty returned he was delighted. 

"Ah, Mr. Bullock, my gratitude is 
unbounded. How can I indicate my 
indebtedness to you?" 

I tapped my finger on the bill. "By 
remunerating me and perhaps adding 
an honorarium." Then I added "I got 
that little lot off a sauce bottle". 

Warder Phil 
Warder Phil was our next caller. He 

had brought along a Toshiba set. 
"Belongs to old Mrs. Downe" he said. 
"She's bedridden. Her stupid son 
looked after her until he got himself 
put into our place for a month for 
kicking up a rumpus after a night out. 
I'd like to get his ma's set fixed 
though." 

Typical of Phil. The Toshiba set's 
beacon light came on when the on-off 
switch was pressed, but went out when  

standby was touched. We didn't have 
the circuit but opened it up and turned 
the chassis on its side to examine the 
print around the line timebase. I soon 
found transformer T401 so dry-jointed 
that I was able to lift it off the panel. 
Cleaning the pins and resoldering the 
transformer into the panel restored 
normal results, though the tube was a 
bit low. 

"How much do I owe you?" Phil 
asked when he called back. 

"What do you get for doing the 
running about?" I asked. 

"Well, nowt" he grinned. 
"And that's our charge too." 

A Radio-cassette Player 
Then Mrs. Suet rolled in and 

plonked a Pye 9014 radio-cassette 
player on the bench. She opened her 
mouth and a noise like a saw on a sheet 
of tin emerged. 

"Can you mend these?" she asked. 
"When we do, it's sheer luck" I 

replied. "What's up with it?" 
"The radio is all right, but when I 

play my Shirley Bassey tape there's a 
loud whining noise followed by a 
sharp tapping. What does that tell 
you?" 

"That there's a midget in there with 
taste" I said. We later found that the 
`knocking' was a harsh crackling 
caused by the cheap two-pin mains 
plug not gripping the socket properly 
while the 'whining' was caused by an 
up-ended resistor lead that rubbed 
against the capstan. 

"I've let the little fellow out, Mrs. 
Suet" I said when she called back. 
"And boy did he go. If I were you I'd 
swap that cassette of yours for a Bing 
one." 

Amstrad PCWs 
I was telling Steven that there's 

something up with my Amstrad 
PCW8512 monitor — the one I keep in 
Spain. I'm not sure whether the tube 
has become muzzy or whether the 
main board that provides its supply 
voltages is in trouble. I could do with 
a redundant one for spares — say one 
with a useless disc drive. One that's 
perhaps not worth mending. 

Just then Mrs. Scribe came in. 
She's a housewife who does some 
writing and was carrying her Amstrad 
PCW82512. 

"I know you use Amstrads" she 
said. "Can you repair mine? The 
second disc drive won't boot up when 
I put a disc in. If the drive's finished 
you can keep the machine for spares —
I'll get another." And off she went. 
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When I slipped a disc in nothing 
happened. So I pressed the little disc 
release button and the machine didn't 
give it back. I opened the monitor, 
took the second disc drive out and 
opened it. The release mechanism was 
dry. So I cleaned and lubricated it, 
floating a spot of thin oil on a drop of 
water and using a fine screwdriver to 
apply, sparingly, a film of oil to it. 
After that the release mechanism 
worked well. While we were at it we 
treated the other moving parts, 
including the worm drive. 

The disc drive now worked, but the 
screen remained blank. I saw that 
although the drive motor was running 
the disc didn't revolve. There's a 
spring lever with a felt pressure pad 
that presses on the surface of the disc. 
When I gently lifted it to reduce the 
pressure the disc spun and the 
machine booted up. Was the pressure 
too great then? I checked and it 
wasn't. 

Perhaps the drive was weak? I 
unplugged and swung open the PCB 
that hides the mechanism: the thin 
belt that couples the drive motor to 
the disc drive hub was perished and 
no longer supple. We found an iden-
tical one and fitted it. The machine 
then worked well. 

When I'd reassembled it and set it 
up I typed a four-word sentence. 
Steven glanced over as I printed it to 
test the printer. "This was nearly 
mine" it read. 

Mrs. Scribe was delighted that her 
Amstrad had been so easily and 
cheaply repairable. "By the way" she 
said, "my hubby reads me all your 
tales of woe about telly servicing. Is it 
true that the local BBC was after you  

to talk about your funny experiences 
in the trade?" 

I nodded. 
"Why not write a proper book 

about them? You ought to, you 
know." 

"I've a mind to do just that" I 
replied. 

A Samsung Portable 

Our next caller was Councillor 
Glorie. He's bulky and scruffy and 
winks every time he speaks, as though 
it's only just him and you. He brought 
along his 10in. Samsung set, a 
CI212R, which you also come across 
as the Nikkai Tara 10. The manual, 
which refers to the set as the 3ZSMC1 
210R, can be obtained from either 
firm. Take my tip and get it from 
Samsung — it'll cost you a lot less 
than from Nikkai 

It's a complex little set. This one 
was dead though the Councillor reck-
oned that sometimes, after it had been 
switched on and left for an hour, it 
would burst into life for a minute. He 
had taken it to Snoddies and, to give 
them their due, they had tried, having 
added a pound of solder to the print 
and replaced a number of 2SC1685 
transistors in the power switching 
circuit with 2SC945s, which have a 
better specification. 

There should have been 15V or so 
across C516, the 10,000pF reservoir 
capacitor for the bridge rectifier 
D213, but the voltage here was very 
low. Disconnecting the series regu-
lator transistor Q131 and its driver 
Q130 promptly restored the voltage 
and I spent a long time, as Snoddies 
had, looking for a switching circuit  

fault without success. I replaced 
C516, which made no difference, then 
suspected the TMP47C433AN micro-
controller chip IC105. One had to be 
ordered of course. When it arrived and 
was fitted there was again no differ-
ence. 

I stared at the chassis and thought 
hard. What could be pulling the 
voltage down? And if disconnecting 
Q130 and Q131 restored the voltage, 
why couldn't I find a nice hefty short? 
And why did the set sometimes come 
to life for a minute after being 
switched on for an hour? 

And another question. Why was I 
a TV engineer when all around me 
other chaps were doing much better 
at less wearisome jobs? Too late to 
remedy that I reflected. Then I 
thought even harder about the 
Samsung set and got an idea. Rather 
than being pulled down by a short, 
the low voltage could be caused by 
lack of charge. I'd cleared the reser-
voir capacitor, but suppose that the 
bridge rectifier was providing an 
only niggardly current flow? Enough 
to charge the capacitor but not 
enough to keep it charged when the 
regulator circuit was connected. This 
would also explain why the set could 
spring to life briefly after being left 
switched on for an hour: there could 
be enough charge in the various 
capacitors down stream for a quick 
burst of operation. Enough of theory 
I decided. Time to check it out, by 
replacing the bridge rectifier. It's 
type RS602. When this had been 
done the set sprang to life every 
time. So there's one for the records: a 
delinquent bridge rectifier. 

And another satisfied customer. 



Donald Bullock 

Have you noticed how some BBC correspondents raise their 
voices at the ends of sentences, baying them so that they 
sound like questions? One of them, a Martin Sixsmith, is 
particularly adept at it. The trouble is that by the time you've 
sorted out such quirks what they are saying is lost on you. I 
wonder how they keep their jobs? 

Now it's spreading to the public 

A Troublesome Akai/ITT Receiver 
A giant Akai Model CT2870 TV set waltzed into the 

drive the other day. It was wearing wrinkled trousers over a 
pair of moon boots. Then it came into the workshop and sat 
on the counter. As its trousers and boots walked sideways 
from it I noticed a chest and a head, also a pair of arms. 

"Mr. Drip?" their owner asked. 
"No one here by that name" I said, sensing trouble. 
"I'm Mr. Drip" he said, and again it sounded like a ques-

tion. 
My razor-sharp brain told me at- once that he was right. 

"What's up with the set then?" I asked, hoping that he didn't 
think I was trying to be funny. 

It transpired that this monster telly was in fact an ITT 
Compact D2 FST set in heavy disguise. There was no sound 
or vision, just a faint flip-flopping, cloudy line across the 
screen accompanied by a shrill whine. Strange symptoms. 
Before Mr. Drip loped off I got him and Steven to help me 
get the set on to the bench. Then I settled down to try to 
isolate the faulty stage. 

What did the symptoms tell us? Clearly there was field 
collapse and failure of the sound channel The shrill whine 
suggested that all was not well in the power supply. Where 
to start? It seemed logical to check the power supply's output 
voltages, which were all as specified. Maybe there was some 
loading somewhere? 

Checks showed that the supplies were missing at the field 
and audio output stages. So we didn't seem to have a loading 
problem, in these areas anyway. Back to the power supply. 
Though its outputs were — apparently — o.k., there was that 
whine. 

A great deal of time was spent checking just about every-
thing before I discovered that the reservoir capacitor for the 
31V supply, C732 (1,000pF, 35V), was low in value at about 
50pF. This value was apparently enough for the full voltage 
to be established, but not enough to meet the current 
demand. So we did have a loading problem, of a sort. Maybe 
if I'd carried out scope checks some ripple would have been 
apparent. But this odd situation didn't encourage clear 
thinking. 

When a replacement capacitor had been fitted the whine 
had gone and the collapsed field was at full brightness, 
though lacking in width. The TDA3654 field output chip still 
had no supply at pin 9. After a good deal of searching along 
the wandering, mapping-pen thin print I found a hairline 
crack. Fitting a jumper lead restored the field scan and width, 
but there was still no sound. The newly repaired 31V supply 
was getting lost somewhere before it reached the audio 
output stage. Another hairline crack was the cause of the 
trouble, and another jumper cured it. 

The set now gave excellent results. So I cleaned off the 
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chassis, set it up and, after giving it a soak test, waved it out 
with a sigh of relief. 

Incidentally I have to acknowledge the help of Pete Brook 
and his assistant John (Mr. ITT) Baker of Hoopwell Ltd. 
These kind people provided me with a manual and spares, 
and John suffered with me in sorting out the cause of the 
trouble. Hoopwell are nice people. They provide a good, 
efficient, courteous service, and their latest catalogue is a 
goldmine. Talking to their Julie is a bonus. I almost wish that 
I had another tricky ITT set to deal with. But not quite. 

A Mitsubishi Euro 4 
I then picked up a Mitsubishi CT2532 (Euro 4 chassis), 

another monster. "It works all right for hours, then the height 
reduces or the picture goes dark or both" the customer had 
said. 

I connected a voltmeter to the AN5521 field output chip's 
supply pin, tuned in a picture and checked that the reading 
was 24V. The supply comes from the line output trans-
former, the feed to the rectifier and its reservoir capacitor 
being via an 0.820 resistor. 

After a while I noticed that the voltage was falling. Also 
there was some field cramping a few inches from the top of 
the screen. Then, as the voltage decreased, the cramping got 
worse. Just as the field scan collapsed, the picture darkened. 
A glance at the meter showed that the reading was now 3V. 

I opened the set up and checked the 0.820 resistor. It 
looked hot and bothered. A replacement cured the fault. 

Mr. Crout's Hitachi 
Mr. Crout struggled in with his arms wrapped around yet 

another monster. The TV set I mean — it was an Hitachi 
CPT2198 (G8Q chassis). 

"Yen I switch on, noddings at all" he barked. "Only a 
ferry dim screen, fitch is no gut to me". Then he smiled and 
nodded at me. 

"I will do my best" I said, and off he strode. 
I tried to tune the set in and adjust the brightness but 

couldn't. Maybe the SAA1293 control chip was faulty. A 
replacement made no difference however. Next to it sat an 
MDA2062 memory chip, IC1502. This type of chip is 
programmed to meet individual chassis requirements and, I 
now know, is colour coded by means of a small spot label 
the size of an aspirin. This one had a white label. So we 
ordered a 'white-spot' MDA2062. When it came we fitted it, 
but this didn't make any difference either. By now a couple 
of days had passed by and Mr. Crout was getting impatient. 

"Fi so long?" he asked. "Don't you onderstant der techni-
calities?" 

I avoided a direct reply and studied the circuit. The volt-
ages around the memory chip were all correct, and by now I 
was suspecting dry-joints or high-resistance plug and socket 
connections between the two interconnected main panels. 
Resoldering and checking the plugs and sockets didn't help, 
and I was beginning to wilt. 

A phone call to Chas Hyde confirmed that this set should 
have a blue-spot chip. When we fitted the one they sent us all 
was well. I reckon that all processor and memory chips 
should come prepacked with'a few aspirin tablets. 

Enter Miss Chang 
Ven — I mean when — Mr. Crout came to collect his set 

one of our favourite customers, the demure and shapely Miss 
Chang, was trying to explain to us what was wrong with her 
Matsui portable, which is a Bush T2114 in disguise. 
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"It is — er — it is. . . " She put her palms together and 
inclined her head to her hands. 

"Let me interfere" said Mr. Crout, clicking his heels and 
bowing, "I speak seven languages". Miss Chang twittered to 
him and crossed her chest with her hand. 

"Kaput!" barked Mr. Crout, and out he bowed. 
We found that the set tripped at switch-on and made a 

bee-line for the BU508D line output transistor Q402. It was 
short-circuit, and a 1S2 resistor in the 24V supply was open-
circuit. Vie — I mean why? 

A check on the h.t. supply produced a reading of 145V 
instead of 110V. Adjusting the set-h.t. potentiometer VR801 
made no difference. The power supply is the type that uses a 
TDA4601 chip (IC801) and was clearly running flat out. So 
we looked at the control circuitry, centred around pins 1, 2 
and 3 of the chip. There are a couple of electrolytics here. 
C817 (10pF, 16V) had fallen in value to 5pF while C818 
(lpF, 50V) was low at 0.3pF. We replaced them, turned 
VR801 to its mid-position and started the set up via a variac. 
The h.t. was now at exactly 110V. Pausing only to check that 
it was adjustable, we boxed up the set and called it a day. 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

When I was at school I used to build crystal sets. I can still 
recall the day I managed to tune in a programme with the 
first successful one. It was the Light Programme from the 
BBC's 1,500m Droitwich transmitter. Subsequently I started 
to knock up the sets and flog them. They were housed in 
matchboxes and I sold them for half a crown a time. When I 
started work I was paid seven pence and a half penny an 
hour, so I'd done quite well with the crystal sets. 

I sometimes think of those days when I pass the 
Droitwich transmitter on the way to the airport. I thought of 
them particularly the other day when I opened an English-
language Spanish newspaper. 

Lots of people receive Sky TV there. I don't know why 
anyone should want to, but they do. The particular news-
paper I was reading used to carry advertisements from firms 
that offered to supply pirate cards. They claimed they could 
and would update the cards each time Rupert thought of a 
wheeze to stop them working. 

Well, the last time that Rupert switched the switching the 
ads stopped. As the weeks went by it was generally assumed 
that Rupert had finally won. But in the issue of the paper I 
had before me pirate cards were again on offer. They were 
different however. It was claimed that these were immune 
from Rupert's destructive signals. And some of the ads 
offered to make reception possible using Rupert's expired 
cards. Your move, Rupert! 

I was chatting to the owner of one of the larger spares 
firms recently. He's also an enthusiastic technician and told 
me that he had the secret of building anti-destruction 
circuitry into expired cards. 

All this got me thinking about the immense strides since I 
made and flogged those early matchbox crystal sets. Even 
outside the electronics industry, nearly all progress has been 
on the back of electronics. No one can dispute that those of 
us who stumbled into electronics at the beginning were in 
on the biggest breakthrough since civilisation began. 

There's only one question: why aren't we all loaded? 
A month or two ago I mentioned that Steven had taken 

our moggie to the vet and come back poorer by over a 
hundred quid. He'd also had the pleasure of seeing one of 
our tightest customers happily shelling out handfuls of 
cabbage to the vet. 

Maybe we should have been vets. Or opticians. The latter 
reflection arises from a need for some new glasses recently. 
I came back even worse off than Steven. 

Distorted Sound 
On my return Cecil Stammer was waiting with a 14in. 

Samsung colour set, Model CI338GA (P50 chassis). 
"Ah Mr. Buh Buh Buh Buh" he started. 
I came to his aid. "Bullock?" 
"Yuh yuh yuh yes. My Sam Sam Sam" 
"Samsung" I propted. 
"The suh suh suh" 
"Sound?" I asked. 
"Dis dis dis" 
"Leave it with me and call back later" I said. 
The sound turned out to be very distorted indeed. 

Recalling the patient man who struggled to teach us to think 
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logically all those years ago I first tried another speaker. 
The results were the same. 

So I moved back to the audio circuit and found that R614 
was open-circuit while R601 (2.7141) had risen in value to 
6ka Replacing them cured the trouble. 

A Visit from the Milkman 
Our milkman Clarence brought his Pace SS9000 satellite 

receiver in the other day, the complaint being of a liney, 
distorted picture on all channels — as though Rupert had got 
at his card. Steven soon found the cause of the trouble — that 
small 2.20, 50V electrolytic in the tuner unit (C416). It sat 
there looking as good as gold, near a little three-quarter inch 
chip. 

Apparently the chip gets hot and dries out the elec-
trolytic. Steve fitted a more manly one on the full length of 
its leads. 

A few days later Clarence popped in for it. 
"Hi Clarence" I greeted him. "The good news is that it's 

ready. 
"And the bad news?" 
"The milk's on you, for quite a while." 

Accidents will Happen 
As he departed Mrs. Whiner pushed Mr. Whiner through 

the door. He smelt like a brewery and was carrying a little 
monochrome 7in. set that bore a Boots badge. It was a 
pretty crimson colour, like Mr. Whiner, and was dead. 

"I watches it in the kitchen" she said. "It can't be much 
as it was all right until I went out and left it with him." 

Mr. Whiner smiled. "It was all right" he said. 
We had no data on the set and opened it up on spec. It 

was soon apparent that the set had been dropped: there was 
a crack across the single panel, spreading from the line 
output transformer. Six or eight jumper leads later we had 
the set working again, but there was a nasty a.c. ripple on 
the picture, which pulled about and lost field sync. There 
was also no sound. The latter came up when another speaker 
was tried. We found that the 'spider' of the one in the set 
was detached and repaired it. We then noticed that there was 
a good deal of hum. 

The set relies on an external 12V power supply, the sort 
that plugs straight into a 13A socket. We suspected this item 
and found that Mrs. Whiner had a spare one. She brought it 
in later and we tried it, but the ripple and hum were still 
present. Puzzled, we had another go at the set but got 
nowhere. We finally borrowed a power pack from one of 
the children's games and tried it. The ripple and hum disap-
peared. 

So we had two dud power packs from Mrs. Whiner. We 
opened them both and found that in each case the main elec-
trolytic had become detached from the tiny panel. When we 
studied the cases it was clear that the power supplies had 
also been dropped. 

We'd originally felt a bit sorry for Mr. Whiner and hadn't 
intended to shop him. But this was too much! So when they 
came back for their set we let him have it. 

"The set had been dropped, Mrs. Whiner" we said, "and 
so had both the power packs. Twenty pounds, please." 

Mrs. Whiner turned to her spouse and elbowed him 
around his beer barrel. "You stupid clot" she grated, "you 
pay — you did it." 

And he did. As he unbuttoned his overcoat he knocked 
the power packs on to the floor. 

"So 'elp me Christ" said Mrs. Whiner, fetching him 
another jab. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock 

Life is funny — if you don't weaken. It doesn't seem so long 
ago that I managed to give our local newspaper the slip and 
wheedled my way into Foyles Furnishing store. In the early 
Fifties old Tom Foyle's shop housed the biggest and best 
television business in the city. Television was new, and it 
was big business. And since every set then produced was a 
trouble timebomb the shop needed, and had, a fair-sized 
service department. 

If there was one thing that I enjoyed as much as scrib-
bling it was tinkering with wires. I was happy indeed when 
Foyles took me on as a workshop lackey and vanboy. 

I can still remember my first solo service call. It was to a 
local pub. The landlady, Mrs Brawler, was rough, loud and 
wayward. And always somewhat sloshed. But no one at 
Foyles would tell her so — she spent a lot of money at 
Foyles. 

The Faulty Ferguson 
She had this l4in. Ferguson set, a Model 932 or 934 I 

seem to recall. There were two similar models, hers being 
the one with flywheel line sync. It had about twenty two 
valves but still had difficulty locking to the ITV signal, 
which crawled from Sutton Coldfield to our city in Band III. 

Anyway, back to the story. One day Mrs Brawler rolled 
into the shop in a nasty mood and asked to see the service 
manager. He was afraid to see her, and the only mug in the 
workshop was me. So I was sent down to the showroom, 
where Mrs Brawler was amusing herself pounding the 
ivories of some new pianos. 

"I've come to help with your television problem" I 
announced. 

"You don't look to me as if you could do much about it" 
she replied. "ITV slipped all over the place last night, then it 
collapsed to a bright line across the screen. That's not what I 
pays you good money for. The set's here more than it's with 
me. I've a good mind not to go on having it." 

She eventually departed after I'd promised her that some-
thing would be done. When I went back upstairs the service 
manager handed me an ECL80 and a screwdriver, and 
explained which of the many valves to change. I had to walk 
there, but felt too important to mind. 

The Field Call 

Mrs Brawler's sitting room was even scruffier than her 
pub. Her TV set sat on a mountain of shoes and other things 
in the corner. When I'd got the back off I juggled the 
ECL80 about and to my amazement restored the field scan. 
Then I gripped the chassis and picked up the aerial lead by 
the coaxial plug, learning the hard way about live chassis. I 
tried again and got a picture. Fortunately the ITV signal was 
good that day. Mrs Brawler was delighted. 

"You don't look up too much" she said, "but you've got 
more brain than all the others there put together. That 
service manager would have taken the set away and sat on it 
for a month. Come on with me." 

We went down to the bar, which was closed. She gave 
me a pound out of the till, then poured me a whisky. 

"I don't, er. . . drink whisky" I said. 
"You do when I gives it to you" she said. 
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And I did. And another. And that's all I'm going to say 
about that day. 

Steven's Approach 
This reflective spell was brought about by son Steven 

who decided, two or three years ago, that he wanted to learn 
the trade. He started to work beside me, and the speed at 
which he picked things up astonished me. He's now taken a 
nearby shop, where I'm allowed in from time to time to 
sweep up and make the tea. 

There are differences about the way in which things are 
done. He's polished and professional. He bobs about a lot, 
has a thousand books to hand and uses proper job cards that 
I can't even fill in. I prefer my way of doing it. Just keeping 
still, jotting the customer's name, address and telephone 
number on a bit of paper and having a yap and laugh with 
some of them. He seems to attract a different type of 
customer — younger, brighter, better off and more go ahead. 
Ah well. 

The Rev Goode 
The phone rang and I decided to answer it. 
"Which Mr Bullock is that?" asked a fruity voice. 
"The wrong one" I said. 
"Good" the voice said. I squinted into the earpiece. "The 

Reverend Goode here. My daughter's new boyfriend 
borrowed her GoldStar video. It now accepts a tape partially 
then rejects it. I'll be along in half an hour." 

And he was. The machine he brought in was a player 
only, not a recorder. I examined the cassette carriage and 
saw that when a cassette is inserted its lower front edge 
should depress two levers, one on each side. This releases a 
pair of spring-loaded levers, easing the tape transport mech-
anism into the playing position. Because of some rough 
handling the levers were bent and the cassette was barred. 
Bending them back gently restored proper operation. It had 
taken only a minute, and the Reverend had seen it all. I put 
the machine's top back and handed it to him. 

"I shall remember your kindness, my son" he said, "and 
bear this in mind — what a man feels in his heart, he is." 

"Oh, er, yes" I said. 

A Spotty Video 
A dapper little man then danced in. 
"How d'ye doo" he yelled. "Nubb's the name, Naylor 

Nubb. And I don't mind telling you I have a problem. It's 
spotty. It works all right but it's spotty." 

"Let's have a look at it then" I replied. 
He darted out to his car and returned with an Osaki 

VCR33 VCR. "Oh God" I said. 
"Picture's covered in spots" he shouted. "Spots, spots, 

nothing but spots." 
Then he departed and I opened up the Osaki. It played, 

but the picture was, as he had said, a mass of spots. And 
there was no rewind or fast forward. 

I decided to get the tape transport right first, and exam-
ined the idler. It made contact, but the spools didn't move. 
Cleaning it made no difference. So I took the bottom off the 
machine, de-gooed the mechanism then lubricated it. This 
did the trick, and a video head clean cured the spotty 
picture. 

The Shed Door 
Just as I'd finished the Osaki the phone rang. I answered 
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it and heard nothing but silence. Then Dr. Beckett came on. 
He's nearly ninety and a bit soft in the head. Since I 
repaired his old radio he seems to think I'm an odd job man. 

"My shed door is jammed half open" he said, "and the 
drain smells." 

"Right" I said. Off he went. I lifted the phone and 
dialled. 

"Sam? Your Pa's been on again. Shed door jammed, 
drain stinks." 

I put the phone down and turned around to see Creepy 
Gertrude Global beside me. She seems to materialise out of 
thin air, and it's always bad news. 

Gertrude's Panasonic 

"It's my video recorder" Mr Bulbous, "it's going like 
hell." She had this Panasonic NV430 in her arms. 

When she'd departed I put the machine on the bench and 
tried it. She was right. The capstan rotated at a ridiculous 
speed. And it did this with all functions. I looked out the 
manual and homed in on IC2. When I applied freezer to it 
the capstan slowed to normal. When I heated it the capstan 
raced off again. We had a similar machine in the rack, so I 
borrowed the chip and fitted it in the NV430. The fault was 
still present. 
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What next? I peered about and spotted C9, a 1pF, 60V 
electrolytic. Switching my brain from logic to prejudice, I 
proceeded on the basis of an old principle of mine — distrust 
low-value electrolytics. To confirm my prejudice I took the 
electrolytic out and checked it with my bridge. It read 
exactly 1 pF. I stopped and thought. Then I stopped thinking 
and replaced it anyway. The fault had been cured. 

As I was boxing it up Gertrude reappeared and the 
phone rang. I lifted it but got only silence. By this time I 
was beginning to feel a bit frayed. 

"I've had enough of this" I shouted, and put the phone 
down. 

Gertrude drew back. "Can't you do it?" she asked. "My 
husband said it was only a condenser." 

"No such thing as 'can't' around here" I snapped. "But 
you're dead right, it was a condenser. It's been done and 
the charge is twenty pounds." 

"Twenty pounds for half an hour's work?" she whim-
pered. "How much are condensers. About sixpence each, 
aren't they?" 

"Cheaper than that" I said. "They grow on trees. But you 
have to know which one. It's the diagnosis that takes time, 
and I don't live on air." 

She came up with the tenners, but I could detect that she 
was less than convinced about it. 
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Donald Bullock 

The other night, as I swallowed my blood-pressure pill and 
slyly topped up the tiny whiskey that Greeneyes had poured 
me, I got to thinking about some of the scrapes that this 
trade has got me into over the years. 

Sandals 
For example there was the time, many moons ago now, 

that I broke my resolution not to do house calls any more. I 
don't know why I agreed to call upon Mr Smooth. Perhaps 
it was because he caught me at a weak moment, or maybe it 
was because of his soft, harmless-sounding voice. Or 
perhaps I saw a quick dollar in it. He said that his TV set's 
volume control operated roughly and wanted me to cure it. 
So I grabbed my can of Murphy line output transformer oil 
and showed up at his terrace house down by the park. He 
asked me inside and closed the front door. We were in a 
long, narrow passage. Then he looked at my shoes. 

"Please will you be wearing these instead" he said 
sweetly, handing me a tiny pair of sandals. I looked at the 
sincere eyes glinting from his black-whiskered face and 
found myself slipping off my shoes and wishing I was some 
place else. 

"Come" he said as he started down the passage. I tried to 
follow but the sandals were too small and kept falling off. 
He stopped and waited patiently. When I'd managed to 
wedge them on we started off again. We went into a dusky 
room at the end of the passage. The air was sweet and the 
odour of curry lay thickly. An old TV set and a woman in a 
barber's apron rested on a mountain of sandals. I glanced at 
them anxiously, looking for a pair of size tens, but no luck. 
So I yanked the TV set upside down, squirted the volume 
control then got the set upright once more. I noticed that 
they were both staring at my right foot. Oh dear, my big toe 
showed through a hole. 

I slipped back into the sandals, hobbled back to the front 
door and got out quick. I'd never felt such a prize sap before 
and resolved never to tell anyone about it, ever! 

Problem with a Door Bell 

Then there was the time, one winter's day, when I 
delivered a repaired set to a very grand house. It was 
snowing heavily on to an already thick carpet of snow. The 
front door was set at the top of a high flight of steps. To 
one side there was a bell-pull. I balanced the set on one 
knee so that I had a free hand to pull at the bell then, as I 
gripped the pull, I slipped and, to a crazy cascade of bells, 
wound up at the bottom of the steps — with the set on top 
of me and the bell-pull in my hand, attached to yards of 
wire. The butler, who'd opened the door, looked down 
with undisguised contempt. 

The Debt Collector 
One more, the time the firm's debt collector roped me 

in to help him repossess a TV set. I was to ram a pin 
through the coxial cable just before he knocked on the 
door to ask for the back payments. His plan was that the 
customer would claim that the set had never been right. 
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He'd take it away under the pretence of getting it put right. 
I didn't know that the set had been tampered with, nor that 
it would turn out to be a filthy night. What I did discover 
was what it felt like to take the mains to earth. 

Mrs Tench's CD Player 
Mrs Tench called in the other day with an Hitachi 

DA6000 CD player. She's a nursery school teacher and 
doesn't seem to be able to forget it. 

"Listen carefully!" she commanded. "The door opens. 
You insert a disc. Then there's a pause. After that the door 
opens again and the disc comes out! Isn't that remarkable?" 

When she'd gone we pulled the player on to the bench. 
It didn't take us long to find the cause of the trouble: the 
loading belt was slipping. It lives to the top right of the 
carriage assembly. After fitting a new one I asked Steven 
to phone to let her know that it was ready for collection. 
"What's her name?" he asked. I told him. 

"It's ready Mrs Stench" he said. 
"Tench, Tench, TENCH!" screamed the phone. 
"Struth" said Steven, "funny woman." 

Squat Picture 
I don't know who our next caller was. He brought in an 

old 16in. Philips set, one fitted with the KT3 chassis. I 
pulled the pad over and asked for his name and address. 
Although his mouth moved, I couldn't hear anything. After 
trying a couple more times I gave up and asked him to 
return later. Then I gave Steven a pained look. 

"Another" I said. 
He put the set on the bench and tried it. The picture was 

only about an inch high. So he took out the field output 
transistors and tested them. 

"They're o.k." he announced. 
"Nevertheless, try new ones" I replied. He did, and up 

came a full picture. 
"Often happens with those sets" I continued, "and be 

careful when you lift the chassis up and down. The leads 
to the tube base get caught up and if you're not careful the 
stress will cause print cracks. You could loose one or more 
of the colours — or possibly the brightness should the 
tracks to the heaters go open-circuit." 

No Channel Storage 

We'd a Fidelity CTV1404R awaiting attention (these sets 
sometimes come in as the Murphy M14R01). It worked all 
right but wouldn't store the channels. Knowing the set, I 
checked for 24V at pin 3 of the M491BB1 remote control 
decoder/tuning chip IC301. As it was low at 8V I went 
straight to the 33Y stabiliser ZD1. It was warm and leaky. A 
replacement (type MVS460-2) put that right. 

I then noticed that the picture would occasionally quiver 
and the sound fizz. There was a dry-joint at the 1S2 surge 
limiter resistor R112 in the 25V supply. It hides near the 
line output transistor's heatsink. To be on the safe side I 
fitted a replacement. 

The Sharp VCA105HM 
I'm fast becoming fed up with repairs to the latest gener-

ation of VCRs. In fact I can hardly operate some of them. 
Steven's got a different type of mind and seems to be able to 
take them in his stride. So I'm happy to leave them to him 
and concentrate on TV sets and machines with control 
knobs on them. 
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The other day he had a Sharp VCA105HM on the bench. 
It would accept a tape and made to operate, then ejected the 
tape. Steven took off the top and tried again. This time the 
loading mechanism jerked about in sympathy with intermit-
tent capstan movements. 

He homed in on the mode switch, which was full of goo. 
Cleaning and resetting it cured the fault. Then he pulled up 
another machine, again a Sharp VCA105HM. With this one 
a loud vibration noise came from the capstan on all func-
tions, including load and eject. 

"Ah" he said, looking intelligent (he takes after me in 
some ways), "the capstan shaft bearing will be dry." He 
took it out, cleaned it, greased and reassembled it. The 
machine then worked perfectly. 

A Matsui 2180TT 

Just then Greeneyes clopped in, closely followed by a 
chap who looked like the Pied Piper on hard times. He was 
wearing a cravat and smoking a Woodbine in a long holder. 
I remembered him from about three years ago. 

"It's Mr Flighty" Greeneyes announced. "He's got this 
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faulty Matsui colour set. It's dead and goes bzzzzz, bzzzzz, 
bzzzzz — doesn't it Mr Flighty?" 

Flighty nodded vigorously and started making a 
kyocking noise and falling about. 

"How do you know?" I asked Greeneyes. 
"Because he's been telling me all about it" she replied. 
I turned to Mr Flighty, who was studying my face. 
"My, doesn't time play tricks?" he said. 
"Never mind about that" I replied, "what about the set?" 
It was a Matsui 2180TT (Saisho FST212T). We got it on 

to the bench and tried it out. It produced a channel display 
but nothing else — except for the buzzing. 

"Ah, I've had this before" cut in Steven. "It might be the 
STR58041 chopper chip IC501, but check the R2M 
crowbar diode D512 first. It'll probably be short-circuit. 
And check for dry-joints at R427 and R428 in the line 
driver stage. Another fault I've had with these sets is that 
the negative from the on/off switch arcs itself open-circuit, 
where the metal gripping pin bites it." I moved over to let 
Steven deal with the set. He had it going in no time. I 
looked about the workshop and noticed that the floor 
needed a sweep. So I reached for the broom. 
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What 
Life! 

Donald Bullock 

Until a year or two ago things elec-
trical and electronic cost the earth here 
in Spain. They're cheaper now, often 
cheaper than in the UK. So we decided 
to buy a portable colour set in Alicente 
for our daughter Rebecca's eleventh 
birthday. Amongst the sets on display 
there was a Polish Kneissel KN1432. It 
not only looked nicer than the rest, but 
also had by far the best picture and an 
elaborate remote control unit. And its 
price was around £100. 

We bought it, but because Rebecca 
wanted to see British satellite televi-
sion the vision-sound spacing had to be 
changed from 5.5 to 6MHz. The filter 
was amongst others in a very complex 
i.f. module which was screened like a 
tank. As changing the filter didn't 
produce the sound we decided, instead 
of playing hit-or-miss, to drop a line to 
Poland asking for advice — and hoping 
for a manual. A few days later, at ten 
to eight in the morning, we received a 
fax message to tell us that a suitable 
replacement module was on its way. 
Two days later it arrived, along with a 
letter from Pawel Pietrzak of their 
technical department. 

He explained that the set hadn't 
been produced for the PAL I system. 
So they'd knocked up a filter unit 
specially for us in the factory — at no 
charge. "We've checked it on your 
satellite and it works well" he wrote, 
"have a nice watch!" 

We fitted the module and it does 
work well. The parent company is 
Daewoo. We are grateful to them and 
to Pawel Pietrzak. It was far more than 
we expected. Service indeed. 

More Good Service 
Whilst on this subject I'd like to 

mention the help we received from two 
advertisers in Television when our chil-
dren's Fidelity/Amstrad satellite 
receiver/decoder died on us here in 
Spain. It's an SRD510 that had 
become temperamental: it would 
sometimes fail to come to life, though 
the mains rectifier's reservoir capacitor 
charged fully. As we didn't have the 
manual I faxed an order for one that  

evening to Harrison Electronics, with a 
bank card number. An hour into the 
next day I received a fax to tell me that 
the manual had been dispatched, at 
only £6.50. Good going. I'd never even 
dealt with Harrison before. 

Meanwhile I'd noticed that J.J. 
Components, that pleasant family firm 
run by Jay and Lala Poppat, was adver-
tising a repair kit for the SRD510, 
complete with Idiot Sheet, also at 
£6.50. At this sort of price I can afford 
to be a big spender. So I ordered the 
kit, again by fax. 

The manual and the kit arrived two 
days later. Within an hour we'd 
repaired the SRD510. Our thanks to 
both firms for their better than excel-
lent service. 

Satellite Radio Reception 
Richard, the Bradford TV dealer 

who has retired to these parts, uses the 
same Pace receiver that we do. He 
popped in the other day with a tiny 
printed panel, scarcely bigger than a 
cigarette card (does that date me?). 
"It's an f.m. transmitter" he said. "I've 
built it from a kit and fitted a scart 
socket to it. If you plug it into your 
Pace receiver you can hear the UK 
radio programmes on any radio about 
the house and garden. So can next 
door, if you tell them the spot on the 
dial." 

He was right. The kit, made by 
Suma Designs of Baxterley, Warks, is 
priced at £20. It comes with building 
and setting-up instructions, a layout 
and circuit diagram. What it does is to 
take the stereo signal, convert it to 
mono and transmit it at about 
107MHz. This one had a range going 
on for a hundred yards. The quality is 
astonishing. Now, when we're in 
Spain, we can listen to Radios 1, 2, 3 
and 4 as easily as in England. 

Sideways 
Our youngest son called out the 

other day that his television set was 
showing the TNT cartoon programme 
sideways. Then Rebecca said that her's 
had been doing the same thing for 
hours. 

Now curious, I went and had a look 
at the sets. The programmes were 
indeed sideways, as if the yokes had 
been turned through 90°. Apart from 
that the vision and sound were normal. 
I rubbed my eyes, went into the lounge 
and switched on our set. It was the 
same. Then, as we watched, the adverts 
came on — the right way up. An hour 
later everything was back to normal. 

Leaving aside the matter of compe- 

tence, I'm wondering what sort of 
transmission system could bring such a 
thing about and how come the adverts 
were correct? 

A Microwave 
Back at the bench I had a caller —

literally — the other day. "Are you the 
one who does things?" she yelled. "It 
packs up after three minutes." 

"What does?" I asked. 
"My microwave. It's a Foodcare 

Finesse, Model 500". She darted out 
and brought it in. 

When she'd gone I put it on the 
bench and found that she was right. 
After three minutes it got so hot that 
the thermal cut-out disabled the power 
supply. When I opened it I found that 
the fan blade assembly had fallen off 
its shaft. I cleaned it off, washed it in 
spirit and glued it back with epoxy 
resin. After that it worked all right. 
Since then two more have come in 
with the same trouble. 

Glad's VCR 
Bulky Gladys Glubb brought in her 

Goodmans GVR3400 VCR, her 
complaint being that the programmes 
wouldn't tune properly. We groaned: 
we didn't have the manual, and were 
unsure whether we'd be able to mend it 
if we got one. But we decided to take a 
look, and luckily saw the cause of the 
trouble. There were hairline cracks 
around the fixing screw holes. After 
making good the connections we fitted 
fibre washers and reassembled the unit. 

A Sony KVM14U 
The chap who brought in this 14in. 

colour portable said that it was dead. 
"Makes a thumping noise at switch on, 
then nothing else" he added. We 
opened the set and through force of 
habit checked the line output transistor. 
As it was all right we moved back to 
the power supply where the RGP15J 
h.t. rectifier D604 was short-circuit. 
We tried another diode with the same 
published specification: it lasted about 
thirty seconds before groaning and 
grumbling to its demise. Then we tried 
a BYD33D which is still working on 
the test bench. But knowing Sony sets 
we've ordered the correct spare. 

Fred and the Ferguson 51J8 
Fred's a funny chap. I don't know 

his other name or his address, nor does 
anyone else I've met. He seems to 
operate from a couple of towns away 
and certainly pulls in the customers. 
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His little adverts in the Western 
Blurter promise ever such fast repairs 
for no call-out charge. Just ring 
123456, ask for Fred and it all 
happens. 

But Fred seems to upset some of his 
customers. And when they phone to 
complain or ask for their money back 
he can be hard to get. Mabel Mugg 
had phoned Fred. He instantly 
appeared, took her Ferguson 51J8 
(TX99 chassis) set away, and speedily 
concluded that its line output trans-
former had snuffed it. Then he rapidly 
assessed his charge — over £100. 
Mabel, who earns a couple of quid an 
hour from her 6 a.m. cleaning job, said 
no. Four or five phone calls later her 
set came back to her. Guess who she 
called next! 

When we switched her set on there 
was just a tiny, faint dot in the middle 
of the screen: no line or field scanning. 
We went straight to the little paxolin 
panel at the top of the scan coils and 
found that the line joints were a bit  

dry. Worse than that, the printed tracks 
had been severed with a knife where 
they joined the solder pins. We made 
this good, switched on and got a 
snowy raster with no display or func-
tions. This, said Mabel, was the fault 
that Fred had been asked to repair. 

We found that R334, a fusible 4.752 
resistor on the TACS board, was open-
circuit. It provides the feed to the 
µPC7805H 5V regulator chip IC242 
which in turn supplies the M494F 
tuning/analogue function memory chip 
IC241. Replacing the fusible resistor 
cured the trouble and made Mabel a 
happier lady. 

A Stuck Hitachi 

The next set on the bench was an 
Hitachi C14-P216 (G7P Mk II chassis) 
which was stuck in standby. Steven 
dealt with this one and had it working 
in no time. The start-up resistor R903 
(821a was open-circuit. We've had 
this before. There were also some dry- 

joints around the line output trans-
former. Some resoldering in this area 
did the set's reliability a power of 
good. 

Arthur's GoldStar 

Arthur's a slow fellow, who farms 
locally. He came in carrying a Gold-
Star CIT2175X colour receiver. 
"Sound's there but there's nothing on 
the front" he said, looking bewildered 
at this state of affairs. 

We marked the position of the first 
anode preset carefully, then advanced 
its setting. Up came a milky blank 
raster. We suspected the TDA4502A 
i.f./timebase generator chip IC201, but 
as we didn't have one in stock we 
decided to check transistors Q201 and 
Q202 first. After all, they had fewer 
legs. But they were all right. So we 
phoned GoldStar's excellent technical 
people who confirmed our diagnosis. 
They supplied a new TDA4502A 
quickly and it did the trick. 



at 

Lifer 
Donald Bullock 

"Now that we spend more of our time 
here in Spain" commented Greeneyes 
the other day, "why can't you start to 
get things right? There's that dripping 
tap for example. And why not fill in 
some of your time and earn us a little 
pocket money by doing the odd 
repair?" 

"Because", I said "to start with I'm 
not a plumber, and once you get into 
repairs they never finish. Look how it's 
been all the years I worked from the 
house. On how many days was I able 
to sit down to dinner without the phone 
going or somebody tapping on the 
door?" 

"I would have thought you could 
manage one or two. Ivor asked you to 
stop the tape spilling from his video 
and you put him off. He went to 
Graspero's and they kept it a month 
then charged him fifty quid. You could 
have done it for a tenner, and with that 
we could have had a good meal out." 

Her logic was impeccable. It always 
is. So when Albert, our local plumber, 
asked me to look at his video recorder 
I agreed. It was only a greasy idler, so I 
did it for free. In return he fitted a new 
tap for us. "You see" she said. 

Life In the Sun 
A busy main road runs down the 

entire Spanish Mediterranean coast. 
Towns and villages are strung along it. 
Most of them manage to support a crop 
of dealers, who are often British. They 
make a living by providing satellite 
systems, mainly to UK expatriates. 
Because Spain is on the edge of the 
main European satellite footprints the 
signals are weak. So receiving systems 
that use an 0.8dB LNB and a lm or 
larger dish are common. 

When I first came over I bought an 
80cm dish and an LNB with a noise 
figure of 1!2dB, because I didn't know 
better. Reception was awful. So I 
upgraded to a 2m dish and a better, 
1dB LNB. These produce perfect 
pictures, but when I see the 
programmes I wonder why I bothered. 

Pirate Sky decoders are common 
here. Whilst browsing in a satellite 
shop recently I overheard a conversa- 

tion between a dealer and a fellow 
engineer. The dealer was showing him 
the decoder he sells for £25. It consists 
of a simple 2 x 4in. glass-fibre PCB 
with eight switch contacts that are 
connected to three surface-mounted 
i.c.s — a pair of PIC16C84s and a tiny 
24C65/CM. It seems that the decoder 
gets all the programmes and works 
perfectly. 

"We tell the customer to bring it 
back if it stops working" the dealer 
said. He jerked his thumb heaven-
wards. "When the switching is 
changed up there the boys here crack it 
again and send over the new code on 
an EEPROM. This goes into the 
machine and when the decoder is 
popped in the new code is written into 
its chips." 

That coastal road takes you to 
Alicante, though not very quickly. It 
runs through a very long tunnel which 
is lit by a series of closely-spaced 
orange lights to the top at each side. 
For a long time it's been my impres-
sion that as the lights flash past in the 
car they become redder — a sort of 
frequency-shift or a visual Doppler 
effect. But since I'm known for 
noticing odd effects (and people) I 
thought no more about it. Until the 
other day, when some passengers in 
our car mentioned it. Since I wasn't 
travelling at the speed of light — I 
don't, these days — I am wondering 
whether the mains frequency strobes 
with the car's speed or something. 
There must be someone out there who 
can come up with an answer. 

I've built a small workshop and 
equipped myself with some tools and a 
Band III aerial. Incidentally there are 
numerous huge Band I aerials here, 
larger than anything I ever saw in the 
UK in the pre-u.h.f. days. 

Satellite Solutions 
Then I required a satellite signal. I 

tried splitting, then James and Rebecca 
wanted signals as well. So it was time 
to consider a proper installation. The 
correct approach is to fit a dual-polari-
sation LNB, run its outputs to a magic 
box and feed the outputs from this to 
separate receiver/decoders. But it all 
seemed rather costly. 

Satellite Solutions of Northampton 
came up with the right answers, and 
I'm very grateful to their John G. Jones 
who went to the trouble of faxing and 
telephoning me with advice and 
arranging for the delivery of the equip-
ment to Spain. It arrived within two 
days. 

I wound up with some Maspro ST8 
receiver/decoders at less than £80  

each, a dual-output Continental LNB 
and a Global magic box, plus the 
necessary cable and accessories. 

Pedro's Video 
Pedro runs a local restaurant here. 

The other day he came around with a 
Japanese video. "I've half mended it" 
he smiled, "but it only half works." It 
was then that I noticed Pedro's hands. 
Like Popeye's. So I hastily got rid of 
him and tried the machine out. It 
accepted a tape and tried to load it, 
then died. I found a cotton bud 
sticking into a cracked-open 
microswitch on the cassette mecha-
nism. As it was unlike anything I had 
here I made a pair of spring contacts 
and glued them on with Araldite. To 
my surprise it worked. 

His Sister's Samsung TV 
Pedro subsequently recommended 

me to his sister Carmen, who brought 
along a Samsung TV set. When I 
plugged it in a cramped raster that kept 
shimmering yellow came up. Then the 
raster died though the sound remained. 
I took a look at the chassis — I didn't 
have the circuit — and noticed that 
some components in the line and 
power sections were covered with a 
tacky goo, among them a 2SD288 tran-
sistor (Q802) and some electrolytics. 
The transistor was cooking and proved 
to be short-circuit. After removing the 
gooey stuff I checked the capacitors. 
C821 (100pF, 100V) and C829 
(330pF, 25V) were very low in value, 
while C415 (lpF, 250V) was open-
circuit. Replacing them cured the 
trouble. 

A Sony KV1612 
Then a fax arrived from Steven. He 

had a Sony KV1612 on the bench, its 
problem being vertical striations that 
were strongest at the left-hand side of 
the screen, fading towards the right-
hand side. What did I think could 
cause this? 

"Easy" I replied, "something's 
modulating each line, producing a 
ringing effect that falls off as the line 
scan progresses. But don't ask me 
what!" 

He came back a bit later. A 22pF, 
250V electrolytic, C801, had been the 
cause. It's the reservoir capacitor for 
the line output stage derived 200V 
RGB output transistor supply. 

Flashes and Bangs 
By now the sky was leaden and all 
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was still. Thunder came rumbling 
round the mountains, then lightning 
flashes came. Within minutes there 
was a storm, and we seemed to be at its 
centre. I disconnected the fax and 
plugged in the cheap telephone, bought 
from Rogoes market stall. 

Suddenly there was a deafening 
thunder clap, and a whisp of smoke 
came from the telephone junction box 
as our lights went out. 

I reset the mains trip and the lights 
came on again. The phone was as dead 
as mutton, the junction box reduced to 
soot. 

When the rain eased, Ivor appeared. 

He was carrying his Pace PRD900 
satellite receiver/decoder. "Struck" he 
announced. 

The telephone line was fixed next 
day, and we added `cheapjack phone' 
to Greeneyes' shopping list. A little 
later I opened up Ivor's PRD900. 
Some print on the primary side of the 
power supply had melted and C6, a 
1,000pF, 16V electrolytic, had arced 
across. The mains fuse was a tube of 
soot, and the TEA2018A chopper 
driver chip was blackened, as was the 
MJE18004 chopper transistor Ql. 

I checked the circuit thoroughly 
before writing out the spares list, but  

the only other item that was faulty was 
C5 (22pF, 16V). It was leaking like a 
Whitehall secret. 

The spares arrived a few days later. 
Having fitted them, I gingerly wound 
up the supply to the receiver via the 
variac. At about 180V it chirped 
happily and slipped into standby. On 
test it worked excellently. 

Apology 
Our apologies to Jay and Lata Popat 

for the spelling mistake in last month's 
column. The editorial department 
blames a fax which was none too clear. 



YYLbl 1.1hY 
Donald Bullock 

I was scribbling away in my little 
Spanish hut the other day when I heard 
a sudden shout from inside the house. It 
was Greeneyes. I ran over and found 
her looking at a fax. 

"It's from Steven" she said. "He's 
taking you to task for being away so 
long. Says he's redesigned the work-
shop and has some interesting sets 
awaiting your attention." 

So, pausing only to buy a few £3 
bottles of Scotch for me and a gallon of 
Jalon Valley red wine for Steven, I 
returned to a proper pint of British beer 
and another batch of the oddballs who 
seem to comprise the major portion of 
our clientele. 

Gladys's Toshiba 
Once I'd settled down, the first 

customer to arrive was scruffy Gladys 
Mugwump. She brought a Toshiba 
213D4B black-stripe colour set in just 
as I was trying to complete a tricky bit 
of soldering. I decided that she could 
wait a minute. Then I noticed a strong 
smell. Perhaps I'd better get her out 
quick. So I put the soldering iron down. 

"What's your trouble?" I asked 
briskly. 

"Keeps going dead. Then it thinks 
it's a rainbow" she said. I waved her out 
and returned to my soldering. Only the 
smell got worse. It turned out to be the 
flux in Steven's reel of CEL 60/40 
solder. 

She'd been right about the set. I 
opened it up, reached for my giant 
magnifier and found some dry-joints. 
First at pins 2 and 3 of the line output 
transformer, then at both legs of the 
safety resistor R421. The rainbow effect 
on the picture was trickier. Its cause 
turned out to be a crumbling carbon 
tablet in the degaussing posistor. 

Looking Ahead 
Later Mr and Mrs Lee brought along 

a JVC HRD180 VCR. She was thin and 
baked while he looked like a Spanish 
gypsy. "You enta spendin' much" he 
said to her as he stretched his face to the 
top video shelf. "You enta spendin' 
much." 

The VCR turned out to be dead. I 
soon found that the STK5481 regulator 
was the cause. It's like a large, twenty-
legged domino. Once a replacement had 
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been fitted the machine came back to 
life and worked well. Except that the LP 
picture was broken up and unwatchable 
— the accompanying sound was perfect 
however. After a good deal of work I 
contacted the boys at JVC, who were 
keen to help. But they couldn't and it's 
still not fixed. Any ideas? 

Mrs Lee called in alone next day. 
Instead of asking about her VCR she 
picked up the cup I'd just put down and 
studied the tea leaves. 

"I see that your life is a string of 
problems" she said. "As fast as you 
overcome one, along comes another." I 
nooded sadly. "Your money line tapers 
to nothing, and you're the victim of a 
hard woman. I see only work and worry 
and a feeling of failure. And there's 
going to be the pain of an accident. But 
I can see some fun. A fool will soon 
enter your life and there'll be rueful 
laughter." With that she departed. 

Field Collapse 
It was time for lunch. Steve decided 

to have some of his Jalon wine and was 
quite talkative by the time Mr Creep 
came in with his Ferguson TX90 set. 

Mr Creep talks slowly, as his eyes 
dart about your face. "The picture 
cramps up and turns into a straight line" 
he drawled. "Don't sound like much to 
me, do it? 'T isn't the tube, I knows that. 
And it ain't the line transformer thing, 
the dear 'un. I knows that too. Ent much 
else in 'em, is there?" 

I soon found that R198, one of the 
string of four 6.2k0. resistors that 
provides bias for the field output stage, 
was open-circuit. It seemed sensible to 
replace the lot, also the field output tran-
sistors TR104 and TRIOS as a precau-
tion. 

As time goes by I find the thin print in 
this chassis less easy to work on. Mean-
while Steven was grinning as he reached 
over for the Avo, which fell on to my 
foot. I howled — I was wearing sandals. 
"Well" I said, "so much for the fool and 
the pain of the accident." 

I next picked up a GoldStar CIT2168 
Fastext set — the PC04A chassis. The 
sound was all right, but there was 
nothing on the screen. As with most sets 
these days, the screen blanks out when 
the field output stage stops working. I 
advanced the setting of the first anode 
preset to confirm this — after carefully  

marking its original position with a blob 
of paint. This produced the tell-tale hori-
zontal line. 

Visual examination showed that 
R320, a 10Q 1W resistor, had cooked. It 
read open-circuit. I replaced it and 
switched on and the new resistor went 
the same way. So I got out the circuit 
diagram. The field timebase is a simple 
one based on a TDA1170N chip 
(IC301), with R320 and C301 (1,000pF) 
filtering its supply. C301 was obviously 
suspect but turned out to be all right. 
Further checks brought me to C302 
(100pF, 35V) in the flyback boost 
network. It had fallen in value to 80pF, 
thus damaging the chip. Replacing these 
two items and fitting another 10Q, 1W 
resistor cured the trouble. Up came a 
plucky picture on a model that always 
seems to me to look as if it has a slightly 
flat tube. 

Before boxing the set up I checked, as 
usual, for dry-joints. There were quite a 
few, and I resoldered every one of them. 

Julian's Saisho 
There are certain people I can't stand. 

Julian Jaunty is an example. He brought 
in a Saisho CM16TT portable and stood 
too close, grinning at me as though we 
shared some secret 

"What's up?" I asked, rather coldly. 
"Dead as a door nail, Donny old 

chap" he grinned. 
When I tried it I heard the rustle of 

e.h.t. but there was no sound or bright-
ness. Again I marked and upped the 
setting of the first anode preset. This 
produced a blank raster, which was not 
what I expected. Rather than think too 
hard I flexed the PCB and was rewarded 
with a good picture and sound. It didn't 
take me long to find that one end of 
D408 was dry-jointed. I resoldered it, to 
the accompaniment of that strong smell, 
and that was that. 

A Dead Samsung 
When I saw Mr M'Babwa 

approaching the shop with his Samsung 
TV I toyed with the idea of popping 
under the counter. 

"This set no good" he announced. 
"No sound, no picture, no nothin'." 

"0.k., o.k." I said, "just leave it and 
don't worry." 

When I tried the set, a Model 
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CI54129, I found it dead though the 
channel indicator was alight. Seeking an 
easy way out I examined the chassis with 
my magnifier, looking for dry-joints. I 
found some around relay RL801 and 
P802, a funny little blue resistor thing. 
Resoldering them restored the set to 
good health and made me think of a 
glass of Guinness. 

An Old Sport 
Mr Prism is old but slim and sporty. 

Since I have no interest in any games or 
sports except fishing, I find him a decent 
old bore. He sprang in with a Ferguson 
2203 and told me that Newcastle had just 
won six to five and that Sid Munks of 
Spurs had cracked his ribs. Then he 
pointed to the set. 

"It's a TX100" he said. "Have you 
worked on TX100s?" 

"Like no one else" I replied. Then I 
pulled it on to the bench. 

It was lifeless, though the relay 
clicked at switch on. I reached for the 
old cream-coloured Avo that Steven 
had picked up somewhere and checked 
at the collector of the BU508A line 
output transistor TRIO. The reading 
was only 55V. It was no better when I 
disconnected TR10. So I moved back  

to the h.t. supply source where I found 
that the 47pF, 160V reservoir capacitor 
C121 was almost open-circuit. A new 
one brought the h.t. back to 119V and 
the set came to life. 

"Well" bawled Mr Prism when he 
called to collect it, "didn't Arsenal take 
a drubbing?" 

Familiar Fault, Unfamiliar VCR 
I next picked up a VCR and almost 

put it down again when I saw that it was 
a Blaupunkt. A Model RTV301, the first 
Blaupunkt I'd seen. But it looked 
vaguely familiar. I opened it up and saw 
that it was really a Panasonic NV370. 
The fault had a familiar ring about it as 
well. The clock display was all right, but 
at switch on the capstan motor shuffled a 
bit then the machine shut down. I homed 
in on the power pack at the rear right of 
the machine and spotted a couple of 
fusible resistors in yellow plastic over-
coats. One of them, R1101, was open-
circuit. A replacement restored normal 
operation. 

Final Round Up 
"It's ticking" said the sweet little 

thing who came in with a Ferguson  

22B2. It was another TX100. Apart 
from the ticking it did nothing. When I 
opened it up I found that the solder joint 
where the mains lead joins the chassis 
was dry and arcing. Resoldering it cured 
the trouble. 

Saisho and Matsui sets continue to 
come our way. This one was a Model 
1476 14in. portable, just out of guar-
antee. At switch on the standby light 
lit. It went out when the set was 
switched from standby, but the set 
refused to come to life. I suspected the 
STR50103 chopper chip IC501, but 
cold checks suggested that it was o.k. 
Though working without a manual, I 
soon found the cause of the trouble: the 
chip's start-up voltage was missing. 
Pin 2 should receive a feed via two 
330142 resistors, R502 and R503. One 
of them was open-circuit. In view of 
the high value of these resistors, I 
expect to come across the fault again in 
the months ahead. 

It had been a long day. After our 
meal Steven and I settled down for a 
drink — or two. 

"You won't believe thish" said 
Steven, "I'm beginning to feel a bit 
squiffshy." 

"Personally I feel fine. Ish because 
I'm more mature I shpect." 

TELEVISION AUGUST 1995 
	

731 



Wha t 
Life! 

Donald Bullock 

I just can't handle the video rental busi-
ness Steven has built up, nor the 
customers it attracts. So when Steven 
decided to take a few days off last week 
he arranged for young Doreen Dense to 
look after that side of things. 

A Pile of TVs 
Come Monday morning I decided to 

attack the nasty jobs that always seem to 
edge towards my end of the bench. The 
first was a 5in. JVC colour set, Model 
CX6OME, whose operation was inter-
mittent. I'm not always able to open 
little TV sets. The last time I tried, every 
screw I undid made something drop off 
inside the cabinet until I had a sealed 
box full of bits. I hoped for better luck 
this time. 

I needn't have worried. It opened 
easily. I noticed a small panel that stood 
up on one side of the main panel. 
Waggling it produced and cleared the 
fault. The joints were dry, and resol-
dering them cured the trouble. That 
hadn't been too tricky. I looked towards 
the next job. 

It was a tired-looking Bush 2020T 
colour set. "Goes envious" said the card, 
in Steven's writing. He's getting to be 
quite a wag. The picture and sound 
seemed normal to me when I connected 
the set to the mains supply, so I left it 
running. I was just about to pick up a 
further job when this French fellow 
breezed in with a Blaupunkt FM100-
21AX colour portable. 

"Wonder if you can get it going?" he 
said. "It packed up some time back and 
another dealer said it was unrepairable." 

When I plugged it in and switched on 
there was a blank screen, apart from a 
third of the picture at the top. I didn't 
have the circuit diagram but spotted the 
field output chip and noticed a nearby 
1,000pF, 25V electrolytic. Thinking of 
all the Bush field scans I'd restored by 
replacing capacitors like this one, I took 
it out and checked it on the bridge. One 
microfarad. Not enough! A replacement 
brought back an excellent picture. 

Meanwhile the picture on the soak-
testing Bush set had become green at the 
extreme left-hand side. I blew hot air 
through the back: as the chassis warmed,  

the green area spread slowly across to 
the right until it covered the whole 
screen. When I removed the back I 
subjected the TDA3562A colour 
decoder chip to the heat and freeze treat-
ment. This confirmed that it was the 
cause of the trouble. It's mounted on a 
small subpanel. 

The ticket attached to a Toshiba 
150R6B 14in. portable read "cuts out 
when warm". I plugged it in and gave it 
the hairdryer treatment. After a few 
minutes it cut out. When I opened it up I 
saw that there was a huge crop of dry-
joints around the line output trans-
former. I resoldered them then switched 
on again, full of confidence This time 
matters were worse. The set was dead. 

A line output transformer as badly 
dry-jointed as that one would have been 
sending nasty, spiky r.f. pulses along the 
paths connected to it. To the scan coils 
for a start and, heaven forbid, probably 
to the signal stages. I checked the line 
scan coil connections and found awful 
dry-joints here as well. Resoldering 
them restored a good picture. I was 
grateful as I boxed the set up. 

But I wilted a bit when I saw that the 
next set was a Sony KV21XMTU. It 
was dead. This was not surprising when 
I examined the chassis and found that a 
dry-joint on one leg of R614 (2200, 
10W) in the snubber circuit had cooked 
the PCB and made it conductive: the 
2SD1548 chopper transistor Q602 and 
the mains fuse had also snuffed it. 
Tidying up the chassis and replacing 
these items brought the set back to life. 

Ribald Reg 
Then Ribald Reg minced in with his 

hands thrust deeply into the pockets of 
his old Humphrey Bogart trenchcoat. 
Reg never had a character of his own. 
He settled for the Humph one after 
seeing Casablanca. He looked tense and 
uncertain. 

"This set's giving me plenty of 
trouble" he lisped into my face. "And 
I'm sick of the hassle." 

"0.k., o.k., just bring it in." Just then 
Greeneyes came in with my tea. 

Humph watched her as she clip-
clopped out. "Nice dame" said his teeth, 
"who's she?" 

"Mrs D. Bullock, Humph" I said. 
He brought the set along later. It was 

a 10in. Philips portable, Model 
10CX1120/05B. The set worked all 
right when I plugged it in, but as it 
warmed up the picture developed a faint 
blue haze. Then it began to flash blue. 
I've had this fault before with these sets 
and went straight to the tube base panel, 
where there are some sealed presets I've 
never been able to clean. For some  

reason it always seems to be the blue 
adjustment and background potentiome-
ters that play up in this way. Replacing 
them with open ones, as I've done on 
previous occasions, cleared the trouble. 

Tipsey Ted 
My next caller was Tipsey Ted. He 

runs a village pub on the main road and 
treats life as though it's one big joke. 
Perhaps he's right. I can't afford enough 
drink to be able to find out though. 

"You're lucky today Don. I've got a 
camcorder and a recorder up the creek, 
and I'm letting you mend them. Only 
one thing. You'll have to get them from 
my wagon. I've got a bad back." 

"I spend all my life carrying stuff in 
and out of this workshop" I said. "I'd 
develop a bad back if I had the time." 

The camcorder and VCR were sitting 
on top of a load of coloured parasols. 
"What are these for, Ted?" I asked. 

"To put over the tables outside the 
pub. Brings the motorists in. They pinch 
a few glasses, but we make up by 
charging them a bit extra when they 
order their drinks. 

"Er, right" I said. The camcorder was 
a Chinnon one whose viewfmder had 
detached itself from the main body 
because the screws had worked loose. 
As I've had this before I did it while he 
waited. 

I removed the carriage door, disman-
tled the casing top and bottom then with-
drew the four deck-securing screws. 
After turning the camera over I removed 
the two screws that secure the lens 
assembly. This gave me access to the 
viewfmder section. I fitted two new 
screws and painted on a couple of spots 
of Loctite. "It won't come back with that 
particular fault" I added after reassem-
bling the unit. 

Ted's VCR was a Panasonic 
NVDH8. When I plugged it in and 
switched on it clunked and died. I 
opened it up and replaced the STK5339 
regulator chip then, as usual with these 
machines, I checked the low-value elec-
trolytics in the power supply. Several 
had gone low in value. After replacing 
them the recorder worked well enough. 

"Pop in for a drink sometime" Ted 
said as he left. 

"Join the mugs under the parasols, 
eh?" I said. 

A Delivery 
Our postman came in with a parcel 

from SEME. Another Philips 
10CX1120/05B set had come in a week 
earlier with the usual faulty tube base 
panel problem, the picture flashing blue. 

With this set the panel was beyond 
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repair. Both Willow Vale and SEME 
quoted £48.36 plus VAT for a replace-
ment panel, bringing the total cost of the 
panel to £56.82. Rather a lot. Our reac-
tion was not to encourage Philips and 
scrap the set, but the customer wanted 
the repair done. So we tossed a coin and 
ordered the spare from SEME. When we 
fitted it we obtained an excellent picture. 

What with this sort of thing and the 
incomprehensible manuals Philips 
produces nowadays I don't feel the same 
endearment to the company that I did at 
one time. Can anyone remember the 
excellent grey covered manuals the 
company produced years ago? (Of 
course! — editor. But they came from 
service subsidiary Amalgamated Elec-
tric Services Ltd. Who remembers that 
organisation?) Like its service and 
prices, they were wonderful. But times 
change. It's not so bad for the 
newcomers. They never knew the good 
times. 

Two More 
It was getting on, but I decided to 

have a go at a couple more sets. The first 
was a Bush colour receiver fitted with 
the T24E chassis. Pretty ancient. "No 
colour" Steven had written. I poked 
around the line output and colour 
decoder sections but couldn't see 
anything obvious. So I got out the scope 
and colour bar generator. Eventually I 
found that R229 (3.6k.(2), in the line 
pulse feed to the colour decoder, had 
risen in value to 175k12. Should have 
remembered that stock fault. A replace-
ment cured the trouble. Though old, the 
chassis seemed to be in almost mint 
condition. And the picture was excellent, 
as though the tube was new. 

The last set was a Ferguson model 
fitted with the TX10 chassis, the one 
with the fold-down panel at the rear of 
the main one. The sound was o.k., but 
there was no colour and after a while the 
picture occasionally rolled for fifteen  

seconds. At the same time the whole 
picture changed from very light to very 
dark. A few minutes later it began to slip 
sideways as well, first to the left and 
then to the right. It all then gradually 
came right again. 

I'd never before seen all these symp-
toms together on one of these sets: 
unstable sync, no chroma, video trouble. 
It seemed to me that the place to look for 
the cause was around the signal/sync 
take-off stages. Or maybe there was a 
decoupling or power supply fault. 

I was spared further thought by 
Greeneyes who came in to see where I'd 
got to. 

"There's more to life than gazing into 
the back of a telly" she said. 

"Yes. I'll just put a mention of the 
fault in my next Television column. 
Who knows, someone might come up 
with the answer and save me from 
further frustration. Meanwhile, let's go 
kill a little time." 
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What a Life 

It was my birthday. Greeneyes had 
been nice to me, and had tidied the 
workshop. The morning was bright 
and pleasantly warm. In fact life was 
good, and I settled down happily to 
sail through a perfect day. 

Mr Soaker's Sharp 
Then I saw old Mr Soaker heading 

towards the door, carrying a video 
recorder. Could be troublesome, old 
Soaker. There was a time when I 
would back away, but not this 
morning. Deep down, I felt that 
Soaker had to be good. The world was 
at peace, and so was I. 

"Never been right since you last did 
it" he rasped. "You need a proper chap 
here. Somebody younger — and 
smarter." 

I smiled. Really, I told myself, he 
was as good as gold. Soaker's 
machine was a Sharp VCH81, the all-
singing, all-dancing digital hi-fi 
Nicam wonder that frightened me to 
death last year after he'd washed it 
thoroughly in sheep dip. Now he was 
complaining that it jammed. 

"What have you done to it this 
time?" I asked. 

"Don't start giving me any old 
buck" he warned, patting his pockets 
to locate his cigarettes. "I want this 
bloody thing right." Then he stumped 
off. 

I opened the recorder and removed 
a packet of Silk Cut from the carriage. 
Then I inserted a cassette and tried the 
machine. It lobbed the cassette back at 
me. I soon discovered that the gearing 
had slipped. As a result the 
microswitch operated at the wrong 
time, activating the eject mechanism. 
When I'd reset this and refitted the 
carriage I tried again, only to find that 
there was scarcely any capstan move-
ment. 

I settled down to examine the 
motor, which has an i.c. stage on a 
tiny panel built into it. The input volt-
ages were right, so why wasn't the 
thing working? I ran it for a while and 
felt the housing. It was hot. A new 
motor assembly was obviously 
required. A check with the SEME 
catalogue showed the price as £21.60 
complete, plus VAT. So I rang Mr 
Soaker, took some of his good-natured 
flack, and assured him that I'd have 

Donald Bullock 

his machine working in no time. I then 
ordered the motor and a few other 
spares, by phone. I was told that the 
motor was a special order and would 
take seven to ten days. When the other 
spares arrived the invoice said that the 
motor could no longer be supplied. 

I then found that CPC had one in 
stock (part no. VSMT235). But the 
price was £41.95 plus VAT. So back 
to Mr Soaker to explain the situation. 
His reply was, well raucous to say the 
least. Now I was a rogue is well as a 
fool. He told me he'd think it over. 

Eventually, after telling me that 
cheats never prosper, he accepted and 
we ordered the motor. 

Wrong Colour 
As I stood smiling at life's adversi-

ties I noticed Toby Jugg swaying as he 
approached the door, with a colour 
portable under his arm. He'd taken to 
the bottle some years ago, and I hoped 
he wasn't in one of his funny moods. 

"Mornin' Mr Bull" he said thickly. 
"This 'un's got an orange picture. 
Same colour as an orange." 

We plugged the set in and a purple 
picture appeared. 

"See" said Toby, "orange. But it 
comes right after an hour." Then he 
made his departure. 

The set was quite new looking. An 
Akura CX4, one I didn't know. It was 
obvious that the green gun wasn't 
doing its bit. When I investigated I 
found that the 4.7k0 flashover protec-
tion resistor R512 on the base panel, in 
series with the drive to the green gun, 
was dry-jointed. It had been poorly 
soldered at the factory, making contact 
only when hot. This took about an 
hour. 

A Batch of TVs 
Time to turn to the TV sets 

awaiting attention. The first was an 
ITT Ideal 3325. "Off tune with a buzz 
on sound" it said on the ticket. Steven 
was standing nearby. "Did a couple of 
those a few days ago" he said. 
"Remove the large r.f. can and check 
for dry-joints. It's best to use a magni-
fying glass — some will look only 
slightly suspect. Then apply some 
switch cleaner to the plug and socket 
connections. This treatment works  

every time." He was right. 
The next set was an Hitachi 

CPT2210 (NP81CQ chassis) with field 
collapse. We've had that one before. 
Replacing the 220pF, 50V field scan 
coupling capacitor C610 restored the 
raster. 

Another Hitachi set was next in 
line, this time a CPT1473 (NP82C-2 
chassis). When I opened it up I found 
that both mains fuses were blackened 
and broken. The degaussing posistor 
TH901 was also blackened. I took it 
out and it rattled. A replacement, 
along with new fuses, brought the set 
back to life. Then I resoldered and 
washed the joints where the two 
panels are connected: we've found in 
the past that a build up of fluff here 
can affect the grey scale. 

Gladys's CD Player 
At this point Gladys Grunter barged 

in with a CD player, a Soundwave 
CD3000. She always seems to be in a 
rage about something. 

"It's dead" she announced. "Power 
light thing comes on, but none of the 
little number things. Last time you did 
my telly it wasn't right. Had to get 
Snoddy's to fix it. They charged fifty 
quid and took six weeks." 

"Er, why not give them a chance 
with your CD player?" I ventured. 

"I did. They've got no number 
things in stock. Said you've got plenty 
and they're cheap." 

"Good old Snoddy's" I said. 
When Gladys had left I opened the 

player and looked hard at the panel. 
I'd never come across this make 
before and had no circuit diagram, but 
I noticed a 2,200pF, 16V electrolytic 
(C101) that was leaking a little. On 
test it proved to be virtually open-
circuit. All that was required was a 
new electrolytic. Come to think of it, 
this wasn't the first time we'd had to 
replace a capacitor of this value for the 
same trouble — in various makes. 

When Gladys returned she was 
glowering. I handed her the player and 
charged her fifteen quid. 

"Good God!" she exploded. 
"Fifteen quid for a couple of numbers! 
What Snoddy's said about you was 
right. You'll not see me again." 

As she went out I noticed that the 
blue sky had turned grey. A nasty 
breeze sprang up, and rain began to 
tap at our windows. Then Pluto, who 
delivers our parcels, bowled in with 
Mr Soaker's motor assembly from 
CPC. 

I wondered whether to stop and fit 
it in the machine. But by now I'd had 
enough. 
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Win1 LLIAY 
Donald Bullock 

It's over twenty years since I was last in the United States, 
in Connecticut to be more precise. One day I wandered from 
my favourite bar — the one where every fourth drink was 
free — and into Fran's Radio and TV shop on Main Street, 
Southington. He was a Zenith dealer — "Selling the Best, 
Servicing the Rest" was his motto. I was given a great 
welcome and wonder how Fran is fareing today. Coming 
across his card in some old papers reminded me of the visit. 

Apart from the genuine friendliness and helpfulness of 
the folk there, from the television point of view I remember 
that visit for two reasons. First, the awful quality of the 
colour reception — I watched a cow in a field turn from 
brown to purple to red all within a minute. And secondly the 
equally awful programmes. There seemed to be little of a 
cultural nature, and there was no way of escaping the adver-
tisements. These occurred constantly during sponsored 
programmes. 

A Bang and Olufsen 7733 
I could see that Mr Thesp was an oddball as soon as I 

caught sight of him trotting towards the shop carrying a B 
and 0 7733. 

"You'll be Mr Bullock" he bawled, "I know all about 
you." 

"Good God" I said, "let's talk about your set." 
"Keeps cutting out. And when it does work the colour 

keeps disappearing." 
When he'd departed I pulled his set on to the bench. The 

mains lead was only about a foot long, so to work on the set 
I'd no choice but to replace it. Getting the back off wasn't 
easy, and when I did it fell on to my foot, half crippling me. 

The chroma panel nestled in the centre left of the chassis. 
It was full of dry-joints. I reached for the soldering iron and 
Steven's reel of romantic solder. This led to a double 
achievement: I cured the intermittent colour fault, and made 
the workshop smell like a Casablanca ladies' powder room. 
At this point Phyllis Puke came in carrying an Hitachi 
VT150E VCR. 

"Good heavens!" she sniffed, "that smell won't get into 
my machine, will it?" I filled in one of Steven's job cards, 
then waved her out and returned to the B and 0. 

The second fault was that the vision would disappear, 
leaving a snowy raster. But the sound remained! At this 
point I almost felt like searching for the manual, but decided 
not to because I can't read B and 0 circuit diagrams. Nor 
Philips ones, come to that. Instead, I tapped about on the 
signal panels and found that this produced and cleared the 
fault. There were a number of dry-joints, which I resoldered, 
in the area. But this didn't cure the fault. I eventually found, 
on the control panel, a ikil potentiometer with a wiper that 
made intermittent contact with the track. A new one put 
matters right. It was R33. Next time I'm feeling really spry 
I'll look out the circuit diagram and try to find out what it 
does. 

Phyllis's Hitachi VT150E 
Then I picked up Phyllis's VCR, when smelt like Phyllis. 

It was dead and kept blowing the 2.5A power fuse F851. 
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The last time I had this the cause had been capstan motor 
failure. So I sniffed around the one in this machine. It smelt 
all right, but it was very stiff to turn. When I'd cleaned and 
lubricated the motor the machine still blew the fuse. I found 
that the M54648L-D motor driver chip IC602 was the cause 
of the trouble. It had probably died trying to drive the tight 
armature. 

Bud's Decca 
Bud Blowfly came in next. He's an inveterate hoarder 

who buys strange things for which he has no need. Then he 
spends money on them before finally storing them away. 
He boasts that if he keeps this up long enough his wife will 
divorce him. This time he'd got a Decca DV1259 with 
him. 

"Cost me twenty five quid" he said, "but the colour, 
brightness and volume controls only work sometimes." 

Because I like old Bud, I took a look at his set while he 
produced clouds of St Bruno from his pipe. There were 
some dry-joints at plug/sockets MR11 and MR12 on board 
306A, to the left of the chassis. As I soldered them Bud 
skipped about, coughing. 

"Where's that poncy smell coming from?" he enquired, 
looking under the bench and into the corners of the room. 

A Ferguson 3V55 
Cuthbert Wirewound came in next, with a Ferguson 

3V55. "It just died on me" he announced. 
When he'd loped off I opened the machine and looked 

towards the power pack. Fuse 1 (315mA) was open-circuit. 
As we've had some awful thunder storms recently I fitted 
another fuse and started the machine up, gingerly, via the 
variac. The fuse stayed intact, but no current was drawn. 
Then I noticed a plasticy smell, mixed with the smell of the 
solder flux, Phyllis and the St Bruno. The mains transformer 
was cooking. 

The clock lit up when a replacement was fitted, but there 
were no functions and the machine wouldn't accept a 
cassette. So I took a look at the main board where I found 
that C605 was short-circuit After replacing this the machine 
powered up but the E-E picture was poor. A tap on the tuner 
PCB brought it up to full strength. One of the joints was 
starved of solder. 

Gladys's Fergie 
My last visitor that day was Gladys Winegum. "Me little 

Fergie has turned into a tiny line" she complained. 
"Sorry to hear that" I replied. "This might be a silly thing 

to say, but, er, have you got it with you?" 
"It's in the car" she said. 
When I'd brought it in I found that it was a TX100 with 

field collapse. As the 12V line was low I disconnected it and 
checked the regulator, IC8. It was o.k. Then I took out the 
TDA3652 field output chip, which doesn't seem to be avail-
able any longer. So I fitted a TDA3654, making sure that 
pin 7 was left disconnected, and changed R96 to 3.3k0. 
When I switched on again there was a full frame and an 
excellent picture. 

My Own Problem 
Finally to my own problem. It took me three attempts to 

produce this article. I lost the first two about half way 
through, by selecting the 'save and continue' option in order 
to save what I'd written while I slipped into the house for a 
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cup of tea. Each time when I returned the screen said "disc 
format not recognised". When I selected 'retry operation' or 
`ignore error and continue' I lost the output of the disc, 
which then refused to reload. 

I'm not yet sure what's gone wrong. This third attempt is 
being written on another machine, a PCW9512, with a 
different set of discs. If any Amstrad word processor buffs 
are reading this and could throw any light on these happen-
ings, I'd like to hear from them— write in via the magazine.  

The machine that gave me the trouble is a PCW8512, and at 
present I don't know whether it's the discs, the disc drive or 
a problem with the memory board. 

I've been wondering lately whether to upgrade to another 
word-processing system, but I'm not sure of my way around 
the jungle out there. In addition it took me about three years 
to get the hang of Locoscript, though I think a great deal of 
the trouble here was with the presentation of the original 
manual. 



Vtim1 1.111tY 
Donald Bullock 

It's amazing how the news has got about in this small corner 
of Spain that my life affliction has been in the TV/video 
trade. It comes up all too often in fatuous conversations in 
bars, while people keep showing up at the door with sets I 
can't work and don't understand. 

I was relaxing with Greeneyes in Paco's bar the other 
night, watching his TV set doing its best with hardly any 
field sync, when this huge roughneck came and sat at our 
table. We soon learnt that after losing all his money running 
a bar he'd decided to take a postal careers course. "I'm now 
a physiotherapist" he said. "You mends tellies doncha?" 

Using the skills of a lifetime, I changed the subject. But it 
was no good. 

"Which is the best set?" he said, "and do you reckon 
they'll ever get the colours right? I only watches the sport 
meself." After that I got a potted history of his set, those of 
his friends and neighbours, and of all the rogue dealers from 
whom they'd suffered. Then he noticed the missing sync on 
Paco's set. "Hey Paco" he bawled, "this man's a telly 
mechanic." 

Fortunately Paco doesn't understand any English. I'd 
entered Paco's with a spring in my step. I left it thoroughly 
choked. 

VCR Troubles 
Harry was at the gate, sitting on an up-ended video, when 

I got back from the village the other day. "It ain't much" he 
said, setting me up to work for nothing. The machine was a 
Sony SLV270 which, when I tested it, was lifeless except 
for a faint whining noise. I quickly developed the same 
trouble. Then I recalled that I'd had the fault before, and 
made for the power pack. C1326 (16µF, 25V) was open-
circuit. A replacement put everything right. 

As I was boxing it up a lady called in with her Samsung 
SI7220 VCR, which is identical to the Goodmans 
VCR2550. "I can't get a tape into it" she said, "not even 
with my foot." 

On test the clock lit up but there was no on LED illumi-
nation and no loading motor operation. I soon found out 
why she couldn't get a tape into it: there was one jammed in 
there already. When I dismantled the machine and took it 
out I found that it was shredded and broken. My experience 
has always been that the motor in this model is a bit slug-
gish, but this one was worse than usual. There was less than 
a volt across it. As the windings checked out all right I made 
for the STK5333 regulator chip IC101 on the power panel. 
It was the cause of the trouble. I don't know whether it 
comes in different qualities, but the prices quoted vary enor-
mously. 

Edgar's CD Player 
Shortly after that Greeneyes clopped round with Hand-

some Edgar, whom I don't like. "Edgar's got a Sony CD 
player" she announced. "We've all got our troubles" I 
replied nastily, "what's up with it?" 

"Doesn't plaih" said Edgar, smiling like a dish of treacle. 
Then he disappeared up the garden path with Greeneyes. 

It was an M35, minus the amplifier and speakers. It 
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accepted a disc, read the TOC, then played the disc without 
skipping or jumping. In fact it behaved perfectly. I peered 
through the window, trusting that Edgar was doing likewise. 

Then I noticed that the disc was vintage Sinatra. So I 
connected an amplifier and some speakers. There was no 
sound. On opening the player I found an identical dry-joint 
on both output sockets — where they connect to the board. 
Resoldering them brought excellent results. 

A Grundig T55-340/90A Telly 
"Jumps about and flickers when cold" was Maisie's 

complaint about her Grundig set, which was fitted with the 
CUC3490 chassis. I opened it up and looked around for dry-
joints — I've worked on Grundigs before. Sure enough the 
chopper transistor was dry-jointed. Once again a bit of 
resoldering put matters right. 

More VCRs 
Old Mrs Sorrel struggled in with her Pye DV291. She 

was widowed a month after settling here and now devotes 
her life to raising funds for her favourite charity. The 
DV291 is the same as the Philips VR6290, but whatever 
clothes it comes in the machine frightens me to death. This 
one had died during a recent lightning storm. I was worried 
about being able to fix it, but fortunately the damage was 
confined to the primary side of the power supply. The 
BUT11AF chopper transistor had suffered, and safety 
resistor SR3 had failed. When both had been replaced the 
machine came autocratically to life. 

I've had mode switch trouble with several Amstrad 
VCRs of late. Often the machine is a VCR9500 (Goodmans 
TX3650). The symptoms are misfunctioning. When a 
cassette is inserted you may fmd that the machine selects 
rewind and the heads spin. Sometimes the only symptom is 
failure to eject the tape. I now have a routine procedure for 
dealing with this situation. 

I remove the fascia and the bottom cover by taking out 
the two screws near the front. Then I remove the clamp and 
screw at the centre, rear of the deck. This leaves the deck 
retained by two block connectors at the rear. After discon-
necting these the deck can be lifted out. The mode switch is 
beneath the deck, to the right at the rear. I remove and 
examine it. If it's simply dirty, I clean and lubricate it. If 
there's wear I replace it. 

A word of warning. It's easy to damage one or both of 
the two sensors at either side of the PCB. Another point. 
Fluorescent lights in the workshop will activate the sensors 
when the machine's cover is removed. No amount of 
striving will 'cure' this. To test the machine, turn the lights 
out or refit the cover. 

After doing a couple of these recently I picked up a Sharp 
VCA63HM which was also suffering from mode switch 
trouble. It was about two years old. While it had updated 
panels, the deck was the one I'm used to, with the same 
troublesome mode switch and motor assembly. The symp-
toms were failure to eject, then lacing and unlacing when 
the stop button was pressed. Repairing or replacing the 
switch usually takes only ten minutes, so it's not too bad. 

After putting this one back together I decided that it was 
time for a break. So we made off for the local open market 
in the next village. Several stalls were selling a wide variety 
of electronic equipment, much of it quite sophisticated. A 
stall that appeared to be devoted to Panasonic items was 
doing particularly good trade. Only there was something 
odd about the Panasonic trade mark. It was spelt Pana-
soanic! 
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"My boyfriend 
could mend this 
if he had a 
meter thing" 

What
a Life ! Donald Bullock recalls some of the troubles that 

beset him during the month 

Four or five people called upon 
me this week for help in resetting 
their TV sets and VCRs 

following a couple of power cuts. 
They were well educated people — one 
a surgeon and another an ex-airline 
pilot — and three of them had the 
maker's handbook, yet none of them 
could operate the equipment they'd 
paid so much for. And since it's 
confession time, I have to admit that I 
was little better off. 

I suffer of course from the 
disadvantage of having had a sensible 
and practical education by proper 
people in a proper world. I can't begin 
to think like today's whizz kids, and 
tend to throw in the towel when I find 
that once simple jobs have been turned 
into complex games. When, I wonder, 
will manufacturers discover that the 
bulk of the products they now offer 
can't be used for their intended purpose 
by those who have bought them? 

My problem these days is not in 
repairing the stuff that folk bring to 
me: it's in trying to discover how to 
operate them. More than once I've 
spent valuable time trying to repair an 
apparently dead set only to discover, 
sometimes from my kids, that it's 
been child-proofed or that it isn't 
supposed to come to life until this, 
that and the other has been pressed or 
keyed or activated. 

If any designer boys are reading 
this, let me offer them some advice 
that may well make their companies 
rich. Design a TV set that anyone can 
work, with a proper on-off switch 
coupled to the volume control and a 
set of knobs for brightness, contrast 
and colour adjustment. And, not too 
far from them, a set of easily tuned 
pushbuttons for programme selection. 
While these are being snapped up by 
ninety per cent of the population, sit 
down again and design a VCR along 
similar lines. You'd make a lot of 
people happy and unfurrow a lot of 
brows, including mine. 

Ethel's TX 10 
"They calls it a TX10" said Ethel 
McCrapenny. "It clicks and crackles 
then the mute light comes on and the 
picture flickers." 

I switched it on to confirm the 
symptoms then checked carefully for  

dry-joints, especially around the 
chopper and line output transformers. 
Sadly, every joint was sound and my 
thoughts of a fast buck quickly 
evaporated. On switching back on 
again I thought I could hear a faint 
crackling from the area of the tube's 
neck. I was right! A huge bluebottle 
had wedged itself into the spark gap 
on the tube base board. When it was 
removed the set worked well. The 
bluebottle didn't. 

Fred's Sharp VCR 
Fred Horsefly brought in his Sharp 
VCA615HM VCR. It was pink. 

"Painted it mesself" he said proudly, 
"only it won't accept a cassette and 
the clock is stuck at 10.59 a.m." 

"What time did you paint it?" I 
asked. 

In fact the reason for the failure to 
accept a cassette was the usual one 
with this deck — the mode switch. And 
when we'd fitted a replacement the 
clock started to behave. 

Another Sharp 
"My boyfriend could mend this if he 
had a meter thing" pouted Fiona 
Fossett, who brought in a Sharp 
VC780HM. "The tape shoots back 
every time we put one in." 

As some of the case screws were 
missing it seemed sensible to treat the 
unit as a hostile witness. I soon found 
that the cassette sensor LED and its 
holder were broken in half. In view of 
the fact that the machine had been 
tampered with, I tried it out before 
doing any work. To fool the 
mechanism I switched on, inserted a 
tape then pulled out the mains plug as 
soon as the cassette had been 
accepted. Then, after a few seconds, I 
plugged it in again and pressed the 
operate button. The cassette loaded 
properly and the machine worked well 
in every way. My fears had been 
groundless. After ordering a new LED 
and holder, which arrived from 
Willow Vale next day, I was able to 
complete the job. 

Mr Emery's Hitachi 
As I moved the VC780HM off the 
bench Mr Emery entered. "I've called 
for my Hitachi telly" he said. I 
couldn't find it anywhere. "When did  

you bring it in?" I asked. "Half eight 
this morning. I left it next door, they 
said you were quick." 

I collected his set and put it on the 
bench. It was a CPT2508 (G7P Mk 2 
chassis) and was dead. I opened it and 
followed my nose, which took me to 
the pretty blue 4.7nF, 2kV disc 
capacitor C919 in the chopper 
transistor's snubber circuit. It had 
cracked open. The BUT11A chopper 
transistor had died, so had the fuse. 
Fortunately the TDA4601 chopper 
control chip was o.k., and the set 
worked well after replacing the items 
just mentioned. 

A Bush 2059NTX 
"Thrup, dead, thrup. That's all it 
does" said Mr Renton of the Bush 
2059NTX he'd brought in. I carried 
out some checks and found that there 
was no 17V output on the secondary 
side of the chopper circuit. This was 
an easy one: the 6.8f2 surge limiter 
resistor had popped open, just to be 
awkward and make us a few bob. 
After fitting a replacement the set ran 
cool and survived some current 
checks and a soak test. 

Screeching 
Steven had written "screeches" on the 
ticket attached to a Panasonic 
TX2231. For once he wasn't guilty of 
understatement. When I plugged it in 
there was a horrendous noise that I 
could have sold to Hammer Films. 

As far as I could hear, before 
tugging at the speaker leads, the 
sound was all right. But I fancied that 
I could smell some health-giving 
ozone. So I put out the lights, drew 
the blind and settled at the set. The 
line output transformer was producing 
an impressive e.h.t. display that 
crawled around the focus and first 
anode areas. As I disconnected the set 
Greeneyes came in with my tea. 

"Why are you in here alone with the 
lights off and the blind drawn" she 
wanted to know. "You're well over 
sixty you know. And what's that 
funny smell?" 

A new line output transformer from 
Willow Vale cured the trouble. The 
original type is no longer available, 
but Willow Vale supply an alternative 
that works. 	 • 
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What . Donald Bullock recalls some of the troubles that a 	41 e  • 
beset him during the month 

• 

There had been thunder storms all day 
and the workshop was cold and damp. 
I'd just put my feet up and poured 
myself a smallish whisky when there 
was a frantic banging at the door. I 
went to answer it. My first mistake. It 
was Mr Snide. 

"Hello Don. Got a bit of trouble 
with the old Philips telly. Can you 
open up the workshop?" 

I nodded. My second mistake. Then 
we paddled off towards his car. As I 
did so he started to rub his back. "Got 
a bit of back trouble" he wheezed, 
"can you get it from the car?" 

I struggled through a car full of old 
lumber, yanked the set out and took it 
back to the bench. Then he came out 
with his punch line. 

"Do it if it comes to a tener or less." 
For once I was too tired to straighten 

him out. Not that it mattered. I've 
been straightening out customers for 
over forty years. They're worse than 
ever now. 

As he departed Greeneyes came in 
then started her vacuum cleaner up. 
That was all I needed. It crackled then 
emitted a cloud of dust and a nasty 
burning smell. 

"Must have it" she said, yanking out 
the plug. I hate having to mess about 
with vacuum cleaners. 

The mains lead was cooking where 
it had worn, as it enters the body of 
the cleaner. I had it done it no time. 
Then back to Mr Snide's set. 

The Philips 2A, Part 1 
When I opened it up there was a 2A 
chassis inside. I plugged it in and got a 
pattern of sparklers at the front right. 
On closer examination I saw that it 
was damp — and smelt of gin. Several 
chopper circuit components had been 
the sparklers I'd seen. "Up to ten quid, 
eh?" I mused. 

When Mr Snide called first thing 
next morning I pushed the set back to 
him. "Try Snoddies" I said. "They like 
to do these. I can't manage it at the 
moment." Well, it was one way of 
dealing with the situation. 

The Mighty Grundig 
Then I looked about me and saw a 
huge white cabinet with a massive  

tube. I struggled to get it on to the 
bench. Another mistake. 

It was a Grundig set fitted with the 
CUC4620 chassis. This has seven 
large subpanels connected to it and 
two more panels slotted into the front. 
With no circuit diagram, and realising 
that I'd be little better off if I did, I 
peered through its spaghetti junction 
of pretty wiring and wondered 
whether I had any whisky left. "Be a 
man" urged a little voice in my mind. 
"Who, me?" I answered as I looked at 
the card. 

"Was plugged in and on standby in a 
thunder storm" it said. "The mains 
supply flicked off then back on and 
the set died. Only the green 'on' LED 
lights." 

There was voltage across the mains 
rectifier's reservoir capacitor, but 
there were no chopper circuit output 
voltages. Maybe there was a short-
circuit across one of the outputs. I 
checked the line output stage, to no 
avail. Then I noticed a wad of ceramic 
resistors and decided that it would be 
easier to check these than try to think. 
They were all o.k. Oh dear. I wished I 
had stayed at that local newspaper job 
all those years ago. But I didn't. Time 
to face up to the chopper circuit. 

I checked the chopper transistor, 
which was o.k. Then I went on to 
check the rest of the components. 
Some time later I'd cleared everything 
except the TDA4601 chopper control 
chip IC631.1 replaced it, counted the 
remaining stock, then reached for the 
variac and the waste bin. 

I switched on gingerly and wound 
up the variac's output by degrees. 
Suddenly four thumps shook the 
room and a raster came up before I 
could dive for cover. I plugged in an 
aerial feed and breathed a sigh of 
relief. "That wasn't too bad, was it?" 
coaxed a fat, cross-eyed lady on the 
screen. 

Richard's Colour Portable 
As I boxed the Grundig set up I 
noticed that Richard Renton had 
sidled in. He was standing at the 
counter looking down. 

"It's gone all red" he protested about 
the Toshiba 143R4BR portable he'd  

brought in. I looked at the door and off 
he went. 

I plugged in the set which wasn't 
red, it was dead. But I don't mind 
working on this model. It's a tidy, well 
planned set. I went straight for R801, 
the 6.20 ceramic resistor in the power 
supply. It was open-circuit. When I 
replaced it the set, to my surprise, 
came on fully: it should have come on 
in standby. Then I noticed that my 
nice new 6.20 resistor was glowing 
like a hot poker. 

The thing to check was the over-
voltage protection diode D808, which 
was short-circuit. So I replaced it then 
turned to C813, a 47pF, 50V 
electrolytic capacitor that's connected 
to pin 2 of the STR50020 chopper 
regulator chip. You sometimes find 
that it has gone low in value, 
triggering such troubles. But it was all 
right this time. 

I connected the set to the mains via 
the variac and wound up the input. At 
100V the ammeter needle shot over 
and the over-voltage diode said 
goodbye. As I was fitting a 
replacement Richard Renton returned. 

"Oh, Mr Butcher..." he began. 
"Hang about" I replied. 

I took out the STR50020 chip and 
found that it was short-circuit. After 
fitting a replacement I gingerly wound 
the set up again. This time it came on 
in standby. When I switched on there 
was a picture, but it was red. I noticed 
that the tube base was slightly askew. 

"That's the fault" he volunteered as 
I pushed the base on properly. "Oh, 
you've cured it. Wasn't much, was 
it?" 

Incidentally Toshiba is the only 
major manufacturer I know of that still 
gives technical help to non-dealers. 
What's more, the engineers are 
cheerful, polite and eager to help. 
They usually can, knowing their sets 
well. We don't sell new TVs now, but 
if we did we'd be after a Toshiba 
agency. We recommend the 
company's sets whenever a customer 
decides it's time to buy anew one. 

An Amstrad CTV2210 
Our next customer was Timothy 
Tapworth. He had an Amstrad 
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CTV2210 in his arms. "Oh no!" I 
cried. But I like Tim, so I decided to 
look at his set while he waited. 

It was dead. Fuse F502, which lives 
— and dies — in the centre back of the 
chassis, was blackened. I took out the 
2SC3156 chopper transistor for test, 
without much hope. But it was faulty, 
a new one restoring the set to life. The 
picture was excellent. 

"Wonderful" shouted Tim, pulling 
out his wallet. "'S nothing" I said, 
"fifteen". He dropped a couple of coins 
on to his fivers. "Have a drink" he said. 

He went off, leaving me happy. 
Then a dark cloud came along. It was 
Mr Snide, clutching his Philips telly, 
the one with the 2A chassis. I was 
unhappy again. 

The Philips 2A, Part 2 
"Did what you said Don. Took it to 
Snoddies. They've got a new 
engineer, a Mr Bathwater. He tried, 
but couldn't fix it. They said they'd 
put a lot of stuff in but it still blows 
the fuse at switch on. Charged me 
thirty five quid. When I complained 
the tall chap with the rotten teeth got 
nasty, so I paid. Will you have a go? 
Forget the ten quid bit." 

I felt sorry for Snide this time, and 
curious about his set. So I offered to 
have a look at it. Sure enough 
Snoddies had dried out the chassis and 
replaced several components — the 
mains fuse, the line output transistor 
and a number of items on the primary 
side of the power supply, including the 
BUT11 chopper transistor, C2664 
(1.5nF, 1kV) which often splits, 
transistors 7685 and 7686, the CNX62 
optocoupler, all the diodes and a lot of 
resistors. Every other component had 
been unsoldered and tested, and the 
chopper transformer had been taken 
out. They'd then moved to the 
secondary side of the circuit, where 
the tale was similar. 

I studied the chassis, looking for 
unintentional shorts or cracks, but 
couldn't find any. The soldering was 
awful and lumpy, and the print 
covered with old flux. So I got to work 
with solder braid, tidied up the 
soldering and cleaned off the flux. 
Then I studied the bench, swept the 
floor and thought about coffee. But I 
couldn't put it off any longer. 

After fitting a new 2A fuse I started 
the set up gradually via the variac. The 
fuse blew almost immediately. I 
disconnected the load from the mains 
bridge rectifiers, leaving the reservoir 
capacitor C2659 connected. When I 
tried again the fuse remained intact 
and there was 300V across C2659. 
This cleared the input circuitry. I next 
set out to clear the line timebase by 
disconnecting the supply to it and  

loading the h.t. line with a 100W bulb. 
On my next try the lamp lit brightly 
for a split second then the fuse blew 
violently. I replaced the chopper 
transformer, but this made no 
difference. At any rate I'd established 
that the cause of the trouble was on 
the primary side of the circuit. 

I decided to check the transistors 
first. They were all of the right type 
and good. Then I checked the diodes 
similarly. I turned to the capacitors, 
checking each one for leakage and 
capacitance value. I still couldn't find 
anything wrong. 

Short of something really odd, this 
left only the resistors. Most were new, 
and none looked discoloured. But 
there was nothing for it but to check 
each one. I found the cause of the 
trouble when I got to R3666. It should 
have been 1.552 but was actually 15Q! 
I studied it and realised what had 
happened. The replacement that had 
been fitted was colour coded brown, 
green, black, plus the tolerance band. 
It should have been brown and green 
plus the tolerance band. Fitting the 
correct value restored the set to perfect 
operation. An easy mistake to make, 
especially as a chap becomes 
increasingly disorientated by a tricky 
repair. For once I almost felt sorry for 
Snoddies. I also wondered how poor 
Mr Bathwater would fare in his new 
job. 

Then I thought of the time I'd spent 
on Mr Snide's set, and wondered how 
much to charge him in the 
circumstances. Then I thought of me, 
and wondered how on earth I'd 
managed to become a TV repairman. 

Variac Tip 
Incidentally when I made up my 
variac I took a tip or two from Richard 
Pollock. I've mentioned him before —
he's retired now and lives close by. He 
housed his in a wooden case, and 
included in series with it an old 
Ferguson 2A mechanical cutout (as 
used in the 3000 series chassis). This 
trips in the event of an overload. He 
also fitted amp and volt meters, so that 
he can monitor the voltage applied and 
the current consumption as the 
variac's setting is advanced. I wired 
mine up similarly. 

The trouble with a chopper power 
supply is that it won't normally come 
to life until the variac's output has 
reached about 100V. The primary side 
of the circuit then starts up and, if 
there's a short-circuit on the secondary 
side, current is drawn suddenly and 
heavily. This is where the 2A cutout 
comes in. Often the cause of the 
trouble is in the primary side of the 
circuit however: in this case the variac 
can be very helpful. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock recalls the Luxor set that wore him down — with a little 

help from his customers 

Isn't Daddy good to 
buy us a video each. 
Shall we have a 
look inside and see 
how it works . . . 

As our VCR had been taken 
over by our two youngest 
children, I arranged for 

Santa Claus to present each with an 
Alba VCR7200 for Christmas. 
When they arrived I rather liked the 
look of them. So much smaller than 
many others, very well styled and 
bristling with features that even I 
might be able to cope with — given 
time. 

One reason for chosing Alba was 
that the company has been 
particularly helpful whenever we've 
had servicing queries or needed 
circuit diagrams. With so many 
manufacturers nowadays, the 
dealer is on his own unless he has 
a substantial account with the 
maker. 

The Good and the Bad 
The day started off all right, with 
the Reverend Goode giving me a 
raffle ticket. 

"Just one left. Number 13. 
Somehow can't sell it. Can't think 
why. We're going to make the draw 
this afternoon." 

It was the Luxor set that wore me 
down as the day went on. Mind you 
the Bush 2020 had weakened me. 
And when I was at my lowest the 
crowd started to come in. 

The Luxor was a 18067849 — a 
nice easy model number. It was 
brought in, while I was wrestling 
with the Bush 2020, by the local 
character who looks like the Pied 
Piper gone wrong. He stood puffing 
and blowing for a while, then  

pursed his lips to produce a tiny, 
thin voice. 

"It's lost... it's lost its. .." He 
rubbed his brow. "It's lost..." 

"It's memory?" I bawled. 
"Yes, yes!" he piped, "that's it, 

it's lost its. . er. . " 
I drew a card towards me. 

"Name?" I said. 
"Luxor" he replied. So I wrote 

down "Luxor" and waved him out. 

Trials and Tribulations 
For most of the time the Bush 2020 
had no proper colour, just random 
flashes of colour over a 
monochrome picture. But as soon as 
I got near it with a meter or scope 
the colour returned. The sound was 
all right. I'd changed all sorts of 
things, including the TDA3562A 
colour decoder chip, but had got 
nowhere. So I decided to look at the 
Luxor, in the hope that I'd be able 
to mend it quickly. 

I popped the back on the Bush, 
slipped it on to the soak test bench 
and left it running. Up came a 
perfect colour picture... I then 
managed to tune in a picture on the 
Luxor set, at which point a reptile 
wearing a cravat bounced in with a 
VCR and a portable TV set. It 
seemed that he had just been wound 
up. 

"Bought this from Crubb's 
Foodstore, chum" he breezed. 
"Right price too. And a year's 
supply of caraway seeds, and forty 
plastic cups. They said you're the 
chap to tune them together. Said it 
takes only a few seconds." 

I hissed an evil word in his ear 
and he raced off, looking daggers at 
me over his shoulder. 

Back to the Luxor. As I didn't 
have a circuit diagram it was a 
matter of surmising and trying. An 
hour later I was no further forward, 
so I put it aside and took the Bush 
set back. 

The colour was still there, and I 
couldn't get rid of it — not with the 
hairdryer, the freezer, a selection of 
bad language or a bout of violence. 
I put it back on soak test and  

returned to the Luxor set. 

A GoldStar CIT4785 
Then Mr McGorickle danced in 
with a GoldStar CIT4785 14in. 
portable. He put it on the bench, 
brought up his arms and started to 
wave them to and fro. 

"It's gone all like this" he said, 
"all like this." 

I waved him off and tried the set. 
The screen displayed a milky raster 
with flyback lines. Sound was o.k. 
Steven came in and I thought I'd 
consult with him. 

"There's vision trouble with this 
GoldStar" I said, "but the sound is 
all right. Now if you think of the 
signal path, the sound and vision 
travel together until they get to the 
end of the i.f. strip. The fact that 
the sound is o.k. though the vision 
is bad points to. . ." 

"It's the TDA3560 chip" Steven 
cut in. "I'd fit a TDA3561. That'll 
cure it." 

I did and it did. One up to Steve. 
Puffed up loon, I thought, he's 
getting like Greeneyes. 

The Bush and the 
Pye CTX-E 
I turned once more to the Luxor 
set, suffered a while, then had 
another go at the Bush. Maybe 
there was a print break somewhere 
around the TDA3562A chip. As I 
looked for my huge illuminated 
magnifier, Steve glanced at the 
screen. 

"Break in the panel around the 
TDA3562 chip I expect" he said, 
"had one like it the other day." 

I tapped and flexed the board in 
the vicinity of the chip and found 
that I could make the colour come 
and go, especially when I was 
working around the key end of the 
chip. Then, homing in on it, I 
found a break in one of the tracks. 
Remaking the connection with a 
jumper lead cured the fault. At 
least that one had been put to rest. 

Meanwhile Steve had pulled a 
Pye 43KT2196 on to the bench. 
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It's fitted with the Philips CTX-E 
chassis. When he switched the set 
on the colours were all wrong. A 
ploughed field was green, so was 
the post office van. The grass was 
red. 

"Had this before" he said, "it'll 
probably be coil 5153." But he got 
nowhere. "Seems to be ident 
trouble" he said. 

"No it's not" I said, noticing that 
the sky was purple. "Take out the 
degaussing posistor and rattle it." 
Sure enough one of the tablets in 
the posistor had crumbled, the odd 
picture colours being the result of 
the tube's severely corrupted 
purity. 

Some VCRs 
"Can't be much" said Mr 
Hardshaw as he popped his JVC 
HRDX22EV VCR on the counter. 
"Only I'm a pensioner, and the 
missus has gout. Have a look and 
give me a ring, then we'll see." 

This machine remains in the fully 
laced-up position when in the stop 
mode: it unlaces only for eject, fast 
forward and rewind. The complaint 
was that it occasionally left a loop 
of tape that would get caught up 
when the cassette was ejected. The 
capstan, which should have turned 
at the last second to activate the 
mechanism, didn't do so — because 
the mode switch didn't tell it to. It 
was dirty. Cleaning it cured the 
trouble, and while we were at it we 
made sure that the screws which 
earth the mode switch panel were 
tight. With early models the panel 
isn't properly earthed if they are 
not tight, giving rise to the came 
trouble. 

Just then Miss Peach glided in 
with her Panasonic NVL25B. "Can 
one of you clever gentlemen tell 
me why it has died?" she asked. 
Steve went straight to the power 
pack and checked C9, a 1pF, 400V 
electrolytic. It was open-circuit. 
Once a replacement had been fitted 
the machine was back in health. 

As she departed, Greeneyes came 
in with our tea. "What an awful 
looking girl!" she said. 

"I know, terrible" I replied. 
Incidentally we always fit a 

capacitor rated at 105°C in this 
position now, after some earlier 
bounces. 

The Luxor Finale 
The day was wearing on and the 
Luxor was still there. It wasn't 
much fun trying to deal with it 
without the circuit. I spent more 
time getting nowhere, then I got 
around to taking out the front  

panel. Behind it I found a PCB 
with a 1.2V back-up cell that had 
died. A replacement cured the 
trouble. As I was boxing the set 
up the piper returned. 

"I've got it done" I said. "It 
turned out to be a tiny battery 
behind the front panel." 

"Thought it would be" he 
replied, dropping a one pound 
coin on the counter. "It's 
happened before." 

That Evening 
"I can't understand why you get 
so nasty over these sets and 
customers" Greeneyes said that 
evening. 

"Can't you really?" I retorted. 
"I've had a frustrating day with 
nearly twenty awful sets and just 
as many prats. It's now twenty 
past eight and I still can't be sure 
I've finished. That phone might 
go at any minute. It did. 

"Sorry to ring so late, Mr 
Bullfight, but you mended my 
sister's husband's set in 1965. 
He's dead now, and she married 
a Turk. But they've a lovely cat 
and they now live in Wimbledon. 
She's put a bit of weight on, but 
haven't we all? Ha, ha, ha. What 
I rang to ask about is this. Which 
really is the best set?" 

I said a certain word to the 
phone and put it down. Then it 
went again. It was someone in a 
noisy pub. 

"I've just bought a shet offofa 
mate Mr Blooper. And I'm 
gonna let you mend it. I'll be 
with you as soon as I can get a 
push in my car. You can give me 
a push to get me going again, 
can't you?" 

Another naughty word and the 
phone went dead. 

Then the doorbell rang and a 
shifty gent in a mac poked his 
head around the door. 

"Sorry to call at the house" he 
said, "but that set you mended 
last June wasn't really right 
when we had it back. We kept 
hoping it would settle down, but 
it's gone again. Can you look at 
it now? Only we wants to see the 
Chain Saw Massacre afore we 
goes to bed?" 

I had a word in his ear and he 
quickly departed. 

The phone rang again. I 
snatched it up and snarled. 

"Oh, er, sorry" said the voice 
of the Reverend Goode. "I've 
dialled the wrong number! Sorry 
to have troubled you. It was Mr 
Bullock I wanted, to tell him he's 
won the raffle. I'll try again." ■ 

TELEVISION March 1996 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock on how it might have been if he repaired cars. Instead, 
he has devilish difficulties with CDs, electrolytics and other things 

More years ago than I care to 
recall I attended our local 
technical college, where 

the rudiments of this trade were 
driven into my head. Although I 
didn't realise it at the time, I 
emerged a socially deprived person 
— in at least two respects. 

Had I studied something else, say 
motor engineering, then got myself 
a job in a garage, I'd have been able 
to hold a conversation about it with 
anyone in the local. Might even 
have profited from it. Let's see how 
the conversation would have gone. 

"Had a terrible car in yesterday. 
Everything wrong with it. Kept 
cutting out — only when warm. Back 
bumper kept falling off. Petrol 
gauge read half full all the time. 
And there was this squeak. Took me 
hours to find the source. He was 
back with it today. Both front 
wheels punctured — wanted 'em 
fixed under guarantee!" 

Laughter all round. 
"Have a drink on me, Don!" 
"No, let me get him one!" 
A television engineer on the other 

hand tends to be isolated, even 
distrusted. Suppose I was to have a 
go. Might be something like this. 

"Had this terrible set in yesterday. 
Sync waveform kept varying. Field 
oscillator ran too fast. There were 
line striations, but only on 
monochrome. And intermittent 
Hanover bars." 

Shuffling and cringing all round, 
plus dark looks. A general edging 
away — and no free drinks. 

The other deprivation? Well the  

motor engineer can charge hundreds 
of pounds for his work, because cars 
have risen in price umpteen times. 
My work has to be done for peanuts. 

Unlearning 
Then there's my brain, which is so 
crammed with useless information 
that I can't seem to get current 
things into it. I sometimes wish I 
could attend an untechnical college, 
to become an untelevision engineer. 
First I could be untaught the resistor 
colour code. Then pFs and µFs and 
the nature of electricity. 

I could be untaught all I know 
about Collaro record changers, and 
that company's dreaded two-way 
tape transcriptor. And the Philips' 
changers, for which the only 
remedy was a suitably sized box 
addressed to Croydon. And oh to be 
untaught the misery of restringing 
wireless dial drives. ("What? 
Twelve and six for a bit of string!") 
Then there are all those valve 
types, pin connections and 
equivalents that keep running 
around in my mind. 

These thoughts started off when I 
noticed that valves and valve 
equipment seem to be making 
something of a comeback. There are 
advertisements in Television for old 
valves, and some of the prices 
offered are surprising. I still recall 
the day we finally decided, after 
postponing it for ages, to throw 
away our stock of hundreds of the 
things. 

I gather from BBC radio that 
valve amplifiers and equipment are  

now commonly used by entertainers 
and recording studios. Apparently 
they stand up better to overloading, 
and produce a 'rounder' sound. 
Well, yes. But they produce a great 
deal of heat, consume much too 
much current, and amplifiers with 
good chokes and transformers are 
heavy. Now they are very costly. 
Some cost thousands of pounds! 

Contrasts 
Our Spanish place sits in a large 
plot, with the front gates a tidy step 
from the house. Some while ago I 
decided to fit a bell push at the 
gates, in parallel with the one at the 
front door. When I looked into this I 
found that our electric doorbell was 
designed to work directly from the 
mains supply. There was no 
transformer, and the bell push and 
its wiring were at full mains 
potential. I soon did something 
about that. Then someone suggested 
a radio operated bell, the bell push 
being a transmitter. 

We were given one as a present. It 
was manufactured by a Middlesex 
firm called Busybody Products (24 
Windmill Road, Brentford). It's 
neat, robust, digitally designed and 
produces loud, harmonious chimes 
that can be heard even beyond the 
claimed range of fifty feet. Well it 
did, but after a few months it gave 
up the ghost, perhaps because of the 
hot Spanish sun. 

As it was a present we had no 
guarantee. So I wrote to Busybody 
Products to ask whether they could 
help. When they received my letter 
they telephoned me in Spain, 
offering to post me a replacement 
free of charge. 

I find this commendable indeed. 
It's very unlike some of my recent 
experiences in our own trade. We 
needed a number of satellite 
receiver/decoders for example, and 
sent off faxes to several firms back 
in the UK. There were no replies. 

A Disc Problem 
My Sony stacking system required 
attention recently. As Steven was 
trying to sort out a Fisher colour set 
that made him nasty, I decided to 

I've been listening 
to this bloke now 

for nearly two hours 
and he hasn't 

mentioned a big 
end or an exhaust 

pipe yet - wouldn't 
be surprised if he 

wasn't quite the full 
shilling.. 
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have a go at it myself. 
The tuner, Model ST-V50L, uses 

a 6V orange pilot lamp to illuminate 
the display panel. It had gone out. 
This had happened before, a year or 
two ago, and Sony had charged me 
over £6 for a replacement. Since the 
manufacturing cost could be little 
more than coppers, I was thinking 
about a possible alternative solution 
as I dismantled the cabinet. I 
needn't have worried. The trouble 
was caused by a dry-joint in the 
supply line. 

There was also a problem with 
playing CDs. The player, Model 
CDP-M30, was skipping. But only 
with some discs. And one of my 
most valued discs, a wonderfully 
cleaned-up compilation of Bix 
Beiderbecke 78s, wouldn't play at 
all. 

The discs that were skipping 
didn't skip at the same place each 
time. This seemed to rule out the 
discs, and I couldn't see any 
obvious blemishes on them. A 
closer examination of the Bix disc 
showed that there were some very 
faint blemishes, so I cleaned it 
carefully. But it still wouldn't play. 

I opened up the machine and gave 
the player the once over. When I 
came to the laser I noticed that its 
lens looked grey. A cotton bud 
moistened with alcohol removed a 
noticeable amount of dust from it. 
When I reassembled the unit and 
tried it out I found that all the discs 
played perfectly.  

A more careful examination of the 
discs, with a magnifier, revealed 
that they all had blemishes, some 
very slight indeed. The moral is that 
a dirty laser lens and a slightly 
blemished disc add up to failure of 
the unit to get the message. Don't 
forget that the discs contain a great 
deal of information in addition to 
the recorded sound. 

Electrolytic Problems 
Having dealt with the stacking 
system, I decided to help Steven 
with the Fisher set — a Model 
CFB2144. It had a snowy raster 
with no picture. 

"Tuner" I said. 
"It isn't" he said. 
"Tuner supply voltages" I said. 
"They're all correct" he said. 
Then, before our eyes, BBC-2 

appeared, followed by BBC-1, 
Channel 4, ITV then back to BBC-
2. After a few more minutes the 
snowy, blank raster returned. 

"The set behaves all right when 
it's been on for a couple of hours" 
he said. 

I shambled off towards the kettle. 

Making tea is easier than thinking. 
Meanwhile the set started to 

search tune again. Once we'd got all 
the channels in turn it came right. 
The picture was stable and we could 
change them with the selector. 

We pooled our immense brain 
power and studied the panel. 
There's a hot spot around the 5V 
and 12V regulators in this chassis. 
So we connected a pair of 
voltmeters across both lines and 
watched. The voltages fell in 
sympathy with the symptoms. Time 
to replace the two regulators, but 
this made no difference. Then we 
spotted a pair of 100µF, 25V 
electrolytics. We took one out and 
checked it with the capacitance 
meter. It measured spot on. We did 
the same with the other one, with 
the same result. We put them back. 
I was beginning to feel nasty too. 

Some time later we'd made no 
further progress. The pictures were 
perfect. So we tried spraying the 
regulator area with freezer. Back 
came the search tuning, followed by 
the snowy raster. 

We then used our bit of card with 
the small hole in it, so that we could 
freeze components individually —
not the electrolytics, as they'd 
checked OK with the meter. As this 
had no effect, we sprayed the whole 
area. The fault symptoms were 
back. 

We again gave those electrolytics 
dark looks. For want of something 
to do, Steven took one out and 
checked it with the capacitance 
meter. It seemed to be perfect. 
Steven left it connected across the 
meter. 

"Can't understand it" he said, 
wearily. "Jo wants me to get a job 
in insurance." Then, as we watched, 
the meter reading began to fall — 
and continued until it was 70µF. 
When we touched the electrolytic's 
leads with the iron the reading rose 
to 100µF. 

We fitted a replacement. This 
stopped the search tuning. 

When we took out the other 
electrolytic (in the 12V supply) and 
checked it the results were much the 
same. It measured full capacitance 
at first, fell to 80µF, then returned 
to full value when its leads were 
touched with the iron. A 
replacement cleared the snowy 
raster, restoring a high-quality 
picture. 

What had obviously happened 
was that in removing them for test 
we'd warmed them, restoring their 
full value. Thus our original 
readings had not indicated their 
value when cool. 

Yet Another 
We boxed up the Fisher set and, 
flushed with our success, pulled a 
Matsui VX1000Y VCR on to the 
bench. Drifts off tune it said on the 
card! 

The machine worked all right for 
a few minutes, then began drifting. I 
studied the picture on the monitor 
while it was stable (Steven had 
made his exit) and noticed that a 
very faint hum bar moved up the 
screen. A quick look at the power 
supply revealed a 47µF, 100V 
electrolytic capacitor (C504) that 
had a white, cheese-like crust on its 
top. When I took it out and checked 
it I found that its value had fallen to 
250. I examined it and noticed that 
there were pinch marks on both 
sides, as if the machine that had 
popped it into the board had been 
too heavy-handed. A replacement 
cured the trouble. 

Steven returned as I was boxing it 
up. 

"That took you only five minutes" 
he said. "How did you manage it?" 

I ran my nails across my teeth. 
"Cleverness" I said. 	 ■ 
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What a life 
Satellite dealers, James' first TV repair, chip resistance tables - all in 

a day's work for Donald Bullock 

Senor, you 
wanna buy a 
video or maybe 
discuss some 
football, eh?! 

T he long road that stretches 
down the east coast of Spain is 
dotted with satellite TV 

dealers. They seem to be mainly 
German or English owned and are 
generally unpretentious places with 
little by way of a showroom. You 
often enter to find a simple counter, a 
few repaired TV sets and satellite 
receivers in the middle of the floor, 
and a sign advertising sound 
conversions at quite reasonable rates. 
One or two sets will be showing a 
very good picture. 

The dealers themselves are an 
assorted bunch, always casually 
dressed. They are usually quite 
informal and are happy to sit soaking 
up the sun that floods through their 
windows, occasionally sipping at the 
yellow brew that passes for beer in 
these parts. 

I've got to know one or two of the 
British ones. They reckon to be just 
getting by, and are happy enough 
with that. For most installations they 
use an 80cm or lm dish with an 
0.8dB LNB. 

Competition 
Smaller dishes can be seen as you 
drive about. I assume that they are 
for reception of transmissions with a 
narrow footprint. While flicking  

through the channels the other day, I 
was struck by the vast number and 
great variety of non-scrambled 
programmes of German or similar 
sounding origin. This made me 
wonder why most British-language 
satellite transmissions are of 
Murdoch origin, and how it is that 
the Germans (amongst others) 
manage to finance and produce so 
many channels without the need for 
scrambling. 

Since Mr Murdoch went over to his 
latest card technology, dealers here 
can only make promises when 
approached for pirate cards. This 
means that unless people are 
prepared to fork out something like 
£300 for the privilege of watching 
rather banal commercial 
programmes, a proposition that 
would have seemed to be a non-
starter to me, they have only Sky 
News — which, to give it its due, 
could be worse — and the TNT film 
channel. I wonder how long it will be 
before Mr Murdoch sees some 
proper British competition? 

First Steps 
I go to Spain to write in peace, but it 
never happens that way. The word 
has got about that we are the local Mr 
Fixits, and items keep being brought 
along. Fortunately son James, who is 
now fifteen, can step in and work 
with little help. 

The other day someone brought us 
a 14in. Spanish colour set, a First 
Line 1433GR. It had a Toshiba tube 
and a Toshiba look, but I couldn't 
place it — and we had no circuit 
diagram. James reported that it was 
dead, and that the chassis looked 
sweet and innocent. 
"Appearances can be deceptive" I 
said, glancing at Greeneyes. "Mark 
the setting of the first anode 
potentiometer on the line output 
transformer, then advance it gingerly 
to see if a bright line appears across 
the screen. If it does, this will 
indicate that the cause of the trouble 
is field collapse." Shortly afterwards 

James announced that there was 
indeed field collapse. 

"Is there sound?" I asked. "If there 
isn't, the cause of the problem could 
be a power supply that's used by 
both the audio circuit and the field 
timebase. The correct course of 
action would be to check any 18-20V 
lines. If the sound is all right, we 
have to concentrate on the field 
timebase." 

The sound was all right. "How do I 
find that field timebase?" he asked. 

"Look at the scan coils on the neck 
of the tube" I replied. "They consist 
of a pair of line drive windings and a 
pair of field drive windings. The line 
windings work hardest, so they are 
wound on the inside, closest to the 
tube. They will also have the fattest 
connecting leads, which will trail off 
towards the line output transformer. 
Follow the other pair. They will take 
you to the field output stage. This 
could be based on a pair of flat 
transistors on heatsinks or a flat i.c., 
again on a heatsink. 

James reported that the pair of field 
output transistors, a 2SC2073 and a 
2SA940, tested perfectly out of 
circuit and that their 20V supply was 
present and correct. 

"Check nearby transistors" I said. 
"Something has to generate a 
waveform to drive the output 
transistors." 

He found a 2SA1013 transistor that 
was dead short-circuit and started to 
get excited. After lots of searching he 
discovered a transistor with similar 
characteristics and fitted it. He then 
switched on, expectantly. Still no 
field scanning. His face fell. 

"We're winning" I said. "That 
transistor needs 12V or so to make it 
work. Is this supply present?" 

It wasn't. "Now check the resistors 
in its collector circuit. Check back 
until you find the missing 12V." 
He did. "R256" he said, "it's colour 
coded 330 and has over 12V at one 
side, nothing at the other. But it looks 
all right." 

"Looks can be deceptive" I said, as 
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LA1385 resistance table 

Pin 2 4 7 9 10 

1 1.44 
2 R 0.38 13.3 
3 0.38 R 13.7 
4 
5 R 
6 R 
7 R 
8 1.33 1.37 R 
9 1.44 R 
10 R 

Connect the meter's red probe to the pin shown as R and the black probe to the 
other pins in sequence. A blank space in the table above shows that the reading 
should exceed 201d2. Measurements carried out using the meter's 20k11 range. 

Tables like this can be easily drawn up with a known good chip and will save 
diagnostic time with suspect chips. 

Greeneyes brought us some tea. She 
stiffened slightly and gave me a look. 

"It's open-circuit" James cried, 
holding the resistor across our meter. 
He replaced it in no time and 
switched on. It started to burn. 

"Finger on the new transistor" I 
barked. It was cold. "Switch off and 
measure the resistance between your 
new resistor and chassis, both ways 
round. He got two dead short-circuit 
readings. 

"Something on that line is shorting 
it to chassis" I said, "check for it." 

The cause of the trouble turned out 
to be a 12V zener diode which was 
dead short both ways. When he fitted 
a replacement and switched on the 
field scan came up. After resetting 
the first anode potentiometer there 
was a perfect picture. 

"Congratulations Jim" I said, 
"you've just done your first TV set 
repair!" 

Parts Problems 
Obtaining spares for products that are 
Spanish or made for distribution in 
Spain can be tricky. They won't have 
been heard of in the UK, and it's 
difficult to know where to start. But 
some of the advertisers in Television 
are particularly helpful. 

We recently needed an on-off 
switch for a Kneissel TV set and 
some belts for VCRs that were 
unknown in the UK. We did a careful 
drawing of the switch and wrote a 
note outlining our belt problem and 
faxed these to JJ Components. 
Shortly after the machine had 
grunted to a halt Jay Popat phoned us 
to say that the switch would be in the 
post that day, also a handful of 
various belts. As always with this 
firm, it all happened. When the 
package arrived here a few days later 
we were able to complete our repairs. 

Jay also sent us his latest catalogue, 
which is in A4 format, has a colour 
cover and runs to 125 pages. The 
layout is excellent, and Jay 
commented "I cannot tell you how 
much midnight oil its production cost 
me". 

Some Toshibas 
The gate clanged the other day and 
Senor Edgie ran into the drive, 
carrying a Toshiba colour set. "I shall 
hit him" he cried. "I will. . . and 
when I do. . ." 

"What's up?" I asked, "hit who?" 
It seemed that Grasperos had 

quoted him £60 deposit to look at his 
set and told him that it could take a 
year to obtain the spares required. He 
left the set with us, still foaming like 
a bull. 

It was a 215R8B whose problem  

was field collapse. Being familiar 
with the set we checked plug P570' s 
sockets on the main panel. It provides 
the scan coil connections and as 
usual was an oasis of dry-joints. Easy 
enough and, fearful of a clout from 
Senor Edgie, we priced it at a tenner. 

He was all smiles when he came to 
collect it. Then Senor Loper sprang 
in with another Toshiba set — slightly 
different model number, but the same 
chassis. 

"Dead" said Senor Loper. 
"Yesterday the cat died. Now this. 
These things come in threes." 

"Better do the set quick" I said to 
James. 

F801, the 2A mains fuse that lives 
on a little subpanel with the switch, 
was open-circuit. So we checked the 
R2M over-voltage avalanche diode 
D808 which was short-circuit. The 
6.252 surge limiter resistor R801 
would also have failed, wouldn't it? 
The bin clanged again. 

We looked at the STRD4420 
chopper chip Q801, but this seems to 
be a pretty rugged device. So we 
replaced the items we'd found to be 
faulty and started the set up with a 
variac. There was a flash and the 2A 
fuse and D808 said goodbye. 

We took out the chip and checked 
it against the figures in our notebook, 
where amongst other things we keep 
a pin resistance table for this i.c. The 
readings didn't tie up. As it was 
clearly defective we fitted a 
replacement, then started up again 
via the variac. When the input 
reached 100V the set sprang to life, 
bringing smiles to our miserable 
faces. The picture was excellent. 

An Hitachi CPT2578 
Our next caller brought along a dead 
Hitachi CPT2578. It's fitted with the  

G8Q chassis — the one with the odd 
power supply that uses two chopper 
transistors. On test the set didn't even 
make it to standby. There was HT at 
the output from the mains bridge 
rectifier but nothing more. The start-
up circuit contains a thermistor, 
TH902, that's given us trouble on 
previous occasions. We went straight 
to it and found that it was open-
circuit. A replacement restored the 
set to life. 

An Amstrad WP Monitor 
The Amstrad PCW8512 
wordprocessor monitor we were 
presented with suffered from field 
collapse. Most of the field timebase 
circuitry is contained within an 
LA1385 chip, and we didn't have 
one to hand. Again out little book 
came in handy. We turned to the 
appropriate page and read off the 
resistance readings for a good 
LA1385. These are shown in the 
accompanying table, measured using 
our meter's 201d2 range. 

The letter R indicates the pin to 
which the meter's red probe is 
connected: connect the black probe 
to the other pins in sequence. Where 
no reading is shown, it should be 
above 20ka We found that the chip 
in question was full of shorts. Field 
scanning was restored after ordering 
and fitting a new one. 

It takes only a minute or two to 
chart the readings for a good chip, 
with one of you taking the 
measurements while the other jots 
down the readings. The resulting 
table will save on diagnostic time and 
can avoid the dreaded business of 
ordering an expensive chip you find 
you don't need. With VCR signal 
processing chips, creating such charts 
can be positively therapeutic! 	■ 

TELEVISION May 1996 
	

521 



What a life! 
Donald Bullock finds the solution to an Amstrad PCW8512 

problem and deals with a crop of TV faults 

Awhile back I wrote about the 
troubles I was experiencing 
with the Amstrad word-

processors I use here in Spain, 
especially the two PCW8512s. 
Both started to give trouble when 
taken to Spain, after years of 
perfect operation in the UK. Field 
collapse with one of them was the 
first problem, caused by a faulty 
LA1385 chip. Then both of them 
became temperamental. They 
would gobble up writing that had 
been saved and which I thought I 
had for ever. 

Two Television readers came to 
my aid. S. Pearson of Chipping 
Norton said that the fault was likely 
to be either with the discs or drive 
B. He suggested that I try to copy 
anything of importance on one of 
the suspect discs then reformat it 
with the PCW9512. If reformatting 
worked, the disc was OK. This 
would point to drive B as the cause 
of the trouble. He points out that 
the drives are belt driven, and that a 
slipping belt will result in the disc 
rotating at varying speeds, 
corrupting its format when an 
attempt is made to save data. This 
would explain the "disc format not  

recognised" message on the screen. 
In passing he said that he believes 
the 3in. Amstrad discs are made by 
Matsushita, and also commented on 
my son Steven's "romantic" solder 
— the stuff that makes our workshop 
smell like a Casablancan ladies' 
powder room. He says that this 
sounds like a new product which is 
starting to gain popularity with 
some manufacturers. It differs in 
containing a synthetic flux that 
doesn't coat printed circuit boards, 
as rosin flux does, but requires a 
hotter iron (about 420°C) to 
activate it. Another advantage is 
that it makes the use of ozone-
destroying solvents to clean off 
flux residues unnecessary. We live 
and learn! 

Colin McCormick of Plymouth 
suggests that I retire the Amstrads 
and change to a PC with the 
LocoScript Pro 2 wordprocessor 
program — it's similar to the one I 
use, and would therefore be easy to 
change to. This is an interesting 
possibility, but I had to get the 
Amstrads right since only their 
format can handle every disc I 
have. 

Belts 
Anyway, I opened one of the 
PCW8512s, removed the B disc 
drive and dismantled it to examine 
the flat belt. It was stretched, and 
when I removed it I found that it 
was permanently pear shaped and 
stiff. I then looked at drive A and 
found that the belt was in the same 
state. When I opened the other 
PCW8512 the story was the same. 

I ordered the right belts from JJ 
Components, then called at the 
village TV shop for some flat belts 
to tide me over. I bought four, all 
slightly different though similar in 
size and width. They got the 
machines working reliably, and I 
was able to work on. But the 
PCW8512s wouldn't handle each 
other's discs: obviously there was a  

slight difference in the way in 
which they were being driven. I 
was glad when the JJ belts arrived a 
few days later. Both machines are 
now working perfectly. 

My thanks to Mr Pearson and to 
Colin McCormick for their interest 
and advice. 

I soon tumbled to the reason for 
the sudden demise of the original 
belts. They'd led a hard life before 
they went to Spain, where my 
Amstrads live in a 12 x 10ft 
wooden chalet in our garden. In 
summer the heat inside is 
unbearable from mid-morning 
onwards. My printer ribbons have 
suffered similarly — the ink has 
dried out, so that even 'new' ones 
print faintly. My remedy has been 
to erect a covered gantry above the 
chalet to protect it from the sun and 
provide a draught between the 
chalet and the cover. 

Disc Drive Tip 
Here's a tip for anyone about to 
dismantle an Amstrad PCW disc 
drive. The drive uses a three-
quarter inch long brass pin, about a 
millimetre in diameter, to detect the 
disc's write-enabling shutter. This 
pin is located, but not secured, in a 
hole in the disc drive's cast deck, in 
line with the disc shutter. It can 
drop out and be lost without you 
knowing that it was there. You 
don't discover this until you've 
reassembled the drive, refitted it, 
reassembled the machine and then 
tried to use it. You find that the 
drive is prepared to write to your 
disc whether it's write-protected or 
not. 

The Difficult Ones 
Steven reckons that the difficult 
sets come in every time I slip off to 
Spain. I'm not too sure. I think he 
does the easy ones and saves the 
rest for me. He likes a quiet life, 
but doesn't get it. He's in the 
wrong trade for that. 
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The other day he presented me 
with a GoldStar CT2168P that was 
completely dead — there was not 
even a standby glow. This is 
unusual as these sets normally get 
stuck in standby. We didn't have 
the circuit diagram, but I dived in 
and checked the fuse and the 120, 
5W surge limiting resistor. They 
have sometimes been the cause of 
this symptom, but were all right. 
So I moved to the primary side of 
the chopper circuit and found that 
there was no drive at the base of the 
chopper transistor Q801P. A check 
on the 1000, 16V coupling 
capacitor C805P showed that it had 
fallen in value to only a couple of 
microfarads. As it didn't look up to 
the job I fitted a 35V replacement, 
which restored the set to life. 

A Philips CTX-S 
Steven took the GoldStar set off 
and brought along a Philips 
receiver fitted with the CTX-S 
chassis. It was unwilling to start up, 
tripping three times at each of our 
first attempts. When the set did stay 
on it seemed to be suffering from a 
migraine attack. The picture was 
hopelessly scrambled, with no 
colour except some thick bands of 
green flashing about. Then the 
picture improved a little. 

"Electrolytics" I said. Steven 
nodded and headed for the ones in 
the power supply. He found that the 
4.70, 63V chopper drive coupling 
capacitor C2351 and the driver 
transistor's 2200, 10V emitter 
decoupling capacitor C2323 were 
both very low in value. When they 
had been been replaced the picture 
was all right at low brightness/ 
contrast control settings, but as 
soon as the controls were advanced 
a host of ragged black stripes 
appeared on the picture. 

Steven checked the various 
electrolytics around the colour 
decoder chip and found that C2205 
(4.70), which decouples the slider 
of the preset contrast control, was 
short-circuit. The rest were all 
right. He then moved to the sync 
circuitry where most of the 
electrolytics were low in value. 
When these had been replaced the 
set produced an exceptionally good 
picture. 

Kirk Douglas 
A decided oddball arrived with a 
Grundig set which turned out to be 
fitted with the CUC3400 chassis. 

"I'm Grewsome, Mr Buckland" 
he said, putting it down. "God, you 
look like Kirk Douglas." 

"What's up with the set?" I asked. 

"Dead" he said, "but it works". I 
looked at him for a second or two 
then waved him out. 

I put the set on the bench and 
switched it on. It came out of 
standby, and the channel indicators 
lit up. It also changed channels. But 
there was no sound or raster. When 
I took the back off I found that the 
tube's heaters were out and there 
was no EHT. 

A check on the voltages around 
the line output transformer showed 
that they were all haywire. So I 
removed the transformer and 
checked the resistance of the 
windings. Every pin read short to 
every other one. A new transformer 
cured the trouble and I prepared to 
make out the bill, intending to add 
a couple of quid for Grewsome's 
wisecrack. Then I looked in the 
mirror and added a pound. 

Mr Gravel's General VCR 
Mr Gravel is usually to be found in 
our local, nursing half a pint of 
lager. I've never seen him drink 
any. He shoved an ancient General 
VGX520B VCR across the counter. 

"Not good enough" he 
complained. "Ain't had the thing 
long. Even bought a Testoscope to 
mend it, but no good." He waved a 
neon tester at us. 

The machine's Panasonic deck 
had a tie-pin wedged in the 
mechanism When this had been 
removed the machine worked well 
mechanically, but the video was 
haywire. We soon found that the 
RF converter's tuning screw had 
been screwed and screwed, 
mangling the circuitry inside. 

Even MCES couldn't help with 
this one, saying that it was beyond 
repair. Still wanting to help, though 
I can't think why, we contacted 
General and were told that spares 
are no longer available, the 
machine dating from 1984. So we 
handed it back to Mr Gravel, who 
gave us his Testoscope. It was his 
way of saying thanks Some readers 
might wonder why we don't learn. 
So do we. 

A Vodka and Orange 
Glenda Glenthorn's Ferguson 
14M9 portable (TX86 chassis) led 
us a dance for two reasons. First 
because we'd not seen one before, 
though they've been around for 
four or five years. And secondly 
because she'd spilt a large vodka 
and orange into the back. The set 
was dead. A panel assembly to do 
with 12V DC operation is set on 
the back. It has to be removed 
before the rear cover can be taken  

off. We found it difficult to remove 
the panel, but managed it. Then we 
dismantled the set. 

The switch-mode power supply 
uses a TEA2018A chip that was 
short-circuit. The 1.25A mains fuse 
had blown, as had the surge limiter 
resistor R88. Two of the bridge 
rectifier diodes were short-circuit. 
The TIPL791A chopper transistor 
TR6 was also short-circuit. When 
we'd replaced these items the 
primary side of the power supply 
was all right, but there was an HT 
short on the secondary side. 
Disconnecting the 95V feed cleared 
the short. We headed for the line 
output transistor, which is also a 
TIPL791A. It was short-circuit, and 
when this had been replaced the set 
sprang to life. 

We stopped for a mug of tea 
before embarking on the job of 
reassembling the set and its 12V 
appendage. I won't mind if we 
don't see another of these sets for 
four or five years. 

Groucho Marx 
Bill Branston walks like Groucho 
Marx and seems to use his scripts. 
He strode in with a Tatung TN1616 
portable (160 chassis). 

"Tube's gone" he said, "line 
across the screen." 

I pointed to the door. In fact the 
field collapse was intermittent. I 
took off the back and made for the 
TDA3651 field output chip 1301. 
As nearly every one of its pins was 
dry-jointed, I reached for Steven's 
romantic solder and carefully 
resoldered them. Then I switched 
on, reasonably confident that I'd 
see a full picture. I didn't. There 
was still field collapse, and safety 
resistor R411 had popped open. 

Feeling a bit like Stan Laurel, I 
replaced the chip and the resistor. 
Up came the picture, but after 
about five minutes it began to roll 
and I feared the worst. I needn't 
have done. All that was required 
was slight adjustment of the field 
hold control R303. 

An Hinari CT18 
Marilyn Murgatroyde came in with 
an Hinari CT18 portable that was 
stuck in standby. This set uses an 
STR50103A chopper chip (IC801) 
with an SR2M protection diode 
(D813) across its 112V output. The 
diode was short circuit and the 
6 252, lOW surge limiter resistor 
R801 open-circuit. The HT voltage 
had obviously risen drastically, as it 
does in these sets. When I replaced 
IC801, D813, R801 and switched 
the set on it sprang to life. 	■ 
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COMMENTARY 
Nommunem 

What a Life! 
A number of interesting TV faults came Donald Bullock's way between 

visits from Jeremy Hopsack, the opulent optician 

The things 
have to get up 
to just to fill in 
the time. 

Asmart new Range Rover drew 
up outside. It was driven by 
Jeremy Hopsack, a local 

optician. He works one day a week, 
when he does his eye tests and 
orders his stock. For the rest of the 
week his girl sits there taking his 
bookings. I've never come across 
anyone who is so expensively 
dressed, so relaxed and oozing such 
opulence. His set was a 26in. 
Loewe model. It would be. 

"Can you get it from the car old 
chap?" he breathed. "Got a bad 
back you know. It's the darned 
polo." 

The Loewe M124 
As Jeremy departed for his club we 
struggled to get his M124 on to the 
bench. It was dead. When we 
removed the back we found that the 
1.6AT mains fuse had blown and the 
power supply had gone up. The 
TDA4601 chopper control chip was 
short-circuit. This had all been 
caused by the failure of the small, 
blue thermistor in the start-up circuit. 

Steven sat down to fit the 
replacements, then started the set up 
gingerly via our variac. It came on 
in standby. When he used the  

remote control unit to switch it to 
fully on the standby light went out 
but there was no raster. 

Steven's next step was to 
disconnect all the outputs on the 
secondary side of the power supply, 
adding a 100W bulb as a dummy 
load across the HT reservoir 
capacitor C652. It lit brightly, 
removing any suspicions about the 
power supply circuitry. A check on 
the BU508D line output transistor 
T539 then showed that, to our 
surprise, it had gone very high 
resistance base-to-collector. A new 
one restored the raster, but the HT 
was at 160V instead of 142V. 

When the HT preset was used to 
reduce the HT voltage to the correct 
level the set squealed. C652 (47µF, 
250V) had dried up. So had the 
associated HT smoothing capacitor 
C653, which is also 47µF. After 
fitting a couple of new electrolytics 
and setting up the HT voltage the 
set worked satisfactorily, though the 
tube was flat. 

The next day a colourfully dressed 
huntsman called in, complete with 
whip and bugle. It was Jeremy. He 
looked utterly miserable. 

"Look at this ridiculous get-up" 
he moaned. "The things I have to 
get up to, just to fill in the time." 

Tears almost welled up in our 
eyes. But not quite. 

Snoddies Strikes Again 
Wendy Whitstable brought in her 
Sanyo CBP2145 (E2 Chassis). 
"Gone to a line" she announced, 
"and the sound crackles and cuts 
out." 

When we opened it up we saw 
that someone else had been there 
first. The field scan had collapsed 
all right. This part of the circuit was 
full of dry-joints, and two small 
capacitors in the power supply had 
each been replaced with a couple of 
huge ones for which there was  

insufficient room — wire had been 
used to extend their legs! 

We attended to the dry-joints first, 
then checked with the circuit to find 
out what the capacitors should have 
been. The circuit told us that the 
value was 10µF, 25V. They had 
been replaced with a pair of 
3,300g, 16V capacitors. When 
we'd put this right we had perfect 
field scanning. 

We finally looked for the cause of 
the intermittent sound. In order to 
remove the chassis, someone had 
cut the speaker wires and afterwards 
simply twisted them together. 
Replacement leads were fitted. 

We were curious to know who 
had previously 'looked' at the set, 
and asked Wendy when she 
returned. 

"Snoddies" she said. "We got 
tired of waiting. They had it for six 
weeks. Said spares were difficult." 

A Strange Display 
Tricia Tripmeyer was clearly a lady 
in a hurry. 

"Helloee . . . Got this set here. 
Akai I think Yes. Can you fix it? 
Can't stop now . . ." Then she ran 
off across the green. 

The set was an Akai CT2179N-
UK. When we switched it on we 
found that the newsreader's face 
was severed from top to bottom. 
The right side was on the left-hand 
side of the screen while the left side 
was to the right. 

"Line oscillator speed too fast" I 
said. Then I noticed that every set in 
the shop was displaying random 
interference. We opened the Akai 
up. The chassis is in two parts, the 
power supply and line timebase 
circuits sharing one panel. To the 
rear of this, behind the line output 
transformer, there's a blue, 222pF, 
1 kV capacitor — C416. One side is 
connected to chassis. This leg had 
been burning in its solder joint, 
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melting the panel support peg. As a 
result R412 (101(0, 0.5W) had gone 
open-circuit. 

Replacing these two items cured 
the set. Pity we can't do anything 
about its owner. 

Delayed Start Up 
A Philips 21GR9752/25B (G90B 
chassis) was awaiting attention. The 
ticket said "no picture for the first 
five minutes". I switched it on and 
found that there was no raster, 
though the tube's heaters were 
alight. After marking its position 
carefully, I advanced the setting of 
the first anode preset, expecting to 
see field collapse. In fact a bright 
raster with flyback lines appeared, 
and the remote control unit had no 
effect on the set. So I wound the 
first anode control back to its 
original position and waited for the 
five minutes to elapse. 

The screen suddenly flickered a 
few times, then a very good picture 
came up. In addition the remote 
control unit now worked. I reckoned 
that the delay was probably caused 
by a low-value reservoir/smoothing 
capacitor and, with the set now 
warmed up, got busy with the 
freezer. 

The fault condition returned when 
C2660 was cooled. It's a 680µF 
reservoir capacitor which, with 
D6660, produces about 9V to feed 
to the 5V regulator. We checked it 
and found that it read 400g when 
hot, almost open-circuit when cold. 

An Amstrad TV/video 
Neither I nor Steven felt like 
tackling the Amstrad TVR3 
combined TV/VCR that someone 
had brought in for attention. In the 
end I tried it. The unit was dead, 
with a cassette jammed in it. While I 
was checking around Mr Dripp, the 
unit's owner, shuffled in. 

"Ah. Gollimup then. Good. It's all 
caused by the tape. When you gets it 
out, the set'll be all right." 

I removed the recorder and started 
to work on the TV chassis. 

"You won't find nothing wrong 
there" said Dripp. 

I immediately saw that C310, a 
pretty, Smarty-sized blue capacitor 
(3,300pF, 1kV) had cooked and 
split. So I snipped it out and handed 
it to Mr Dripp. The 4AT fuse had 
also blackened, and the STK7348 
regulator was faulty. As I worked on 
I noticed that Mr Dripp had crept 
out. 

I replaced these items, reconnected 
the recorder (this is necessary) and 
switched on. The unit chirped a few 
times but refused to switch on — the  

power supply wasn't oscillating. So 
I separated the two sections and got 
to work again. The value of the 1µF, 
50V capacitor C307 in the feedback 
circuit had fallen to 0.002g. I 
replaced it with a 105° type. Then I 
saw that C314 (470µF, 16V) had 
been leaking. 

As I replaced these two capacitors 
Mr Dripp crept back in, holding a 
bank card and some blues. When I'd 
fmished I reassembled the unit and 
switched on. Up came a picture with 
good sound. Mr. Dripp seemed to be 
pleased. 

"There we are" I said, "that seems 
to be all right, doesn't it?" 

"But what about the tape in the 
recorder?" 

"Ah" I said, pressing the eject 
button. Out it came. I popped it back 
and pressed play. The recorder 
sprang to life, playing Dripp's tape 
in all its glory. 

As I disconnected the unit Steven 
pulled out his pen and reached for 
the invoice pad. Mr Dripp started to 
say goodbye to his blues. 

A Samsung Camcorder 
I picked up the Samsung VPE808 
camcorder that Steven had taken in. 
The playback was grainy. So I 
immediately pushed it to Steven's 
end of the bench. 

He opened it and announced that 
the heads were worn. A check with 
CPC revealed that the part no. was 
SS69063-213-651, that it was 
available only to special order, and 
would take seven-ten days to arrive. 
It came rather sooner. While the 
invoice clearly referred to the upper 
drum assembly, a complete upper 
and lower assembly had been sent. 
This is, we supposed, the way it 
comes. 

Steven fitted it by removing the 
camera's top casing then gently 
lifting out the deck/PCB assembly. 
The drum assembly is secured by a 
couple of flat plastic connectors and 
three screws. The trade price of the 
assembly is £57.14 inclusive of 
VAT, and I've never seen a head 
change done faster. 

CPC 
Mention of CPC reminds me that 
the company's new catalogue 
arrived the other day. It's quite the 
largest spares catalogue I've come 
across for our trade. CPC is to be 
congratulated on several counts: on 
the vast range of items stocked, on 
the prices, and on the speed and 
efficiency of the delivery service. 

The catalogue's layout and 
presentation are wonderfully clear. 
Its indexing, which is the key factor,  

couldn't be better. And the 
catalogue is free to those in the 
trade. I also find CPC's frequent, 
well-produced 'flyers' with special 
offers welcome. 

Well done CPC! 

Return of the Range Rover 
An angler, complete with oilskins 
and waders, climbed out of the 
Range Rover that pulled up outside. 
He walked to the back and pulled out 
fishing rods, baskets, nets and giant 
umbrellas. Then he came into the 
shop. It was Jeremy Hopsack again. 

"Hello folks" he said. "Can you 
bring in the telly in my car? It wants 
putting right." 

When we went out to get it we 
saw that it was a Loewe. Our hearts 
sank. 

"So it's gone again" I said. 
"Not art all" he replied. "It's my 

brother's set. He was so impressed 
with the job you did on mine that 
when his failed he asked me to bring 
it along." 

Phew! We put it on the bench and 
noticed that it was exactly the same 
model. 

"It works when the weather's 
warm" Jeremy said. "When it's cold 
it doesn't. Give us a ring." Then he 
looked himself up and down. "Look 
at this lot. I've to go off fishing, but 
don't really want to have anything 
to do with the slippery things." 

We plugged the set in. The 
workshop was warm and the set 
worked, but it chirped as well. We 
felt that the suspect was probably in 
the primary side of the chopper 
supply. So we switched off and 
brought the freezer into play, 
spraying the electrolytics one at a 
time and trying the set whilst the 
selected capacitor was cold. 

When we got to C624 (100µF), 
which couples the drive to the base 
of the chopper transistor, we found 
that the set wouldn't come on until 
we warmed the capacitor with a 
soldering iron. We took it out and 
connected it to the capacitance . 
meter. When it was hot the reading 
was 80g. The reading dropped to 
about 511F when the capacitor was 
cold. But fitting a replacement 
didn't clear the fault! 

We persevered and found another 
electrolytic that behaved in much 
the same way, C638 (1µF). This is 
the reservoir capacitor for the 
feedback voltage to the, control chip. 
It read 0.8µF when hot, open-circuit 
when cold. 

When this one was replaced the 
set behaved perfectly. It ran well 
when both hot and cold, and didn't 
chirp any more. 	 ■ 
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What a Life! 
TV sets contribute mainly to Donald Bullock's tribulations this month, 

though there was also an errant satellite receiver 

P irate Sky TV cards have long 
been available in Spain at a 

fraction of the price of the genuine 
article. They seem to come from 
Germany. Originally they worked 
well.then, as the genuine cards were 
upgraded, the copies became 
temperamental and were 
periodically switched off. The boys 
in Germany would work frantically 
to overcome the problem. It would 
usually take them a few days. 
Having done so, they would store 
the new decoding system in an 
EEPROM and send it to Spain. 
Armed with one of these, a dealer 
would be able to switch pirate cards 
on again. It would all take about a 
week. 

I've seen this done. The 
delinquent card is inserted into a 
scruffy mass of wires. A switch is 
then touched, you wait a minute or 
so and out comes a reformed  

character. To prove the point, the 
dealer pops the card into a decoder-
receiver connected to a TV set and 
up come the encoded channels. 

But the German code busters 
don't seem, as yet, to have managed 
to crack the code used since the 
latest card appeared on the scene. I 
wonder why? Could it be that the 
current system works on a 
constantly progressive vectoring 
system? 

Sky has the ability to switch an 
individual card off on a short-term 
basis. I recently bumped into a very 
disgruntled Englishman here. He 
had brought his Sky card to Spain 
on holiday and had asked his wife 
to record a golf match while he was 
out on the links His wife didn't 
succeed with the recording, 
assumed that the card was at fault 
and telephoned Sky to get it put 
right. Sky spotted that she was 
telephoning from Spain, explained 
the situation then switched the card 
off. It was turned on again when 
they phoned Sky after returning to 
the UK. 

But enough of this. Work 
continues apace at the English end. 

Slow Picture 
I pulled a set fitted with the Philips 
CP110 chassis on to the bench and 
switched it on. The sound was all 
right, but there was no picture. The 
tube's heaters were alight, there was 
EHT at the tube's final anode and 
enough voltage at the first anode. 
What was going on? Then the 
picture began to appear. Very 
faintly at first, then a bit brighter by 
degrees. But it never got bright 
enough. 

Using my formidable mental 
powers, I concluded that we were 
up against a temperature-sensitive 
problem. Now which type of 
component is most likely to change 
significantly with temperature? An  

electrolytic capacitor of course. I 
turned my attention to the HT filter 
circuit and found that smoothing 
capacitor C2621 (22µF, 250V) 
brought the original fault symptom 
back when given a burst of freezer. 
A replacement put an end to the 
trouble. Out of interest I connected 
the faulty capacitor to our bridge 
and gave it another dose of freezer. 
It's value fell to 19µF. But that had 
been enough to cause the problem. 

No Picture 
Mr Pyesner parked his car opposite 
and sidled in with a 20in. Ferguson 
set — TX90 chassis. 

"It's got nothing at all. Absolutely 
nothing" he breathed in a voice that 
sounded like Peter Lorre. "But it's 
funny, I can hear it." 

He likes to stay and talk. After I'd 
raised the job card he lit a cigarette 
and looked about him for 
somewhere to perch. 

"I think it's the valve" he said. 
Someone passing his car stopped 

to tie a shoelace. "Someone seems 
to be tampering with your car" I 
said. That got rid of him. 

Pyesner's set had sound but no 
raster. The tube's heaters were out, 
the voltage across them being low 
at 2V. I checked in the line output 
stage and found that the 224.IF boost 
voltage smoothing capacitor C191 
had fallen in value to only 4p.F. 

After fitting a replacement I 
switched on and began to blow on 
my nails. But a tripping sound 
intruded. I joined combat again and 
found that R229 (391M) in the set-
HT network had risen in value to 
99ka A replacement restored 
perfect operation, and I boxed the 
set up quickly before it changed its 
mind. 

Satellite Trouble 
Mrs Brawn doesn't mince words. 
She dumped an Amstrad SRD610 
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satellite receiver on the bench. 
"This sod's gettin' dumped if he 

won't come right" she said thickly. 
"It's died on me." 

"Er. . . right" I said, stepping 
back slightly and reaching for my 
pen. "Can I have your name?" 

I don't like satellite receivers 
much, perhaps because I don't like 
satellite TV. So I called Steven 
over. 

"It'll be the usual" he said. "Both 
471d1 start-up resistors in the power 
supply will have gone open-circuit 
or high in value." 

I tested them. One was open-
circuit and the value of the other 
one had crept up to 50ka Replace-
ments brought the set back to life, 
but with a rolling, juddering picture. 

"Er. . . what do you think might 
be causing this?" I asked. 

"Dare say it's a dirty normal/band 
switch" he said airily. "If you turn 
the receiver over you'll see it 
underneath. It should be set to 
normal." 

It was. Touching it with a 
trimming tool made matters worse. 
I cleaned it and the trouble went 
away. The results were perfect. 

A Whining Philips 
As I put the Amstrad receiver down 
Walter Wingnut minced in. He was 
carrying a 14in. Philips set that 
looked new to me. 

"It's like my missus" he said. 
"Does nothin' but whine." 

It was a 14PT155A/05 (Anubis A 
chassis) and was dead and whining. 
I checked the HT voltage and found 
that it was struggling. So I jumped 
into the line output stage, looking 
for a short-circuit. As the transistor 
and the heftier diodes were OK I 
decided to disconnect the HT feed 
to the line output stage. When I 
switched on again the whining had 
stopped and the HT voltage had 
come up. 

Something was clearly amiss in 
the line output stage. I switched off 
and checked various capacitors and 
diodes, all to no avail. The trans-
former maybe? 

I gave it the nose test and detected 
a slight smell of resin. After 
checking and finding that there 
were no shorts across the secondary 
outputs I reconnected the HT feed, 
switched on again and let the set run 
for a few minutes. Then I felt the 
transformer. It was warm. 

"You swine" I shouted and began 
thumbing through the catalogues for 
the best bargain. There weren't any! 
The only one I could find was in the 
SEME catalogue, part no. LOPTX 
773 at about £25 plus VAT. I  

ordered one by telephone and it 
arrived before I put the telephone 
down (well, almost). It cured the 
trouble, and I telephoned the good 
new to Walter. 

"It's ready, Walter." 
"Oh good, how much?" 
"Forty five quid" I said joyfully. 
"Oh god" he said and hung up. 

A Blow Up 
Phyllis Puke came in and jerked her 
thumb towards her car. Nice girl. 

"In there, Mr Bullthing" she said. 
I walked out to her car and 

collected the Matsui 2092T. This 
20in. model worries me to death, 
since I can't make out the very 
expensive and blotchy circuit 
diagram. 

"Blew up last night" said Phyllis 
as she lit up her cigar butt. 
"Thought I was being bombed." 

I feared the worst and opened her 
set with trembling hands. The 
posistor had blown up, sprinkling 
the chassis with blackened grit. I 
cleaned it all off and fitted a 
replacement. It's a square, black 
device, type 140M. When I 
switched on again a perfect picture 
came up. 

"Thank you Mr Bill. . . Boll.. . 
Bullthing" said Phyllis as she 
forked out. Then she hoisted her set, 
marched out and smacked it into her 
boot. 

Another Blow Up 
The next caller, Bud Bluffer, 
brought in an Hitachi CPT2198 
(G8Q chassis). 

"Don't get me wrong, Mr 
Bullring" he said. "This 'un's dead. 
You don't have to tell me. Big 
trouble." 

"How do you know?" I asked, 
drawing up a card. 

"The fuse was blackened" he said. 
"Don't get me wrong. I fitted 
another and, whoosh, up it went 
again." 

"Right" I said, and off he went. 
I opened the set up. The fuse he'd 

fitted was rated at 4A instead of 
2.5A. It was a tube of soot. Trouble 
in the power supply I thought, and 
got stuck in. But the only thing that 
seemed to be defective was the 
start-up thermistor TH902. One lead 
was just making contact and was 
intermittently open-circuit. When it 
did make contact the device drew a 
lot of current and the fuse blew. A 
replacement cured the problem. 

When Bud called back he had a 
wad of tenners in his hand. "How 
many?" he asked. 

"Two" I said, stopping him in his 
tracks. 

"C000" he said. "Thought it 
would cost a fortune." Then he 
stopped and pointed a finger at me. 
"Don't get me wrong" he said. 

Wobbly Picture 
As I was making the tea, Steven 
attended to the next customer. I 
looked over. 

"It's my Fergie" she said. "Keeps 
jumping about like somebody 
mental. Couldn't be worse." 

Steven collected her set, which 
was a TX10 (1550 series). When it 
had been on for a few minutes the 
picture started to wobble and sway 
— as if a dream sequence was being 
shown. Then the set tripped and 
shut down. He switched it off and 
handed it over to me. 

Some sort of spurious waveform 
seemed to be modulating the line 
scan. But what could it be? I 
reckoned that something, some-
where in the line output stage was 
acting like a spark gap. So I 
switched the set on, put out the 
lights, pulled down the blind and 
gazed intently at the line timebase 
in the dark. I saw nothing helpful. 
On with the lights etc. 

Then I gazed at the chassis. There 
didn't seem to be any dry-joints. 
Hm. .. A capacitor can arc inside, 
especially when subjected to a 
pulse waveform. So can a resistor, 
though I would have expected 
external signs in this case, like 
cooking. Diodes can also arc. I 
looked around at the larger diodes. 

D831, which is connected 
between the base and emitter of the 
line output transistor as a protection 
device, seemed to be a likely 
suspect. It's a bullet-shaped, green 
BY188B diode. So I connected the 
scope, via a high-voltage, low-
value capacitor, to the base of the 
line output transistor and switched 
on. The pretty waveform was 
perfect when the picture was 
normal. But a series of sharp pulses 
appeared and blew the waveform 
about as the picture began to wave. 
I took out the diode and checked it 
while using a soldering iron to 
warm it. After a minute the 
readings began to dart about, as I 
had hoped. A new diode restored 
normal operation. 

For the pedants, in earlier TX10 
sets a BY226 diode was fitted in 
this position. In the later PC1560 
series the diode is renumbered 
D743 and is type BY588. There 
were also three different line output 
transistors — BU208B, BU208A 
and BU508A, some of which have 
a 47f resistor in parallel with 
D831/743. 	 ■ 
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Get a Life! 
We all know what our Donald is really like - kind, patient, courteous etc., 

etc. Daughter Rebecca Bullock has hijacked his wordprocessor to fill us in 

on the etcetras. 

Hello! I'm Rebecca Bullock. My 
1dad repairs TV sets and things 

and writes about some of them. 
He's a good dad, but when 
customers annoy him he kicks at 
our dogs and cat and walks over 
them saying "out of my way". He 
also gets nasty with my mum, and 
she says things to him that make 
him even more annoyed. Right now 
he's very annoyed, and my mum 
said I should write an article telling 
you what he's really like. I slipped 
into his hut to write this one. 

Likes 
I like my dad, even when he's 
annoyed, but he doesn't seem to 
like people. Well, he likes some. 
He likes my Aunt Lillie, but not my 
Uncle Tom, who works at the 
Weights and Measures and says 
he's important. My dad says he's 
unemployed and a prat and ought to 
be hung. 

He doesn't like Mrs Brown. She 
brought along a plug and asked dad 
to fit it to her video lead. Then she 
came back and said he'd blown up 
her video. He told her to go to a 
place I mustn't say, and my mum 
told him to stop causing trouble. 

Sundays 
My dad likes to read the Sunday 
Telegraph. But when he opened it 
this morning the telephone kept 
ringing and apologetic people 
asked my mum which set is the 
best, and did my dad have a fuse, 
and was their set ready, and that 
their husbands thought it was a 
valve. My dad refused to speak to 
them and my mum put the phone 
on the table and hissed at him to 
grow up fast. 

He always does what she says, 
because she's always right. So he 
talked to some of them. But 
meanwhile more apologetic people 
knocked on the door and came  

round the back, and crouched and 
smiled and waved at him through 
the window when we were having 
our dinner. They told him their set 
still wasn't quite right, and could 
he sell them a plug, and tune in 
their new video from Crubbs 
Foodstore, and stop their's rolling 
because they were expecting 
visitors. He got annoyed and told 
them to go to the place I mustn't 
say. 

Then he caused trouble with my 
mum and said she was like my 
gran, only worse. He asked my 
mum to buy him a spade and some 
cheap crocodiles, but I don't know 
why. 

It takes all sorts 
Garth Palmer's mother is nice. 
Garth takes her radios and hair-
dryers to pieces, then she brings 
them here and my dad throws them 
away for her and she gives him 
money. My dad likes Mrs Palmer 
and my mum thinks he's good at 
being funny. 

My brother Jamie asked dad why 
his hair is going rotten and my 
mum said it's because he's old. But 
my dad said it's because my mum 
nags him. He said his hair was all 
right before he met her, and that he 
was four inches taller. The chemist 
down the road thinks he's old too. 
He thinks dad is my grampie. My 
dad said that the chemist is a prat 
and can go to that certain place as 
well if he likes. 

Herbie Millar knocked his 
mother's radio over at Easter and 
my dad had to send off for a new 
cabinet. Mrs Millar and Herbie 
came to collect it yesterday. She 
said a new radio would have been 
cheaper, but my dad said she asked 
for a cabinet not a new radio and he 
wished he lived on the moon. Mrs 
Millar smiled and asked him to 
knock up a rocket. Then her Herbie  

started jumping about, making 
noises and saying he was a rocket. 
When she asked him to stop he 
screamed at his mother and 
knocked the radio on to the floor 
and the cabinet broke again. 

Mrs Millar told Herbie he'd been 
very naughty and started to cry. But 
Herbie stamped his feet and 
screamed and wouldn't be quiet. 
Then my dad came over from the 
bench and smiled at him and 
whispered in his ear. He shut up at 
once. I heard what my dad said, but 
I don't think his soldering iron 
would have fitted and anyway it 
was very hot. Mrs Millar dried her 
eyes and said how good my dad is 
with children, and how lucky my 
mum is. 

Outside calls 
My dad doesn't like calling at 
people's houses, but a man who 
wore a round hat and a frock sat in 
the workshop and talked quietly to 
him for two hours and said his set 
hadn't been right since dad had 
done it. In the end my dad agreed 
to go and took me along. 

The man ran along the pavement 
behind our van and was puffing 
when he caught us up at his house. 
He unlocked the door and my dad 
went in and walked quickly round 
the table and out again. The man 
watched us drive away. When I 
asked my dad why he came out so 
fast he just said "stunk". He told 
my mum that the set had a 
Snoddies sticker and that the man 
could go to the place I mustn't say. 

Holidays 
When we go on holiday my dad is 
really happy and my mum likes 
him a lot. We don't tell anyone that 
my dad mends sets because if we 
do they all tell him what sort of set 
they've got and what was on when 
it went wrong and how the man 
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"I wonder if this is going to be a god day for 
Donald, or am I going to be rushed off my feet".. . 

they called was a crook and it was 
only a loose wire. This sort of thing 
makes my dad nasty and he rows 
with my mum. She tells him to get 
that look off his face and he tells 
her she should have had a husband 
who clouted her. She jabs him and 
says nobody would clout her and 
his side of the family are all mental. 

My dad likes listening to BBC 
radio programmes. When we go to 
Spain he picks them up on our 
satellite dish and transmits them 
around our house and garden using 
a little home-made transmitter. My 
mum can hear them on her VHF 
radio while she's ironing on our 
sun roof or in the garden. 

Not long ago dad mended our 
neighbour's radio. The neighbour 
called him over the garden wall, 
gave him two bottles of wine and 
said he was the best engineer there 
ever was, because his set now even 
picks up Radio 2 "all the way from 
Britain". 

Last night we went to Paco's to 
have a meal. The TV set there kept 
going to a line. Paco started 
looking at my dad so we left and 
went to Manuel's. Half way 
through our dinner a bullfight came  

on and the set banged and smoked 
and my dad said "bloody good 
job". He said he hoped the 
bullfighter had blown up too. He 
wished every set in Spain would 
blow up and that all the so-called 
engineers would go to the special 
place and stay there for keeps. He 
said next time we go to Spain he's 
going to take with him a special 
remote control to switch off all the 
sets everywhere he goes. 

At home 
Our telly isn't on much when dad is 
at home, because the people on it 
annoy him and make him call my 
mum names. He says when he was 
a boy he never saw anyone like the 
people he sees every day on 
television — they were all in 
asylums or hung. He wants them 
hung now. 

My dad wears sandals. He says it 
isn't because he cares about the 
world and that those who do are 
prats. He likes a laugh though. 
Once when I was with him at Mrs 
Blair's house he purposely told her 
a lie. When she made a joke about 
his toe poking through his sock he 
said "I know, but it's the only pair  

I've got". She took two pairs of 
socks off her clotheshorse and 
tossed them over to him. Her 
husband looked up from his paper 
and said "hey, hey there." But my 
dad kept the socks. They were good 
ones. 

When my dad is out my mum 
says she doesn't know what she'd 
do without him. I like my dad. 
Even though he keeps telling 
people to go to the place I mustn't 
say. 
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What a Life! 
What is it about people when it comes to paying for TV/video repairs? 
As Donald Bullock recounts, even pleasant, sensible folk can become 
difficult 

Mrs Poltroon 
turned out to 
be another of 
my Jekyll and 
Hyde 
customers. 

When I first got a toe-hold 
in this trade my customers 
were folks I'd got to know 

in the course of my daily life. One 
used to fix my car, another was a 
fishing mate and a third our 
postman. Then there was Mrs 
Poltroon, who kept the local shop. 
All were pleasant and sensible 
people, folks you could have a 
laugh with and who would do you a 
favour. 

But I soon learnt that each had a 
Jekyll and Hyde aspect. And what 
switched them from one to the 
other lay within their radio and TV 
sets. Mrs Poltroon became funny 
with me when Mullard reduced the 
prices of its rebuilt tubes by a fiver. 
Four months earlier I'd replaced 
the Mazda tube in her set. Because 
she was waiting to see "how it 
settled down" before paying me, 
she'd still not payed her bill when 
Mullard made its move. No words 
of mine could overcome her 
conviction that she'd been done, 
and I was grateful when she finally 
paid me her bill less a fiver — which 
was a lot of money then. 

Tuning Problem 
The garage man was no better. He 
brought his huge wireless set to me  

because it wouldn't tune. Its dial-
drive cord had perished and 
become mangled on the pulleys and 
springs. Its shredded remains lay on 
the dusty floor of the set. 

His attempts to remove it had 
resulted in his jamming a spring 
into the exposed aluminium vanes 
of the tuning gang. To compensate 
for this foolishness he'd "tightened 
up" all the RF trimmers and IF 
cores in the set. Needless to say he 
didn't say a word about this. I 
found out the hard way. When I 
finally mentioned it to him he 
scoffed and blamed the 
manufacturers. 

"Fancy leaving the screws half 
undone" he said. 

Those open tuning gangs were 
terrible once they'd been disturbed. 
Time and time again I would think 
I'd cured one, only to find that it 
grated and died at a particular spot. 
And clearing that often only moved 
the trouble. 

I had no signal generator — we 
didn't all run to such things in 
those days — and while I could face 
a misaligned IF strip, or even a bit 
of RF misalignment, a combination 
of both in the same set was 
daunting. 

Any veteran of this trade will tell 
you that broken dial drives were 
pure hell. In fact the curse of the 
trade. You could spend hours, or 
even days, trying to work them out. 
One would sometimes reluctantly 
shell out for a manual only to find 
that it contained no answer to the 
problem. Philips alone could be 
relied upon to provide a detailed 
drawing, together with the cord 
length and stringing procedure. I 
finally obtained a manual, but it 
didn't help. 

I wore out yards of dial drive in 
my experiments, and was exhausted 
when I'd finally wound my two 
yards of drive cord around the gang  

drum and its succession of pulleys. 
But I felt victorious and went to 
bed contented. Next morning I 
noticed that the cursor ran 
backwards along the dial glass. The 
Light Programme seemed to be 
coming from Luxembourg . . . 

When I eventually won I charged 
him a pound and lost his friendship 
for life. 

"A pound for slipping a bit of 
string around a couple of pulleys?" 
he gasped. 

Loss of Signals 
One Sunday, while we were eeling 
by the Severn, my mate mentioned 
that his TV picture had faded away. 
We had a pint or two on the way to 
his place, then took the set to my 
deserted workshop. It was the 
awful Philips monochrome set with 
the angled metal chassis that swung 
out like a gate — the one with a pad 
of megohm value presets which 
imprisoned half-watt megohm fixed 
resistors that used to go high in 
value together. 

After taking enough pulse voltage 
from the line timebase valves to 
ward of rheumatism for life, I 
replaced the video output valve and 
restored the picture. 

A couple of weeks later his wife 
complained that the sound had 
failed. I rolled up at the house and 
replaced one of the dreaded PCL83 
valves to restore it. But she wasn't 
going to pay because, she said, I'd 
"weakened the set in doing the last 
repair". That was my fault, not 
hers. 

Next week I fished alone. 

Duff Tube 
Our postman, who'd already had 
the frighteners from another dealer 
before he brought his set to me, 
sucked in six gallons of air when I 
confirmed that his tube's heater 
was open-circuit. 
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"You'm no better than that other 
lot" he pronounced. 

"Do I look sappy or summat? 
That's what the other rogues said. 
But I knows better. Faulty tubes 
puts a line across the picture. Mine 
just won't come on. It's the switch. 
Anyone knows that." 

It wasn't long before I decided to 
straighten out customers who talked 
such nonsense to me. The result was 
a series of spectacular rows, and I 
never changed anything. Today 
people seem to be even worse. 

An Ancient VCR 
Albert, a neighbour who works in a 
nearby town, asked me to look at his 
ancient Panasonic VCR recently. It 
had become intermittent, then died. 

Steven put it on the bench, and 
found an open-circuit fusible 
resistor on the power panel. The 
faulty resistor wasn't immediately 
apparent, because it was enclosed in 
a woven, asbestos-type cover. A 
replacement brought the machine 
back to life, but only intermittently. 

We then found that a fuse on the 
power panel was making only 
intermittent contact, though it 
looked all right. We studied it more 
carefully and found a dry-joint 
where the wire joined the metal cap. 

When we'd replaced the fuse the 
machine stayed on, but it wouldn't 
operate and the clock was haywire. 
We unplugged it from the mains, 
then plugged it back in again. The 
clock came right and the recorder 
now worked, but only for a while. 
Then the clock went haywire again 
and it was sometimes necessary to 
unplug and plug back the machine 
several times before we struck 
happy and had both the clock and 
the machine's operation right. 

I suspected the main micro-
controller chip, and recalled that a 
colleague of ours in the town where 
Albert works had an identical scrap 
Panasonic. I phoned him and he 
offered it to us free of charge, 
provided we collect it. I decided to 
charge Albert a tenner for the work 
we'd done and to offer to fit the 
microcontroller chip at no further 
charge if he'd pick up the scrap 
machine. 

So I popped over to make the 
offer, explaining that a new micro-
controller chip would be costly but 
that we could use one from a scrap 
machine if he would pick it up. As 
soon as I got to the bit about a new 
chip being expensive, Albert cut in. 

"A tenner's as much as I want to 
spend on it" he said. 

I tried again. "But Albert, this 
machine works only when it wants  

to. Now this friend of mine has . . 
It was no good. I was cut off 

again. So I shut up. 
A few days later Greeneyes and I 

saw his wife at a local shop. "Ta for 
making our recorder go" she said. 
"Pity that the rest of the trouble was 
too expensive to put right." 

"But we were prepared to do it for 
nothing" I said. 

"Oh no, that wouldn't have been 
possible" she replied, "we called 
Snoddies along. They charged us £2 
to come and told us the job would 
cost £75 and wasn't worth doing." 

It was nice knowing you, Albert. 

Just a Blur 
The customer who brought in a 
Saisho CT141X said that all he 
could see on the screen were a few 
patches of blurred colour. We 
switched it on and a few patches of 
defocused chroma appeared. When 
we took the back off we saw that th 
48-pin UPC1420CA chip IC401 wa 
sitting in a patch of damp green 
mould. 

We removed the chip, cleaned the 
chassis carefully and fitted a 
replacement. Up came a picture 
with chroma and luminance, but it 
was still completely defocused. 
Tracking on the tube base was the 
cause of this final problem. After 
fitting a replacement the set 
produced a good picture. 

Field Collapse 
I felt sorry for the chap who came t 
mend our grandfather clock. He wa 
a straightforward and careful 
craftsman who wasn't happy until 
he'd got it right. Before leaving he 
offered to give me a fairly new 
Hitachi colour set which, he said, 
was dangerous. It had field collapse 
and couldn't be repaired, so he'd 
now bought a new set. 

"When it went wrong I called the 
cheap chap with the answering 
machine. He doesn't give his 
address. He made it go and charged 
me twenty quid, but it failed when 
he left and he would't ring back. 
Then I took it to Crubbs Foodstore. 
They wanted eighty pounds and sai 
I had to get them a manual. So I 
took it along to Snoddies. They 
charged only fifty quid, bit it wen 
again next day. The second time 
they kept it for four months then 
asked me to collect it. The tall chap 
there said the frame chip explodes 
as soon as you switch on, giving 
them no time to check on what's 
wrong. He said the last time it 
nearly took his fingers off!" 

I've often commented that no 
customer can say anything that's  

new to me. But I hadn't heard that 
one before. 

We got the set and put it on the 
bench. There was nothing wrong 
with the field output chip, and 
nothing exploded. The cause of the 
trouble was a tiny strip of print that 
earthed pin I of the chip. It had been 
damaged by someone's care-
lessness, with the result that the chip 
was floating. 

A Monster 
At this point Steven went off to do a 
field call, having failed to persuade 
me to go. Greeneyes helped me to 
get a huge Sanyo CBP2558 on to 
the bench. This monster (the set, not 
Greeneyes) is fitted with the E3 
chassis. It should come to life at 
switch on. This one did, or didn't, 
fifty per cent of the time. Even 
when it did come on it died after 
five minutes. When the set wouldn't 
work the channel LEDs never-
theless came on and it changed 
channels. Otherwise it was dead. 

When I withdrew the chassis to 
check voltages the set refused to 
fail. I finally phoned Sanyo, which 
still gives excellent technical advice 
to us ordinary mortals. I was told to 
check for the standby 5V supply at 
pin 1 of plug K3C. I'd already done 
that, and it was present. The next 
suggestion was that I check the 
standby transformer T325 for dry-
joints or, less likely, a high-
resistance or open-circuit primary 
winding. I'd also done this. Check 
the voltage monitoring diodes D310, 
D312, D318 and D319, also the 
optocoupler D325, I was told. They 
were all OK. 

I eventually soldered leads to 
various voltage lines, reassembled 
the set, and monitored them with the 
meter outside the cabinet. What 
eventually transpired was that the 
12V supply was unstable, often 
dropping to 8V or so and sometimes 
as low as 2V. When the supply was 
stable at 12V the set would spring to 
life. When the voltage dropped, the 
set would fail until it was switched 
off and on again. The cause of the 
problem was the 12V regulator 
IC380, which is a Sanyo device 
marked 3122V. Its input was OK, 
but its output varied. 

We ordered the replacement from 
Chas Hyde who handle Sanyo's 
spares. When I removed the old one 
I was able to make comparison 
resistance checks with the new one. 
This proved the diagnosis. I also 
noticed that the original mica 
washer was cracked. The replace-
ment regulator, plus a new mica 
washer, put matters right. 
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a Life! 
 

Donald Bullock had a hard time with son Steven's oddball clientele 
while Steve was away on holiday in Greece 

I've had a terrible time while son 
Steven has been away on holiday 
somewhere in Greece. Before he 
went he wired his soldering iron to 
the front of the bench. Since I don't 
walk like a German, I kept getting 
my foot caught in its long lead. 
He's nothing like as intellectual as I 
am — follows Greeneyes I suppose — 
and seems to encourage thickheads 
and oddballs just for the laughs. For 
the last fortnight they've all 
converged on me. I've had about 
enough, I can tell you. 

Drop of Solder, Please 
The first was Norman Kneejerk, the 
happiest sap I know. He called last 
Monday morning, when it was 
raining hard. I'd just caught my foot 
in that cable again and upset my tea 
down my shirt when he marched in 
with a Panasonic TX2 television set 
in his arms and a screwdriver in his  

mouth. Since he's a walking 
warehouse of jokes that make you 
cringe, I decided to get rid of him 
quickly. I shook the tea off my cuffs 
and pulled a job card towards me. 

"Momin' sunshine" he bawled, 
"likes your drop of tea then." 

He plonked the set down. 
"Bunches into lines when it's hot. 
But have no fear — Norman's 'ere." 
That was followed by a peal of 
insane laughter. 

Then he slipped the back off the 
set and pointed to the line driver 
transformer T531. "This 'un's dry-
jointed" he blared. "Drop a bit of 
solder on his legs, will you?" 

I did as I was told and he quickly 
reassembled the set, put his 
screwdriver in his mouth and swept 
out. 

Liney Pictures 
After changing my shirt I returned 
to see the postman arrive. "Duck" 
he said. I looked around me then 
saw that he had left the post. 
Electricity bill. Gas bill. Rates . . . 
And they're big money nowadays. 
As I stood nursing my misery, a 
thin dark cove with bright eyes 
pranced in nursing a Panasonic 
VCR. He smiled and pointed at me. 

"Super forehead" he said, "but it's 
being liney." I decided to ignore the 
jibe and drew up a job card. 

"Name?" I asked. 
"Ramonshab Habeshamwee-

Skwyl" he smiled. 
I put my pen down. "Pop in 

tomorrow" I said. 
The machine was in NVJ45 —

Super 4 head. I tried it in the E-E 
mode and the picture was terrible —
all lines and interference. Then I 
played a tape. The results were even 
worse. Was there one fault or two? 

I decided to concentrate on the E-
E fault symptom first and 
approached the power supply with  

the hairdryer. A single blast at C27 
(330uF, 10V), the slyest looking 
electrolytic I could find, made the 
picture much worse. A blast of 
freezer improved it. The same 
applied with the playback picture. 
Our meter said C27 was OK, but a 
replacement cured the trouble. 

A Dead Maspro 
Then a lanky misfit sauntered in. He 
looked like a dyspeptic question 
mark. "Where's Steve, mate?" he 
asked. 

I looked behind me, then at the 
questioner. "Greece" I said. 

"You any good?" he asked, 
producing a Maspro SRE250S 
satellite receiver. "Cos this 'un's 
dead, mate." 

He was just too much. I waved 
him out and opened the Maspro. It's 
identical to the Pace PRD800, and 
as usual required a full rebuild on 
the primary side of the power 
supply. 

I reached for the usual bits and 
replaced the TEA2018 chopper 
control chip Ul, the BUT1 1 A 
chopper transistor Q1 and the 
various capacitors and resistors. 
After this it sprung to life. I 
wondered what sort of kit would-be 
required to get its owner right, and 
decided that a ten-year spell in the 
army might be a good start — but 
tough on them. 

Just then my journalist daughter 
Rebecca popped in. "What's a spin 
doctor, dad?" she asked. "Dunno" I 
said, and she fled. 

Sprained Wrist 
The next caller looked like a 
sprawling birthmark. As though 
he'd been bleached then 
unsuccessfully dyed strawberry 
pink. He had a couple of feathers in 
his ginger hair and was clutching a 
Matsui 209T TV set. 
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"Hwahna hwuppnah hweep 
chwah" he said. His gutteral voice 
made Jimmy Knapp sound like a 
falsetto. I looked at him and passed 
him a job card and a pen. "I've 
sprained my wrist" I said. 

He picked up the pen, shut one 
eye, pulled his mouth open and 
wrote "Herb McHaggis" and a 
phone number on the card. 

When he'd left I pulled the set on 
to the bench and tried it. The picture 
was good, apart from a bright line 
across the centre — like field 
collapse superimposed on a normal 
picture. The set has a discrete-
component field output stage, with 
complementary pnp and npn 
transistors. 

"What causes that bright line?" 
asked Greeneyes. 

"The spot that writes the picture is 
writing two lines in the same place 
before carrying on." I said. 

"Why?" she asked. "Well, one 
transistor writes the top half of the 
picture, then the other takes over to 
write the lower half." I said. 
"There's a bit of a problem where 
they meet, and while it's waiting for 
instructions the spot is hanging 
about and writing away out of 
cussedness." 

I spied a 10µF, 50V bootstrap 
capacitor nearby (C302). Now I 
don't like low-value, high-voltage 
electrolytics. Their crime rate is 
high. This one added to it. Its value 
had fallen, a replacement curing the 
fault. 

The Mouse 
A bit later Nick and Doris came in. 
Doris and Greeneyes went into a 
huddle and Nick dived his hand into 
his pocket. 

"I've brought you my mouse" he 
said. "Perhaps you can do some-
thing with it. It won't work." 

I looked at him. Didn't even know 
he kept mice, let alone working 
ones. Then he produced this 
computer mouse. 

When I looked inside I saw that 
there were three tiny, round 
pressure switches. They were 
sticking. I picked up an old VCR 
front that used identical switches. 
When the faulty ones had been 
replaced the mouse was OK. 

"That's clever of you" Nick said. 
"You know I recommend you all 
over our club." 

As they were leaving Nick 
pointed to the sun blind above the 
shop front. "There's a big belly of 
rainwater up there" he said. He 
picked up the sweeping brush and 
pushed the blind up — just as 
McHaggis came to collect his set. 

He collected the deluge first. 
"Hrupplahnnoop. 

Kwaaahahruppnah Twoe n 
hwopper" he bellowed. "Ai cannah 
fwalpren. Bluddahwhall 
sokenwhaitt! !" 

"Sony" said Nick, skipping off. 

Crackles and Flickers 
A huge old car pulled up. The 
Reverend Goode clambered out, 
hugging a Panasonic NVL20 VCR. 

"Good to see you, Donald" he 
boomed. "You've met Curate 
Blande before I think . . . " 

"Er, good to see you" said the 
Curate, three octaves higher. 

"Crackles and flickers like the 
devil" bawled the Reverend. "Not 
the bally Curate, the set!" 

"Like the . . er . . devil" said the 
Curate. ". . the set." 

"Always did, mind, but it's 
intolerable now" the Reverend 
continued. 

"Intolerable now" squeaked the 
Curate. 

The E-E picture and sound were 
unstable, and touching the PCB 
almost anywhere made it worse. I 
took out the tuner subpanel, 
resoldered some very dry joints, 
then reassembled it. The fault was 
still present. Further tapping and 
flexing took me to the RF 
demodulator can. There were a 
couple of poor joints inside, but 
resoldering them made no 
difference. 

Then I noticed a ribbon of fifteen 
conductors that connected the main 
PCB to the clock/control panel. It 
was connected to the main PCB 
directly, but was connected to the 
front panel via a plug and socket 
arrangement. Or rather half 
connected. The plug wasn't pressed 
fully home, and its covering of dust 
showed that it never had been. 
Pressing it home cured the trouble. 

James's Problem 
As I was boxing up the Panasonic 
VCR unit son James came in, 
looking a bit down in the mouth. 

"The disc drive motor in my 
Amiga A500 computer seized last 
night" he said. "So I took the 
computer to my'room and carefully 
removed the motor assembly. It's 
mounted on a 9 x 7cm PCB, with its 
metal backing plate, and there's a 
sync magnet attached to the rim. I 
slid the disc platten off the motor 
shaft, placed it carefully on a keyed 
drawing on the desk, and took the 
motor to the workshop to clean and 
lubricate it. The motor's all right 
now." 

"Good" I said. Then he told me  

the bad news. While he was in the 
workshop Greeneyes had gone into 
his room, seen the mess on his desk 
and tidied it up. The platten and 
keyed drawing were separated. So 
far his attempts at achieving the 
correct reassembly position have 
been unsuccessful. The motor spins, 
but fails to boot up the disc and 
stops. 

Does anyone have any alignment 
information? Or perhaps someone 
has a surplus replacement motor 
panel assembly or replacement disc 
drive? 

Jammed Switch Mayhem 
My last tussle of the day was 
brought in by Phyllis Puke. It was a 
20in. NEI set, Model 2051R. 

"There can't be much wrong with 
this set" she announced, "it's almost 
new. My husband always reckoned 
it to be a loose wire or the valve. 
He's dead, that's the problem." 

"I'm sorry to hear that" I said, "er, 
what happened?" 

"Dunno" she said, looking at the 
set. "He was OK last night. When I 
tried him today he was just dead. 
Can you get him right by 
tomorrah?" 

I waved her out and pulled her set 
on to the bench. If I pressed the 
on/off button enough to close the 
mains switch, but not enough to 
short the pulse contacts, the set 
went into standby and couldn't be 
brought out by either manual or 
remote control. If I pressed the 
switch in all the way there was a 
rustle of EHT but nothing appeared 
oti the screen. 

I marked the position of the first 
anode preset carefully, then turned 
it up. A milky raster with pro-
nounced flyback lines appeared. 
Then I noticed that a button on the 
front panel was jammed in the on 
position. It was the 'select' button, 
for colour, brightness etc., and was 
made of flimsy plastic. By jamming 
in, it had disabled the micro-
controller chip. I found a better 
replacement in our junk box and 
this cured the trouble. 

I boxed the set up and, as I was 
putting it down, caught my foot in 
Steven's loop of soldering iron lead. 
The hot iron flew up and I did an 
impromptu juggling act with it and 
the set as the phone rang and rang. 
When I picked it up it was Steven 
calling from Greece. 

"I've had a terrible time" he said. 
"It's been raining every day. I've 
never seen so much." 

A wicked smile creased my face. 
"Good!" I bellowed, "good, good, 
good!!" 
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What a Life! 
An answering/fax machine, VCRs, satellite receivers, TV sets and 
people give Donald Bullock trouble 

Cteven has become indispensable 
aJto me. I can't repair half the stuff 
that comes in nowadays. It's not that 
I'm technically incompetent — any 
more than I ever was, that is — it's 
that I cannot operate so many of 
today's household electronic items. 
As Steven can work most of them, I 
need him to make sure that the dead 
set I'm trying to repair is dead 
because of a fault, not because it 
uses some quirky switch-on 
technique. 

The present obsession for remote 
control doesn't help either. Half the 
time the customers don't bring the 
remote control units in with their 
sets, and when they do I've got 
about as much hope of working 
them as I have of piloting a Boeing 
plane across the Atlantic. 

It seems that we are stuck with all 
these gadgets that bristle with 
features people don't want. Is it 
simply because the technology is 
there and the designers feel they 
have to incorporate it, or are the 
marketing people responsible? 
Whatever the answer, there's 
something wrong when a chap who 
fully understands the theory and 
practice of say colour TV can't 
switch one on. Why can't we have 
proper rotary on-off switches, and 
ordinary brightness and volume 
controls? Oh to see the back of 
flashing displays and masses of 
incomprehensible foreign symbols! 

The Fax Machine 
I rue the day I spent £600 on my 
fax-cum-answering machine. It too 
looks like an aeroplane flight deck, 
and is a pain in the neck if I want to 
record telephone messages while 
I'm out. Although the machine is the 
biggest one I've ever seen, it uses a 
tiny tape about the size of a domino 
and has control buttons like tiny 
pills that live recessed under a flap. 

Whichever button you find and 
press, the tape starts to race in one 
direction then the other, while the  

machine bleeps and hoots like a 
demented canary. Its makers 
stumbled across a chip which stores 
a fleeting travesty of the sound that 
goes into it. When I record an 
answer message, which for my £600 
mustn't last longer than twelve 
seconds, it goes (I think) into the 
chip then from the chip on to the 
tape. The tape dances around for a 
while, then the machine plays back 
what I've recorded. Twice. And 
despite my wonderfully clear 
diction, I end up sounding like 
Jimmy Durante in his cups. 

I keep this machine as far away as 
I can — in Spain, where power cuts 
are frequent. Some last for only a 
second, but that's enough for the 
answering machine. While we're all 
wondering where the lights went, it 
plays my message back to us. I'm 
tired of this and of the machine! Will 
someone swap me a simple fax-cum-
answering machine with two tapes, 
no voice chips, no all singing and 
dancing exhibitionism and controls 
that I can see and work? There's 
only one condition: I shall never 
want to see or hear of it again. 

No E-E 
Yesterday we had three power cuts. 
As my message was played for the 
third time a grinning blob plodded 
up the drive. He was carrying a 
dismantled VCR. 

"Ah, the man with all the 
answers!" said the blob. 

"I don't even know the questions" 
I replied. At that he handed me a 
bottle of whiskey and I began to find 
him tolerable. 

"All I did was to move it to 
another room" he said. I waved him 
away and decided to try the 
whiskey. The machine was an 
Amstrad 4600 Mk. 1, with no E-E 
pictures. Sound and playback were 
OK. 

"Nice man" said Greeneyes, "do it 
cheaply. It can't be much if he only 
moved it to another room." 

"But it's all in bits" I said, "some 
journey!" 

I headed for the signal stages and 
spied a nasty-looking 1,000µF, 6.3V 
capacitor, C817. Was it a coupler? I 
set the machine to record and 
touched one side of the electrolytic 
with my scope probe. There was a 
nice, dancing waveform. At the 
other side there was nothing. A 
capacitance check showed that the 
electrolytic's value had fallen to 
2µF. A new one restored the E-E 
pictures. 

A Pair of PRD800s 
When the blob returned he was 
carrying a Pace PRD800 receiver. 
Intact, too. 

"You won't believe this Mr 
Belcher" he bawled. 

"I do believe it" I replied. That 
shut him up. 

The trouble with the PRD800 was 
the usual power supply failure. I 
soon got it going, then found that 
while it produced unscrambled 
programmes it wouldn't produce the 
scrambled ones — nor even the nasty 
little order to insert the card. I got 
the manual out, felt a migraine 
attack coming, put it away then 
homed in on the decoder. 
Everything looked OK at first 
glance. Then I noticed that link L20, 
which sits proud of the PCB, was 
leaning over slightly. When I 
straightened the link it seemed to be 
loose. One end was dry-jointed. 
Soldering it properly cured the 
trouble. 

Deceptive BUT 1 1A 
When Mr Blob came to collect the 
PRD800 he had another one under 
his arm. It was identical. "This 'un's 
dead too" he announced. 

I made for the BUT11A chopper 
transistor, which read all right. So 
did the mains fuse and the mains 
bridge rectifier. I then tested some 
of the parts I distrust. R14 (1000) 
and R8 (la) were open-circuit 
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while C5 (22µF, 16V, 105°C) had 
fallen in value to 3t1F. Just to be on 
the safe side, I also replaced the 
TEA2018 control chip. Then I 
plugged the machine in again, 
switched on and the fuse blew. 

I sat back and reflected. Why 
hadn't I been a traffic warden or a 
social worker? 

I looked at the BUT11A. Just the 
chap to blow fuses. So I checked it 
again, very carefully. It was 
apparently perfect. But I decided to 
replace it. Then I fitted a new fuse 
and plugged in again. This time it 
worked a treat. 

Later I sent Steven a riddle. 
"When is a perfectly good BUT11A 
not a perfectly good BUT11A?" I 
asked. 

"You've had Pace trouble" he 
replied. "I know. It seems to happen 
only with Pace receivers. The 
BUT11A reads perfectly but blows 
fuses. I always replace it 
regardless." 

Desoldering Braid 
"By the way" he added "have you 
noticed how expensive desoldering 
braid is? £22 plus VAT for 100 feet! 
That's £66 for a 100 yards. And it's 
only fine screening wire 
impregnated with resin flux. You 
can buy 100 yards of heavy coaxial 
cable for less than a third of that." 

"You can always make you own" I 
said. "Buy a 100-yard reel of light 
screened wire and a half litre of 
resin flux. It's not much of a job to 
strip the screening off to make your 
own." 

An Akura VX150 
Harry Hogwash is a likable chap. 
It's just his silly manner. He called 
in yesterday with a VCR that didn't 
produce a clock display — an Akura 
Model VX150 

"Only got back from Mexico last 
week" he said. "Wife dropped dead 
yesterday, and my daughter's just 
run off with an Eskimo." 

"I suppose this recorder thing's 
troubling you as well" I said. 

The video looked new but was out 
of guarantee. Being a budget 
machine, I could work it. The VCR 
accepted a tape, then immediately 
returned it. 

I opened the machine and 
removed the top PCB. This took 
longer than it takes to say, because 
all the plugs and sockets have to be 
parted. Having won, I found that 
the cause of the trouble was 
obvious. Safety resistor R601 
(2.251) had been located in its holes 
but left unsoldered at one end. As a 
result it was making intermittent  

contact. Resoldering it did the trick. 
Harry, pleasant as ever, collected 

it the next day. "Must trot along" he 
said after paying up, "my father's 
had a heart attack, our garden wall 
has just fallen down and my boss 
has gone mental. Just one thing after 
another, innit?" 

Flighty's ITT TV 
Then Mr Flighty pranced in with an 
ITT TV set. Greeneyes likes Flighty. 
I don't. 

"Ha ha, Donny old chap. You're 
looking older, my boy. What is it 
now? Seventy? How's that lovely 
wife of yours? Never could see what 
she saw in you!" 

Greeneyes appeared, smiling 
nicely. "Ooh hello Mr Flighty" she 
cooed, "nice to see you again. 
What's new?" 

"I'm glad you asked that" he 
began. 

I interrupted. "What's up with the 
KB — I mean ITT, Flighty?" I asked. 

"Whining" he bawled, waving his 
arms. "Well it would here, wouldn't 
it? Har har har! !" And off he 
skipped. I gave Greeneyes a dirty 
look and she clopped off. 

The set was one fitted with the 
CVC803 chassis, and the squeal was 
coming from the power supply. The 
HT voltage was very low. I've had 
this on several occasions. The cause 
is C757 (10µF, 350V), the 
smoothing capacitor at the HT 
output from the series chopper 
circuit. This one had fallen in value 
to 30. A replacement restored 
normal operation. 

A Gentleman? 
Our next customer looked normal 
enough. And well dressed too. I felt 
grateful. He came in, smiled and 
raised his hat. Then he waved to 
another fellow to bring the set in 
from his car. 

"Pleased to meet you Mr Bullock" 
he said. "My name is Hodd. My set 
has been very good but has gone all 
snowy. Mrs Smith recommended 
you. I'd be glad if you would have a 
look at it." 

"With pleasure" I replied. 
The set was a Grundig C7500 

(CUC731T chassis). There was no 
picture or sound, just a snowy raster. 
I made for the large tuner/IF can, 
opened it and found a burnt spot on 
the panel. After removing the 
carbon I bridged the print and up 
came a picture. But it was juddering, 
and there was no teletext. Two extra 
faults, field and text? As this seemed 
unlikely, I stayed with the tuner/IF 
unit. 

After a thorough visual  

examination I adopted my usual 
approach in such cases. I carefully 
removed the electrolytics, starting 
with the lowest values, and checked 
them on the bridge. Some were low 
and were replaced. When I switched 
on again I was rewarded with a good 
picture and perfect teletext. Just as 
I'd boxed the set up, Greeneyes 
came in with the tea. 

"We need more customers like 
that" I said. "It's a treat to deal with 
a normal, tidy gentleman for a 
change. Makes you feel the job is 
almost worth doing." 

Mr Hodd's big car showed up 
again next day. He came in, smiling, 
and raised his hat. Then Greeneyes 
came in and he raised his hat to her. 
A perfect gentleman. 

"Ah, I see it's ready! Very good of 
you Mr Bullock" he said. "I hope it 
wasn't too much trouble." 

I smiled, said it wasn't and 
reached for the bill. 

He called his man in to carry the 
set to the car then, after a few 
moments' pleasant conversation, 
buttoned up his coat. 

"Watch this, Mr Bullock" he said. 
With that he walked out to his car, 

got into it and closed the door. The 
engine fired into life and the car 
purred smartly away. 

Greeneyes watched it disappear, 
then turned to me. "Did he pay?" 
she asked. 

"No" I said. 
She looked me up and down and 

shook her head. "So he's a normal 
gentleman and you want more like 
him!" 

"I didn't know he'd turn out to be 
Hodd" I said, "I mean, er, odd." ■ 

"Only got back 
from Mexico 
last week" 
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What a Life! 
Uncertain and suspicious customers, various different makes and 
models, Don Bullock gets them all 

There we were soaking up the sun 
and helping the Spanish to erode 
their vast surplus of plonk when 
Shy Victor Smallpiece minced in 
carrying a Samsung VCR. 

"I don'tt wantt to be pushy, Mr 
Bullock, I'm shewer. Ack-chew-
alley I've broughtt you a repair." 

It was a VXK306, a sleek, new-
looking machine with one of those 
centre-mounted decks. When I 
switched it on the clock display 
came up brightly then went out, 
leaving no sign of life. I hoped I 
could fix it without my capacitance 
meter, which blew up the other day, 
or the oscilloscope, which Steven 
has pulled to bits. When I removed 
the top I saw a fairly full chopper 
power supply board enclosed in a 
shiny tin box, about six inches long 
by two and a half inches square. 

Without a circuit diagram all I 
could do was to carry out a few 
checks. It was likely that the 
chopper had stopped oscillating for 
some reason, possibly because of a 
short-circuit across one of the 
outputs. 

I made sure that AC was reaching 
the bridge rectifier circuit and that 
its DC output, measured across the 
reservoir capacitor with its negative 
tag as the meter's earth connection, 
was healthy. It was, and there was 
plenty of HT at the collector of the 
chopper transistor. As the transistor 
itself checked out OK, it was time 
to move the meter's negative lead 
from the live earth point to an 
isolated earthing point on the 
secondary side of the circuit. 

Fortunately the chopper power 
supply's output voltages are marked 
on the panel. I didn't expect to find 
any. But voltages there were — those 
I measured were all exactly double 
what they should have been! 
Hmmm. 

At this point two things happened. 
Our neighbour, Mrs Sweet, showed  

up with her VCR, which was also a 
VXK306. And Greeneyes collared 
me to go out shopping. Son James 
was around, so I explained what the 
situation was and asked him to take 
over. 

When-we returned, James had 
both VCRs working. 

"Mrs Sweet's machine had a 
cassette jammed in it" he said. 
"That was easy to deal with. So I 
tried her power pack in the other 
machine, which then worked with 
the correct DC outputs from the 
chopper circuit. After refitting the 
original power supply boards in the 
two machines I tried capacitor 
substitution — swapping over the 
reservoir/smoothing electrolytics at 
the outputs. When I transposed C35 
(470g, 16V) from the faulty 
machine to the good one it pro-
duced the same symptoms. So I 
fitted a rreplacement and everything 
is now OK. 

He's learning fast. "Good work!" 
I said, "I wondered how long it 
would take you to work that one 
out. . ." 

As he'd reassembled both 
machines I left it at that. But I put 
the faulty electrolytic aside. It'll be 
the first to greet my capacitance 
meter when I get it back. 

Mrs Runner's TV 
When I returned to the UK my first 
customer was Mrs Runner. She was 
followed by her son Clarence, who 
was carrying an ITT TV set that 
turned out to be fitted with the 
CVC1175 chassis. 

"Tell Mr Boolock, Clarence. Do 
as I say." 

Clarence opened his mouth but 
she cut in again. "Flagpole" she 
shouted, "nothing but a bloody 
flagpole." 

I fingered my chin and wondered 
what the weather was like in Las 
Palmas. 

"Tell Mr Boolock what was on 
when it happened, Clarence." 

Clarence breathed in, then she 
started up again. "It was that la-di-
da chap who spouts about the stars: 
and with Jupiter in conjunction with 
Mars the prospects are pretty poor 
aimafraid . ." She laughed at her 
good imitation then left. 

The set had line collapse, which is 
an unusual fault these days. I 
glanced uncertainly at the line 
output stage and noticed that L502, 
which is part of a series LCR 
network across the scan-correction 
capacitor C518, was leaning a bit. 
Sure enough one of its two tails had 
parted company with the board — it 
had never been properly tinned. I 
made it good, thanked my lucky 
stars for an easy repair and switched 
on. 

There was a whooshing noise and 
R512, a 10052 safety resistor which 
is also part of the LCR network, 
sent out a smoke signal that read 
"goodbye". I fitted a replacement 
then looked around the circuit 
again. C518 (0.470, 400V) had 
lost one of its legs and cracked 
open. No wonder there was no line 
scan. 

After replacing C518 I dropped 
below bench level and wound the 
set up using our variac. To my relief 
it sprung to life, displaying a proper 
raster. When the aerial had been 
plugged in there was an excellent 
picture. 

In the fullness of time Mrs Runner 
returned. "Ask Mr Boolock, 
Clarence. Go on." 

Clarence shuffled his feet and 
breathed in to speak, but the voice I 
heard was Mrs Runner's. 

"Why don't you ever speak" she 
shouted, "just like your farther — 'e 
never says a word." Then she turned 
to me. 

"Ready. Fifteen." I said. 
"Bloody 'ell" she said. Then, 
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looking at Clarence, "it's all your 
fault. You wouldn't speak. They 
takes more notice of a man." 

Mechanisms 
Dick Flotsam padded in with a 
Philips FCD285 stacking unit. As 
usual his feet were at a quarter to 
three. I retreated a bit. Having been 
brought up on early Philips wireless 
sets with their remarkably 
sophisticated RF circuits and 
resultant knife-edged tuning, I've 
always had a good respect for 
Philips' electronics — in spite of 
their bulky, pitch-covered 
capacitors and a tendency to use 
pesky, high-value resistors. But 
having also suffered from Philips 
autochangers and, more recently, 
VCRs, I run from the mechanics. 

This reminds me of the time about 
forty years ago when I worked for a 
firm that used to sell a lot of 
nameless radiograms, each of which 
housed a nameless autochanger. 
The changers were troublesome and 
inscrutable, so we used to pile them 
on a spare bench awaiting the 
attention of Blenkinsopp, whom I 
suppose you would call the 
company's TLO in today's jargon. 
He used to pull out a pair of pliers 
and bend the thin wire rods and 
levers this way and that, and 
eventually got them going. For a 
while, anyway. 

Then, as our sales grew and our 
piles of faulty autochangers also 
grew, his visits became fewer and 
fewer and we eventually realised 
that they had stopped. We knew that 
he still called on another dealer up 
the road. So one day, knowing that 
he was due, we kept an an eye open 
for him. 

This was easy. Our workshop, 
above the sales area, looked down 
over the main street. The huge plate 
glass windows of the shop opposite 
gave us a clear reflection of our 
own shop front and pavement. 
Eventually we spotted Blenkinsopp 
a few hundred yards away on the 
opposite pavement, striding towards 
us. As he drew closer he crossed 
over the road to our side then, 
doubled into a crouch, ran past 
close to the wall. 

But back to Dick Flotsam 
"Can you mend this for me?" he 

asked. 
"I doubt it, Dickense" I said. 

"What's up with it?" 
As it was dead I took it on and 

opened it up. This required more 
time than it takes to say so. The 
mechanism controls are a long way 
from the front panel, long plastic 
bars being used to connect them.  

When I eventually had the main 
chassis out on the bench I switched 
on. There was nothing except for a 
crackling noise that seemed to come 
from the mains transformer. But it 
was cold. Then the unit came on 
and the crackling stopped. 

Thinking that the on/off switch 
might be cooking, I removed it from 
the panel and carefully slid off its 
metal retaining cover. Bits and 
springs flew everywhere. So this 
was the end of that switch. But the 
bits I eventually found seemed to be 
OK. 

I then noticed that the pins of the 
mains transformer, which is panel 
mounted, had recently been 
resoldered. When the solder was 
removed I discovered that one of 
the pins for the primary winding 
was blackened with corrosion. It sat 
as good as gold in its solder blob, 
but was virtually insulated by its 
coating. 

Oddballs 
Mr Nutt called in with a Panasonic 
KXF2060 fax machine. He's a 
picture of health countryman but is 
convinced that everyone is out to 
get him. It must be five years since 
we managed to persuade him that 
his neighbour's satellite dish wasn't 
a secret listening device. 

"Had the telephone man out to 
move the socket. Crafty fellow 
bugged it" he said, his eyes darting 
around the workshop. "People can 
bug phones, you know. The so-
called engineer reckoned my line 
isn't bugged. Yet he bugged it 
himself." 

"What makes you think that?" I 
asked. 

A knowing smile came over his 
face as he pushed the fax machine 
towards me. "Why else would he 
disable my fax? It was all right 
when he came, but when he left it 
wouldn't accept my outgoing 
messages. Still won't. Stops me 
calling for help unless I use the 
bugged phone." 

He studied our faces then left, 
looking uneasily about him. 

As Steven began to open the fax 
machine Major Hagger strode in 
and tapped his brass-topped stick on 
the counter. 

"Who the devil was that paranoid 
cove?" he barked. "Squinted 
through your door blind like a bally 
quisling. I'd execute that type if I 
had my way. Make the country a 
better place." 

Then he removed his gloves, took 
a parcel from under his arm and 
placed it on the counter. "I've got 
an assignment for you" he said,  

"and I'd like it completed by 1700 
hours if humanly possible." 

"What's the matter with it?" I 
ventured. 

"Ticking like a bally bomb" he 
said, "reminds me of the day I took 
issue with Monty in Tripoli. One of 
those dashed natives . . ." 

"Ah! The phone" I said, running 
off. "We'll phone you before five, 
major." 

"Didn't hear a phone" he said as 
he left. 

I opened the parcel. It contained a 
Pace PRD800 satellite receiver. On 
test it turned out to be dead though 
quietly ticking. The chopper 
transistor and its control chip were 
OK, so I checked the capacitors that 
worry me most in these sets, C7 and 
C8. They should both be 101.IF 
(25V). C7 had fallen in value to 
71.1F while C8 measured 8µF. I'd 
expected them to give lower 
readings, but replaced them and 
tried the set again. It was now OK. 
Then Steven came in. 

"I've fixed the fax" he said. "Mr. 
Nutt was right on one count at least. 
The telephone man had disabled it. 
Look at this bit of telephone cable 
sleeving he'd carelessly dropped 
into the paper feed slot. It was 
moving around with the roller, 
which couldn't make contact with 
the paper." 

I walked outside and looked 
towards the Prince Albert. "Come 
on" I said to Steven. It seemed the 
most sensible thing to do. 	■ 

TELEVISION January 1997 	 201 



'OMMENTARY 
mosimmireimin 

What a Life! 
It would be a lot simpler if TV sets didn't have owners. That would 
halve the problems. But we have to put up with both sorts, as 
Donald Bullock reports 

C very time I see a chap who is 
&going grey the wrong way round 
— from the crown of his head 
downwards — I know I'm in the 
company of a classic worrier. There 
are quite a few of them about. Eddie 
is one — forty five, emaciated and a 
complete stranger to self-esteem. 
He brought in a Samsung CI6229T 
colour TV set and stood there, 
looking downwards. 

"It's only an inch tall" he said. I 
looked at him intently. " 'Er said 
it's no good to anybody, only an 
inch tall." 

"Let's take this one step at a time" 
I replied, noting down his name and 
telephone number. "What's only an 
inch tall?" 

"The picture" he said. "It's my 
sister's set. 'Er wants me out o' the 
'ouse. Says I'm crazy." 

"How many beans make five?" I 
asked. He looked up. 

"Beans?" he asked. 
"Just leave it here" I said. 
I pulled the set on to the bench 

and sought the field output chip, 
which turned out to be a TDA3654 
on a pretty large heatsink. It was 
very hot indeed. A replacement 
restored the field scanning, but it 
still seemed hot to me. Before 
returning the set to Eddie I ran it for 
a couple of days and fitted an 
extension to the already huge 
heatsink. 

When he came back to collect it 
he pulled out a purse and began 
poking about in it with his long 
fingers. They always do, these 
chaps who go grey the wrong way 
round. 

" 'Er said to get outa her house" 
he announced. "Said I'm crazy, 
keepin' fish in the bath." 

"Do you keep fish in the bath?" I 
asked. 

" 'Course I do" he said. " 'Ere, 
don't you start causin' trouble." 
And with that he strode out. 

Salora J Chassis 
Our next caller was Hank. He does 
a bit of servicing in a nearby 
village. 

"Hey, you two are smart, aren't 
you?" he called out. 

"Sure are" I said, "and if we get 
any smarter we're going to give this 
trade the slip." 

"This Hitachi CPT2060 is fitted 
with the Salora J chassis" he said. 

"Christ" we said in unison. 
"As it wouldn't tune I took out the 

little tuning board with the picture 
controls and the tuning circuit on it 
and soldered some very dry-joints. 
That brought back the search 
tuning, and the set will tune and 
store channel 10. But not the rest. 
Why's that?" 

"Dunno" we said, and off he 
loped. 

We could have been more helpful 
if the set had been dead. In this 
event we make sure that the set is 
switched off at the front button and 
plug it into the mains supply. If the 
little red dash in the display lights 
up, this tells us that the power 
supply is OK. So we move over to 
the line output side of the Ipsalo 
(integrated power supply and line 
output) circuit. if it doesn't light up 
we go first to the two 4.7Q, 5W 
surge limiter resistors RB711 and 
RB713, then to the MJE13005/ 
BUW41B chopper transistors 
TB700 and TB701 which often go 
short-circuit. A clue that this fault is 
about to occur is provided by the 
fact that the set takes an increas-
ingly long time to start up. 

These sets can fail repeatedly if 
the repair is not done properly. It's  

essential to replace the two 4.7pF, 
63V electrolytics CB712 and 
CB726 that couple the base drives 
to the chopper transistors. We use 
the type from Willow Vale. Make 
sure that you apply heatsink com-
pound to the chopper transistors, 
and that all three solder tags on the 
heatsinks are well soldered to the 
panel — they are used as circuit 
links. Then check the whole power 
section for dry-joints. 

When we think we've repaired the 
set and it seems to be working, we 
switch it off then plug it back into 
the mains supply. If the dash comes 
on we know we've succeeded and 
that the set will spring to life at 
switch on. 

If we suspect the line output side 
of the Ipsalo circuit we go to the 
0.33uF scan coupling capacitor 
CB532 first. Its left-hand pin 
becomes dry-jointed. This capacitor 
is to the right of the square control 
cutout on the main panel, four 
inches from the top of the chassis. 

All sorts of faults occur when one 
or more of the legs of the huge 
heatsink/partition screen become 
dry-jointed. The screen is silver 
coloured and wraps around the 
bottom left-hand corner of the 
chassis. This item is also used as a 
conductive link for the print on the 
panel. 

Norman's Mitsubishi 
Our next customer was Quiet 
Norman Glutton. Short and squat, 
he likes to eat. And eat. He brought 
in this Mitsubishi CT2124BM 
colour set. 

"He don't switch on like 'e used 
to" he said. 

I leant forward. "So how does it 
switch on now?" I asked. 

"Different" he said. 
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I filled my lungs. "Right" I said. 
"An' the colours be wishy-washy" 

he added. Then he looked about and 
fished his penknife from his pocket. 

"What's the pasties like from over 
the road?" he asked. And with that 
he waddled off. 

By the time he came back, carving 
into a pie, we had his set on the 
bench. Sussing out the 'wishy-
washy picture' didn't take long. His 
kids had fully upped every control 
on the remote handset. But he was 
right: the set didn't switch on as 
these sets should. Instead of coming 
to life when the on-off switch was 
pressed it went into standby. To 
make it come on we had to press the 
standby button. 

I dived into the power supply 
panel, which is to the right of the 
main chassis. A 10011F, 50V 
electrolytic (C964) had leaked so 
much that its legs had rotted away. 
A replacement cleared the fault, and 
by the time the job was ready to go 
Quiet Norman had finished his 
fourth pie. 

Another fault we've found to be 
quite common with this model is 
loss of tuning memory. To deal with 
this look for IC702 and check for 
5V at pin 1 and —30V at pin 2. If 
either voltage is missing, check 
back to the power supply and then, 
if necessary, replace the chip. 

Cassandra Grant 
It was stark and awful yesterday 
morning. Then Cassandra Grant 
glided in. The sun shone, the breeze 
dropped, blossoms burst from their 
buds, songbirds sang and the world 
fell into soft focus. 

"I need your help, Mr Bullock" 
she purred. 

"I know" I said, understandingly. 
"And what would you like me to 
do?" 

"Repair my Grundig TV" she 
breathed, in her husky voice. I need 
it as soon as possible." 

The set was a TSS340, which is 
fitted with the CUC3400 chassis. It 
was dead, with the 800mAT fuse 
SI624 in the feed to the chopper 
transformer open-circuit. We 
declared the BUT11A chopper 
transistor T661 guilty without trial, 
and sure enough it was short-circuit. 
So we fitted a replacement, which 
blew up as soon as we switched the 
set on again. Time to look farther in 
the chopper circuit. In this version 
of the chassis C667 in the snubber 
network consists of two 2.2pF, 
385V capacitors that are connected 
in series. One of them had dried up 
completely, while the other had 
fallen to 0.51.1F in value. Replacing  

them both cleared the fault. So we 
phoned the lovely Cassandra to tell 
her the good news. 

Half an hour later a gangling, 
white-faced piece of string appeared 
at the door. 

"I've called for Cassandra's set" 
he whined. "Carry it to the car, will 
you? I've got a bad back." 

I did his lackeying and watched 
them depart. In my day a prat like 
that wouldn't have aspired to even a 
Pansy Potter or Keyhole Kate. 

A Matsui Portable 
Terry Tic came in carrying a Matsui 
1455 14in. colour portable. "Like a 
bladdy bomb" he announced, "just 
like a bladdy bomb". Then he 
departed. 

Steven tried the set and found that 
it was dead: inside there was a 
Snoddy's job card. "Blew up in 
standby" it said. C301, a small 
47uF, 63V electrolytic that lives by 
the line output transformer, had 
disintegrated — it's the reservoir 
capacitor for the supply to the field 
output stage. Its innards were 
everywhere. And C310, an 
0.0022pF, 600V damping capacitor 
that sits by the line driver 
transformer, had melted. We 
replaced them and started the set up 
using the variac. There was a rustle 
of EHT but nothing else. 

When we checked the voltage 
across C301 it was negative to 
chassis! Further checks in this 
supply showed that the surge limiter 
resistor R310 (100 fusible) was 
open-circuit. After replacing it we 
had a 50V supply but the set was 
still dead. 

It seemed logical to check the two 
field output transistors, Q302 
(2SC2073) and Q303 (2SA940). 
They were both short-circuit. After 
replacing them and carrying out a 
few more checks we dared to switch 
on again. There was still field 
collapse. 

I left it to Steven. After spending 
about four hours on it he stood up 
and shook his head. He looked 
shattered. "Can't understand it" he 
said, "I've replaced or checked just 
about everything". Then he mused: 
"wonder if the field scan coils have 
gone as well?" 

There was a similar set under the 
bench. He borrowed the scan coils 
and fitted them to the 1455. Up 
came the field scan, and after some 
adjustment we had an excellent 
picture. 

"You've got to give Snoddy's one 
thing" Steven said, "they know 
which jobs to grab and which ones 
to turn down". 

"And that's everything" I said. 
Then Terry returned. Steven 

pulled up the 1455 for him and 
noticed that he was carrying another 
identical set. 

"I won't go on having that set 
done, Mr Bullfrog" he bawled. "It 
was only my son's computer 
monitor. I've found another one for 
him at the car boot sale. Cost next 
to nothing. Just put 'im back 
together and I'll take it out of your 
way." 

A Call to the Bar 
The phone rang. It was the 
Horseflies, who run our local pub. 
Their lad had managed to yank the 
coaxial plug off the aerial lead. As 
Greeneyes had come in to tidy up, 
Steven and I decided to go off 
together. 

Having fixed the lead we were 
about to depart when we saw Pervy 
Fletcher, a right shallow, extrovert 
showman. 

"Ah, Donld" he rasped, "let me 
get you a drink!" He guzzled the 
last of his and ordered a round. 
"These two look singularly dry to 
me" he commented. 

Then a one-eyed fellow lurched 
in, looking the worst for drink. 

"Hm. . inebriated" observed 
Pervy. "If he's any trouble, leave 
him to me." 

We made a hurried departure. I 
keep telling Horsefly he should put 
more water in the beer if he wants 
to avoid trouble. .. 
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What a Life! 
A mixed batch of TV problems and customers of various sorts. 
Donald Bullock's workshop scene 

While we were in Spain last 
week our neighbour, the 

Widow Twerpy, called us over. Her 
Sky News channel had suddenly 
deteriorated — it was just possible to 
see and hear what was going on 
through the snowy screen and 
hissing sound. We weren't all that 
surprised, as there had been a spell 
of winter storms with strong gales 
(those who only visit Spain for 
summer holidays have no idea!). But 
the other channels were all OK. In 
fact apart from Sky News her 
reception was excellent. 

We tried another receiver-decoder, 
but it made no difference. So we 
connected a new downlead from her 
LNB to the receiver-decoder. This 
made no difference either. Time to 
take the LNB to the workshop for 
investigation. 

It's an older type, with an open-
ended horn. As I was wondering 
whether the damp had got into it, out 
bounced a huge jumping spider. 
They are common in these parts. I 
have seen one pounce from nowhere 
on to a bluebottle, then grip and eat it 
in a trice. I was frightened to death. 

But the spider cleared off. I studied 
the LNB carefully and decided to 
open it. Then I saw a pair of 
powerful arms protruding from 
behind the Avo. All further work 
was swiftly delegated to son James. 

He connected the LNB to our 
workshop dish, and found that the 
fault was still present. Sky News was 
virtually unviewable. So he shone 
the bench light into the horn, picked 
up a pair of tweezers, and in no time 
had removed a huge ball of cob-
webby stuff from deep inside the 
horn. 

Then he reached for a screwdriver 
and hesitated. He looked worried. "I 
hope there isn't one of those jumping 
spiders inside" he said. 

"Don't worry" I replied. "It's gone. 
Jumped out and disappeared some- 

where behind the Avo. James got up 
and fled. 

After a while I managed to coax 
him back. He opened the LNB, 
removed the rest of the debris, and 
reassembled it. Then he tested it 
again. Sky News was now perfect. 
The reception I mean, not the 
programme. 

More LNB Trouble 
As the boys took the LNB back to 
the Widow Twerpy I returned to the 
house to find Greeneyes peering at a 
mass of snow on the screen of our 
27in. Sanyo set, which is run from a 
separate LNB feed. 

"Look what's just happened to Sky 
News" she said. "It was all right a 
minute ago." 

I looked at the picture. It was as 
bad as the Widow Twerpy's had 
been. And the other channels were 
all perfect. More spiders? 

As the LNB is a dual-output type, I 
decided to swap over the downleads. 
What with the rain and the winds, 
one of them might have become 
waterlogged. But this made no 
difference. It was going to be 
another workshop job. 

When I opened it I found that 
rainwater had got in at the cable exit 
points — there was a small area of 
green corrosion. I cleaned this off, 
carefully valeted the unit with a just-
warm hairdryer, then reassembled it. 
It worked perfectly after that. When 
I refitted it I sealed it up like Fort 
Knox. 

More Sound 
A man who looked like a ransacked 
ferret approached the workshop the 
other day. He was nursing an Hitachi 
colour portable, Model C14 P216. 
There's a stock sound fault with 
these sets, and I sniffed easy money 
to be made. 

"Come in, er. . . Sir" I smiled. 
"Wollitis Mr Block, is this" he  

said, holding up the set. "Wollitis is 
the sound." 

"Good, good" I said with great 
sincerity. "Tell me what it really is, 
what it really is." 

"Wollitis, Mr Block, is I wanted 
the sound louder. So wollidid, Mr 
Block, is I opened it up and 
connected my big hi-fl speakers." 

"You stupid twi — er — oh, I see. Ha 
ha. And why not, eh?" I reached for 
a pen. "And what name is it?" 

"Stoat" he said, "Mr Stoat." 
I opened Mr Stoat's set. The 

original small 812, 2W speaker was 
both disconnected and ravaged. The 
wires that had previously connected 
it lay over the panel. 

In this chassis the 10V supply that 
powers the audio output chip is 
derived from the line output trans-
former, via R402 (4.70) which is a 
safety resistor. 

R402 had departed. For reasons 
that I applaud, the TBA820M audio 
output chip has been superseded by a 
KA2201. A new chip, a new speaker 
and a new safety resistor put the set 
right. 

Mr Stoat came back the next day. 
"Wollitis, Mr Block, is I've come for 
the set" he announced. 

I hoisted it on to the counter. 
"Wollitis, Mr Stoat, is twenty quid" I 
said, "and wollit'll be if you do it 
again is forty." 

Pffh etc 
As he left a large lady barged in 
carrying a big, clumsy looking set. 
"He goes 'pffh', Mr Bloop, then the 
tube goes" she said, throwing her 
arms apart. "Funny, innit. `Pffh' an' 
the tube goes!" 

The set was a Pioneer SV2102. I 
longed for the old days, then faced 
up to the present. The "tube going" 
was in fact intermittent field coll-
apse. And when I opened the set I 
found that it wasn't too frightening —
the cabinet contained a Ferguson/ 
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A commotion outside.. . 
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Thomson chassis. I soon saw that the 
cause of the trouble was a dry-joint at 
one side of CL54, a 250V, 0.56uF 
capacitor in the field scan circuit. 
Resoldering the joint cured the 
problem. 

Davey Ruggles 
Our next caller was Davey Ruggles. 
A decent loser, Davey makes a 
meagre living from collecting scrap 
in his battered little lorry. He'd be 
better off on the dole, but he's not 
the type. He and his wife have two 
children and live in a converted bus. 
They are the most contented family I 
know. 

"I've got some decent customers, 
Don" he said. "One of 'em gave me 
this set. If it's worth mending I 
might make a bob or two. It's the 
wife's birthday next week, and trade 
ain't been so good lately." 

The set was a Matsui 2086. There 
was no brightness, and when I 
advanced the setting of the tube's 
first anode preset control, after 
marking it carefully (easier than 
searching for references later), I 
found that field collapse was the 
cause of the trouble. Then I noticed 
that R419, a safety resistor, was 
glowing red hot. 

We didn't have the circuit 
diagram, and I didn't feel rich 
enough to buy one nor well enough 
to face up to trying to read one 
obtained from the boys who, to me, 
are still Mastercare. So it was a 
matter of attempting a bit of logical 
diagnosis. 

The supplies involved in 
generating the field scan would 
probably be derived from the line 
output transformer. R419 provided a 
clue. When I traced its wiring, I 
came to the line output transformer 
via rectifier diode D406 and safety 
resistor R421. The associated 
reservoir capacitor is C423. What 
was cooking R419? 

On the other side of R419 I found 
a 12V, 1W zener diode (ZD401) that 
seemed to be short-circuit. But when 
the set was switched off it read OK. 
So I switched on again. The field 
scan jumped up for a second or two 
then collapsed as R419 began to get 
hot under the collar. Was it the zener 
diode or something else? There's a 
220uF, 16V smoothing capacitor 
(C422) in parallel with ZD401. I 
removed and tested it, but it seemed 
to be OK. Because I've an inborn 
prejudice about and suspicion of 
electrolytic capacitors however I 
decided to replace it. This time the 
field scan came up and stayed up. 
All was well. 

Curious, if not paranoid, about this  

I connected the electrolytic to a 
bench power supply via a cut-out. I 
wound up the supply gradually: 
when the output reached 8V the cut-
out tripped and the capacitor became 
warm. 

When Davey returned we got him 
to join us over a cup of tea and told 
him that the set was a write off. He 
went a bit quiet, but soon brightened 
up. "Oh well, it didn't do any harm 
trying" he said, "what do I owe 
you?" 

We waved this question aside and 
topped up his tea. Steven went out. 
When Davey had finished his tea he 
went back to his lorry — then 
returned almost immediately. 

"Hey" he said, "that set's on my 
passenger seat with a sticker on it 
saying 'Mended, no charge'. What's 
it all about?" 

"Compliments of the house, 
Davey" I said, "give your wife and 
family our regards." 

Card Trouble 
Jim Sawney is a keen pike angler. 
He was wearing his waders when he 
came through the door and put an 
Amstrad SRD400 satellite receiver-
decoder on the bench. 

"I've had this blasted thing in my 
fishing bag for over a week" he said. 
"Forgot all about it. Now the wife 
wants to record 'The Princess and 
the Grinning Prat' tonight. Any 
chance of saving my life? The Sky 
card is with it. Can I pop in tonight, 
on my way home from fishing, to 
see if it's done?" 

I noticed that it was raining hard. 
"Are you going fishing in this?" I 
asked. 

"It'll soon blow over" he replied as 
he plodded out. 

When he'd gone Steven tried it 
out. It seemed to be all right. Then 
he put the card in and a message 
came up on the monitor — "your card 
is invalid". 

Steven checked that the 5V supply 
was correct at the test point just 
above the ten-pin connector CN01. It 
was. Then I saw him blow into the 
slot before reinserting the card. This 
time it worked. I looked at him. 

"What sort of magic was that?" I 
asked. 

"It's the card contacts" he replied. 
Then he dismantled the receiver and 
cleaned them. "Third this week" he 
commented. 

Fidelity ZX4000 Chassis 
I picked up a Fidelity CTV1405R 
(ZX4000 chassis) which was dead, 
and started to look for the circuit. 

"Are the fuses intact?" Steven 
asked. 

They were. 
"Then replace D21" he continued. 

"It's a BY299 diode and you'll find 
that it's short-circuit." 

I took out the diode and checked it. 
Steven was right. A replacement got 
the set working again. I looked at 
Steven. 

"What does it do?" I asked, "and 
how did you know?" 

"Dunno what it does" he replied, 
"but when the set's dead and the 
fuses are OK it's always that diode." 

Actually it's the HT rectifier. 

Jim's Return 
Somewhat later Jim Sawney loomed 
up outside. He looked drowned and 
worn out, but he'd had a successful 
day — there were two fifteen 
pounders tied to the handlebars of 
his bicycle. He propped the bike up 
carefully and came in. 

"Hi chaps" he said, "I don't think 
I've ever felt so knackered. I've 
walked through twenty miles of river 
bank mud spinning for them pike. 
Any luck with the Amstrad? Dare I 
go home?" 

"It's ready" Steve told him, "only a 
matter of some tarnished contacts." 

"Magic!" said Jim. "I can look 
forward to an evening of peace. I can 
do with it, I'll tell you." 

Just then there was a terrific crash 
outside. A passing dog had spotted a 
cat sniffing round Jim's bike and had 
leapt at it, tripping the owner. 

We ran out to confront a general 
melee. Tripped dog owner, barking 
dog, spinning bicycle wheels and a 
cat up a lamppost. Then Jim came 
out. 

"You did say you wanted a bit of 
peace, didn't you?" I asked him. 
"Not just yet awhile though!" 
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What a Life! 
Is the world full of oddballs, Don Bullock wants to know. Or is it 
just that they all home in on him? 

I left the shop to stack up some old 
sets. When I returned, Steven 

was grinning. 
"Had a right oddball crone in" he 

said. "Name of Swampe. Wanted 
us to traipse through a mile of 
riverside weeds and scrubland to 
refit a coaxial plug. I've had 
dealings with the couple before. 
Call you back forty times and keep 
you waiting ages for payment. 
Then you get the equivalent of 
seven and six pence. So I referred 
her to Snoddy's." 

Greeneyes' Microwave 
Just then Greeneyes came in, 
breathing fire. "What's Snoddy's 
number?" she demanded. "The 
microwave's playing up again. 
You took a week to fix it last time 
and it's never been right since. 
What's the matter with it — and 
you?" 

"Hang on" I replied. "I'm clever, 
yes, even brilliant, but not 
clairvoyant. Last time it was the 
magnetron, and we had to get one. 
What are the symptoms?" 

"When I switch it on it goes `tuh, 
tuh, tuh'. It doesn't produce its 
usual droning noise, and refuses to 
stop when I try to switch it off. 

"Yes, you'd better ring Snoddy's. 
And you could tell them to send 
the bill to Crubb's Foodstore. 
They're into electronics." 

Anyway, we naturally took a look 
at it. It's a Sharp R8880, which has 
a grill as well. After opening it up 
we noticed the small motor under 
the magnetron. It opens and closes 
a little flap at the back, depending 
on whether the grill or oven is 
being used. It was trying to do this 
but failed: the flap was offering 
physical resistance because it was 
sticking on some gunge. A 
thorough clean restored normal 
working. 

"Snoddy's indeed" I commented. 

Aerial Leads 
Then Steven came back. "I've to 
pop along to Mrs Senile" he said, 
"to unplug her teamaker and plug 
in her TV set instead. I have to do 
it about once a week. When she 
finishes watching TV at night she 
plugs the teamaker in ready for the 
morning. Then she doesn't 
understand why she can't watch 
TV while she drinks her tea." 

I understood the situation all too 
well. About half a century ago I 
had a similar customer. She had a 
Decca monochrome set with 
separate aerial sockets for TV and 
VHF radio. In those days TV 
closed early. Each weekend she'd 
plug her TV aerial into the VHF 
socket to listen to late-night radio. 
Next morning she'd find herself 
without TV and give us a call. 

A Goodmans C1401R 
As Steven left, Mrs Bustler came 
in. Her husband followed, carrying 
a Goodmans C1401R colour 
portable. 

"Watch that step" she said over 
her shoulder, "we don't want 
anything to happen to our TV." 
Then she looked at me. "Where's 
the usual nice young man?" she 
asked. 

"He's gone for a crate of 
matches" I said. "He's a firebug, 
you see. What seems to be the 
trouble?" 

"This thing" she replied, nodding 
towards the set and her husband. 
"He does nothing, just blinks at me. 
'Ere, didn't you used to be old Mr 
Bullock?" 

I agreed to take on the set, and 
they trouped off. We've had this 
trouble before with these Good-
mans. The cause is usually the 
STR5412 chopper chip. I sensed a 
quick buck, but it took a bit longer. 

The first thing to do is to check 
for about 100V at pin 2 of the chip.  

It was there all right, but not at the 
other side of the 1N4937 diode 
D806 which was leaky. As we 
didn't have a 1N4937 I fitted a 
BYD33D. This brought the set to 
life, and I boxed it up. A soak test 
proved that all was well. 

"Old Mr Bullock" I muttered as I 
put the set to one side, "used to be 
old Mr Bullock. . ." I went back 
outside to finish stacking my sets. 

Down by the Riverside 
Greeneyes came in to say that 
there'd been a call. "If you feel up 
to it. Actually she said she wanted 
the old man, not Steven. At the 
back of Deadend Lane, down by 
the riverside. Ever such a nice old 
girl. Name of Swampe, place called 
Bodkin's Shack. Something to do 
with an aerial." 

I made to reply, but her eyes 
darkened. So I got together some 
coaxial cable, connectors and clips, 
and set off. 

As I neared the river it started to 
rain. The road became a track, then 
a footpath. I gathered my bits and 
pieces, got out of the van and 
continued on foot. I could see 
Bodkin's Shack in the distant, 
misty scrubland. Before long I'd 
got to the door and knocked. 

An emaciated old girl opened it. 
"You'll be old Mr Bullock, hasn't 
it?" she said, "Pop and I have been 
expecting you." 

I went into the barest room I've 
ever seen, with an old iron 
woodstove whose chimney flu rose 
through the roof. An ancient, thin 
man with glinting eyes sat in a 
rocking chair close by. 

"Connie, get Mr Bullock a chair" 
he said. Connie did as bidden. 

"Now fetch that plug for Mr 
Bullock." A used coaxial plug was 
brought at once. They looked an 
odd couple, as she stood beside 
him. 
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The road became a track. . . . 

"It came off the aerial lead by our 
bed, look you" said the old man. 
"And I want you to put it back on. 
Show Mr Bullock where the cable 
is, Connie." 

Connie pulled open a curtain, and 
we walked through a cloud of dust 
into their dingy bedroom. An 
ancient Ferguson monochrome set 
of the 1400 chassis type sat on a 
stool beside the huge bed. The 
plugless cable hung beside it. 

I refitted the plug and tried the 
set. To my surprise there was a 
reasonable picture — with the usual 
vision modulation buzz on the 
sound. 

We went back to the old man to 
report that the job had been done. 

"I'll send you seven and six next 
pension day" he said. "Now 
Connie, show Mr Bullock out." 

As we went out into the rain, 
Connie pulled the door behind her. 
She touched my arm. 

"Please understand" she said, 
"he's not my husband. I'm his 
daughter." 

The old man's voice came 
through the gap in the doorway. 
"Connie. Come here, now" he 
piped. Connie turned and fled 
inside. 

It took me a while to reach the 
van. Once inside it I sat and 
thought. Is the world full of these 
oddballs, or do they just home in 
on me? 

The Porkpie Hat 
When I got back I found this chap 
in sunglasses with a cravat and a 
porkpie hat. He had a cigarette in a 
long holder, and his fingers were 
encrusted with rings. He also had a 
gold watch as large as a mantle-
piece clock, and a loud, ringing 
voice. 

"Slimey" he said. "Nigel Slimey, 
and pleased to meet you." He 
pumped my arm as though I was 
the village pump and idiot. "It's 
about this old Fergie portable. Got 
it here. No picture, though the 
sound's all right." 

He removed his sunglasses and 
screwed a monocle into his eye 
socket. Then he stood back to look 
at me. "Now, can you mend it? 
Eh?!" 

I took the set and waived him out. 
It was a 16in. model, fitted with the 
TX9 chassis (series 1044). When I 
switched it on there was EHT but 
the screen remained blank. I soon 
discovered that the tube's first 
anode voltage was missing. R233 
(300k52) in the feed to the first 
anode supply potentiometer was 
open-circuit. A replacement  

restored the picture. 
While the set was on soak test I 

noticed that it emitted a discordant, 
high-pitched whine when the beam 
current was high — on bright 
scenes. So I made a simple 
stethoscope with the outer of a 
length of coax, made sure that it 
was dry (I'm not stupid), jammed 
one end into my ear and moved the 
other end around the chopper and 
line output circuits. 

It didn't take long to pinpoint the 
source of the whine. The graphite 
core of the chopper transformer 
was cracked. I glued to with epoxy 
resin and the set stopped its 
whining. 

A Dead Hitachi 
Old Miss Brittle stepped into the 
workshop gingerly. She was 
accompanied by a small, watery-
eyed man who was carrying an 
Hitachi TV set. He put it on the 
counter and Miss Brittle waved him 
away. 

"This set's no use to me as it is, 
Mr Snoddy" she said. "What's the 
use of a televisor that doesn't 
televise?" 

So now, on top of everything else, 
I'm Mr Snoddy I thought as I took 
the back off the set. It was fitted 
with the G8Q chassis and, apart 
from the LED display lighting, was 
quite dead. 

I checked the voltage at the HT 
reservoir capacitor C931. The HT 
was present, but didn't get much 
farther. One end of the HT 
smoothing coil L931 had never 
been soldered, so there was no 
voltage at the smoothing capacitor 
C936. 

When I'd cleaned off the 
connection and resoldered it the set 
worked well enough. 

John Berryman 
Our next caller was the happy and 
ruddy undertaker John Berryman. 
He looks more like a gamekeeper. 

"Hi Don" he called as he breezed 
in. "How are you, eh? How are you 
keeping?" 

"Never mind the trade enquiries, 
John" I replied. "Busy?" 

"Champion" he said. "They're 
poppin' off a treat, so I can't 
complain. Anyhow, come and look 
in the van. I've a corpse that might 
interest you." 

He beckoned me out to his big 
closed van, flung open the doors 
and pointed to a GEC C2200 colour 
set. "That's him" said John. 

We carried the set to the bench 
and I plugged it in. When I 
switched it on it just squealed. 

"That's all the rotten thing does" 
he said. 

I checked the BU508A line output 
transistor, which read barely leaky. 
When a replacement had been 
fitted the set sprang to life. 

"Bet you can't do that with your 
jobs" I said. "By the way, why are 
you so much happier in your work 
than I am in mine?" 

"Well, my customers all come 
with the same fault, Don. No 
intermittents, and none of them 
give me any old buck." 

"What you you get for each job?" 
I asked him. 

"A thousand" he replied. "Yup, 
life is good! Wanna job as my 
assistant?" 

"Don't tempt me" I said. 

Well Done! 
The other day we had to order a 
service manual for the Grundig El 
satellite receiver-decoder. When it 
arrived we were struck by the 
exceptionally high quality of its 
production. It covers the Omni and 
E2 chassis as well as the El, and 
also covers receivers in the Philips, 
JVC and Matsui ranges. Several of 
the fifty or so A4 pages — the ones 
with circuit and layout diagrams —
fold out to A3 size. The quality of 
the text and drawings has to be seen 
to be believed. It was obtained from 
Grove Farm Publications, Long 
Lane, Barnby in the Willows, 
Newark, Notts NG24 2SG (01636 
626 327). 

Highly recommended! 
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What a Life! 
Mostly faulty TV sets this time. A string of successes was followed 
by a nasty that brought Donald Bullock back to earth 

ver the years the items we 
have been concerned with in 

our trade have become ever more 
complex. What's more, they are 
sold at prices which twenty years 
ago would have been unbelievable 
— unthinkable even ten years ago. 

People no longer bring us faulty 
radios to repair, unless the 
equipment is fairly modern and 
incorporates a twin cassette recorder. 
Even then they make it clear that 
they are unwilling to pay more than 
peanuts. New ones are just so cheap! 
We no longer have to turn stacking 
units and and hi-fi systems away. 
Their owners buy new. Portable 
colour TV receivers are going the 
same way. So are basic VCRs. 

A week or two ago a couple of 
teletext sets were brought in for 
repair estimates. Neither had 
serious faults, and we kept our 
estimates low. Yet the customers 
turned into Scotch mist on hearing 
them. People don't even pick the 
sets up. These days more and more 
are left on our hands. 

Steven's Expertise 
"'E shuts down every now and 
again Mr er.. er.. hnnn hnnn" said 
the lean little man with the 
Panasonic video recorder. "But if I 
taps 'im here he tries to come on, 
hnnn hnnn." 

It was an NVL20B, and the 
dusky patch on its top smelt of 
Guinness. But he was quite right. 
When I opened it up the capstan 
soon stopped, followed by the rest 
of the mechanism. 

Steven had been watching. "I've 
had a lot of experience of this one" 
he said. I stepped back and he 
tapped around plug 1 on the main 
panel. The capstan immediately 
sprang to life. In no time he'd 
resoldered pin 15. "Plug 1 feeds the 
capstan motor" he said. 

Mr Mincing 
Then I saw Mr Mincing carrying a 
14in. Ferguson TX90 from his car. 
I don't like Mr Mincing. Too loud 
and familiar "Don't go away" I 
said to Steven. "Handle old 
Mincing as best you can and think 
up a few ideas on the Fergie while I 
make the tea." Then I hurriedly 
departed. 

"Wherr's 'e gone?" bawled 
Mincing. "Miserable old bugger. 
'Fraid I'll bite 'im he is." 

Steven took the set and found 
that the problem was field collapse. 
It was the usual dry-joint trouble. 
When he'd done the necessary 
resoldering he had a picture. But it 
was distorted, with vertical strips of 
shading that varied with the setting 
of the brightness and contrast 
controls. 

"I 'en't watching that" bawled 
Mincing. "I wants 'im right. 

Steven busied himself in the 
power supply, and soon found that 
the 2211F, 50V boost reservoir 
capacitor C189 had fallen in value 
to only 0.01µF. A replacement 
cured the fault. 

"That 'ent gonna cost much, I 
know" Mincing commented. 
"Them resistor things cost almost 
nothin'." 

"Twelve pounds twenty five" 
said Steven, boxing up the set. As 
Mincing gulped at the air, Steve 
added "five bob for the capacitor, 
the rest for our time and suffering. 

Monitors and TVs 
Mrs Twog lumbered in as we were 
drinking our tea. 

"Car" she said. "Hoolp... hoolp... 
ah." 

Steven went to her car and 
returned with a Supertron colour 
monitor. 

"Dead" said Mrs Twog. "See you 
tomorrow. Hoolp... hoolp... ah." 

When we put it on the bench it 
was dead all right. So we opened it 
up and Steve went around it with 
his DC meter. When he touched the 
base of the chopper transistor the 
set chirped and sprang to life. The 
3301d2 bias resistor R902 was 
open-circuit — a replacement 
restored normal operation. 

"Hoolp... h000lp... ah" said 
Steven, "next please!" 

He didn't have long to wait. Old 
Miss Porcelain called in with her 
Alba portable colour set. 

"Hwuh... hwuh... oh, Mr Burper, 
it made such an unpleasant smell 
then went `phff'. Now there's no 
picture. Hwuh... hwuh... hwuh" she 
said. 

We pursed our lips and smiled 
sweetly. When she went we pulled 
her set on to the bench. I switched 
it on and the standby light glowed, 
but the set was otherwise dead. 
After opening it up I found that one 
of the pins of L401 was sitting in a 
large scorched hole in the PCB. 
The cure was to remove all traces 
of carbon and resolder the coil with 
a jumper. After that the set 
produced a particularly good 
picture. 

A Satellite Receiver 
C.C. Kilby, our next caller, is an 
expressionless accountant from a 
nearby town. The C.C. stands for 
Complete Control. Kilby won't 
break down and smile, or even be 
himself. Dealing with him is heavy 
going. 

He opened his briefcase and took 
out a Pace SS9200 receiver-
decoder which was actually dressed 
up as the Nokia SAT1500. "This 
instrument failed in use. Hweh.. 
hweh.. hweh" he said drily. "I'd be 
obliged if you would repair it. 
Settlement in cash, of course. 
Hweh.. hweh.. hweh." Then he 
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The Muck brothers staggered in with a huge 
59cm Goodmans set . . . 

walked off as though freshly 
starched. 

His receiver was dead and the 1A 
mains fuse had gone to its Maker. 
We soon discovered that the 
chopper transformer T2 was faulty, 
with all four pins on the primary 
side shorted together. We ordered 
and fitted a replacement, and also 
replaced the BUT11A chopper 
transistor Q1 and its 111F, 16V base 
drive coupling capacitor C9. That 
completed the job. 

When C.C. Kilby came to collect 
his receiver he was clearly pleased, 
and I fancied that the germ of a 
smile touched his face. But Steven 
insisted that he was suppressing a 
cruel attack of wind. 

The Muck Bros 
The Muck brothers, Hawley and 
Malc, are a pair of jolly farmers. 
They staggered in with a huge 
59cm Goodmans set, Model 2575. 

"Have a look at thisun, boys. 
Kuh!" said Malc. "We don't want 
to spend too much, mind. If it's 
more than ninety quid, say, ring us 
first on this joker." 

He waved a mobile phone at us 
and we took the number he gave. 

"We'em off to the market for a 
few hours. Kuh." 

We got them to bounce the set on 
to the bench, and as they left we 
removed its back and switched on. 
A few thin wisps of smoke rose 
from the main panel. Steven studied 
them. He homed in on the spot and 
found that link 13, which carries 
some spikey chopper transformer 
voltages, was dry-jointed and 
getting burnt up about it. 

It was another case of clearing 
the carbon and resoldering the 
joint. When this had been done we 
switched on and were rewarded 
with a good picture. 

We rang the Muck Bros on their 
mobile phone and were answered 
by a bellowing bull. "Tell Hawley 
and Malc that their set's done" I 
said, "at something less than 
ninety." 

Mr Thick's Solavox 
Mr Thick comes from the 
Severnside village of Elmlode. He 
came in carrying a Solavox TV set. 
Steven looked at it and started to 
gibber, but I stood there resolutely 
and faced Mr Thick with great 
dignity. 

"It works when you plug it in Mr 
Pullet, but it's dead" he announced. 
"Huh!" 

"You don't say" I replied, 
drawing up a job card and filling in 
his name. "Phone number?" I  

asked. 
"Elmlode 456. Huh" he said. 
I racked my brains for the local 

code, then looked at him. 
"What's Elmlode, Mr Thick?" 
"What do you mean, 'what's 

Elmlode' huh, Mr Pullet." 
"Never mind" I said. 
"Any more questions, Mr 

Pullet?" 
I waived him out and put his set 

on the bench. It was a Solavox 
22R19. When I opened it up I 
found that it contained an ITT 
Compact 80 chassis. I shouted the 
news to Steven, who cheered up 
and came over. 

The set was dead but the standby 
light was on. There was no HT 
supply. On further investigation we 
saw that there was a dry-joint at 
one end of an 0.011.1F, 1.6kV 
capacitor in the line output stage 
and that one of its leadout wires 
had burnt away. We replaced it and 
switched on, but there were still no 
results. So we dived for the line 
output transistor, which sure 
enough had shrugged off its mortal 
coil. After fitting a replacement we 
switched on and a good picture 
came up. 

"You know, Steven, I reckon this 
is not such a bad trade after all" I 
said. "We've fixed several sets with 
no effort at all. We're so clever we 
can now take all these faults in our 
stride. Yep, that'll be it." I 
reckoned without Mr Sly. 

The Bush 2114 
Mr Sly appeared out of thin air. 
He's an enquiry agent-cum-bailiff, 
and is the only man I've come 
across who can swivel his eyes in 
opposite directions. He was 
carrying a Bush Model 2114. 

"If I as much as look at it it 
whines" he said. "Nyahh." 

We nodded understandingly and 
promised to look into it. 

When we switched the set on we 
found that in addition to the 
whining there was no vision and 
the raster covered only the lower 
two-thirds of the screen. We 
noticed that two electrolytics, C806 
(1,000g, 16V) and C830 (220µF, 
25V), had blown their tops. We 
replaced them, checked the 
associated rectifiers and switched 
on. They blew their tops once 
more. 

After fitting replacements we 
studied the board. C808 (1,000g, 
16V) and the HT reservoir 
capacitor C810 (220µF, 160V) both 
had bulging tops. All these 
electrolytics are 
reservoir/smoothing capacitors on  

the secondary side of the power 
supply. 

It seemed clear that the outputs 
were high because something was 
amiss on the primary side of the 
circuit. We eventually found that 
C818 (11.1F, 50V) had fallen in 
value to 0.5g. 

We replaced C808, C810 and 
C818 and switched on. This time 
the set no longer whined and we 
were able to tune in a picture. But 
there was no sound. 

C606 (1,000µF, 25V) and C607 
(470µF, 25V) in the audio output 
stage had both gone very low in 
value. Replacements failed to 
restore the sound, and further 
checks revealed that the 1 SI safety 
resistor R811 in the power supply 
had blown. A replacement went 
open-circuit immediately, so we 
replaced the TDA2006 audio 
output chip IC601. 

It took us some hours of bench 
time to get the set working properly. 

About half an hour later, as we 
were about to pass the set OK, it 
banged and showered the bench 
with electrolytic innards. Steven 
looked at the set, then at me. 

"What was that you said about us 
being so clever and taking the sets 
in our stride?" he asked. 

"I don't recall saying anything of 
the kind" I retorted. "It was you 
who said that." 
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"Thanks mate. Oney I've got this bad back, 
see." 

What a Life! 
A day's collection of TV (mainly) repairs and the characters who 
brought them along. Donald Bullock recounts his experiences 

When I saw the car draw up outside 
and its driver start to pester a passer-
by I should have nipped across to the 
door and locked it. I know that now, 
but I didn't then. I was curious, and 
as we know curiosity killed the cat. 

The driver was a burly, ambling 
fellow who looked as though he lived 
on roast beef and cheap port wine. 
His wife hung about behind him. 
After a bit of a flurry, the passer-by 
hauled his TV set from the back seat 
and struggled towards our counter 
with it. He put it down and held the 
counter for support. He was quite an 
old man. 

"Thanks mate" said the driver. 
"Oney I've got this bad back, see. On 
the sick I am. Pensioner akchewly." 

As the passer-by staggered out I 
drew up a job card. "Name?" I asked. 

"Swigger, mate" he boomed. "Me 
set's dead an' I can't do without 'im. 
What was on when he failed, Nell?  

Yes it was that prat who kept 
prancin' about, Julian something. 
Well blow 'im. Oney the telly's our 
oney pleasure. Well I mean you gotta 
'ave a telly, aint you? An you enna 
goin' t' charge us anythin' much, I 
'ope. Oney we're pensioners, see." 

The Bush 2002 
When he'd departed we put his set, a 
Bush 2002, on the bench. We 
switched it on and found that there 
was a blank screen, with no bright-
ness or sound. Steven stared at me 
and, declining to mark the position of 
the first anode preset, upped the volt-
age. This showed that the cause of 
the problem was field collapse. 

"We'll need a 12V, 1W zener 
diode" he said, "because ZD401 will 
be gone. Also it's 5.60, 3W feed 
resistor R419." 

"You'd better check the HT volt-
age first" I commented. 

"Know that too" he replied, spin-
ning his meter knobs. "Up at 135V. 
Should be 115V. That means C909 
and C911, both 47pF, 50V, in the 
chopper circuit. You'll find they test 
all right on the bridge, but replace-
ments will produce the correct HT 
voltage." 

He took them out and tested them. 
They read right. He slung them in the 
bin and fitted replacements. When 
we switched the set on and checked 
the HT voltage it was spot-on at 
115V. Then he replaced the zener 
diode and resistor. Up came the field 
scanning. 

"Gosh, such cleverness" I said. 
"S'nuthin" he replied, wobbling 

his head from side to side. 

Another OAP 
Just then Mr Whiner came in with a 
Solavox 142TT. "Where's Mr 
Bullock?" he asked. 

"I often wonder myself' I said. 
Steven appeared, grinning. 

"Can't be much" Whiner said. 
"Right as rain a second before 'e 
went. Must be a loose wire or sum- 

mat. Only I'm a pensioner, see." 
The set was dead apart from the 

channel indicator. The mains bridge 
rectifier was doing its stuff, and there 
was HT at both sides of the chopper 
transformer's primary winding. But 
nothing much else seemed to be hap-
pening. As I didn't have a circuit dia-
gram I was rather at a loss. Maybe 
the line output transistor was duff? 
When tested it Was OK, but I decided 
to fit another one anyway. This didn't 
help. 

Time to look at the power supply 
more carefully. It's based on an 
STR5412 chip, which incorporates 
the chopper chip and its associated 
circuitry. Pin 2, which is connected 
to the chopper transistor's base, 
receives bias via R807 and R808, 
feedback from a secondary winding 
on the chopper transformer, and puls-
es from the line output stage. I decid-
ed to check the resistors connected to 
this pin, and found that the feedback 
resistor R809 (1800, 0.5W) had 
gone high in value. A replacement 
restored normal operation, with a 
nice picture and sound. 

Mrs Sad's Video 
Mrs Sad slid in with a tiny, slim 
VCR. As I was filling in a job card a 
huge teardrop plopped on to it. Then 
another huge tear came rolling down 
her face. 

"Died" she croaked. "Just like 
that. All right at breakfast, singing 
and everything, then" — another huge 
tear — "he just dropped dead." 

I find this situation difficult. I bit 
my lip and stood still. Time passed by. 

"Oh Mr Bullock, I'm going to 
miss him awfully. He was such a 
lovely canary" she said. 

"I understand" I said. "Can you 
tell me what's wrong with your 
VCR?" 

"It whirrs a bit. Otherwise it's 
dead" she said. 

It was a Sony SBF3OUB Betamax 
machine. There was no clock display, 
but the drum motor was rotating. A 
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fault in the 12V or the 5V supply 
seemed likely. We checked them 
both, at pin 3 of CN103 and pin 4 of 
CN101 respectively. Both were miss-
ing. We soon found that the cause of 
the trouble was a 47pF, 25V elec-
trolytic, C115. 

"D'you think we ought to offer to 
take a look at her canary?" I asked 
Steven. 

Another Bush 2002 
Mr Epongo's head is a bit bigger 
than normal. He was extra polite. The 
Bush 2002 TV receiver he brought in 
was identical to the one we'd done 
earlier, and the symptoms were the 
same. As we booked it in he leaned 
forward. 

"I've got a musical jug" he said. 
"Er. . . oh, right" I said and 

returned to my writing. 
He touched my shoulder. "It plays 

Widdicombe Fair" he said. 
"Good" I replied, giving him his 

half of the ticket. 
Then off he went, gently ting-

tinging his musical jug's tune. 
Steven took the back off the set, 

plugged it in, looked at me brazenly 
and upped the setting of the first 
anode control without marking it. 
Field collapse. "Ah" he said, "one 
more 12V zener diode and one more 
561 safety resistor." 

"Okay, okay" I said, going over to 
the cupboard, "and here's your met-
ter and two 47pF electrolytics. I reck-
on you're using customers with doc-
tored sets to prove how smart you 
are." 

He fitted the diode, the safety 
resistor and the two capacitors, blew 
on his knuckles, and switched on. 
There was an almighty bang, and 
acid-laced capacitor flock peppered 
our faces. C909 had exploded. 

After spending a long time search-
ing for the reason, he noticed that the 
capacitors I'd given him were of a 
different make. It's common for the 
negative leadout wire of an elec-
trolytic capacitor to be identified by a 
black line down the side of the case. 
These capacitors had the usual black 
line, but set into it there was a tiny 
plus sign, indicating that the leadout 
wire was the positive connection. 

He looked at me as though I was 
responsible, cleaned off his face and 
the panel, then fitted replacement 
capacitors the right way round.When 
the set was switched on again a per-
fect picture appeared. 

A Brace of Fidelities 
The phone rang. It was Mr Prism, 
wondering how his 20in. Fidelity 
CTM2000T was coming along. The 
truth was that it wasn't. It was in  

danger of taking root. As neither 
Steven nor I was anxious to hump it 
on to the bench, it was busily collect-
ing dust in the middle of the floor. 

"We'll face up to it together" I 
said. "You put it on your side of the 
bench, and I'll help." He did. There 
was sound but no brightness. As he 
reached for the meter, I slipped off to 
make the tea. 

As I returned Lucy Lovebody 
came in. I like Lucy. 

"My naughty TV's gone grouchy 
on me, Donnie" she breathed. 

"Bring it in and we'll look at it, 
we sure will" I replied. 

She wiggled off and fetched it 
from her car, wrote her telephone 
number on the screen with lipstick, 
winked and wiggled off. 

The set was a Fidelity Super 14 
portable, which uses the ZX2000 
chassis. Its picture was all right, but 
the sound was distorted. There were 
no circuit reference numbers printed 
on the panel. I considered developing 
a protective migraine attack, but 
decided to plug in another speaker 
first. It made no difference. As I 
reconnected the original speaker 
however I accidentally brushed my 
hand against a tall coil next to the 
socket. The sound came right. I 
cleaned and reset the coil, then tried 
again. The fault had been cured. 

Meanwhile Steven was battling 
with the other Fidelity set. The tube's 
heaters were aglow, and there was 
EHT. This time upping the first 
anode control's setting had no effect. 
A check at the tube's base to see 
whether the 370V first anode supply 
was present showed that it was miss-
ing. Steven looked into the cause and 
found that the metal tag to which the 
lead is soldered had corroded from 
the print. When it was cleaned off 
and resoldered there was a good pic-
ture. 

An Irate Customer 
Mr. Wallop didn't look too pleased 
as he struggled in with a Ferguson 
TX10 TV set. 

"If ever a chap asked for a back-
hander it's that tall, thin fellow at 
Snoddy's" he bellowed. "This set lost 
its brightness. They kept it for two 
months, charged me fifty quid, and it 
went for just ten minutes. When I 
took it back he waved me out. Said I 
was mad expecting to get such an old 
set mended. Got an answer for every-
thing, he has. But I could give him an 
'ammering he wouldn't laugh off." 

When he'd gone we put the set on 
the bench and switched it on. It was 
tripping. We looked at the power 
supply and noticed that D702 had 
recently been replaced. But a BY228  

had been fitted in place of the origi-
nal BYX55-600. It had failed of 
course. When the correct type had 
been fitted a good picture appeared. 
We decided to give the set a soak test 
and, if it passed this (it did), to charge 
Wallop £15. 

A Toshiba V209 
Angela Mainwairing popped in with 
a Toshiba V209 video which was 
dead. We've had these machines in 
before with the same symptoms, and 
headed straight for the power supply. 
Sure enough the STK7753 chip 
IC811 and C811 (100pF) were 
faulty. Replacing these items brought 
the VCR back to life. 

Squashed up Picture 
Rita Ruff brought in a Hitachi 
CPT2478 TV set (G6P chassis). "The 
picture's all squashed up" she said, 
"and very bright at the top. Has been 
for months. But my husband didn't 
bother to bring it in. So why should I 
I thought? But here it is. Better late 
than never they says, don't 'em?" 

The cause of the field cramping 
was C682 (100pF, 50V) in the fly-
back booster circuit. A replacement 
cured the fault, but the excessive 
brightness had etched into the phos-
phor. The tube was irreversibly dam-
aged. 

Tuning Trouble 
The day had worn on when Egbert 
came in. He's forty, doesn't work, 
draws his strength from his bible and 
his living from his parents. He 
brought in their Hitachi C2118T TV 
set because it no longer tuned in pro-
grammes. 

We decided to look at it while he 
waited. Then it would be time to 
pack up. So we opened the set up, 
confirmed the fault, and found that 
there was no tuning voltage at the 
tuner as the bar traversed the screen. 
The tuning voltage supply is derived 
from the HT line via R044 (12k52, 
0.5W) and R144 (101a 0.5W). 
R044 was open-circuit. 

"I had an identical set with tuning 
trouble the other day" Steven com-
mented, "but in that one only chan-
nels 1-4 would tune — and they were 
right up at the wrong end of the scale 
and overlapped. There was also 
sound and vision interference. It was 
the same resistor, but it had risen to 
about 35kil instead of going open-
circuit. 

We boxed up Egbert's set and put 
it on the counter for him. 

"Egbert" I said, the day endeth, 
and we're nackered. Give us this day 
fifteen pounds, and take the set back 
to your parents." 
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What a Life! 
Stranger than ever customers, this time mainly with VCRs. Donald 
Bullock on his experiences at the counter and the workbench 

"Tellywise, Mr. Bull, I've got prob-
lems" gasped scruffy Burt Crust as 
he staggered in with a monster TV 
set. "Hope it ain't going to cost too 
much, 'cos I've also got problems 
moneywise." 

"Quiet, Crust" I said, brewing up 
the sweetest smile I could muster, 
"or I might develop problems tern-
perwise." The set was a Grundig 
Supercolour B7500 (CUC220 chas-
sis). "What's up with it?" I asked. 

"Trouble picturewise" he said. 
"Well, worser really. There's just a 
line, like." He cast his eyes around. 
"Where's that nice young chap with 
all the savvy? Hell have it done in 
no time." 

I waved him out and he disap-
peared as though riding a bike 
against the wind. 

Steven came in and I jerked my 
thumb at Crust's set. "Field col-
lapse" I said, "and the customer 
wants you to do it." 

He went over the usual joints, 
then had a good tap around, but the 
raster wouldn't open out. I noticed a 
mint but dusty circuit sheet tucked 
into the floor of the set and pointed 
to it. 

Steven dusted it off, opened it out 
and started to check voltages. 
Eventually he traced his way to the 
deflection module, which contains 
the line generator and field timebase 
circuits. "There's a voltage here 
that's hard to check" he said. "They 
call it voltage D, but it comes 
straight from a winding on the line 
output transformer, as pulses." 

"Can"t power the field timebase 
with pulses" I said. 

But by now Steven had discov-
ered an SKE4G1/04 rectifier diode 
(D2761) on the module. One of 
those little oblong things, as big as 
half an Oxo cube. "Don't like those" 
I said, "it's bound to be open-cir-
cuit." 

It was. When a replacement had  

been fitted the 24V supply and the 
field scanning were restored. I went 
off to make the tea. 

Mrs Bagstone and Sammy 
As I went out Mrs Bagstone barged 
in with her awful child Sammy. 

"Ah, the old 'un's out" she said to 
Steven. "Good. E's got so soddin' 
slow, ain't 'e? An' too much mouth 
lately." As she swung a Samsung 
SI1260 VCR on the counter Sammy 
playfully set about swapping the job 
cards on the sets on the floor, then 
started to dismantle the remote con-
trols by using them as hammers. 

"Don't be brazen, Sammy" Mrs 
Bagstone bawled. Then, to Steven, 
"he's ever so brazen. Just like 'is 
dad. Oh, his 'ead don't go round." 

Steven looked first at Sammy, 
then cottoned on and looked at the 
machine. 

By the time I'd made the tea she'd 
gone and Steven had the top off her 
VCR. The display was all right, also 
E-E operation. But neither the drum 
nor the capstan revolved. Time to 
check the outputs from the power 
supply. There was no always 15V 
output, and it didn't take long to 
establish that the 1N4001 diode 
D212 was open-circuit. When this 
had been replaced the always 15V 
supply came up but the problems 
remained. The 5V supply was miss-
ing because D109, another 1N4001 
diode, was leaky. This time the new 
1N4001 diode got everything going. 

Steven had barely finished when 
Mrs Bagstone returned. 

"It's done, Mrs Bagstone" he 
smiled. "I had to replace a couple of 
diodes." 

"Already?" she bawled. "Only 
took you ten minutes. Diodes are 
cheap, ain't they? So you won't be 
charging me will you?" Then she 
turned to Sammy, who was stabbing 
the set tops with our ball pen. 

"Sammy, don't be brazen. You'll  

annoy this nice young man if you 
carries on like that." 

"Right" said Steven, having totted 
up the bill. "Fifteen pounds altogeth-
er, Mrs Bagstone." 

The lady froze, shut one eye and 
glowered at him. "Next time I'll see 
the old man" she hissed, "you're just 
a rotten little upstart. Plain ignorant. 

Different Job, Different 
Customer 
What a contrast! Our next customer 
was Juliette Applebright. Poetry in 
motion. Quite properly, she ignored 
Steven and smiled at me. 

"Could you do something for 
me?" she breathed. 

I felt the need to say something 
up-to-date and snappy "Affirmative" 
I said, huskily. 

She smiled and waved toward her 
car. Out crawled Pimple, her some-
what lacking boyfriend. He wafted 
in, barely able to deal with the 
weight of her Panasonic NVG21 
VCR. 

"All crooked" he croaked, leaning 
forwards and waving his face about 
in front of mine. "All crooked — the 
picture like." 

As they departed, Steven took the 
VCR and plugged it in. The picture 
was all right at first.Then it began to 
wave and dance about. It then 
became steadier. And so on 

Steven gave the machine the usual 
initial head and tape transport sevice 
and tried again more in hope than 
expectation.He then studied its oper-
ation. 

"The capstan and drum speeds are 
varying" he announced as he settled 
down to the task of getting it right.A 
new BA6430S chip (IC2001) made 
no difference, but when he moved 
the machine towards the light the 
picture became normal. He evental 
ly found that the fault could be con-
trolled by flexing the main panel, 
and after a lengthy time with the 
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"He's ever ever so brazen, just like 'is dad." 

money. A pint of beer was a shilling 
then." 

magifier and iron he discovered a 
dry-joint in the servo section.Once 
this had been resoldered themachine 
worked normally. 

The Major 
Our next caller was Major Hagget, 
who strode in with a Philips colour 
set. 

"Morning Bullock" he bristled. 
"Now, I hope this set doesn't drive 
you as mad as it has me. OK for 
days, then it cuts out. Sound and all. 
Wants a spell on the jankers if you 
ask me. Anyhow, over to you. I 
want it right, so do your best." Then 
he strode out. 

Obviously one for Steven. He put 
it on his bench and tried it. The set 
was one of those fitted with theKT3 
chassis — the model number was 
about two feet long. It worked all 
right, and continued to do so for 
several days. Then it suddenly hic-
cuped a few times, with the sound 
cutting out and the picture momen-
tarily collapsing to a large, bright 
pool in the centre of the screen. 
After that it recovered and worked 
normally again for ages. 

Our problem was the fault's brief 
duration. The set returned to normal 
operation before we could do any-
thing. We tried removing the back 
and covering it with several layers 
of thick blanket, but even then we 
didn't have time to take any diag-
nostic action. So we decided to try a 
cold repair. 

We took out the power supply 
module and set about cleaning off 
and remaking every soldered joint. 
Then we did the same with the time-
base generator panel and the line 
output stage. This took us hours and 
got us nowhere. The fault remained. 

We eventually found that slight 
pressure around the line output 
transformer would sometimes pro-
duce the fault. Further probing 
brought us to the cause of the trou-
ble, which was where the EHT lead 
is connected to the transformer. The 
insulation at the end of the lead is 
stripped back half an inch and 
pressed home into a socket within 
the overwind moulding. The bare 
part of the lead had a spark-tar 
nished end. We cleaned it off, 
retinned it, pressed it firmly back 
and tried again. The fault had been 
cured. 

"Good work" the major cried 
when he collected his set. "If there's 
another war I'll do my best to get 
you called up first. We'd need men 
of your calibre." 

Mrs Barger and Oscar 
Mrs Barger appeared at our door  

with her son Oscar. She was carry-
ing an Akai VS427EKV VCR while 
he was nursing a large pile of 
coloured handbills. 

"Give 'em a few, son" said Mrs 
Barger. "The sooner you gets rid of 
'em the better." 

"Don't like to, mam" said the boy. 
She bundled him into the shop, 

and as she put the recorder on the 
counter he dropped all his handbills. 

"It's jammed up" she said, tap-
ping the machine. "We took it to 
Snoddy's first 'cos they gives free 
photos of the Spices Girls, but after 
looking at it they recommended 
you." 

Meanwhile Steven was reading 
one of the handbills. 

"Snoddy's for all your repairs" he 
read out. "Speed and efficiency 
combined." 

"What are you handing these 
things out for?" I asked. 

"Five quid" she said as she 
scooped them off the floor. "Wanna 
few on the counter for your cus-
tomers?" 

We waved her out and put her 
machine on the bench. It refused to 
rewind because the right-hand 
spool's brakes stayed on. In the fast-
forward mode the idler wasn't mak-
ing contact with the spool. We 
cleaned everything and carried out 
lubrication as necessary, but this 
made no difference. So we looked at 
the mode switch. It was very tar-
nished, but cleaned up like new. 
When we'd refitted it the machine 
worked well. 

We then sat down and assessed 
our stress levels as a result of her 
unreasonable behaviour, including 
the handbills. We decided we'd 
need two pints of beer each to set us 
right. Taking this into account, we 
worked out her bill. 

A Hairdryer 
Our next customer brought in a 
modern hairdryer that appeared to 
be part hedgehog. It's mains lead 
was open where it met the plug. 
After repairing that I tried it. As 
there was a terrible clattering noise, 
I swiftly withdrew the plug from the 
mains supply. 

"The noise is normal" Steven 
said. "Lots of 'em make that noise 
nowadays." 

I looked at him in disbelief. 
"Well, there''s no need for it" I said. 
"Forty years ago they were silent. 
Favourite was the Morphy Richards. 
I liked them because each one had a 
paper capacitor in the handle. It 
would go short-circuit and stop the 
thing working. I fixed them for a 
couple of quid a time. Not bad 

Ecclesiastical Matters 
A large scruffy car with a running 
board swung into view outside. Out 
bundled the portly Reverend Goode. 
His timid curate, the Reverend 
Blande, followed. He was carrying a 
Samsung video. 

"Bless you, gentlemen" beamed 
the reverend. "My curate has prob-
lems." 

"Problems" said the curate. 
We nodded understandingly. 
"It's the flecking picture" said the 

reverend. 
We spun round. 
"Little flecks all over the place" he 

continued. 
"Little flecks" said the curate. 
They left the machine andtrouped 

out. It was an SI1260, and the pic-
ture it produced was covered with 
interference blips. When the sharp-
ness control was adjusted, the blips 
almost disappeared at one point. We 
gave the machine a basic service to 
see whether this would help. It did-
n't. 

After further checks we decided 
that the probable cause of the prob-
lem was hash on a DC supply. We 
checked the feeds to the signal cir-
cuits, then those to the power stages, 
all to no avail. Before long the only 
item we'd not looked at was the front 
control panel. There are two PCBs 
here, connected by a ribbon-cable 
plug-and-socket (CN704 and 
CN701) assembly. Careful examina-
tion revealed that the stranded con-
ductor to connector ten was splayed, 
and that a single strand was split and 
was touching connector nine. 
Tidying this up cured the fault. 
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What a Life! 
Don Bullock on the trade and his experiences 
with customers and their equipment 

When I first fell into the clutches 
of this trade I thought that the 

servicing side was full of problems. 
Little did I know what lay ahead. 
Then, the number of different prod-
ucts you might have to deal with 
could be counted on one hand. There 
were radio receivers, record players 
and television sets. And as far as I 
can recall they were all British, 
which meant that spares and circuits 
were pretty close to hand. 

There was the agency bugbear of 
course — for those of us who weren't 
agents. Manufacturers like Ekco and 
Murphy would supply spares and ser-
vicing information only to their offi-
cially appointed dealers. If we needed 
anything we would be told to 
approach one of these. They could 
usually be counted upon to be less 
than helpful, often condescending as 
well. But the number of sets involved 
was not great, and there were usually 
ways round the problem. 

The majority of manufacturers 
didn't have strict agency arrange-
ments and would sell to us all. They 
were also glad to give technical 
advice, and provided free service 
manuals. A phone call requesting one 
would often bring it by return, some-
times with a wad of other manuals as 
well. 

Today it's all a jungle. There are 
thousands of different makes of 
scores of different products. Finding 
a source of spares can be impossible. 
And even when manuals are avail-
able, they can be prohibitively expen-
sive. 

Time and time again we find our-
selves in need of technical data to 
diagnose the cause of a fault with a 
piece of equipment we've not seen 
the like of before. If it's a VCR, the 
manual might cost £15-£25. Do we 
fork out in the hope that the repair, 
and our payment, will be quick and 
easy? If we do, what happens should 
the customer decide "not to go on  

having it done"? 
We've tried everything over the 

years, including asking the customer 
to pay for a manual. But after doing a 
few sums on their fingers they usual-
ly start asking questions. 

"If I spend £20 on a manual, what 
if you fmd that expensive parts are 
required?" The upshot is that they 
decide against forking out on spec. 

So we generally accept equipment 
for repair in the hope that we can 
carry out the work without embark-
ing on a ruinous bout of spending. 

Lately, while I was in Spain, two 
such jobs were brought to us. One 
was a Ferguson 3V44 VCR (similar 
to the JVC HRD140). The other was 
a Cambridge ARD200 receiver-
decoder. Both had obscure faults, and 
we had no information on either of 
them. The VCR belonged to a friend, 
and we were anxious to help. Our 
usual suppliers couldn't supply man-
uals — because the VCR was "too 
old" and the ARD200 "too obscure". 

After scanning the classified 
advertisement pages of Television I 
telephoned a small firm called 
Fryems and left a message on the 
answering machine. Within an hour a 
bright and personable chap called 
Colin telephoned us — in Spain — to 
confirm that he could help with both 
items. The manuals arrived here 
shortly afterwards — at a total cost of 
£10. That's what I call service! 

A Bush 2002 
"Can you manage on your own this 
morning?" Steven asked, "I'm slip-
ping out to buy a house." I was back 
in the UK. 

"Right" I said. There was a dis-
mantled Bush 2002 TV set on his 
side of the bench - which is nearest to 
the shop counter. 

"Perhaps you'd go on with this 
one" he said. "According to the ticket 
it's dead, but it isn't. When I upped 
the setting of the first anode preset,  

paying no attention to its initial posi-
tion, there was brightness with field 
collapse. If it's any help, the set is 
similar to the Matsui 2086T." Then 
he was off. 

I soon found that there was no 
12V supply because the 1W zener 
diode ZD401 was short-circuit. Its 
feed resistor was open-circuit. The 
input to this network is obtained from 
a line output transformer fed rectifier. 
A check here produced a reading of 
45V off load, so all seemed to be 
well. Another easy job I thought, as I 
replaced the resistor and diode then 
switched on. The field opened out, 
and there was a good picture. I decid-
ed that life was fine — passable at any 
rate. 

But after two minutes the field 
began to shrink and a smell of hot 
plastic filled the air. I disconnected 
the bits I'd fitted and checked for 
shorts. As there weren't any, I left 
them disconnected and checked the 
HT voltage. The reading was high, 
127V instead of 114V. Then I saw 
that C909, a 47pF, 25V electrolytic 
that's the reservoir capacitor for the 
LT supply on the primary side of the 
chopper circuit, had swollen and 
stretched its jacket. It had also gone 
high in value — when checked it pro-
duced a reading of 82pF. 

I fitted a replacement, rated at 
50V, replaced ZD401 and its feed 
resistor once again, and switched on. 
Up came a picture. When I checked 
the HT voltage the reading was 
118V. Slight adjustment of the +B 
preset VR901 reduced it to 114V. 
The set behaved well during a soak 
test. 

Miss Drudge 
The phone rang. "Will you come and 
help, Mr Bullock?" asked a strained, 
dry old voice. "This is Miss Drudge, 
number 86. Mother's set has gone 
again." At that she put the phone 
down. 
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A smell of hot plastic filled the air. 

Miss Drudge has no interest in 
watching television or in anything 
else. She's a colourless soul who has 
ended up as her domineering moth-
er's lackey. Her mother, now eighty, 
sits with a rug over tier knees, issu-
ing quiet demands to her daughter.. 

I asked Greeneyes to watch the 
shop as I popped along to number 
86. The set is a Ferguson 22D1 
(TX100 chassis), Its picture seemed 
to be all right to me, so I looked at 
Miss Drudge, then at the old woman. 
She was staring straight ahead. 

"Tell him," she said. 
"Tell him what?" asked her 

daughter. 
"Tell him the picture flies around 

then turns into a line when the set's 
been on for an hour." 

Miss Drudge turned to me. "After 
an hour the picture goes round and 
turns into a line Mr Bullco" she said. 
"Please mend it for us." 

I took the set hack to the work-
shop and gave it a soak test under a 
blanket. It failed, just as they had 
said. So I replaced the TDA3652 
field output chip 106, then gave the 
set another soak test. It failed again, 
just as before. 

I let it cool down then tried again, 
only this time I left a digital meter 
connected to pin 5 of the line output 
transformer to measure the HT volt-
age. After half an hour the meter dis-
play started to flicker and the voltage 
reading began to rise from its norrnal 
119V. When the voltage reached 
155V the field began to roll, As the 
voltage rose further there was field 
collapse. 

This time I replaced the 
TDA4600-2 chopper control chip 
1C7. Also R114 in the chopper tran-
sistor's base drive circuit. This resis-
tor had risen to over twice its correct 
value of 0-39a When the set was 
given another soak test it behaved 

As I walked in with the set Nl;o, 
Drudge opened tier purse and sia,rt:si 
to take out some notes. Her face 11A 
lost some of us doleful expression. I 
reconnected the set and told her that 
it was now all right. She lent over 
her mother. • 

"Mr Bull nc..has: ;headed y011f 
set. It's all 	That's good, 
isn't it?" 

"Leave it on 	.,. t othec com- 
manded. as Miss Drudge frantically 
pushed sonic I ni. nto my hand. I 
smiled at her iat.1 toiik iny leave. 
Sonic people have a trying tins' 

The Commercial Traveller 
Steven came in as I got back. "Did 
you buy a house?" I asked. "Yep" he 
said. 

Just then a bright young fellow 
with a thick briefcase came in. He 
was obviously a commercial trav--
eller. I got the impression that he'd 
come straight front a confidence 
course. 

He switched on a winning smile 
and winked at me. "I've got some-
thing here that'll revolutionise your 
business" he said triumphantly as he 
dropped a 13A mains socket on to 
the counter. 

"How come?" I asked. 
"This socket ends all the drudgery 

of housewiring" he said. "Every 
ounce of the drudgery. Now, ask me 
why?!" 

"But we don't do housewiring" I 
said. 

His grin went and he looked at 
our floorful of TV sets. "Oh, right" 
he said, and was gone. 

A minute later he was back. 
"Hey, [ye got a set for repair in the 
hoot. I was taking it to Snoddies, but 
since I'm here..." He brought it in 
and left it with us, 

I hoisted it on to the bench. It was 
a Nokia Model FX6332 the on 
with the Euro .Mono chassis. WI-  J',1 
switched it on there was an EHT rus-
tle then the set tripped and shut 
down. 

"1 hat .  a the line output transistor'' 
said Ste 'n. Sol dismantled the set. 
and •_•itecked the transistor (5T10, 
type S200(JA). It was leaky. A 
replacement restored normal opera-
tion. 

"Are you suddenly psychic'?" I 
asked Steven 

"Nab" he replied, "just done one 
like it." 

Old Abe 
Just then I saw Old Abe standing by 
the door. He lives alone in a river-
side hut. with a couple of 14in. 
portable TV sets, a car battery and a 
screwdriver. While watching one set 
he messes about with the other one 
then brings it to us to repair. We 
mend it and charge him accordingly. 
Then he uses that one and messes 
about with the other one. When he 
brings us a set he walks the ten miles 
and carries it in a horrible old blan-
ket. It was a warm day, and Abe was 
as high as his blanket. 

"Morning Mr Bullock, Sir" he 
said. "I've 'ad a bit of good luck, Mr 
Bullock. Someone's given me a 
colour telly. Only 'e don't go for 
long." 

"Right Abe" I said, slipping 
windwards. "Take your blanket back 
and call in next week." 

—rhank 'ee kind, Mr Bullock. 
Bye, bye for now, Sir." 

gave the set some foam cleaning  

treatment and pulled it on to the 
bench. It was a Network NWC1410. 
When it was switched on it worked 
all right, but after an hour the pic-
ture slowly faded away, leaving the 
sound. I took the back off and the 
picture slowly returned. This kept 
on happening. The job turned out to 
be a slow one. 

I eventually saw what I suspect-
ed. The tube's heaters were going 
out. In the fault condition there was 
no voltage across the tube base 
panel pins for the heaters. But there 
was plenty of voltage at P451, 
which makes the connection to the 
main chassis. In this model the 
heater voltage is stabilised by a pair 
of wire-wound resistors (IQ and 
2c2) which are connected in series. 
Both are on the tube base panel. 
They are designated R920. 

When tested they read all right. 
Then, suspecting that they were 
dry-jointed, I took them out, 
cleaned off their leads and resol-
dered them to the board. This didn't 
make any difference. On closer 
examination I discovered that there 
was a hairline crack in the tiny bit 
of print that provides a link between 
these two resistors. A tiny jumper 
lead to bridge the break cured the 
trouble. 
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I
was talking to John Stacey, who 
is about my vintage, the other 
day. He has been self-employed 

down Devon way for more years 
than he cares to recall. Like me, he 
came into the trade when the only 
TV was BBC in monochrome. He 
had some interesting tales to tell. 

John recalled going out to 
demonstrate an electric shaver to a 
farmer. The farmer took his time 
trying it, then said "I've a good 
mind to buy it but, tell me, will it 
do my toenails without any trou-
ble?" 

On another occasion he showed 

Algey delivers an ITT portable's handle . . . 

What a Life! 
Don sees a man cry for the first time and recalls some lighter 
moments since his last column 

up at a caravan to repair a set, with 
a mate. They had to wait outside the 
door while its owner, a young lady, 
got dressed. When she finally let 
them in she apologised and added 
that she often watched TV while 
undressed. 

"I hope they can't see me at the 
BBC" she said, "they can't, can 
they?" 

"Well, it's not something we put 
about" his mate replied, "because 
it's a trade secret. But, yes, they 
can." 

Things can go wrong for all of 
us of course. I recall an occasion 
when, towards the end of an 
evening spent making deliveries, 
my mate Algey and I decided to 
pop into the Magpie for a drink. 
There was just one set left to deliv-
er, a 14in. ITT portable. Its plastic 
cabinet had a moulded handle. 

The house we took it to was 
fronted by a lawn. This had a path 
with a row of fenceposts and an 
ornamental chain leading to the 
front door. Algey, refreshed by his 
pint, found a burst of energy. He 
jumped out of the van with the set, 
ran up the path, and jabbed his 
thumb on the bellpush. As he did 
so, he brought the set up ready to 
hand it over. It hit the nearest post 
of course, and when the customer 
opened the door he found Algey 
holding a neatly severed plastic 
handle. The rest of the set was on 
his front step. 

The man's face produced a show 
I shall never forget. It displayed a 
sequence of just about every con-
ceivable expression from a smile of 
greeting to one of sheer disbelief. 
Algey's plight was also something 
to behold. 

Cash and Carry 
In later years I discouraged house 
calls in favour of providing a cash 
and carry service. This led to the 
discovery that about two thirds of  

my customers had bad backs. Those 
who didn't had no idea how to carry 
a set — with the tube's face towards 
your chest — and because I grew 
tired of their antics I usually took 
the set from our rack and carried it 
to the waiting car. 

One day a young pap called in, 
paid for his repaired set then started 
to prance around it, wondering 
where to start. 

"Don't worry" I said, "I'll carry 
it out for you — I've done it often 
enough." I hoisted the set, lifted it 
up against my chest and sped off 
towards the door. As I reached it, 
the set's mains lead caught on the 
door handle, yanking the set from 
my hold. It landed with quite a 
crunch. 

I've never seen a man cry before, 
and felt about an inch high. 

There was a fortunate end to this 
story. The damage was confined to 
the cabinet, and another of my cus-
tomers was a professional french-
polisher. He made it look like new, 
for just £3, all in a day. But it cost 
me a lot in extra work. I had to strip 
everything out of the cabinet, 
including the tube, then fit it all 
back again. 

The customer, who scrutinised 
the set in vain for signs of damage, 
made a complete recovery! 

Miss Drudge - 2 
One of our customers is a 
formidable old woman who lives in 
a chair in front of her TV set. This is 
permanently on, so that she can 
resume her viewing whenever she 
wakes from her doze. The other day 
we had another call from her ageing 
daughter Miss Drudge. 

"Mother's set is playing up again, 
Mr Bullock" she said flatly. "Can 
you come as quickly as possible?" 

Because I felt sorry for her, I 
called round right away. The old 
woman, now well into her eighties, 
was sitting as usual with her shawl 
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over her legs, looking at the screen. 
The set, a Ferguson 22D1 

(TX100 chassis), had a picture. But 
its geometry was awful. There was 
too much width, EW distortion and 
a band of line frilling. When either 
the width control RV72 or the pin-
cushion control RV71 was moved 
the band of frilling would shift up 
and down the screen — in addition to 
affecting the width and EW correc-
tion slightly. 

"Tell him I can't watch that" the 
old woman said. 

"Mr Bullock knows you can't 
watch it, Mother" the daughter 
replied. "That's why he's here." She 
looked utterly worn out. 

I had to take the set back to the 
workshop where son Paul, who now 
works with Steven, tackled it. He 
found that he could remove the 
frilling completely. But the set's line 
linearity then became terrible. After 
a good deal of checking he found 
the cause of the trouble. R143, the 
6.852 safety resistor in the feed to 
the line driver stage, had risen in 
value to some 330Q. A new resistor 
plus setting up produced a good pic-
ture. 

When I took the set back and 
connected it up the scowl left the old 
woman's face. 

"Tell Mr Bullock I'm very 
pleased" she told her daughter. 

"Mother is very pleased, Mr 
Bullock" Miss Drudge said flatly. 
"Now I must pay you." 

As I left I reflected on the hope-
less life Miss Drudge led. 

Mitsubishis 
Esse Phipps drew up outside in a 
huge Mitsubishi car. She got us to 
collect her TV set from it. This 
wasn't easy — it was a 25in. 
Mitsubishi colour set, Model 
CT2534 (Euro 4 chassis). 

"Dratted thing won't go" she 
said in her cut-glass voice. "Too 
bad, what?" 

The set was stuck in standby. 
After some routine checks we 
found that the cause of the trouble 
was in the line output stage. The 
2SD1877 line output transistor 
Q552 tested perfectly, which led us 
to the transformer (T553). When 
we took it out we found that pins 
1, 2, 6 and 7 were all shorted 
together, linking the HT supply to 
chassis. 

We ordered a new transformer 
from SEME, at a very reasonable 
price. It arrived by return. But 
when we fitted it the fault was still 
present. 

We spent a good deal of time 
searching for a further short. Even- 

tually, as there was nothing else 
left to check, we tested the line 
output transistor again. It was dead 
short! A replacement restored nor-
mal operation. 

When Esse returned to collect it 
she said that she would be bringing 
her Mitsubishi VCR in for service. 
"I'd have everything Mitsubishi if I 
could" she trilled. "I'm going to 
buy a speedboat soon. Is there a 
Mitsubishi one?" 

"Sure to be" I said. 
"I've been thinking" Steven said 

afterwards. "I've had that fault 
sequence before with this chassis. 
The transistor tests OK then, after 
replacing a faulty transformer, the 
transistor is found to be dead short. 
We'd better replace both items 
together next time." 

Fidelity ZX3000 Chassis 
"Time we saw the back of this 
one" said Steven, hauling a 
Fidelity CTM2000T (ZX3000 
chassis) on to the bench. No vision, 
sound or channel display was the 
complaint. 

Some quick checks showed that 
the 12V supply was missing. We 
discovered a bad dry-joint at the 
MC7812 regulator, which is 
mounted on a heatsink close to the 
line output transformer. This was-
n't clear initially, because the regu-
lator is hidden by the infuriating 
plastic cradle in which the panel sits. 

A NordMende Portable 
Hazel Nutt is one of those modern 
girls — big, tall, fit looking and out-
going. 

"It's this telly" she announced. 
"It's got a permanent wave. Ha ha 
ha!" She shuffled and leant over on 
her long legs, like a demented wick-
et-keeper. 

The set was horrible too. An old 
NordMende colour portable, Model 
1534 (F10 chassis). We gave the HT 
circuitry the once-over and found a 
dry-joint at the negative side of the 
HT bridge rectifier's 470pF, 160V 
reservoir capacitor CP11. 
Resoldering this joint clear-ed the 
fault. 

When Hazel returned to collect 
the set she was dressed for hockey 
and was carrying a stick thing. 

"Do you play hocky much, Mr 
Bullock?" she asked. 

"Never seem to get the time, 
unfortunately" I replied, stepping 
back a bit. "But I think Steven and 
Paul do, er, don't you lads?" 

But they had disappeared. 

The Pop Hopeful 
Our final visitor that day was Seth  

Mutt, who aims to be a pop singer as 
soon as his IQ rockets to 25. He car-
ries a guitar everywhere, but has yet 
to discover how to play it. He 
humped in a huge, 26in. Loewe 
Contour S124 colour receiver 
(C8500 chassis). 

"When I swishes 'im on, like, the 
lickol light 'd come on, then 'e'd go 
out" he said. "Har, har, har. Auhhh." 

Steven backed off. Being of stern-
er stuff, I booked the set in and 
waved him out. 

"We'd better look at this set 
together" I said to Steven when he 
finally poked his face around the 
workshop door. "Help me on to the 
bench with it, will you. We'll put it 
on your side, shall we?" 

I handed him a screwdriver to get 
the back off. "I could do with a cup 
of tea" I said, "couldn't you?" When 
he nodded I skipped off to make it. 

When I returned with the tea 
Steven was working around the 
TDA4600 chopper control chip. "Its 
supply at pin 9 is varying" he said. 

"Find out why" I suggested, ever 
helpful. Before long he took out the 
relevant reservoir capacitor, C626 
(100pF, 25), and gave it to me to 
test. 

"Varies as you watch the meter" I 
said. Between 15-30pF. Guess it's 
faulty. 

He shot me a sideways look and 
fitted the replacement I handed him. 
When he switched the set on there 
was EHT but no brightness or sound. 
"I'll up the first anode voltage" he 
said, "without bothering to mark the 
preset's position." I saw the look of 
perversity in his face. Bit like Green-
eyes, I thought. As expected, there 
was field collapse. 

"No sound, no field scanning" I 
said, mainly to display my powers of 
observation. "Must be a common 
cause." 

He carried out some checks 
around the TDA1872A field time-
base chip 1561 and soon found that 
the 12V supply was missing. When 
he traced the source of this he came 
to the LM7812 regulator chip 1553. 
There was an input here but no out-
put. 

I handed him a replacement. 
When he'd fitted this there was 
sound and field scanning. After 
adjusting the first anode supply pre-
set, which I'd hoped would give him 
trouble, there was a good picture. 

"That was an intensive bit of 
work, wasn't it?" I commented. "I'd 
like another cup of tea. How about 
you?" 

He looked at my empty mug, then 
at his own. "Haven't touched mine 
yet. Don't seem to have had time." 
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"Do give him a pat and tell him how good he is!" 

892 

What a Life! 
Don gets them all, from the rough (very) to the well-dressed lady 
magistrate, not to mention the supercilious school teacher • • • All in 
a day's work 

Some of the flying insects here 
in Spain are quite bizarre. 
One is a huge, stocky-looking 

dragonfly thing. It has a black-
bronze, bullet-shaped body. The 
problem is that it swoops and 
cruises around noisily at head 
height. 

Whilst here lately I ran into 
Mike and Karen, a popular couple 
who run a friendly and efficient 
television and video business. As 
we were swapping yarns, one of 
these bugs droned by. It reminded 
Mike of a technical tale. 

A rather bolshie man had called 
him out to look at his set. For most 
of the time it produced a perfect 
picture. But from time to time the 
picture and sound would fade out 
and remain absent for ages. Then a 
perfect picture would suddenly 
return, only to go again. After lis-
tening carefully to the complaint, 
Mike popped outside to examine 
the aerial system, starting with the 
dish. The customer followed him 
out. After completing his examina-
tion, Mike voiced his suspicions. 

"I think something lives in 
there" he grinned, pointing at the 
LNB. 

"Never mind the jokes" said the 
customer, "I want this bloody lot 
working." 

At that point a huge insect flew 
out of the LNB horn and swooped 
on the customer. 

"See what I mean" said Mike, 
when the customer had recovered. 

Mike's remedy was simple. He 
crumpled up a piece of plastic 
mosquito netting and shoved it into 
the horn. 

It took the customer longer to 
regain his equanimity enough to 
find his wallet . . . 

Back in Blighty 
"I wish you'd call on Mrs 
Salcombe" said Steven. "She's a 
rough handful, I can tell you. I 
can't handle her type. But you, 
with your experience and tact.. . 
Then there's Mrs Stannard, the 
local magistrate. She likes you." 

I blew on my nails. Delightfully 
humble of Steven I thought —
though it's true that I am very 
clever, a cut above average. So I 
breezed along in the van to No. 17,  

with my service case. I was greeted 
at the door by a huge, seventeen-
stone lady. 

"Go on up, Doctor" she bawled 
in a voice like a saw on a sheet of 
tin. "Don't take no notice of 'is 
nasty mouth. Just give him a shot 
of summat quieting, I would. 
Proper pain in the neck the old boy 
is. Time he was put away with 
some of that Yoothnasia, if you 
asks me." 

I stopped and coughed. She 
shielded her eyes and glowered at 
me. "Good God" she brayed, 
"what's the National 'Ealth comin' 
to?!" 

"I'm not the doctor" I faltered. 
"I've called to see your television." 

"Oh, 'av you indeed. An't you 
got one of your own then?" She 
turned to her scruffy, fat daughter. 
"'Ear that Beryl? Man wants to 
watch our telly! Whatever next?!" 

"You called me here" I said, 
waving my job card. "Bullock's it 
is." 

She drew herself up to her full 
four feet two. "Get out, you filthy-
mouthed beast. How dare you! In 
front of my daughter, too. You 
could do with a good spell in the 
army. And the birch!" 

I know when I'm beaten. So I 
ducked back to the van and headed 
for the Stannards. 

At the Magistrate's 
They live amongst the toffs on 
Paradise Hill. As I went through 
their gate a dog as large as a horse 
came licking and nudging and 
sniffing at me. I must say that I'm 
not particularly partial to dogs, big 
or small. 

The well-dressed Mrs Stannard 
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glided out. "Oh, Collingbourne 
wants to be friends!" she said as the 
dog pushed me over. "He likes you, 
Mr Bullock! Do give him a pat and 
tell him how good he is." 

I got to my feet and tried to 
smile. Then I wove towards the set 
in her lounge. It was a 24in. 
Panasonic, Model TX24T1 (Alpha 
2W chassis), with a very fuzzy pic-
ture. So much so that all you could 
make out were vague shadows. It 
looked as if heavy frost covered the 
screen. 

I flicked over the service switch. 
Instead of field collapse, the image 
looked like a horizontal lemon. 
After checking the EHT and the 
supply to the RGB output stages I 
moved to the tube base panel. The 
red and green cathodes were both 
about right at 150V, but the blue 
cathode reading was zero. Further 
checks revealed that the blue drive 
peaking coil L352 was open-circuit. 
A replacement restored perfect 
results. 

Mrs Stannard was pleased. 
"We've just returned from holiday, 
Mr Bullock" she laughed. "A friend 
of ours stayed here. When the set 
failed they called that awful 
Snoddies place. Apparently the tall, 
thin man called. Quoted £250 plus 
VAT to repair the set!" 

Sleepy Ossie 
I arrived back at the workshop just 
as Sleepy Ossie Ointment rolled in 
with A Bush 1408 portable. His 
face curled into a smokey grin. 
Then he locked his eyes on mine 
and talked as though he'd had a 
couple. 

"There ain't no picture on 'im, 
Mr Bullock. Just a snowy screen. 
Do 'im if 'e's cheap. Not if 'e's 
dear." 

"What's cheap and what's dear, 
Ossie?" I asked. But he'd slunk off. 

The cause of the trouble turned 
out to be simply a dry-joint in the 
tuner. So I charged Ossie £9.99 for 
doing the job and a penny for the 
solder. 

Another Portable 
As I was about to shuffle off to 
make the tea Mr Strange loped in 
carrying a 14in. Toshiba Model 
145R7B. He looked at me, smacked 
the set on the bench and simply 
said "dead". 

Son Paul tackled the set. He 
found that the 6.252 surge limiting 
resistor R801 was open-circuit and 
the SR2M overvoltage protection  

diode D808 was short-circuit. 
There had obviously been an HT 

surge. The STR50020 chopper chip 
IC801 is suspect in this event. 
Another suspect in these sets is 
C813, a 47pF, 50V electrolytic in 
the regulation feedback circuit. 

After replacing these items Paul 
switched the set on. There was now 
HT at the mains bridge rectifier's 
reservoir capacitor C810, but the 
set remained dead with no standby 
light. A check on the 5V supply at 
pin 42 of the microcontroller chip 
ICA06 produced a reading of only 
0.22V. 

The 5V supply is derived from 
the front of the power circuit, 
where a feed from the bridge recti-
fier is taken via RA25 (6.21(52) to 
the BC337 standby switching tran-
sistor QA08. This transistor was 
short-circuit, but a replacement did-
n't restore results. Further checks 
showed that the 5.1V zener diode 
DA03 and the BC557 transistor 
QA05 were both short-circuit. 
Hence the low voltage at pin 42 of 
the microcontroller chip. Replacing 
these last two items finally restored 
normal operation. Paul, looking 
relieved, sunk into a chair with his 
tea. 

Walter Bean 
Walter Bean is another of those 
teachers who talk to us as though 
we are schoolkids. He had with him 
a Samsung VIK346 VCR. Before 
addressing us he undid his jacket 
button, slipped a hand into his 
trouser pocket and presented us 
with a good view of the underside 
of his chin. 

"This machine ah hisses in ah 
standby and ah blinks off when ah 
switched on" he said. 

"We'll have ah look at ah it" I 
said. 

The cause of the trouble was in 
the power supply of course. Yet an-
other case of electrolytic capacitor 
trouble. When we had replaced C38 
(1,000pF, 10V) all was well. 

But there was nothing we could 
do for Bean. He's spent too long 
wielding power over those unfortu-
nate children. 

Miss Drudge - 3 
Just then poor Miss Drudge crept 
in. Her severe and ancient mother 
treats her like a lackey. I feel sorry 
for Miss Drudge, but daren't tell 
her so. 

"It's mother's set again, Mr 
Bullock. I'm ever so sorry, but it  

keeps going wrong. It's the 
Ferguson, the one you call a 
TX100. There's no picture. Could 
you repair it, Mr Bullock, er . . 
without too much delay, if it's pos-
sible? Only mother doesn't like 
being without her television, Mr 
Bullock . . . She doesn't like . . ." 

The truth, and we knew it, is 
that for poor Miss Drudge living 
with her mother was hell. Living 
with her when the set failed was 
purgatory extended. So Paul and I 
bowled round to look at it. 

There was just a raster. But 
where was the aerial flylead and its 
coaxial plug? The old woman's fat 
cat was asleep in the shaft of sun-
light behind the set. I rolled it over 
— ever so gently! — to reveal the 
plug. As the cat raced away franti-
cally I restored the picture. 

"Thank you Mr Bullock" cack-
led the old woman as Miss Drudge 
arrived, all hot and bothered. Then 
she barked at Miss Drudge. 
"Where have you been? Pay Mr 
Bullock at once." 

"No need" I said as we made 
our exit, "have this one on us." I 
gave Miss Drudge a secret wink as 
we departed. 

Bodmin Business 
I had a note from Vic Rummery a 
while back. He and his wife 
Marjorie run a TV servicing busi-
ness in Bodmin, Cornwall. He'd 
enjoyed what he called Rebecca's 
"libellous" article (September '96) 
and told us about a couple of 
recent customer experiences. 

One chap had called and asked 
for a suitable aerial system for the 
locality. Vic advised him on what 
was required and supplied the cor-
rect type. A few days later the 
chap's wife rang. She said they'd 
erected the aerial but it hadn't 
cured the trouble, which must be 
due to something else. Could they 
return the aerial and have their 
money back? 

Another card phoned late one 
Saturday night to say that the set 
he'd just bought from a shop in 
Plymouth had failed. Could Vic 
call and fix it? 

Vic was about to go to bed. He 
was asked whether he could call 
next day, a Sunday, but declined 
and offered to call first thing on 
Monday. The offer was turned 
down. "The people from the shop 
can do that." 

Keep your chin up, Vic! I've 
had to, for years and years. 
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What a Life! 
A Gloucestershire idyll - Don Bullock does a stint on the Home Front. 
And a happy ending to the saga of Miss Drudge 

The days were shortening, the 
sun was getting watery and the 
mists would come rolling up. I 

wanted to get back to Spain, but 
Greeneyes had arranged that we 
should spend a fortnight at our UK 
base in Gloucester. So I had to face 
up to a stay of duty here, and the 
thought of it made me nasty. I stood 
in the shop and watched the inno-
cents passing by. 

"Look" I said to Greeneyes, 
"every one of them is scurrying 
home to get a fix of the national 
drug. Off to watch their silly, flick-
ering TV screens. They ought to 
ban it." 

"The day they do that, we stop 
eating" Greeneyes said sweetly. 
"And by the look of you that would 
be no bad thing." 

"You'll change your tune when 
they start to troop in, with their silly 
mouths going" I said, feeling my 
head and wishing I'd gone easier on 
the whiskey the night before. "Free 
won't be cheap enough, immediate-
ly won't be soon enough, and per-
fection won't be good enough. We 
ought to have chosen better lives. 
We should have been traffic war-
dens." I paused and looked her up 
and down. "Specially you" I said, 
relishing my clever and cruel wit. 

Tom's Decca 
Before long our first pest, er cus-
tomer, struggled in with his set. It 
was harmless old Tom Mugg. He 
put the set down on the front edge 
of the counter and wiped his brow. 

"Hot today, innit, Mr Bullock!" 
he gasped. 

"No, it's cold" I said, drawing 
the pad towards me. "Name?" 

He stopped wiping his brow and 
looked at me askance. "You know 
me, Mr Bullock" he wheezed. As he 
turned to me his kneecap caught the  

sharp edge of his set. "Oh, bugger" 
he gasped. 

So I wrote "0. Bugger" on the 
card and waved him out. 

His set was a 20in. Decca Model 
DT9476, which is fitted with the 
145A series chassis. It had a noisy 
raster, with no programmes, 
although the digital channel display 
was working. We didn't have the 
manual but, as always, the people at 
Tatung were very helpful — both 
with advice and faxing us a circuit 
diagram of the tuning system. I 
soon discovered that there was no 
tuning voltage supply at the tuner. 
Checks in the tuning voltage DA 
converter stage showed that QR10 
had no base bias because RR68 
(33kS2) was open-circuit. It's rated 
at 0.5W, so I fitted a 1W replace-
ment. The results were excellent. 

Elvis Pelvis 
Our next customer minced in with a 
Sanyo CBP2145 (E2-B21 chassis). 
He looked like a well-greased wop. 
"You won't mend this set" he war-
bled, "nobody can. It's been every-
where. Waggling the aerial plug 
helps." 

I decided I didn't like him. So I 
ignored his comments. "Name and 
trouble?" I asked. 

"Elvis Pelvis" he said, smooth-
ing his well-penned hair. 

"And you name?" I said cleverly. 
As he left, looking over his 

shoulder, I yanked his set on to the 
bench. I soon wished I'd asked him 
what the fault was, because it 
seemed to be all right. But after a 
while the sound cut out and the pic-
ture quality became degraded, tak-
ing away the colour. 

I opened up the set and found 
pounds of fresh solder everywhere. 
When I withdrew the chassis, I 
noticed that the symptoms became  

worse as the tuner drew level with 
the back of the runners. Starting at 
the tuner, I began disturbing — gen-
tly — every component in that plane. 
Before long I came to a lin. loop of 
black-covered jumper wire. One 
end was connected to a point 
marked J6. As I moved the wire 
over it fell out of its solder blob and 
the fault became permanent. 
Retinning and resoldering the link 
cured the fault. 

After putting the set back togeth-
er I sneaked off to lunch while 
Greeneyes guarded the fort. 

I returned to find Greeneyes 
chatting and falling about with Mr 
Pelvis, who was happily forking out 
and gibbering in his silly way. 

"They don't have assistants like 
you at Snoddies" he was saying, "or 
Crubbs Foodstore — or that new 
place on the ring road that does 
them while you wait." 

"Don't they then?" she sim-
pered, "are they really that bad?" 

"How come you can waste time 
flirting with a prat like that?" I 
asked when he had wiggled out. 

"He's nice" she said, "and differ-
ent." 

Filth 
I spun round to see an unkept, ruddy 
specimen, unwashed, unshaved and 
unclean. 

"Snoddies wants thirty five 
poun's just t' come" he said, "an' I 
en't paying it. You'll 'av t' come 
'n' do 'im. Name's Bottler." 

I stepped aside, exposing son 
Paul who had just started his mug of 
tea. Looking a little ill at ease, he 
took the address and agreed to call 
in half an hour. 

He returned from what he reck-
oned was the dirtiest house he'd 
ever seen — which is something, in 
this trade — with a Baird television 
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"Hat today, nnit, Mr Bullock." 

set that was covered with sticky goo 
and smelt like a tip. He assigned the 
repair to me, and made for the soap 
and water while I washed the cabi-
net down with spray cleaner. 

The set was fitted with the 
Ferguson TX9 chassis — the original 
version. Its symptoms were a loud 
spluttering on the sound and a 
weak, flickering and grainy picture. 
I soon found a sooty crater at one 
end of C136 (10nF, 1.5kV) in the 
ramp reset circuit in the power sup-
ply. Resoldering this removed the 
spluttering. I then turned to the pic-
ture trouble. 

"I suspect the tuner" I said to 
Paul. 

"It's usually the IF module in 
this chassis" he said. I looked at him 
and thought of the impertinence of 
the young. 

I fitted a tuner, but it didn't help. 
Then Paul found an IF module in a 
scrap set. We fitted this and it did 
the trick. 

When Paul delivered the set Mr 
Bottler emerged with dignity, paid 
our bill, thanked Paul for our swift 
and efficient attention and ran down 
Snoddies, which made him feel 
good. He gave Paul a big, fat tip. 

Brisk Customer 
As I stood gazing out of the shop 
window a smart little car drew up 
across the road. A thin fellow got 
out, grabbed a satellite receiver-
decoder from the passenger seat and 
stood looking about him. Then he 
saw the shop, and me. He raised his 
right arm like a rifle and, looking 
along it with his left eye closed, 
strode towards me and entered the 
shop. 

"You're the one" he said. 
I looked behind me. Then he put 

the receiver down. 
"Name's on it" he said, "ring 

me." And off he went. 
A sticky label on the set said 

"Dead" and "Smith". But no tele-
phone number. It was an Amstrad 
SRD510. When I opened it up I 
found the remains of C86 (100µF, 
16V) all over the place. It's part of 
the 9V regulator circuit on the main 
board. 

When I'd cleaned up the chassis 
and fitted a replacement capacitor 
the receiver worked well. 

Straight from The 
Horsefly 
Our next customer came to us, 
chauffeur-driven, straight from The 
Horsefly. He had trouble opening 
the boot. So Paul went out to help 
him unload his Toshiba 14in. 
portable — Model 1400TBW. The  

customer, who was huge, followed 
him in then plopped on to a chair 
and laughed to himself. I eyed him 
sharply. 

Then he looked at the set and 
said, thickly, "Wha'sh my Line? 
That'sh a good 'un, en't it? Wha'sh 
my Line?" 

"Professional soaker?" I suggest-
ed. His smile faded, so I shut up and 
pulled the pad towards me. 
"Name?" I asked. 

"Popeye" he said. 
I looked at him then filled in the 

job card. "Give us a ring tomorrow, 
Mr Eye" I said. 

Field collapse was the problem, 
and I saw that the 7.5Q fusible 
resistor R317 was open-circuit. One 
end is connected to pin 6 of the line 
output transformer, the other to the 
rectifier which produces the 24V 
supply for the AN5515 field output 
chip IC303. The chip was the cause 
of the trouble. It was dead short 
between pins 1 and 2. A replace-
ment and a new resistor restored the 
picture. 

When Mr Eye returned he was 
sober and correct. "Sorry about yes-
terday" he said, "I was celebrating —
the missus had just left me." 

I smiled at him. 
"Never mind the grinning" he 

said, "she's back." 

End of Day 
As the day slipped by, Greeneyes 
decided to run Paul into town. I sat 
alone in the shop with a cup of tea, 
willing the clock to creep round to 
closing time. 

Then a car drew up outside and 
out jumped Fred and John, two fish-
ing mates of mine. 

"The bream are biting at Haw 
Bridge" they said, "how about a 
couple of hours with us in the morn-
ing?" 

"Done!" I said. Just then an ema-
ciated fellow in a long, old-fash-
ioned and unbuttoned raincoat came 
in with a GoldStar CIT4902 14in. 
portable. 

"Dead" he announced. "It's me 
sister's. Name of Taylor." 

I filled in the job card and waved 
him out, but he stood there. 

"What's the matter?" I asked 
"I shouldn't have done it" he 

said, looking at the floor and shuf-
fling. 

"Shouldn't have done what?" 
John asked. 

At this point the cove sprang to 
life and danced around the shop. 
"Stop this nonsense" he cried, "I'm 
off!" Then, flinging his hands 
behind him under his mac, he strode 
off in long springy steps, like a  

newly cleansed sinner. 
As John and Fred looked at each 

other in amazement I settled to the 
set, which is fitted with the PC-04A 
chassis. It was dead, with no stand-
by light. The chopper power supply 
is based on a TDA4601 chip 
(IC801), which needs an 8.5V start-
up supply at pin 9. I thought this 
would be missing, but it was pre-
sent. There was no voltage at pin 5 
however, which is connected to pin 
9 via a 100142 resistor (R814P). 
This resistor proved to be open-cir-
cuit, a replacement curing the trou-
ble. 

As we were about to lock up, I 
saw that the skies were leaden 
though the sun was trying to break 
through. Then I noticed an attrac-
tive, long-haired lady walking 
serenely towards the shop. She was 
wearing a gay summer dress and a 
straw hat. 

I felt sure I recognised her face. 
A young man was by her side. As 
they reached the shop: she smiled 
and came towards us. 

"Miss Drudge!" I exclaimed. 
She laughed and shook her head. 

"Not any more, Mr Bullock. Meet 
my husband Arthur. Dr Arthur 
Saviour!" 

"But, your mother . . ." I said 
weakly. 

The lady's face clouded. "Sadly, 
she passed away — suddenly. Her 
doctor, Arthur, saw to everything. 
And, well, we've our own lives 
now." 

Things aren't always as bad as 
they seem. 
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Steven and Paul enlarging the workshop. 

What a Life! 
A fuse-blowing video recorder and mysterious phone calls are 
amongst the things that plagued Donald Bullock this month 

This autumn Steven and Paul spent 
about ten days enlarging the work-
shop. Steven's girlfriend Jeanne felt 
sufficiently encouraged to tidy up 
some of their long-standing mud-
dles. I returned from Spain to wit-
ness the result, which was so heart-
warming that I offered to open up 
next day while they went tench fish-
ing in the lovely Walham water. 

On the following day I awoke to 
a soft and sunny morning and later 
found myself humming happily as I 
unlocked the shop door and 
breathed the scent of newly-worked 
wood and Mansion polish. Then the 
phone rang. 

I picked it up. No one there. So I 
pulled the first job on to the bench. 

Videos 
It was an Hinari VXL8 video 
recorder which was dead. I opened 
it up and soon found that the 1.25A 
fuse Z601 had blown. A replace-
ment brought the machine back to 
life, and I put it on soak test to see 
whether the fuse would blow again. 

Then the phone rang. I picked it 
up but there was nobody there. 

The next job was a JVC cam-
corder, Model GRA2E. On the job 
card it said "mine" and "dead" in 
Steven's scrawly writing. When it 
was switched on the 'on' light lit 
for half a second then died. So I 
opened it up and made for the crop 
of half a dozen so-called circuit pro-
tectors that are to be found close to 
the DC input socket. CP6 was open-
circuit, for no apparent reason, and 
a new one seemed to cure the trou-
ble. The circuit boards in this model 
are very thin, so I took care when 
removing the PCB plugs and sock-
ets. 

As I was reassembling the unit I 
managed to flick a screw along the 
bench. It rolled past the telephone 
and on to the floor. When I bent 
down to retrieve it the phone sud-
denly rang in my ear, which was 
about an inch above it. I snatched 
the handset and put it to my other 
ear, which wasn't throbbing — yet. 
Nobody there. 

Vivian 
Next thing Vivian Dunby mooched 
in, looking as though she'd just 
been poleaxed. 

"What's up, Vi?" I asked. 
"Well me 'usband's run off 

again and me daughter's gone off to 
Jamaica with a chap old enough to 
be me father. And me canary's died 
an' the cat's got the mumps. And 
now this sod's playin' up." She held 
up an Amstrad VCR6000 video  

recorder. "He won't give me me 
tape back" she moaned. 

Then the phone rang. I picked it 
up. Nobody there. 

"Give me an hour" I said to Vi 
as I waved her out. 

I tried to eject the tape, but the 
flap wouldn't open. When I disman-
tled the machine I found that the lit-
tle lug at the flap's left side had 
broken off. As a result, the sweep-
ing pin couldn't locate and raise it. I 
tried all ways to glue it back on, 
without success. So I got a bit of 
Perspex and succeeded in welding it 
in place. 

This cured the flap problem but 
the picture was awful. All was well 
once the heads had been cleaned. 

When Vi returned I handed her 
the recorder. "It's not all gloom" I 
said. 

"Me 'usband's come back" she 
replied. 

"Oh . . . er . . . never mind" I 
said. 

Then the telephone rang. I 
picked it up. Nobody there. 

Ping 
As I stood there, puzzled, I heard a 
ping from the soak-testing Hinari 
VCR. It was now dead. So I opened 
it up again. A lengthy examination 
failed to reveal anything obviously 
amiss, and none of the components 
seemed to be unduly warm. I 
pressed the plugs and sockets home 
and fancied that one was a little 
loose. Could that have been the 
cause of the trouble? I reassembled 
the machine and put it back on soak 
test. 

Spry Sydney 
At this point Spry Sydney strutted 
in looking, as always, as if his jack-
et was still wearing its coathanger. 
A while ago he bought a hotel and 
installed an Huanya 14in. colour set 
in every room — twenty four of 
them in all. Those that didn't sim- 
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ply walk gradually developed a loud 
150Hz note to accompany the 
sound. 

Our remedy has been to replace 
the STR4211 chopper chip IC901 
and the 27V zener diode ZD907. 
This one was the same, and I gav e 
it identical treatment. 

"How many of these do you still 
have, Syd?" I asked. 

"Only five" he replied. Then a 
thought struck him. "Eh, could you 
take the handles off them?" 

"Sure can Syd" I said. "You 
should have asked at the outset and 
got a quantity discount." 

The phone rang and I picked it 
up. Nobody there. 

The Shop Steward 
Who should come in next but Len 
Grunt. He's a local shop steward 
and had with him an old Matsui 
1455 portable. After thumping it on 
the bench he stood facing me with 
his right index finger poised over 
his left hand — as though he was 
about to write down a speech. 

"Missus put 'im on. OK. Next 
day I puts 'im on. OK. Yesurday 
wife's brother calls in. Puts 'im on. 
Dead!" 

He put his hands aside and 
addressed Steven. "Always was the 
trouble, wife's brother. Won't join 
no union. Never would!" 

Steven opened the set and 
switched it on. The chopper circuit 
was dormant. We didn't have the 
circuit diagram, but he drew my 
attention to the 2SD820 chopper 
transistor Q604. The transistor and 
its heatsink were quite warm. 

"Can you take over?" he asked. 
"I'm off to see the vicar about get-
ting married." 

"Struth!" I said. 
When he'd gone I decided to 

look for shorts on the secondary 
side of the power supply. The HT 
rectifier D607 read short-circuit 
both ways, so I replaced it. This 
made no difference. When I 
checked the new diode I once more 
obtained a short-circuit reading. At 
this I retested the original diode, 
which was all right. Further checks 
revealed that one of the protection 
capacitors in parallel with D607 
was the culprit. The offending item 
was C613 (4.7nF, 1kV). I should 
have checked D607 out of circuit if 
course. A thorough approach is 
essential when fault finding. 

A Reply at Last 
As I was reassembling the Matsui set 
the phone rang again. I picked it up. 

"Bullocks" I screamed. 
"Ooh. I owp yoo can 'elp me"  

said a voice, "or are you just the old 
man?" 

"Never you mind that" I said, 
"this is the boss." 

"Oh well" croaked the voice, 
"you'll 'ave to do. Right now I'm 
needing a camcorder, so I'm asking 
you which is the best?" 

"Well, if it's any recommenda-
tion Steven's got a JVC" I said. 

"Does Argos sell JVCs?" asked 
the cracked voice. "Do you happen 
to have their latest catalogue there?" 

"Of course I have" I replied, 
oozing kindness. "I keep it specially 
for enquiries like yours. If I could 
trouble you to hang on for a second 
I'll look into the camcorder section. 
If they've got what you want I'll 
shut the shop and nip along and buy 
it for you. I think I can afford it, 
and they are only three miles down 
the road. May I ring you back?" 

As I put the phone down I 
noticed that the Hinari VCR had 
failed again. Fuse Z601 was once 
more open-circuit, and I spent an 
hour trying to find out why. 
Eventually I resorted to resoldering 
every joint in the power supply. 
Then I boxed it up again and put it 
back on soak test. 

The phone rang. I picked it up. 
No one there. I slammed it down 
and picked up the next job. 

Hikona Portable 
It was an Hikona RM2000, which is 
a 14in. colour portable made in 
Turkey. The set was dead and 
groaning, and it had my sympathy. I 
noticed a 10pF, 250V electrolytic —
C320 — and hooked it out for test-
ing. You know my suspicion and 
prejudice about electrolytics. I was 
right — it was open-circuit. When 
I'd fitted a replacement a picture of 
a harem scene came up. As the 
sheikh galloped in, the set died 
again. 

After a further bout of diagnostic 
effort I discovered that one end of 
the 4752, 5W wirewound resistor 
R505 was dry-jointed. I cleaned it 
off and resoldered it. When I 
switched the set on again I was just 
in time to see the sheikh galloping 
off into the sunset. 

The Hinari's Secret 
As I boxed up the Hikona set I 
heard a ping from the fuse in the 
soak testing Hinari VXL8. This 
time I plugged in the bench light 
magnifier then studied and carefully 
tapped every inch of the chassis and 
the panels in the machine. I eventu-
ally came to the capstan drive chip 
IC206. When I moved it the fuse 
blew. 

Homing in on its pins I found 
that one of them, while looking as if 
it was perfectly soldered to the blob, 
was ringed by a very fine crack. I 
resoldered it and once again put the 
machine on an extended soak test. 
This time it was all right. 

Ribby Ellis 
Then Ribby Ellis, the telephone 
engineer, came in — grinning as 
usual. 

"Who's that looking over your 
shoulder, Don?"the enquired. 

I turned round and there was 
nobody there of course. 

"Oh it's all right. It's your ears" 
he bawled, shaking with mirth. 

"What's your trouble?" I asked, 
"apart from the fact that you're a 
prat." 

"This 'un" he said, holding up a 
14in. Philips portable, Model 
14CT2006 (CTX chassis). "Picture 
gradually goes dark — sound's OK 
though." 

I opened it up and studied the 
panel area beneath the line output 
transformer. The transformer's pins 
were dry-jointed. So I resoldered 
them, boxed the set up and gave it 
back to him. 

"Ribby" I said, you've not 
inflicted any of your silly practical 
jokes on me of late. So I'M going to 
show my appreciation. Have this 
one on me." 

"Gosh Don, that's good of you" 
he said. "Makes me feel guilty 
about playing you up all day." 

I looked at him and he pointed to 
the phone. 

"You?" I exclaimed. 
He nodded. "I'm working over 

the road" he said. 
"Clear off' I hissed, "you ought 

to be birched!" 

Getting Around 
Television certainly gets around. It's 
always a pleasure to hear from fel-
low sufferers in this trade. Recently 
I received a letter from Bill 
Challoner, a lad of 84, formerly of 
Southport but now living at 5 Erica 
Street, Geraldton, Western 
Australia. 

Bill was originally a cinema pro-
jectionist. He studied TV servicing 
when Australian outdoor cinemas 
became extinct, and managed to 
make a living from it. Now ill, he's 
just undergone surgery. Bill reckons 
that reading in Television about the 
slings and arrows we suffer bright-
ens his day. His letter certainly 
brightened mine. I know that he 
would be interested to hear directly 
from other readers who have tales 
to tell. 
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What a Life! 
Donald Bullock gets some lessons on common camcorder problems 
from son Steven. So this month it's a load of camcorders 

"We haven't been getting any cam-
corders in lately" Steven said the 
other day. "Perhaps they've all 
been put away for the winter." 

"Good thing too" I replied. "I 
scarcely know anything about 
them, and can't generate much 
curiosity." 

A Handycam 
As we spoke, Cyril Sidgeworth 
popped in with a Sony Handycam, 
Model CCDF330E. 

"Liney picture" he squeaked. 
"Picture all liney. Sort of made of 
lines, like. Liney, you might say." 

"OK, OK" I said, waving him 
out. As Steven plugged it in, I 
asked "what's the cause of that 
then?" 

"Dud parents I suppose" he 
replied. 

I looked at him. "The camera" I 
said. 

"Oh. Loose guide poles on the 
tape arms I expect. Usually is." 

He's got long, thin fingers, like 
Greeneyes. Not short stubby ones 
like me. So he had it open in no 
time. Sure enough the guide poles 
were loose. Each pole is secured by 
a tiny screw. But there was still a 
problem when he'd tightened them. 

For the first two minutes after 
switching on the control pulses 
seemed to be weak and, with a 
standard play recording, the tape 
speed kept switching between long 
play and standard play. After the 
two minutes however the cam-
corder worked perfectly. It contin-
ued to do so whenever we tried it 
for the rest of the day. We decided 
to put it aside until next day. 

And another 
This was as well, since Pete Porter 
bowled in at this point with a bag-
ful of shopping. 

"Can you mend this, Mr 
Buglock?" he asked, peering at his 
bag of shopping. I noticed an old 
screwdriver poking out of his top 
jacket pocket. 

"No. Who would try? How is a 
chap supposed to mend a bag of 
shopping?" 

He pulled out a pound of 
sausages, a box of eggs and a bag 
of pork chops and laid them out on 
our counter. Steven rucked his hair 
like Stan Laurel as I stood in indig-
nant disbelief, like 011ie. Then out 
came a Sanyo VMPS120P cam-
corder. 

"E's about a year old. Yest'dy 
he jammed up. All by hisself. I 
never touched 'im, 'onest. Cross 
me 'cart and wish to die." 

He then departed, leaving his 
sausages. Steven displayed his 
expertise by rapidly opening up the 
camcorder. The tape carriage had 
been forced so brutally that it was 
quite unrepairable. 

While I was wondering about it 
Steven was on the phone to Chas 
Hyde and Son. 

"So the part number is 11923X0 
and the price £20.40 altogether. 
That's cheap. Will you post it 
today?" 

It arrived next morning, as we 
knew it would from this excellent 
firm. Steven had the camcorder 
working perfectly almost as soon as 
the postman had left. 

When Porter returned I told him 
about the mangled tape carriage. 

"Must 'ave been the missus" he 
said. 

Sunshine's Viewcam 
Our next caller was Sunshine 
Honeychild. She bounced in as 
though she'd just jumped from a 
carnival float and was carrying a 
Sharp Viewcam, Model VLC73H. 

"What's up with it?" I asked. 

"It's the laziest camera in town, 
man. Done do nuthin'. Nuthin' at 
all." 

Steven tried it and found that it 
wouldn't eject the tape in it. There 
was no rewind or fast forward 
either. Once again his fingers flew 
into action and the camcorder was 

soon opened up. He examined it 
carefully. 

"I reckoned it might have been 
the mode switch" he said, "but it 
isn't. The easiest approach with 
these is to remove all the casing 
parts first. Then it's a simple matter 
to separate the single PCB from the 
bottom of the deck." 

When he'd done this he soon 
found the cause of the trouble. 
Several membrane leads connect 
the chassis and the panel. Three of 
the retaining clamps had never been 
clicked into place, so the conduc-
tors were only loosely connected. 
When they had been pushed home 
properly and the clamps had been 
secured the camcorder came to life, 
with excellent results. 

Dickie Downsize 
Dickie Downsize is a preacher of 
sorts and a general walking disas-
ter. Not only does he do silly 
things, he tries to cover up his fool- 
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"Can you mend this Mr Buglock- 

ishness. At such times the truth is 
not in him — and he makes us sore 
displeased. 

As Sunshine Honeychild collect-
ed her camcorder Dickie appeared 
with his — a Canon E230E. 

"It was all right until I used my 
new head-cleaning tape" he 
declared, "now it messes up my 
other tapes." 

Steve inserted one of our test 
tapes and switched on. The motor 
whirred but the tape remained still. 
When he ejected the tape he 
frowned. 

"What did you put on the clean-
ing tape?" he asked. 

"Nothing whatsoever" said 
Dickie. "Why? Did you think I 
would put Vaseline on it?" 

Steven opened the camcorder up 
and found the heads and tape path 
thick with yellow grease. Vaseline. 
An hour later he was still trying to 
remove the last of it from the cam-
corder's inside. Eventually he suc-
ceeded. Then he looked at our test 
tape and sighed. 

When Dickie returned, Steven 
had a word with him. 

"Dickence" he said, "you know 
that Vaseline you didn't put on 
your cleaning tape?" 

"Yes" said Dickie. 
"Well, don't put it in again, eh? 

Because I'm going to have to 
charge you twenty five pounds for 
taking it out, then there's the cost 
of our test tape." 

Dickie shuffled about a bit. 
"Don't cleaning tapes need lubri-
cating?" he asked . . . 

"How about having another look 
at Cyril Sidgeworth's Handycam?" 
I suggested to Steven. 

"Dashed good wheeze" he 
replied, putting on his Greyfriars 
accent. 

We put it on the bench and tried 
it from cold. The old trouble had 
returned. Some fault finding was 
attempted during the two minutes 
that the machine played up. Then, 
as it resumed correct operation, we 
had to put it aside again. 

Trouble, Bub 
Our next caller was kinda bulbous. 
He wore a loud check jacket and, I 
reckoned, a pair of jodpurs under 
his trousers. He was carrying yet 
another camcorder, this time a 
Sony CCDTR610E. 

"This c-a-a-amera shun is a-a-
aggravatin' me, Bub" he 
announced. 

"An American gentleman" I said 
to Steven, through the side of my 
mouth. 

"Do I pay now?" he asked as he  

handed it over. 
When he'd gone we discovered 

that the trouble was with the car-
riage. It was notchy when it accept-
ed a cassette and slow to eject the 
tape. The door of the housing is 
made of very thin and flimsy metal. 
It had warped. As the cassette 
drawer slid into place, its top 
caught on the casing. We managed 
to get the camcorder to work satis-
factorily by re-flexing the housing 
door. 

When we returned it to the bul-
bous gentleman we warned him 
that because of the camcorder's 
design our repair might not last. 

We charged him a tenner and he 
slapped down two. 

"More than delighted, boys" he 
boomed, "next time I'll buy a 
British one." 

"You'll have a job" I said. 

Denzil's Sanyo 
Denzil Dewar was our next caller. 
He brought in an old Sanyo 
VMD6P camcorder. Now Denzil 
comes from the other side of the 
Severn bridge, so his speech is 
mostly song. 

"Cassette jammed into the cam-
er-ah boys" he trilled. "It's hap-
pened before ack-tew-lee, don't 
they?" 

"Daresay it has, Den" said 
Steven. "They do. The loading 
gears become brittle as they get 
older and the teeth wear or occa-
sionally break off, jamming the 
works." 

As he sallied off, Steven's fin-
gers started to fly about like 
Ichabod's. He soon had the cam-
corder open, and quickly unlaced 
the tape and fitted new gears. We 
get them from Chas Hyde and Son. 

When Denzil returned he was 
delighted. 

"Why, you've got it working as 
good as new" he said to Steven as 
he dug out his wallet. "I'm ever so 
pleased, 'cos it's a nice little cam-
era, won't it?" 

Back to Cyril's Handycam 
I turned to Steven when he'd gone. 
"Well" I said, "you were bemoan-
ing the disappearance of all the 
camcorders. But we've had our 
share recently, and they've all gone 
back — except for Cyril 
Sidgeworth's Handycam. Wonder 
if we can clear up that final prob-
lem? Let's assume for the moment 
that the cause of the fault is 
mechanical. 

We pulled it on to the bench and 
studied its mechanics carefully dur-
ing the two minutes before the fault  

condition cleared. This enabled us 
to find the cause of the trouble. The 
back-tension arm is secured by a 
fixed pin that rises from the deck 
plate. During manufacture it had 
been lubricated with graphite 
grease. When the camcorder was 
left for a time and allowed to cool 
down the grease would solidify. 
Thus for the first two minutes, until 
it warmed up, the back tension was 
slack. In this condition the tape 
skated loosely over the heads, to 
the detriment of the essential con-
trol pulses. All so logical, and easy 
to understand, once you know 
what's going on. 

We cleaned off the hardened 
grease, then applied new grease. 
When Steven had reassembled the 
Handycam and tried it I reached for 
the phone and dialled Cyril's num-
ber. 

"Your Handycam's ready, Cyril" 
I said. "Get some cabbage and 
make for the shop." 

"Ha. Good" he squeaked. "Is all 
the lininess gone? Are there any 
lines on the picture? Is it liney? 
What I mean is, is the lininess all 
gone." 

"Gone for ever, Sidgeworth" I 
said. 

As we tidied the workshop I 
reflected on young Steven's servic-
ing abilities. Not bad at all, I 
thought. He's obviously well 
endowed with my genes. I reckon 
that in time he might just become 
as clever as his dad. 
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What a Life! 
Reminiscences of earlier times, then back to today's dud TVs and other 
matters. Donald Bullock's commentary 

As I sat nursing an after-dinner 
whiskey over Christmas I 
found myself reflecting on 

the changes that have occurred in our 
trade over the years. 

There was a time when the family 
TV set took pride of place in the 
nation's sitting rooms. When it went 
on the blink there was consternation 
all round. The relief was obvious if 
we could get it going in the house. 
Dark expressions turned to smiles, 
and we were often given something, 
from the garden say, in addition to 
our payment. 

When the set had to be taken off, 
as was often the case, it was a differ-
ent story. We would get suspicious 
looks, there would be dark mutter-
ings about honesty and expense, and 
urgent entreaties about how long it 
would take. 

TV engineers had to learn how to 
cope with such situations. Many who 
had entered the trade because of 
technical interest found that dealing 
with personal problems was part of 
the job — also backbreaking weight 
lifting. All this for very limited 
reward. 

Silent Sydney 
Many customers would resort to 
threats, bribes and various tricks to 
get their sets back quickly. When I 
was at a local GEC branch with a 
workshop at the back there was a 
character we called Silent Sydney. 
He would drive up to the front gates 
with a pocketful of silver half-
crowns. The gateman would be 
tipped to let him through, after 
which he would tip everyone else he 
came across until he reached the 
workshop. My half-crown came 
when I had lifted the set from the 
car. The resident engineer, who usu-
ally cleared his bench at once, got 
the jackpot. 

Sydney was a tense and expectant 
man, but once his set came to life a 
gentle smile of relief would appear  

on his face. He communicated main-
ly with his eyes: I never heard him 
speak. 

Workshop Conditions 
The workshop conditions usually 
reflected the poverty of the job. One 
of my earliest jobs was as a bench 
engineer at a city branch of J & M 
Stone, a well-known multiple of that 
era. Most of the floorspace was 
taken up by a cheerful, brightly-lit 
showroom. At the back there was a 
tiny and basic lavatory — and my 
workshop, which was scarcely larg-
er. It had a short, wide shelf, and a 
stool whose top had long since dis-
appeared. The floor consisted of a 
couple of uneven flagstones. It was 
here that I learnt the cruelty of a 
mains-to-earth shock. But I was told 
that they keep you free from 
rheumatism for life, and my experi-
ence seems to bear this out. 

Reuben and the Philips 
An even earlier job was as an assis-
tant to Reuben, an enthusiastic but 
small-minded electronic wizard. This 
was just after the war, when decent 
wireless sets were rare. One day a 
pre-war Philips radio was brought in 
for a complete overhaul. Now 
Reuben knew and respected Philips 
sets, as I came to do, and he tackled 
it as if it was some sort of vocation. 

First he dismantled and thorough-
ly dusted it. Then he took out the 
dial glass and washed it. In went 
new valves, a new magic-eye indica-
tor, a new tuning gang, a new dial-
drive cord, pilot lights and many 
smaller items. Next came realign-
ment, RF and IF, using a signal gen-
erator. Finally the cabinet was 
cleaned and polished. When he'd 
finished, the set shone and produced 
unbelievable sound quality. Reuben 
radiated contentment. 

When the customer came to col-
lect it, Reuben proudly demonstrated 
its quality on several programmes.  

He then presented the bill. The cus-
tomer complained that it was far too 
high. Reuben told him about the 
hours of dedicated work involved. 
There was an awful row, which 
ended when the customer ordered 
Reuben to unrepair the set. "I'll take 
it to Weatherby's" he shouted, 
"they'll do it cheaper." 

Reuben unrepaired the set then 

some. He misaligned it, drilled tiny 
holes through the capacitors, pulled 
the speaker cone off-centre and, 
amongst other things, opened the 
huge IF transformers and painted 
their windings with battery acid. 
Next day the customer returned, full 
of apologies. "I've come to pay for 
your excellent work" he announced, 
"it was unforgivable of me. You'd 
worked wonders on the set." 

Reuben sagged, then tottered out 

to the King's Head. The customer 
looked at me. "What's up with 
him?" he asked. 

A Goodmans 2875 
I could fill a book with such reminis-
cences — if it wasn't for the likes of 
Fanny Trotter. She came in and col-
lared Steven. 

"My set ain't half funny Mr 
Snodd, er, Bullhead" she said. "Can 
you be a dear and get him from the 
car?" 

Steven looked outside. It was 

raining, hard. 
"Where's the car?" he asked. 
"Just across the road" she replied. 
He followed her out. There was a 

parked car twenty yards up the road. 
Gritting his teeth, he followed her 
towards it. But she walked past, to 
another car thirty yards farther on. 

When he came back he was 
soaked and puffing. It was the 
biggest set Fa. ever seen. A Znn. 
Goodmans 2875. 

"It's a funny sort of fault" she 
chortled, but we waved her out. 

I got the set on the bench. There 
was no green content to the on- 
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"It was here that I learnt the cruelty of v mains-to- 

earth shock." 

screen graphics but there was green 
in the picture, which was wishy-
washy and flared. "One for you, 
Steven" I said, "er, I'll make the 
tea." 

A Vacuum Cleaner 
As I put the kettle on Steven called 
me to see Mrs Noggs. She was 
clutching a modem, upright 
Electrolux vacuum cleaner. 

"I just done me rubber plant when 
he went 'fuzz' and cut out" she said, 
"he ain't all that old." 

I don't like vacuum cleaners, 
especially Electroluxes with their 
clamped up motor-cum-fan units. 
This one was no exception, though I 
did manage to get to the motor 
brushes. To my surprise one was 
almost worn away while the other 
one seemed as good as new. But I 
was wasting my time. Enquiries 
proved that there are no motor spares 
for this model, just the complete 
motor/fan unit. 

Mr Dewey 
Just then an ancient but brisk man 
walked in. "Name's Dewey" he said, 
"of Dewey, Squeezam and Howe, 
solicitors." He flicked at his watery 
eye. "My set's old, same as me. But 
don't you tell me to change it. It's 
got push-buttons and knobs, and I 
can work it. And it looks like a tele-
vision set, not a storage bin." 

It was a Ferguson Model 3792, 
which uses the TX9 chassis, and was 
dead. I found that the plugtop fuse 
was open-circuit in addition to the 
1.6AT mains fuse in the set, FS1. 
Then I saw that the BU508A chop-
per transistor TR62 had blown its 
front off. Steven was busy with the 
Goodmans set, so. I went to look for 
the circuit diagram. Steven noticed. 

"There are about forty TX9 cir-
cuits, all different" he said, "aren't 
you lucky?" 

The set was actually fitted with 
the 1044 non-remote control version 
of the chassis, the later version that 
has a chopper power supply. I even-
tually found the right circuit. 

As R164 (270) and D104 
(1N4001GP) in TR62's base circuit 
had both died violently I decided to 
check the windings of the chopper 
transformer Tl. They were short-cir-
cuit. We've had trouble obtaining 
these transformers in the past, so I 
fitted one from a scrap chassis. In 
addition to the blown devices it 
seemed logical to replace the 
TDA4600 chopper control chip 
IC57. Then I started the set up, gin-
gerly, using the variac. 

There were no shorts, but there 
was no HT output from the chopper  

circuit either. "Check R165 (30010 
in the current-simulation network" 
rapped Steven authoritatively. It was 
virtually open-circuit. A replacement 
completed the repair, and the results 
were excellent. 

Meanwhile Steven had been 
working on the CRT base panel in 
the Goodmans 2875 — where the 
lEA5101A RGB output chip lives. 
He found that R28 (68k0) in the 
green channel was open-circuit. In 
addition its counterparts in the red 
and blue channels, R26 and R29, had 
risen in value to about 75k12. 
Replacing all three restored correct 
displays. 

Return of Mr Dewey 
When Mr Dewey returned to collect 
his set he brought two more with 
him, a Sony KVM2121 (BE1 chas-
sis) and an Hitachi fitted, with the 
G7P Mk 2 chassis. "These belong to 
my two partners" he announced. 

The Sony set was dead with the 
standby light pulsing. A check on the 
BU506DF line output transistor 
Q802 showed that it was leaky. After 
fitting a new one we discovered that 
circuit protector PS802 in the supply 
to the line driver and output stages 
was open-circuit. It's rated at 0.6A. 
A new one completed the repair. 

Then Steven pulled up the Hitachi 
set. It was dead with the 13UT11AF 
chopper transistor Q901 open-circuit. 
This is another 1DA4600-type 
power supply (TDA4601 actually). 
The resistors in the current-simula-
tion circuit are R932 (120k12) and 
R931 (150k0). They were both high 
in value at some 180k0. After 
replacing these items he started the 
set up via the variac. All was well. 

Later, over a cup of tea, Steven 
pointed out that Mr Dewey, an intel-
ligent man, refused to consider buy-
ing a new set because they are full of 
gimmicks and are unpleasant, if not 
impossible, for normal folk to oper-
ate. In addition they look so black 
and awful. 

"I'm finding that more and more 
people, especially the mature ones, 
feel the same about modem sets. 
They don't like them and won't have 
them. When their existing sets need 
to be replaced they ask whether we 
can supply an older, reconditioned 
one. Since the population is rapidly 
ageing, there must be a fortune wait-
ing for the first manufacturer sensi-
ble enough to produce a basic set 
that anyone can operate" he conclud-
ed. 

Rippling Picture 
Just then a thin, sharp-faced charac- 
ter hustled in carrying a Matsui 1436  

portable. He put it on the counter, 
had a fight with his duffle coat, 
pulled out a red-spotted handkerchief 
and gave his nose a good blowing. 

"Shall I ask him for an encore?" I 
asked Steven. 

"This set, now" rang out the 
Modem Man. "It's never been really 

right since you last tried to do it, but 
I thought I'd give it time to settle 
down. I think it must be the valve or 
the transformer. Perhaps you fitted 
new ones last time. You'll have it in 
your records, I daresay. We were 
watching 'Are you being served' 
when it failed. My dog likes to 
watch that." 

"When did we last do it?" Steven 
asked, reaching for our tray of cards. 

"It was just before that last 
Cassius Clay fight" he said. "I want-
ed to watch it, the wife didn't and 
didn't we have a row. Well, wives 
are all the same, aren't they? Er, are 
you married Mr Duffer?" 

"No" said Steven, "I've just got 
toothache." 

Once he'd departed we pulled his 
set on to the bench. The entire right-
hand side of the picture was rippling. 
This suggested an open-circuit or 
low-capacitance electrolytic in the 
power supply. But we found that the 

print at the positive side of the HT 
reservoir capacitor C666 (150pF, 
160V) was cracked. Resoldering it 
cured the set's trouble, but there was 
still the customer . . 
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What a Life! 
Problems as diverse as wow with a Dansette record player to an hour-
glass picture with a recent JVC TV set came Donald Bullock's way this 
month 

Just as I had sat down to write 
my Television article, 
Greeneyes came in and turned 

the TV on. I don't much like the 
TV being on at all, especially when 
I'm trying to write an extremely 
intellectual article. So I told 
Greeneyes that she was a cretin, and 
we had a row about my manners 
and her mother. Then the TV's 
brightness went — it's a Sanyo 
CTP6256 — and I laughed nastily. 

Greeneyes said I'd have to mend 
it right away. So I put my writing 
aside, took the back off the set and 
looked at the chassis. The bright-
ness returned. 

"How did you manage that?" 
asked Greeneyes. 

"Cleverness and influence" I 
said, refitting the back. 

When I'd finished and sat down 
again, the brightness had gone. 
Greeneyes shot me a withering 
look. Time to start all over again. I 
took the back off, leant it against 
the wall, then turned to the set 
which was now OK. Greeneyes' big 
ginger cat strolled over, looked at 
the screen and laughed at me. So I 
touched it with my foot. Greeneyes 
saw it shoot off, and we had a row 
about my wickedness and her lav-
ishing all her affection on cats and 
dogs and turtles instead of me. 

When we'd finished our row and 
agreed that she was right and I was 
wrong, and that the red pair of 
shoes in Clarks would go well with 
the green frock she's going to get 
from River Island, the brightness 
went again. This time it stayed off, 
and I started to tap around with the 
pen I'd intended to use for my arti-
cle. As I couldn't make it come 
back I decided to take the set to the 
workshop, and put the rear cover 
back on. The brightness returned 
and I made a bit of a scene. 

"Have we got to call Snoddies?"  

Greeneyes asked, "or shall I ask son 
John to mend the set. We can't go 
on like this." 

Then the phone rang for me, and 
while I was talking Greeneyes got 
John to take a look at the set. He 
went out for a soldering iron and a 
few minutes later had the set work-
ing — even with the back on. It 
didn't fail again. 

I pretended not to notice that the 
set was now working satisfactorily, 
or that it had been fixed so quickly, 
until Greeneyes went out to fix a 
banquet for her cats and dogs and 
turtles. Then I casually asked John 
what the trouble had been. 

"R622" he said. "It's a two-inch 
tall ceramic resistor stood up on 
end. The solder joint at the top was 
dry." 

"Thought it would be" I said. 

Harry's Dansette 
There are two types of people I 
can't stand. Three if you count traf-
fic wardens. One is the type of chap 
who concentrates so hard on mak-
ing silly remarks that you can't hold 
a proper conversation with him. A 
customer of ours, Harry Quipper, is 
one of these. Otherwise he's a 
decent chap. He called in the other 
day with an old Dansette record 
player which, he said, he'd found. 

"Gosh, Harry, I didn't think 
there was one of these left in the 
country" I said, "what's up with it?" 

"Dead" he replied. 
I noticed that the cheap mains 

plugtop didn't secure the outer 
cover of the mains lead, and that the 
conductors were straggly. So I 
tugged at them and they pulled out. 
I remade the lead and plugged it in, 
then tried out the Dansette with our 
33 r.p.m. record of classical piano 
music — there's no finer type of 
record for detecting turntable varia-
tions. 

This one sounded awful. I 
frowned. "Where's that wow com-
ing from?" I said aloud. 

Harry's silly face lit up. "From 
the Gwamophone, of course" he 
quipped. 

I told him to come back in a cou-
ple of hours' time then gave the 
record player a service, right down 
to oiling the motor, but the wow 
remained. Then I noticed that the 
blip occurred once per revolution of 
the record. I finally lifted the 
turntable mat and found that a little 
inspection label, not much bigger 
than a stamp, had been carelessly 
stuck on. So there was a nick in it. 
Removing the label cured the trou-
ble. 

The Other Sort 
Then Mr Magic came in with a 
Toshiba portable, Model 1400TBT. 
His real name is Cyril Pipe, and he 
spends his spare time dressing up 
and doing conjuring tricks at chil-
dren's parties. I can't stand con-
jurors. 

I looked at the set. "Nice one, 
Cyril" I said, "what's wrong with 
it?" 

Cyril hunched his back and drew 
his head down into his shoulders. 
"Picture like this" he said. Then he 
pulled from his pocket a shabby 
pack of cards which he fanned out. 
"Pick a card, pick a card" he said. 

I looked pained. "Bugger the 
cards" I replied, "let's think about 
the set." 

I plugged it in and sure enough 
there was bad field cramping at the 
top of the picture. The set uses an 
AN5515 field output chip, and I 
recalled a similar fault with a simi-
lar model. I traced the IC's supply 
from pin 7 back to the rectifier cir-
cuit C311/D309/R317 which is fed 
from a winding on the line output 
transformer. When I checked the 

332 	 March 1998 TELEVISION 



. . . So I touched it with my foot. 

value of the 7.5Q surge limiter 
resistor R317 I got a reading of 
48Q. A replacement resistor of the 
correct value cured the fault. As I 
boxed up the set I thought that Cyril 
ought to be relieved of eleven 
pounds, a tenner for the repair and a 
pound for his bit of conjuring. 

As I turned to him he said "Wait 
a minute" and drew a £1 coin from 
my ear. 

"Put that on the counter close to 
me Cyril" I said, "and add another 
one plus a tenner. It'll get you out 
of debt and your conscience good." 

Gll Problems 
Meanwhile Paul, who spends most 
of each day on VCRs because he's 
so good at them, pulled a Philips set 
fitted with the Gil chassis on to the 
bench. "We've made some money 
out of these" he commented, think-
ing of all the BU208As, the 
smoothing blocks, the field time-
base chips and the odd tube or two 
we've replaced. This one was dead, 
and Paul soon found that the nega-
tive side of the mains lead was con-
nected to the plugtop loosely. 

"I've had this before with these 
sets" he said, "but why is it always 
the negative connection that 
becomes loose in the plugtop? The 
little retaining screw loosens, 
doesn't it." 

"And how" I replied. "It's 
because of the thyristor power sup-
ply, which does violence to the nice 
smooth mains supply waveform. If 
you were the little screw at the top 
of the plug's negative lead you'd 
jigger about with the sudden current 
pulses, I'll bet." 

When he'd seen to the plugtop 
he found that there were intermit-
tent outputs from the line output 
transformer because of dry-joints at 
the pins. Resoldering them restored 
the set to life, though the width still 
varied and tried to collapse now and 
again."What makes the line output 
transformer's pins go dry at their 
joints to the board?" he asked. 

"More hammer" I said. "That 
transformer is vibrating at a very 
good lick, and producing heat. The 
solder joints have to contend with 
the rapid pulse waveforms at the 
pins while the heat affects the 
chemical makeup of the fluxes in 
the joints. They eventually shake 
loose. It's much the same with the 
other wound components in the line 
output stage. In view of the picture 
width variations I reckon you'll find 
some more dry-joints in this area." 

He did, and after some careful 
resoldering all round he had a good, 
steady picture. 

"Remember" I said "any trans-
former that vibrates at a high fre-
quency and has to handle spikey 
waveforms will tend to develop dry-
joints at its connecting pins. And 
the next time you get intermittent 
brightness with a chassis that uses a 
tiny line driver transformer, like the 
old ITT Compact, check this item 
for dry-joints. Resolder the pins, 
even if you can't actually see any 
poor joints. 

Interlude 
Just then a chap with some steps 
poked his head through the door. 
"Window cleaner" he called. 

"Who, me?" I reacted. 
At this point a girl who looked 

like Keyhole Kate picked her way 
into the shop. "Yoo-hoo" she trilled, 
"anybody home?" 

I moved towards the door. 
"Oh. You're somebody else, 

aren't you?" she said. 
"No I'm not" I replied, "I'm the 

same chap I've always been." 
"What I mean is, you're not 

Steven or Paul, are you?" 
Steven came to the rescue. 
"That Ferguson of ours you 

mended back last summer" she said, 
"the picture's got thin bands of 
lighter picture all over it. What will 
it be and what will it cost?" 

"Ah, your TX90" said Steven. 
"The cause will be C189, a 22uF 
50V electrolytic reservoir capacitor, 
and the cost will be ten pounds, if 
you bring the set in." 

Keyhole Kate gulped. "Electro 
what . . ." she stammered. 

"Ten pounds" Steven said. 
Then the window cleaner came 

in. "Clean now?" he asked, jerking 
his thumb at the window. 

I pushed some money into his 
hand. 

"I suppose your sons are quite 
competent by now" he commented. 

"They're coming on" I replied. 
"Of course it will take them some 
time to pick up all I've learnt over 
the last fifty years. I feed them the 
answers, quietly." 

A JVC MXII 
Then Mr and Mrs Murphy came in. 
Nice people, also the smallest cou-
ple we've ever seen. Steven gave 
them a smile. 

"We've got our JVC telly in the 
car, Mr Blockhead" he said. "The 
picture's like an hourglass. Last 
time you did it while we waited. 
Can we wait for it again?" 

Steven brought it in and put it in 
front of me. "Can you look at it 
quickly?" he said. "It's the modern 
Nicam stereo set — MXII chassis. 

Tends to get this fault." 
The Murphys smiled at me as I 

began to take the back off. Steven 
continued with his instructions. 

"The chassis uses an electronic 
screwdriver chip, IC707, for picture 
geometry adjustment. The chip's 
cheap enough, and we've got one in 
stock — from Willow Vale, part 
number 87028M — but you'll need 
the manual to enter the screwdriver 
menu and program the new chip. 
The repair takes only a few min-
utes, as you know. 

I knew nothing of the sort, and 
stood there trying to digest what 
he'd said. None of the chips looked 
like a screwdriver to me, and I grew 
increasingly puzzled. Five minutes 
later I was no further forward. 
Steven looked over and began to 
lick his lips. 

"Gosh, I'd like a cup of tea" he 
said. "The sort you make. How do 
you do it? Is it three bags or five?" 

"I'll do it" I said, and he was on 
my stool before I'd left it. 

When I brought in the tea the set 
had been boxed up and displayed a 
perfect picture. 

Harry Quipper came back for his 
gram just as Mr and Mrs Murphy 
were paying Steven a few browns. 
He had one of his irritating smiles 
as he watched. As they left, he 
turned to us. 

"Nice handful of cabbage that" 
he said, "talk about being grateful 
for small Murphies!" 
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What a Life! 
The man from the hills with his 12V VCR, a miscellany of Hitachi CTVs 
and other problems. Donald Bullock gets them all 

Our Spanish pad is supposed to 
be a refuge, an escape from 

our busy life over the years. It 
doesn't always work out like that. 

No sooner had we settled to our 
after-dinner drinks the other day 
than Hillbill Shagg payed us a visit. 
He's a thin, bright-eyed and crag-
gy-faced builder who grafts like a 
horse to earn his simple living and 
wears a multicolour, knitted tea-
cosy hat. He'd come to lay a path, 
and brought with him an ancient 
12V portable VCR. 

"E's blowed up, I think" he 
rasped. 

I opened it up while he watched. 
All the fuses were blackened. 

"How did you manage this?" I 
asked. 

"Generator trouble" he replied. 
I set about fixing it while 

Hillbill talked. He told us about the 
remote spot where he lives, in the 
mountains. Someone had given him 
a tiny wing of an old country farm-
house. As there's no mains electric-
ity he uses a moody petrol genera-
tor that delivers 12V for his light-
ing, his VCR and TV set. He has 
no TV reception, so the VCR is 
important to him. 

Much to my surprise I managed 
to repair his VCR. But he brought 
it back a few days later, this time 
with his regulator. A spot of luck 
that, as this time the 12V regulator 
had failed. It uses a pair of 39Q, 
2W wirewound resistors which had 
been reduced to coke. 

"What do you do out there when 
you can't watch your tapes?" I 
asked him. 

"I smokes the 'Appy Stuff" he 
replied. 

Cuthbert's Gadgets 
Son James, who is just seventeen 
and studying for higher things, does 
a few repairs here in Spain. One of 
his more regular customers is 
Cuthbert Lord, an old-fashioned 
man who has dozens of electronic 
gadgets. Playing with them is his 
life, so they have to be all right. He 
calls James often, and pays him 
well. 

His latest trouble has been with 
a Pace PRD800 receiver-decoder. 
"Every few days it goes 'sub', then 
`13zzzz'" he complained. "Now that 
can't be right, can it?" 

James brought the receiver in 
and carried out the usual power 
supply service. After giving it a 
good soak test he took it back. 

A week later Cuthbert called 
him again. "Last night it went `cha' 
just once. At twenty past eight. Can 
you come and look at it again?" 

James did as requested. While  

listening for the noise he noticed 
Cuthbert's cat arch its back. Then it 
sneezed. `Cha.' 

"That's it!" cried Cuthbert, 
pointing to the Pace. "Take it in 
and get it absolutely right." 

A few days later we saw 
Cuthbert at Tony's store. He was 
returning an electronic mosquito-
killing machine he'd bought the 
day before. 

"A mosquito flew into it at five 
past seven last evening. Then flew 
out and bit me." 

Seeing whom it was, the shop-
keeper bundled a replacement into 
his arms and led him to the door. 

"Some mosquitoes around here 
are very tough" he said, "try this 
one." 

Some Hitachis 
When I returned to the UK I found 
that Steven was having trouble with 
an Hitachi C2118T (G7PS Mk 2 
chassis). It had been in before with 
the same complaint — intermittent 
field collapse. On the previous 
occasion the cause had been the 
LA7835 field timebase chip IC601. 
This time the problem was worse 
when the set was hot. 

When replacement of likely 
components failed to cure the trou-
ble Steven decided on some pro-
longed voltage checks. The field 
timebase chip has two supplies, 9V 
for the generator section and 25V 
for the output section. The 9V sup-
ply comes from an MC7809 regula-
tor, IC703. A check at the output 
from this regulator revealed the 
answer. As its temperature rose, the 
output dropped to zero. A new one 
put matters right. 

Steven reckons that this device 
always runs hot in these sets. He 
fitted an extra large heatsink. 

Paul was working on another of 
these sets. It was dead, and a check 
on the 82kQ start-up resistors 

I smokes 
the 'appy 
stuff. 
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revealed that one was open-circuit 
while the other read 100ka 

When they'd been replaced the 
set came on then died as the EHT 
rustled up. The cause was excessive 
HT. R909 (391(52) in the voltage-
sensing circuit had risen in value to 
43kQ. A replacement restored nor-
mal operation. 

Then Mr Cruddock brought in 
another Hitachi set, an older 
CPT2224 (NP81CQ chassis). I put 
it on the bench and powered it. 
There was a picture, but it was too 
bright on the left-hand side and a 
thin white line travelled up the 
screen. I had to start somewhere, 
and decided to check the field out-
put stage in the hope of clearing the 
white-line fault. Just as well. The 
field output device (M601) sported 
a fine drop of dry-joints. Remaking 
them removed the line but left the 
uneven brightness. The cause of 
this fault was simply the reservoir 
capacitor for the HT supply to the 
RGB output stages — C715, 4.7pF, 
250V. 

When the set was given a soak 
test some spluttering was noted. 
Close examination revealed a dry-
joint at one of the line output trans-
former's pins — the offset one that 
earths the body of the transformer. 

Meanwhile Steven had yet 
another G7PS on the bench, this 
time a C2119T. Once again the 
fault was field collapse. In this case 
the 9V regulator's output pin had 
never taken to its solder blob. 
Resoldering put that right. 

A Satellite Receiver 
Our next customer was Ethel 
Smallbone. She had with her a 
satellite receiver-decoder. 

"Up he went. Then my old man 
said 'Right, I'm off to the pub."' 

"Right" I said. 
The front panel said Finlandia. 

Underneath a notice said Granada 
M/N92LR1/A. In fact it was a Pace 
PRD800 and the problem was the 
usual power supply blow up. 

We replaced the TEA2018A 
chopper control chip, the BUT11A 
chopper transistor, the 4.70 surge-
limiter resistor R1 and the lA fuse, 
then the three electrolytics C5 
(22pF), C7 and C8 (both 10pF). 
Note that you have to use 105°C, 
low-ESR capacitors in these posi-
tions. 

This restored the receiver to life 
and Mrs Smallbone was happy to 
hand over a couple of blues. 

Flemings 
The door opened and a Panasonic 
TX2 (Alpha 1 chassis) came  

through on a pair of trotting legs. 
We then saw that they belonged to 
Norman Nutmeg, who stood there 
panting like a steamroller. 

"If this 'un was full of Flemings 
I'd mend 'im myself' he told us. 
"Used to know my Flemings, I can 
tell you." 

"Flemings?" asked Steven. 
"Ah, you'd be one of the newer 

fellows" said Nutmeg. "Flemings —
valves — after Sir Ambrose Fleming 
who invented the thermionic diode. 
Anyone could mend a set in those 
days, when you could pull out a 
Fleming and plug another one in. 
We mended our own sets then." 

The Panasonic set was dead 
though alive — its display came on 
but the power supply didn't do any-
thing. Paul dealt with this one. It 
didn't take him long to discover 
that the two 2SD965/R transistors 
Q801 and Q802 were both leaky. 
Q801 provides excess-current pro-
tection while Q802 provides stand-
by switching. 

No Colour 
Another customer slid in and start-
ed to stroke the counter. I looked at 
him. He smiled and clasped his 
long fingers together. 

"Could you possibly repair my 
set?" he asked. 

I looked about him. "We could 
try" I said, "if we could see it." 

"Oh, silly me!" he gushed, "it's 
in the car." 

Paul went out and brought it in. 
Another Hitachi, this time a 
CPT1474 (NP84CQ Mk 4 chassis). 

I pulled over a job card. 
"Name?" I asked. 

He brought his face down to me. 
"Kenny" he said. 

"Trouble?" I asked, "er, the set, 
I mean?" 

"No colour" he replied, "but a 
perfect monochrome picture." 

Steven tackled this one — said 
he'd had it before. He checked the 
supply to the colour control and 
found that it was correct and stable 
(12V). The voltage at the slider is 
smoothed and is then fed to pin 5 
of the colour decoder chip IC501, 
where it should vary between 1.6-
3-5V as the control is adjusted. In 
fact the voltage here was low at 
0-6V. 

When pin 5 of IC501 was dis-
connected the voltage rose. So 
Steven replaced the chip which 
made no difference. A check on the 
other voltages around the chip pro-
duced a low reading at the bright-
ness control pin 11, which is 
decoupled by C511 (2.2pF, 50V). 
This capacitor tested all right, but a  

replacement cured the fault and 
restored the voltages. 

A Dead VCR 
Our final customer that day was an 
old, grey, stooping man though he 
sounded sprightly. He was carrying 
a Toshiba V204B VCR. 

"Is Don Bullock still about?" he 
trilled. 

"That's me" I said. 
He stepped back, looked me 

over and drew his breath in sharply. 
"Good God" he muttered, then he 
straightened up. 

"Remember Arthur Chick-
weed?" he asked, "that's me." 

I looked at him in amazement. 
"Must be thirty years, how do I 
look?" 

Arthur shuffled a bit, then point-
ed to the VCR. "Half dead and 
ticking" he said. 

I looked at him sharply. 
Paul tackled this one. He went 

straight to the power supply where 
he yanked out CP007. This 10pF, 
50V electrolytic is part of the chop-
per transistor's base drive circuit. 
When a replacement had been fitted 
the VCR sprang to life. 

"Here, you can't fit one of those 
things to me, can you?" Arthur 
asked as he paid up. Then he 
looked at me. "While you're at it, 
you might fit one to the old man." 

I straightened up and took a 
keen interest in the cloud formation 
outside the shop. 

Requests 
I've referred before to this maga-
zine's many, many wonderful regu-
lar readers. When the editor kindly 
popped a Help Wanted request of 
mine into a recent issue, two came 
to my aid. Gerald May of 
Abertysswg, Rhymney, Gwent sent 
me a boxful of copies and asked for 
only the postage. James Lynch of 
Western Isles Electronic Services, 
Balivanich, Benbecula provided me 
with others. 

James has the following issues 
available free to good homes: June, 
July, November and December 
1987; January, February and April 
1988; February 1989; July 1993; 
July, September and October 1994. 

He needs the following issues: 
January, July, August and 
September 1989; March, April, July 
and August 1990. His telephone 
number is 01870 602 035. , 

And I need only the April 1985 
issue to complete my collection. If 
you have one, please send it in care 
of the Television editorial office, 
Room L302, Quadrant House, The 
Quadrant, Sutton, Surrey SM2 5AS. 
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What a Life! 
Recollections on how we were. Customers, their problems - and 
their videos and TVs. Donald Bullock's world 

I
t was a lovely Spanish day. 
We'd been up in the mountains 
for a great big meal with wine, 

and had lashed out over four quid 
each on it. Now I was lolling in 
the sun by the pool with a very 
large whiskey. Greeneyes was in 
the pool. It was nice to be away 
from TV sets and people who say 
silly things. I closed my eyes and 
slumbered. 

Recollections 
What was it that fat woman said to 
me the other day? 

Ah, yes. "It can't be the tube 
'cos our Vera was eight when 
Grandad died . . ." 

And that chap who kept turning 
up his nose. "It's either the valve 
or the condenser . . ." 

Silly old fools. 
How nice life was when there 

was only the wireless, and they 
never let prats near the micro-
phones . . . Those accumulators 
that used to light up the valves . . . 
The man would get a newly-
charged one every week . . . Pity 
accumulators never lasted the 
week . .. Wonder why the newer 
fellows don't know about the Skin 
Effect and Litz wire? 

"This is Henry Hall speaking ..." 
"The day war broke out . . ." 
"Mah missus isn't a woman, 

she's a place . . ." 
"I wouldn't say she drinks, but 

she came home sober last night 
and the dog bit her . .." 

"'Hey, is that the time? They've 
been open two minutes . . . What 
will Charlie Evans think?" 

Hmmm. Those service calls. 
"It's a heavy set, isn't it, Mr 
Bullock? Hold on now . . . Don't 
put it on the table in the corner. 
Perhaps over there . .." 

"Stop annoying Mr Bullock, 
Bonzo. Why are you jumping 
about like that, Bonzo?" 

Nice whiskey this. I'll have 
another. 

That chattering Mrs Blabber . 
I ran from her house one day late 
for my next call and jumped into 
the ancient Jag Mk 10. What, no 
steering wheel? Nothing on the 
dashboard? Oh God, I'm in the 
back seat . . . Did they see me? 
What'll they think? Better crouch 
about, pretend to be looking for 
something . . . 

In the paper .. . Buckingham 
Palace ceiling falls in as Queen 
honours Weights and Measures 
big-wig. Should bloody well think 
so... 

Oh, it's gone cold. Sun's gone 
in. Oh, my head. 

Mrs Swarf's Video 
Mrs Swarf plodded in as I was 
drinking a cup of Paul's Bisto tea. 
"My old video's gone again, Mr 
Bolter" she sighed. "It's the one 
my husband gave me out of the 
goodness of his heart. He's a gen-
tleman Mr Bolter. And he'll be 
back, you know." 

"Er . .. Right" I said. "I'll get 
the recorder in for you Mrs 
Swarf." 

She had not worn well, and 
didn't seem to bother about her 
appearance. Her husband had left 
her for someone else, but still paid 
the odd bill. All very unfortunate. 

Steven pulled the machine over 
— it was a Toshiba V204B. 

"If it ticks at plug-in it'll be the 
capstan motor" I said. 

"Or the 10pF, 50V electrolytic 
CP007" he said. 

He was right of course. It was 
CP007 in the chopper drive circuit:  

its value had fallen to about 5pF. 
As we boxed the machine up 

Mrs Swarf smiled wanly and 
searched about in her big coat for 
her purse. 

"Can't give you any of my ten 
pence pieces" she said. "I keep 
them to phone my husband." 

We waved her purse away, and 
Steven took the VCR out to her 
old car. 

John Berryman and the 
Sony TV 
As she went John Berryman drove 
up in his van — the one with the 
painted windows. John's the local 
undertaker, though he looks like a 
big, ruddy farmer. 

"How you keeping, Don?" he 
bawled. "OK? No aches or pains?" 

"I'm perfectly OK" I said, "but 
thanks nevertheless for your pro-
fessional interest. What have you 
got in the van?" 

"A nice old fellow and my 
neighbour's Sony TV. Which shall 
I bring in ?" 

"Better make it the Sony" I 
said. 

It was a KV209OUB. When we 
switched the set on it was all right 
for five minutes. After that the pic-
ture became grainy, then disap-
peared as the set began to squeal. 

"That'll be the 2SD1398 line 
output transistor" Steven said. 
"When they get a bit long in the 
tooth they tend to become leaky 
under load." 

"I can vouch for that" said 
Berryman. 

"But why does the picture go 
grainy?" I asked. 

"Dunno" Steven replied. But a 
new DU508D cured the trouble. 

"Want us to fix the old fellow, 
John?" I asked. 
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"Don't put it on the table in the corner . . . " 

A Matsui TV 
Then a Matsui 1436XA 14in. 
portable was brought in by a an 
odd cove who laughed loudly. 

"Dead" he declared. "Oddie's 
the name. It banged like the 
blazes. Made the missus jump out 
of her skin." He continued to 
laugh. 

"Call us tomorrow" I said. 
When we opened the set we 

found that the 4AT fuse was a 
fragile tube of soot. So we 
checked the STK7348 chopper 
chip which was full of shorts. 
R651 (270, 3W) and R653 (1.50, 
3W) were both open-circuit, and 
C655 (0.47pF, 50V electrolytic) 
was short-circuit. After replacing 
these items we switched the set on 
with some confidence. It came on 
in standby and wouldn't do any-
thing else. The 390k52 start-up 
resistor R652 was open-circuit. 

When Oddie came back he had 
his wife with him. She seemed to 
be back in her skin. His face was 
full of mirth, and when we gave 
him the bill he laughed still more. 
He took the set out to the car while 
his wife paid the bill. 

"Seems to be a very happy 
man" I commented. 

"He's miserable as hell, dear" 
she said. "It's a faulty nerve makes 
him laugh like that. For heaven's 
sake don't rile him!" 

Oddie called from the car. 
"Hurry up" he bawled, "I'm get-
ting fed up!" 

Daewoo Portables 
Greeneyes was in the shop when 
Mr Flighty bounced in. He fancies 
her, and she thinks he's quite a 
nice man. I can't stand him. 

"Hello dear" he beamed, 
"you're looking very well!" Then 
he looked at me. "Pensioner now, I 
s'pose" he said. 

He was carrying a modern 
Daewoo 14in. colour portable, 
Model T140 (CP330 chassis). I 
reached for a card and wrote down 
his name. "Trouble?" I asked. 

"Oh no" he said, "none at all. 
I'm fine." 

I pointed to the set. 
"Oh, that. Dead." 
Steven opened it up. This one 

also had a 4A mains fuse that had 
blown. The cause was obvious: the 
small disc posistor in the degauss-
ing circuit, type 180A, had gone 
up in smoke. When he'd fitted a 
more substantial replacement and a 
new fuse all was well. 

Then Mr and Mrs Trew parked 
their shiny new car outside and 
shuffled in with an identical  

Daewoo colour portable. 
"Sorry we've had to come here 

with this, Mr Buster" he said. 
"Costs money having sets mended, 
don't it?" 

"Such is life" I smiled, wishing 
they'd gone to Snoddys. 

"We're only pensioners" added 
Mrs Trew, "do you do cheap 
repairs for pensioners?" 

"We've not been too well lately 
either" said her husband. 
"Sometimes my thumb aches 
cruel, and my wife had toothache 
twice in April." He looked at the 
set. "Dead" he said, "I wish it was 
on hire purchase — we wouldn't go 
on having it." 

I waved them off and pulled the 
set on to the bench. It was dead all 
right — and ticking. I checked the 
voltage across the mains bridge 
rectifier's 120pF, 400V reservoir 
capacitor C807 and found that it 
was low at 180V. So I took it out, 
discharged it and checked its value 
with a capacitance meter: 0.05pF! 
The set worked when a replace-
ment had been fitted. 

But we noticed that both sets 
had thin, poor sound, with little 
bass. The speakers are very small. 

When the Trews came back we 
handed them the set and the bill. 

"Ten pounds?!" he exclaimed, 
looking at his wife. 

She bit her lip. "Will you take 
eight?" she asked. 

He eventually took out his wal-
let and paid us. It was thick with 
loot. 

Norman's Sony TV 
Short, wide and casual Norman 
Glutton drew up with a Sony 
KV27VX1PH in his van. It took 
two of us to get it into the work-
shop. He pushed his finger out and 
drew a line across the air. 

"Picture's like that" he said. 
Then he looked across at the food 
shop opposite. "Won't be long" he 
said. 

As he waddled out we got his 
set on to the bench. It's fitted with 
a chassis we'd not seen before, but 
we soon found the field output 
chip and established that its sup-
ply, which is derived from pin 12 
of the line output stage, was miss-
ing. We replaced the 0.470 safety 
resistor here, R854, then examined 
the line output transformer for dry-
joints. There were several, so we 
resoldered them all. When we 
switched on an excellent picture 
came up. 

Meanwhile Norman had 
returned. He stood there carving at 
a huge pork pie with his pocket 

knife, eating slice after slice. 
"Good bit of pie" he said, "I 

likes pies." 

Victor's VCR 
Victor Smallpiece is a thin-faced, 
timid chap who hailes from the 
land of the leeks. He brought in a 
newish GoldStar GSEQ121 VCR 
and piped at us in his very high 
voice. 

"This 'un is dead, can't it? Not 
very old either, does it?" 

"Is it under guarantee any-
where?" I asked. 

"No, we won it at a fete a year 
ago" he piped. 

The VCR has a separate power 
board and, unusually, the output 
voltages are printed on it. Checks 
revealed that the 6V supply was 
low at 3.5V. We found that the 
KIA7806P 6V regulator IC101 
was the cause of the trouble. A 
replacement restored the machine 
to life. 

As seems to be the case with 
most centre-deck machines, this 
one is not too well made. The 
power supply runs hot, and had 
scorched the board black within 
the year, drying out the electrolytic 
capacitors. To prevent the job 
bouncing we replaced the lot. 

TELEVISION June 1998 	 559 



What a Life! 
Donald Bullock makes a Very Cruel Device that produces shocks -
and gets his comeuppance. Then there are sets and customers. And 
a puzzle about where the voices come from 

poor Daddy B does his scrib-
bling all by himself in his 
wooden shack in the garden, 

away from everybody's noises and 
distractions. Greeneyes' dogs 
recently discovered it, and have on 
occasion done their business there. 

This annoyed Daddy B very 
much. He doesn't particularly like 
dogs, especially pampered ones that 
do unspeakable things in his shack. 
So he decided to adopt a Very 
Wicked Wheeze: he sorted out 
some odds and ends from his 
junkbox and built himself a Very 
Cruel Device — a pulsing shock 
machine. He connected this to a 
pair sprung wires which he strung 
across the shack's doorway, just 
above floor level. 

Then he pretended to go out. 
But, instead, he sat behind a bush 
with a whiskey and watched. 
Presently Greeneyes' dogs trotted 
up to the door and touched their 
noses against the wires. Then they 
made lots of yelping noises and did 
double somersaults all over the gar-
den. Daddy B laughed happily and 
rubbed his hands together. But 
Greeneys said he was wicked, 
cruel, drunk and she didn't love 
him any more. 

Daddy B didn't care. He con-
nected an extra capacitor across the 
output of his Very Cruel Device to 
make it even Crueller, and made 
sure it was switched on all the time. 
Though he left his shack door wide 
open, the dogs never darkened its 
doorstep again. 

The time came for Daddy B to 
write his column. He stepped over 
the Very Cruel Wires carefully and 
started to clear his desk. This dis- 

turbed some nasty mosquitoes, 
which Daddy B sprayed with his 
Cruel Mosquito Spray. They 
coughed and fell down dead. 
Except one, which flew about 
laughing. This made Daddy B Very 
Vicious. He spun around, spraying 
it. When it flew out of the door, 
Daddy B went after it. 

Unfortunately he forgot about 
his Very Cruel Wires, and tangled 
his legs in them. They gave him 
lots of Very Cruel Shocks that 
made him shout and jump about 
Very Much. He hoped that no one 
had seen him dancing or heard him 
shouting some Very Naughty 
Words. 

Greeneyes had of course. She 
said it served him right for perpe-
trating Cruel Things on innocent 
little dogs, and that he was to tell 
everyone in his column how Cruel 
and Wicked he really was. 

But Daddy B mocked and told 
her she was getting like her mother. 
He hobbled off to his shack to write 
about his Nastiness — and to mend 
and refit his Cruel Wires . . 

Sins 
Some days later I was back in the 
shop when this cove with bright 
eyes and a shiny red face came in. 
He was carrying a sign on a small 
pole. "Be sure your sins will find 
you out" it read. 

"I don't suppose I can help 
you?" I asked. 

"It's my Mitsubishi" he said. "It 
has faded and died — Matthew 16, 
verse 6 (or something)." 

I eyed him up and down. 
"It's in my old pram outside" he 

continued, "there's a picture but  

there isn't a picture." 
"Right, I'll get it" I said. 
When he'd pushed off, with his 

sign, I put his set on the bench. It 
was a CT2553STX (Euro 4Z chas-
sis). There was sound, and the 
screen displayed some dull chunks 
of colour. Nothing else. When I 
increased the brightness I saw a 
faint raster as well. 

"Strange fault" said Paul. 
"No luminance" I replied. 

"You're looking at a raster plus the 
transmission's colour content but 
not its monochrome content, which 
provides the detail. They do it that 
way to save bandwidth." 

When I opened the set up I saw 
that there were three upright panels 
at the rear of the chassis, secured 
by a plastic bracket. The one on the 
right is the chromailuminance 
panel. I waggled it and the lumi-
nance flashed on and off. 

When I examined the panel I 
found that during manufacture a 
dab of securing adhesive had been 
put between its print side and the 
bracket. This had dried and corrod-
ed the print beneath it. So I cleaned 
it off and bridged the gap. When I 
switched on again a good, complete 
colour picture appeared. 

Mrs Tubbs' VCR 
Meanwhile Mrs Tubbs had brought 
in a Samsung VI710 VCR. It was 
virtually dead, with just bits of the 
digplay visible. "One for you" I 
said, "I'm off to make the tea." 

When I returned Paul was 
replacing the STK5333 regulator 
chip IC101. "I checked the outputs 
from the power panel, at the 12-pin 
plug CN101" he said. "Instead of 
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14 14  

Unfortunately Daddy Daddy B forgot about his 
Very Cruel Wires. 

15V at pin 1 there was only 1.3V. 
At pin 4 there was 0.2V instead of 
5V. These two supplies are both 
decoupled by 47µF electrolytics, 
which are OK. So I think a new 
chip will cure the problem." 

He finished fitting it and 
checked the voltages. This time 
they were right. The VCR had a 
full display and worked well. 

The End 
Later the shiny-faced cove returned 
with his sign. 

"Your Mitsubishi's ready" I 
said. "Twenty quid to you." 

He pulled out his wallet and 
smiled. "Ah, safely delivered from 
its woes" he said, "Mark 22, verse 
4 (or something)." 

I carried the set out to his pram 
for him. As he pushed it away I 
noticed that the sign was double-
sided. "The End of the World is 
Nigh" it announced on the other 
side. 

Egbert Craddock 
Our next customer was Egbert 
Craddock, who always looks as 
though he's riding a bike against 
the wind. He struggled in with a 
B&O 7180. 

"I switches him on, right?" he 
bawled. 

"If you say so" I replied. 
"He clicks four times then goes 

off, right? That's no good to any-
one, right?" 

"You've cracked it man" I said, 
"give it here." 

He left the set and made off. 
Steven took the back off and found 
the cause of the trouble immediate-
ly. This sort of thing narks me. 

"It's just the blue focus unit" he 
said, "hand me a new one will 
you?" 

I did and it did the job. "Too 
clever by half" I muttered. 

Flighty's Visit 
Mr Flighty came in, frowned at me, 
bought a flylead and winked at 
Greeneyes. 

"What's worse than a giraffe 
with a sore throat dear?" he asked. 

"Dunno" said Greeneyes, bright-
ening up. 

"A centipede with corns of 
course" he blurted out. "Har, har, 
har! !" Then off he minced, leaving 
Greeneyes laughing happily. 

She caught my eye. "Coppades, 
arnohyeh, da?" she said as she 
laughed. 

"Just a minute" I said, "you're 
not gibbering with Flighty now. 
Let's have it in English." 

She looked at me coldly.  

"Merely asked whether you'd like a 
cup of tea, or not yet. You really 
will have to do something about 
your increasing deafness." 

Later she came in with the tea. 
"Careful, it's hot" she said. 

"Cartful of what?" I asked, 
frowing and looking about as 
though puzzled. 

"Don't be funny" she replied. 
"Toast and honey?" I asked. 

A Philips K40 
Major Haggerty, the bristling mili-
tary no-nonsense blimp, brought in 
a Philips Model 22CS5751 — the 
old K40 chassis. 

"It needs a spell in the guard-
house" he barked. "Only works in 
the sunshine. Otherwise whines 
instead. Had a coolie like that once, 
in the Himalayas. Yanked his head 
of in the finish and kicked him to 
the tigers . . ." 

He was right. About the set I 
mean. At switch on it whined loud-
ly and refused to start up until we 
heated the power supply with our 
hairdryer. Then it was OK. So we 
cooled the power supply down and 
then directed the hairdryer's heat 
via a funnel at various components 
in this section. The culprit turned 
out to be C2128. A replacement put 
an end to the nonsense. 

We've had this fault before. Be 
careful about identifying the capac-
itor: there's another C2128, in the 
EW modulator circuit. 

Little Men 
When I was a small boy I was fas-
cinated by the voices and music 
that came from our wind-up HMV 
cabinet gramophone and our huge 
Ekco wireless set. I knew that 
Henry Hall's orchestra consisted of 
dozens of dinner-suited musicians 
and their instruments, because I'd 
seen a picture of them. How could 
they get into our wireless? 
Obviously they would have to be 
shrunk. Assuming this to be possi-
ble — the early Thirties was a time 
of mechanical and electrical mira-
cles — how, I wondered, did they 
sneak in and out? 

Whilst they were in there, what 
did they do about eating and sleep-
ing and other things. The answers 
evaded me. 

And our gramophone. When 
father played an Al Bowlley record 
Al sang immediately. When the 
tone arm was moved across the 
record he would cut in with differ-
ent bits of the song. How did he 
know which bits to sing? Did he 
slip along the tone arm and look 
through the hole beside the needle? 

Then there were Bix 
Beiderbecke's magic cornet sounds. 
He had died before I was born, yet 
he played for us from inside our 
gramophone. In the Thirties nobody 
scoffed much at the idea of ghosts. 
Had Bix slipped to some secret 
graveyard in the bowels of our 
gramophone? 

My confusion increased when 
the wireless set when wrong and 
had to be opened. There were no 
little men or orchestras. Only a row 
of rosy-coloured valves, bits of 
wire and Bakelite. 

Then the spring in our gramo-
phone broke. Inside there was just a 
dowdy box full of greasy metal 
cogs. Nobody could live in there, 
especially in their nice clean clothes! 

"Where do the voices come 
from, Dad?" I asked. 

"Out of the air" he replied. 
"Who put them in the air?" 
"Never mind about that" he said 

brusquely. "Here's tuppence 
ha'penny. Slip over to Thomas's 
and get me a packet of 
Woodbines." 
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"Things ain't quite what they seem, dear" he rasped. 

712 

What a Life! 
"'Elio Mr Bullneck" said a gravelly 
voice. I turned round and saw an odd 
cove who looked like Les Dawson in 
drag. He placed a Matsui 20T1 on the 
counter. 

"Things ain't quite what they 
seem, dear" he rasped. 

"Aren't they then" I said, giving 
him a sidelong look. 

"This thing here keeps ticking" he 
went on. 

"Not a bomb, surely!" I 
exclaimed. 

"Nah, nah. 'E's a telly all right 
dear. But 'e's a Grundig in hysguise." 

"Right" I said, reaching for a job 
card. "Name please." 

"Lotus" he growled. I wrote down 
Dawson. 

When he'd departed I took the set 
to the bench, removed the back and 
found a Grundig G1000 chassis 
inside. When power was applied there  

was no standby light, in fact there 
were no signs of life apart from a 
faint ticking. I switched off and 
scanned the chassis, looking for dry-
joints, but couldn't see any. So I dis-
connected the line output transistor's 
collector connection and connected a 
100W bulb between this point and 
chassis. When I switched on again the 
bulb lit. So the power supply was OK 
and the line output stage suspect. 
Time to switch off and carry out cold 
checks on the semiconductor devices 
in the stage. 

As the line output transistor tested 
OK I began to check the diodes, start-
ing with the larger ones — they can 
usually be reckoned to live more dan-
gerous lives. When f got to the 
BY133 efficiency diode D304 there 
was a dead short. We didn't have one 
in stock, so I tried a BY127. When I 
switched on again the set sprang to 
life. 

Brother Terry 
Then Brother Terry came in with an 
old toaster. "Can you fix this for poor 
old Doris Prattle?" he asked. 

"Sony, no can do" I replied. 
"Oh. Well, I've brought along my 

neighbour's Sony television too. It's 
gone mental" he said. 

The set was a KVC2122U, which 
is fitted with the AE1C chassis. 
Steven put it on the bench and we 
soon discovered that Terry was right. 
After working normally for a moment 
the sound blasted loudly then cut out. 
The picture flickered, the field 
cramped and then the picture disap-
peared, leaving a brilliant raster. Next 
it reappeared, expanded away and the 
field scanning collapsed. Finally the 
set grunted and died. 

When we opened up the set we 
saw that there were dry-joints in all 
sections of the chassis. Steven under-
took the resoldering. He had to attend 
to poor joints on the vertically-mount-
ed sub-panels as well as the main 
PCB. This restored operation, but 
there was signal instability. So Steven 
removed the tuner and IF cans and  

did some resoldering in these as well. 
When he'd fmally finished the set 
produced excellent results. 

Incidentally whenever you get one 
of these sets it's advisable to check 
R522, which is in the HT preset 
(RV501) network. It's a tiny 100k0, 
0.25W resistor that tends to go high 
in value. When this happens the HT 
rises. The power supply is quite com-
plex, using a master-slave IC control 
system. The master regulation part is 
contained in the 1LA2028B chip 
IC501, along with the line and field 
generator circuits. 

Davey Ruggles 
An ancient lorry full of junk rolled 
up. Davey Ruggles jumped out, ooz-
ing contentment. He's a grafting 
Romany who always seems to be on 
the losing end of things. 

"My luck's in this time Don, I 
think " He had with him an immacu-
late colour set the like of which I'd 
never seen before. It claimed to be a 
Beko Model 19221 and was dead. 

"Given to me by number 36" he 
said. "Nice people. Said there wasn't 
much wrong but wouldn't take a 
penny for it. The kids would like a 
telly again. Our set blew up just 
before Christmas." He left the Beko 
with us and went over to the Co-op. 

When we opened the set up we 
found that the mains fuse, FU101, 
had blown. So did a replacement. 
When we investigated further we saw 
some very bad dry-joints in the power 
supply section. Resoldering them 
cured the trouble. The results were 
good too. 

"Poor fellow" I said. "Let's put the 
set back in his cab and say it was 
nothing." Steven took it out, along 
with a few tapes from his video 
library which he closed down a while 
back. 

Mr Ng's Bush 
Our next caller was Mr Ng. He's one 
who never looses. 

"I'm owning a television set which 
is very, very bad to me" he said soft- 
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ly. He smiled, showing us two dozen 
front teeth. 

"Goodness gracious me, what is 
being the trouble?" I asked. 

He got a passer-by to bring in the 
set, which was a Bush 2714 (11AK03 
chassis). It was stuck in standby. 

Paul had a go at this one. He first 
checked the print side of the chassis to 
see if any of the fusible resistor leads 
— they are long and untrimmed — were 
shorting to the rectifier diodes. They 
weren't. So he checked the BU506D 
line output transistor which was very 
leaky. "That'll be it" he said after fit-
ting a replacement. But the set was 
still stuck in standby. His smile faded. 
Then he moved over to the line driver 
stage, where the 3.91(0, 4W feed 
resistor R603 was open-circuit. 

Steven suggested checking the 
BC639 driver transistor TR601 as 
well. "It was the cause of the trouble 
last time I had one of these sets in —
the transistor was dead short." 

Paul found that the same thing had 
happened with this set. Once replace-
ments had been fitted the set worked 
well enough. 

"Oh dear oh dear" said Mr Ng 
when he called for his set. "It is being 
my unlucky day. My car was having a 
puncture and the man was wanting 
two pounds to mend it. And a very, 
very nasty traffic warden is reporting 
me for parking it. Everybody is want-
ing my money, and I'm not liking it." 
He showed us his teeth again. 

"Well, the set won't cost you 
much" smiled Steven. "Fifteen 
pounds." 

Mr Ng gasped and his teeth disap-
peared. "Can't you be taking ten?" he 
asked. 

"Fifteen" smiled Steven. 
"Twelve?" asked Mr Ng. 
"Fifteen" said Steven, still smiling. 
"Shall we be saying fourteen?" 
Steven smiled even more sweetly. 

"Fifteen" he breathed. 
Mr Ng took out a huge, embossed 

wallet and peeled three fivers from a 
fat wad of notes. 

"I am paying you very, very much, 
and this is not good. I should be pay-
ing you only five pounds" Mr Ng con-
cluded. 

Mrs Runner 
Mrs Runner came in with her son 
Clarence, who is of slight build. 
"Hello, Mr Billhook" she trilled, 
"Clarence's camera won't work, will 
it Clarence?" 

Clarence began to open his mouth. 
"The cassette housing won't shut, will 
it Clarence?" she piped. Clarence 
raised his face ready to speak, but she 
cut in again. "It switches on all right, 
and he sees a picture in the viewfind- 

er, don't you Clarence?" The boy 
managed a silent gasp of air. 

"I don't know why he won't speak 
up, Mr Billhook, "just like his father, 
I'm sure." 

When they'd gone Steven opened 
the camcorder, a Sharp VLC790H. 
There was no mechanical operation. 
It's one of the best for ease of servic-
ing. The deck and lens assembly are 
simple to remove. You then see a pair 
of double-sided PCBs sandwiched 
together and secured to the bottom of 
the deck. 

The cause of the trouble was quite 
obvious once the boards had been sep-
arated. C951 (220µF, 6.3V) had 
leaked badly over the PCB, corroding 
a section of the print. Steven cleaned 
off the corrosion, fitted a new capaci-
tor and bridged the print. Then he 
noticed that another electrolytic, 
C3302 (10µF, 16V), was also leaking. 
Fortunately no damage had occurred 
this time. So he did some more clean-
ing up and fitted a replacement. On 
test the camcorder now worked well. 

They came to collect it shortly 
after. "We're ever so grateful to you 
for doing it so quickly Mr Billhook, 
aren't we Clarence?" she sang. 
Clarence raised his chin. "Tell Mr. 
Billhook how pleased you are, 
Clarence." This time Clarence man-
aged a tiny squeak before she cut in 
again. 

"I dunno. He's very a very disap-
pointing boy, Mr 'Billhook. Just won't 
say a word. Can't understand him. 
Come on, Clarence." 

Another Sony 
Mrs Ruff came in with her lodger, Old 
Pukey. "It's me telly, Mr Bugbear" 
she rasped. "Seems to be doing what-
ever 'e likes. Go an' bring 'im in, 
you" she said, jerking her thumb at 
Old Pukey. 

He staggered in with a Sony 
KVD2512U. When they'd gone we 
pulled it on to the bench and tried it. 
The problems were intermittent: 
sometimes the picture disappeared; 
sometimes the on-screen graphics 
went as well; at other times all we 
would see were a lot of peculiar on-
screen display symbols. 

When we opened it up we found 
that the troubles could be instigated by 
tapping the tuner/IF PCB (board A). It 
often suffers from dry-joints, but this 
time we couldn't see any. So we con-
centrated on the tuner, and found that 
even the gentlest of taps had a dramat-
ic effect. Steven opened it and careful-
ly resoldered every joint. That cleared 
the problems. 

Though expensive, the models that 
use the AE1 series chassis seem to 
give poor results. Grainy pictures,  

poor convergence and poor picture 
geometry are often seen with the ones 
we come across, and readjustment 
doesn't help much. 

Mitsubishi Problem 
Mr McTurdey had a problem with his 
Mitsubishi Model CT2525. "'Tis hab-
solutely dead, Son. Hardly works at 

I looked at him, then at the set. 
After taking details I waved him out. 

When I looked inside I found that 
the 2SD1887 chopper transistor 
Q901 was short-circuit. D909, a 3V 
zener diode (type RD3.0FB2) that's 
in series with it, was open-circuit. 
R910, which is in parallel with 
D909, and the 4.751 surge limiter 
resistor R902 were also open-circuit. 

I noticed a crop of dry-joints in 
the power supply, and surmised 
that they could well have been the 
basic cause of the blow-up — Mr 
McTurdey mentioned that there had 
been intermittent operation for some 
months before the final failure. 

Back in Spain 
It was when we returned to Spain that 
Greeneyes became a car thief. We had 
a call from Maisie who lives over her 
restaurant-bar in a nearby town. Her 
huge Hitachi set, Model C2846N, was 
operating intermittently. 

Like so many in Spain we use an 
old Panda car as a runabout. I scooped 
a few tools into it and Greeneyes 
drove us to Maisie's place. 

After a few minutes her set cut out 
and went to standby. Then it came on 
again, p6pped, flashed the Nicam sig-
nal and died again. I soon found that 
the 12V regulator chip was dry-joint-
ed. Resoldering it cured the trouble. 

On the way back we parked at a 
shopping parade to make a couple of 
purchases. Then we jumped back into 
the car and started it up. A drunken 
Englishman tottered from a bar and 
started shouting and waving his arms. 
"Let's get going" Greeneyes said, 
"he's paralytic." 

Then Greeneyes noticed that the 
steering wheel was without its glove 
thing, and I noticed that the car was 
even untidier than usual. Suddenly we 
both realised that it wasn't our car at 
all. It was the drunk's. It was the 
same, sun-faded colour as ours, and as 
old and worn. But it was his, not ours! 

Greeneyes drove back and we 
clambered out. I forced a laugh. "Ha 
ha ha, thought it was ours, mix up, 
sorry, that's ours there." 

"They're shtealing my car" the 
drunk continued to shout. 

Awkward. Everyone else, apart 
from the drunk, thought it a great 
joke. 
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What a Life! 
Mainly difficulties with TV sets this month. Donald Bullock on servic-
ing and people problems - and that wordprocessor of his 

C omputers leave me cold. Son 
James has knocked himself 
up a beauty entirely out of 

units from CPC, but I haven't even 
mustered up enough interest to try 
to work it. Everybody tells me to 
throw away the Amstrad PCW8512 
I use for writing. Now it seems that 
I might have to. 

Because the heat in Spain dries 
out the exposed part of the Amstrad 
machine's printer ribbon, I keep 
producing articles full of white 
patches. I thought I'd found a rem-
edy, but it hasn't worked out. It 
happened like this. 

In Spain we put our refuse into a 
big communal bin. It's common 
practice for people to place any-
thing they think might be useful to 
someone else by the side of it. 
That's where I found a mint 
Commodore MPS1270 mono-
chrome inkjet printer, in its factory 
packing, but minus the instruction 
booklet and computer-to-printer 
lead. James tried it on his computer 
and pronounced it perfect. All I 
needed was a simple lead to con-
nect it to the PCW8512. That was 
some months ago. I've tried here, 
there and everywhere, but haven't 
managed to get one. 

Now I find that when I boot up 
the PCW8512 the little red light on 
the shift-lock key sometimes comes 
on and the machine won't respond 
to the keyboard at all. I have to 
switch off and boot up again. 
Dunno why. Do you? I does it with 
various start-of-the-day discs. 

On the Cheap 
Mr Whiner brought in his ancient 
Hitachi VCR the other day. 

"Can you get this going for 
tonight?" he asked. "Only the, rela-
tives are visiting. Got to have the 
video working, haven't I?" 

"It's essential" I said. 
"Not worth spending much on it  

of course" he continued, "it's so 
old. Say perhaps a fiver." 

As I cringed away James took it 
to the workshop. He found that the 
heat had congealed the mecha-
nism's grease. A clean up made it 
work all right. So we charged him a 
tenner. 

"Hope it'll last a good while" 
said Mr Whiner. 

It reminded me of Walt, with 
whom 1 worked many years ago. 
He was an excellent engineer who 
had been in the trade a long time, 
and the customers had long since 
got to him. Now and again, after a 
particularly bad experience, he 
would cry out "immediately isn't 
soon enough, free isn't cheap 
enough and perfection isn't good 
enough!" 

He eventually threw in the towel 
and got a job repairing bicycles. 

Problem with a Mitsubishi 
Steven's problems with a 
Mitsubishi TV set began when Mr 
Bullneck pushed through the door 
and interrupted his conversation 
with the vicar, 

"Can you pull me Mitsubishi 
outa the car, oney I've a bad back, 
see." 

Steven stepped out and followed 
him to his car. It was about a hun-
dred yards away, on the other side 
of the busy road, and it was raining. 
He staggered back carrying a black 
box about the size of a tea chest. It 
was a Mitsubishi CT2146TX (Euro 
6 chassis). 

Once I'd got Bullneck out I gave 
Steven a drink of water and before 
long he was able to stagger to the 
bench and try the set. It worked all 
right and continued to do so for the 
rest of the day. So he phoned Mr 
Bullneck. "Your set's all right" he 
said. 

"Ill-ent" Bullneck rasped. "He 
goes dead every three days." 

Steven opened the set and found 
a multitude of dry-joints where 
conductors joined the print. He 
spent a long time cleaning and 
resoldering them. Then he tried the 
set again. It was dead. 

There are two chopper circuits 
in this chassis. The main one pro-
vides the HT supply and three LT 
supplies, at 24V, 12V and 5V. The 
other one provides standby opera-
tion, with 7.5V and —30V outputs. 
The 7.5V output feeds a 5V regula-
tor, IC951. 

As the HT was present, Steven 
moved over to the standby supply 
and found that the 5V line pro-
duced a hardly detectable reading. 
The smoothing capacitor C709 
(10pF, 50V) was open-circuit. 

Steven fitted a replacement and 
thought everything would be OK. 
"Not too tricky after all" he mut-
tered. But when he switched the set 
on it was still dead. So it was back 
to the main chopper circuit, where 
the 12V output was missing 
because the 1.6A protector Z901 
had gone open-circuit. He fitted a 
replacement and switched on again. 
There were still no results. 

"Must be loss of line drive" 
Steven commented. He resoldered 
the connections to the line driver 
transformer T551 and checked the 
line driver and output transistors, 
which were both all right. But there 
was still no line drive. Scope 
checks showed that everything was 
OK on the primary side of the line 
driver transformer. There were no 
pulses across the secondary wind-
ing however. The windings pro-
duced DC continuity readings both 
in and out of circuit. There was no 
short across the secondary winding. 
"I reckon I might as well give this 
one back and recommend Snoddies 
or Crubb's Foodstore" he moaned. 

"Why not take the driver trans-
former out and check it with a mag- 
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He staggered back carrying a black box about the 
size of a tea chest. 

nifier?" I asked. 
He found that the joints to the 

PCB were clean, but the pins had a 
tarnished look. So he removed the 
transformer again and cleaned the 
pins with fine emery paper. When 
they were shiny bright he replaced 
the transformer. This time the set 
worked at once and proved to be 
reliable. 

"That transformer read OK 
despite its tarnished pins" Steven 
commented, "I don't see why the 
waveform couldn't get through." 

"Perhaps the silver-plated pins 
had developed a silver oxide coat-
ing from solder-flux impurities" I 
suggested. 

"Wish I'd shone the pins up ear-
lier" Steven said. 

Turkish Delight 
Then Greeneyes came into the 
shop. She'd been to the market. 

"I've a packet of Turkish delight 
for you" she cooed. 

"Good" I said, rubbing my 
hands. "Bring her in!" 

Greeneyes made a silly noise 
and her expression turned cold. She 
placed a Bush 2114T portable on 
the counter. "Belongs to Molly" 
she snapped. "It's dead. Perhaps it 
heard one of your silly jokes." 

The set boasted its Turkish ori-
gin and was dead all right. It 
clicked at switch on. While 
Greeneyes watched I went straight 
to the BU508D line output transis-
tor Q402 and found that it was 
short-circuit. After replacing it I 
checked R811, the 1f2 resistor in 
the 24V supply. As expected it was 
open-circuit. I replaced this as well, 
and felt I was doing just fine. Show 
that girl who's clever. Then I 
switched the set on. 

It emitted a curling whisp of 
smoke, made the same noise that 
Greeneyes had made over my 
Turkish delight joke, and looked at 
me just as coldly. 

I checked the set again. Both the 
items I'd replaced had failed. So I 
did what I should have done before 
— I measured the HT voltage. It was 
high at 145V instead of 110V, and 
adjusting the HT preset VR801 
made no difference. Time to switch 
off again. 

The chopper power supply is of 
the standard TDA4601 control-chip 
type. I found that two electrolytic 
capacitors associated with the chip 
had fallen in value. C817 was only 
6pF instead of 10pF (16V), while 
C818 had fallen in value from 1pF 
(50V) to 0.3pF. 

I replaced them, also the two 
items I'd blown up, wound VR801  

down to zero, switched the set on 
and adjusted VR801 carefully for 
an HT reading of 110V. Everything 
worked smoothly. The preset's slid-
er ended up dead central along its 
track, and the set produced an 
excellent picture. 

Another Mitsubishi 
At this point a large TV set with a 
pair of skimpy trousered legs trot-
ted in. Steven saw that it was a 
Mitsubishi set and disappeared, 
with a squeaking sound. Being 
made of sterner stuff, I dashed out 
and hoisted it on to the bench. The 
legs stayed where they were, and I 
noticed that they were part of a tiny 
body, with a head and arms. Then 
an enormously amplified voice 
filled the shop and half the street. 

"No picture at all Mr Bulbous" 
it said. Steven ran out, looking 
incredulous. But my attention was 
concentrated on the little fellow 
who had brought the set in. 

"Just a blank screen" said the 
amplified voice. "Phone number is 
on the label there." 

Steven ran back into hiding and 
I cringed. I waved the little chap 
out and tried the set. It was a mod-
ern one, and displayed a blank 
raster. I wanted to check whether 
there was any sound, but modern 
sets make me nasty, 'cos I can't 
work them. I called Steven out. 

"It's only a simple fault" I said, 
"will you set it all up while I make 
the tea?" 

When I returned he had an 
excellent picture on the screen. 
Then he switched the set off and 
back on again. A blank screen was 
present, as before, 

"Ah" he said brightly. "The 
trouble will be to do with the 
X24C04P EEPROM chip IC702. 
When it fails various problems can 
be present. Often the one we've got 
now, or the teletext may be miss-
ing, there may be no Nicam sound 
or, with B series sets only, the 
rotating base. Or any combination 
of these faults." He was about to 
walk out as he spoke, and I noticed 
that his backside looked like a 
sackful of cats heading for the 
river. 

"Rotating base?" I asked. 
"Yes, permanently or intermit-

tently" he continued. "SEME does 
a kit that puts matters right, at just 
£10.33 plus VAT. The part number 
is RK216G. In addition to the EEP-
ROM chip it includes two 68kS2 
resistors and an 0.01pF capacitor. 
These are not needed in all models. 
It's worth ordering the kit, because 
it comes with a technical bulletin  

that lists every model affected and 
tells you which parts each one 
needs for the repair. CPC does the 
chip on its own at £6.68 plus VAT. 
This set will need just the chip — 
others need the whole kit and 
detailed picture geometry adjust-
ments." 

I sauntered off. Getting clever, 
this boy. Not a clever as me, only I 
just don't bother. And anyway his 
tea isn't a patch on mine! 

Sky TV 
I've noticed that during interviews 
with overseas reporters in Sky TV's 
news broadcasts there is a notice-
able delay before they seem to be 
able to hear and respond to the 
anchor man's questions. 

The other day, during a conver-
sation between the newsreader and 
someone in Ireland, the delays were 
longer — two or three seconds. The 
newsreader ended the interview 
prematurely, blaming a "slow line". 

Are the delays the result of 
bandwidth problems I wondered? 
Does the transmitted picture have 
to be sent piecemeal and built up at 
the other end? At any rate the lip 
sync remains intact. 
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What a Life! 
Curious faults and curious customers. Some TV sets and other items 
that have come Donald Bullock's way this month 

I 've done away with my Very Cruel 
Shocking Machine — it gave me 

more Vicious Shocks and dancing 
lessons that I've had from a lifetime 
in this trade. 

The turning point came when 
Greeneyes screamed blue murder 
from the kitchen. I scrambled from 
my writing hut to help her, got tan-
gled up in the wires yet again and 
finally tottered in to find her stand-
ing on a chair gibbering at a spider. 

The dogs nevertheless bring me 
compensations. Whenever they 
annoy me and I get stroppy 
Greeneyes makes me one of her 
excellent bacon and vegetable pies to 
sweeten me. To make sure that they 
work, I reach for my giant wineglass. 

I've had a couple of these pies 
recently. One was presented to me a 
week or so ago after I'd struggled up 
our front drive with Father 
Docherty's TV set and trod in a huge 
dog-bowl full of water and fallen 
down. Father Docherty heard me 
bawl a Very Naughty Word. He 
crossed himself and clicked his 
tongue seven times before he scam-
pered off. 

An ICC7 Chassis 
His set, which was dead, was a 
Ferguson Model B59F (ICC7 chas-
sis). I soon found that the mains fuse 
had blown, so I checked for shorts, 
fitted a replacement and gazed 
intently at the chassis as I held my 
breath and switched on. There was a 
huge and instant EHT flashover 
between the tube's anode cap and its 
earthed Aquadag coating. 

The cause turned out to be one of 
the tuning capacitors in the line out-
put stage, CL21. Its value is 11.5nF, 
with a voltage rating of 1.6kV. The 
value varies with different tubes and 
is critical. Fit only an identical 
replacement. 

We've had flashovers before with  

this chassis. They sometimes cause 
IC damage, the TEA5101A RGB 
drive chip IT01 on the tube's base 
panel being particularly vulnerable. 
The usual symptom when this IC 
fails is loss of one colour. 

The Akura Tourer 
CX10/Nikkai Baby 10 
Father Docherty was so pleased with 
our efforts that he recommended us 
to a fellow cleric. So a few days later 
Father O'Sullivan rolled up with an 
Akura Tourer CX10. This ten inch 
set is the same as the Nikkai Baby 
10, the Alba CTV10 and the 
Samsung C1210R. 

"I'm told that you're a man who 
likes a good romp with his dogs, 
Mester Ballock" he said. "Well I 
likes dogs too. What would we do 
without them?!" 

It was another dead set. After 
ensuring that the bridge rectifier was 
developing 16V at the DC fuse 
F402, we bridged the relay switch 
RLY401 to pass the supply to the 
regulator IC402. The voltage fell to 
11V, and IC402 could muster only 
9V at its output. 

The line output transistor was 
running hot but tested all right. Our 
checks on the supply to the line out-
put stage brought us to the heavy-
weight FR605 diode D410 which 
was dead short. It feeds pin 8 of the 
LOFT. A replacement cured the 
trouble. 

It was the jovial Father O'Malley 
who came to collect the set. 
Greeneyes' dogs ran a friendly sortie 
around him. He spun around a bit 
then fell down. 

"Oh, er — they've never done this 
to anyone before" I faltered, feeling 
my thigh and hip as I helped him up. 

"Makes no difference t' me" he 
said, "personally I hate dogs. Every 
one of them. Especially those!" 

There was a bacon pie for tea. 

The NEI 2891FTXN 
Mrs Whiner asked me to bring in 
this monster set (another Nikkai 
chassis) from her car. She com-
plained that the picture was slightly 
cramped and sometimes bounced. 
But when I plugged the set in and 
switched it on, in front of her, it 
exploded. This made her squeak a bit 
and dab at her eyes. But I managed 
to raise a false laugh and said that 
I'd have it right in no time. She 
pulled herself together and left. 

I was almost afraid to take the 
back off but, being a stiff upper-lip 
type, I managed it. The top of the 
TDA8380 chopper control chip 
IC100 had blown clean away. 

This was back in England, and 
Steven was hovering behind me. I 
turned to him. "Feel it's time for a 
cup of tea" I said, preparing to slink 
off, "do you?" 

While in the kitchen I felt peckish 
and cut myself a slice from a huge 
polony-type thing I found in the 
fridge. It tasted horrible and was grit-
ty. I scanned the label and discov-
ered that it was dog food. My accu-
sations of attempted murder duly 
brought me another bacon pie. 

When I returned to the workshop 
I found that Steven had replaced the 
chip. He switched the set on and it 
blew up again. 

"Can't go on like this" he said, 
"we'll have to ring NEI — they've 
got a very helpful technical chap." 

We were told that this does some-
times happen and that there's a 
power supply repair/modification kit. 
It costs about £20 — and did the trick. 

Here's what you get: the 
TDA8380 chip IC100; the 
TCDT1101 opto-coupler IC101; the 
SGSIF344 chopper transistor TR100; 
the 5.1V zener diode D104; R109 
(13.7k0); R102 (0.220); C107 
(10nF, 50V); C108 (33pF, 50V); 
C122 (22g, 100V); also a 3.3g, 
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"Father Docherty heard me say a very naughty word." 

50V capacitor to replace C109, 
which was originally 2.2g. 

While Steven was at it he 
checked and replaced C122 (220µF, 
35V) which had fallen in value to 
200µF, also all the resistors — they 
are lightweight and look vulnerable. 

Having got the power supply 
working, Steven pulled the scope 
over to check on the field bounce 
problem. This took him to the IF 
strip, where he discovered that there 
was sync pulse crushing. The cause 
of the trouble was C9 (10µF, 50V). 
For the slightly reduced height he 
simply adjusted the vertical ampli-
tude potentiometer. 

"Mrs Whiner won't be too 
amused" he said as he settled down 
to write out the bill. "Incidentally I 
feel peckish after all that work. 
Anything in the fridge?" 

"Try a hunk of the polony" I said, 
"it's tasty". 

A Matsui 209T 
Just then a chap ambled in carrying a 
20in. Matsui set — Model 209T. He 
plonked it down on my hand. I tried 
my fingers: they still worked. 

"By the way" he said, "the pic-
ture's faulty." 

"Name?" I asked, drawing over a 
job card. 

"Matsui" he replied. 'By the way, 
the picture's faulty." 

I wrote "Mr Prat" on the card. 
"What's wrong with the picture?" I 
asked. 

"Ah, it's faulty" he said. 
I waved him out and pulled the 

set on to the bench. The picture was 
cramped, with foldover. The field 
output stage uses a pair of transis-
tors, and I saw at once that C303 
(3.3g, 160) was bulging and ready 
to burst. The circuit diagram says 
4.7µF, so I fitted a capacitor of this 
value, rated at 250V. It cured the 
set's trouble. 

Another Matsui 
Our next caller, a tall, thin woman, 
also brought in a Matsui set. She 
strode in as though she owned the 
place. Although she was a bit 
dowdy, she had this posh voice. 

"Its pictyah gows braight whaite 
— with laMes across it" she pro-
nounced as she placed the set on the 
counter. I like gentlefolk. So I pulled 
over a job card and smiled. 

"Name?" I asked. 
She gave me a toothpaste smile. 

"Hodder" she sang out. 
Then she gave me a sideways 

look. " 'Odder — Ann 'Odder. 
Gollit?" she said. 

I looked up sharply. "We'll try to 
get it done by Friday" I said, backing  

away a bit. 
She looked at me and grinned. 

"Okey-dokey matey" she said. "I 
ain't mad, mind." 

As I moved the set over she 
prowled out. The set was a TVR141, 
which is a combined TVNCR unit. 
Steven found that it had a fault in 
each section. 

The screen would intermittently 
flash to peak white, with flyback 
lines across it. We traced the cause 
to a, poorly crimped wire at connec-
tor CP803 on the tube base panel. It 
provides an HT feed. 

Paul took over to deal with the 
VCR fault. When a cassette was 
inserted it went in an inch then the 
deck reverted to standby. After 
switching on again the cassette trav-
elled in another inch. If you repeat-
edly switched the machine back on 
the cassette would eventually disap-
pear inside and play normally. The 
cause of this curious behaviour was 
the mode switch, which was dirty. 
It's under the deck, and is quite easy 
to take out and clean. 

The Ann Hodder that came to 
collect it was the back-street one —
until she'd paid and picked up the 
set. 

"Good-bay and thenk you very 
much, gentlemen" she sang. "Aim 
veray grateful." 

A Monitor 
An Eco Scan 15 VGA monitor, 
Model AL5064PD, was sent to us by 
the local solicitors Dewey, 
Squeezem and Howe. It was made 
by Mitac International. We were told 
that the display had gradually 
become darker and darker over the 
past year. This was another one for 
Steven. 

"Most monitors are set to work at 
full contrast to produce a sharp 
image at low brightness" he com-
mented as he pulled it on to his 
bench. "Bright screens can cause 
headaches and migraine. This one's 
four years old. I reckon the tube 
might be flat." 

But when he switched it on there 
was no blue in the display. The blue 
bias preset on the tube base had no 
effect. A further check showed that it 
had no connection to chassis. R714, 
a 51k1-2, 025W resistor, was open-
circuit. Simple fortunately. A 
replacement put an end to the prob-
lem. 

Ribby Ellis 
Ribby Ellis likes a good laugh — at 
the expense of others. "Who ran into 
your car?" he asked, jerking his 
thumb in the direction of the door. 
"That'll cost a few quid to put right." 

I ran out, fearing the worst. But 
the car was perfectly all right. I 
returned to find Ribby creased up 
with laughter. 

"OK Pratty" I said, "what brings 
us the pleasure of your company this 
time?" 

He fetched a GoldStar RQ205 
VCR from his car. It looked new. 
"Doesn't play right" he said. "Seems 
jerky and inconsistent, and switches 
to standby when it gets warm. Then 
it won't start again till it cools 
down." 

There's a separate power panel on 
the left inside this machine. The 
KLA7806 6V regulator (IC101) on 
this panel provides the 6V always 
supply, which is very critical. When 
it falls slightly the microcontroller 
chip shuts the machine down. 

We soldered a wire to the 6V 
always supply, boxed the machine 
up and ran it with a DC voltmeter 
connected between the wire and 
chassis to monitor the voltage. Sure 
enough as the machine warmed up 
the voltage fell and the tape transport 
faltered in sympathy. After a while 
the machine switched to standby. A 
replacement KIA7806 regulator 
cured the fault. 

With manuals at today's pro-
hibitive prices, we don't have the 
luxury of a comprehensive stock of 
them. Our suspicion is that in this 
model the capstan motor depends on 
the 6V always supply. Anyway we 
keep a few of these regulators in 
stock, as we've had them play up 
before in these machines. 
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What a Life! 
Bores and other problems, mainly with tellys. Donald Bullock's 
monthly round up 

itt reeneyes never forgets a face. I 
V do. I can talk to someone for 
half an hour in the shop and, unless 
they have green hair or two heads 
or something, I'm unlikely to know 
them next day. Some of them find 
this disconcerting. They can't 
understand why the chap who 
showed such interest in a set 
brought in yesterday doesn't seem 
to know who they are when they 
call for it the following day. 

Bores 
While I'm in the confessional box, 
here's something else. I find it very 
difficult to keep up an appearance 
of friendly interest with a bore. As 
I'm told for the third or fourth time 
how a set tailed and what was on at 
the time, then the service history of 
their previous set is unfurled, my 
eyes glaze over and I find myself 
reliving the time I caught that 22-
pound pike at Waltham Pits. 

Take the fellow who staggered in 
the other day with a monster Philips 
set, Model 24CE3588/05B (CP110 
chassis). 

"Ha, ha" he started, "the set was 
all right until we pulled the plug 
and went on holiday. To Blackpool 
actually. We watched the Ester 
Poltergeist programme just before 
we went. Do you know Blackpool? 
Yep, right as rain it was till we went 
there. And her's was the last pro-
gramme we watched. Funny, ennit? 
I remember the missus saying, as I 
switched 'im off, 'pull out the plug 
Charlie'. And of course I did. I likes 
Blackpool, do you?" 

I picked up a pen. "Name?" I 
asked. 

He looked at the set. "Philips" he 
said. 

"And your name?" I asked, try-
ing desperately in smile. 

"Phillips" he replied. 

And Another 
As he walked out a similar sort of 
chap came in and deposited a  

Ferguson set on the counter. 
"Pinged three times and died, he 

did. Just as that Bruce Foresight 
chap comes in. I was having me 
dinner at the time. The missus gets 
sausages and mash twice a week. 
Do you like sausage and mash? 
Yeah, pinged three times 'e did. Or 
was it four? No three times, that's 
right. I remember saying to the mis-
sus 'reckon these sausages are 
fresh?' Not as 'er'd give me bad 
uns, mind. Yea, Bruce Foresight 
was on at the time . . ." 

"Name?" I asked, dishing my 
smile. 

"Ferguson" he replied. 
"No, your name?" 
"Yes, Ferguson. Do you like 

Bruce Foresight?" 

Marconi 
As Steven settled down to the sets a 
foreign looking chap came in with 
an old Marconi radio. I drew up a 
card. 

"Mr Marconi?" I asked. 
He raised an eye and looked at 

me. "I haf never called my wireless 
`Me" he said, "vie do you call 
wirelesses 'Mr' in this country?" 

"Oh, er, ha, ha . . . My mistake" 
I said. 

Work 
Meanwhile Steven had pulled the 
Philips set on to the bench. "The 
capacitor 'battery' has gone" he 
said. For better access he pulled out 
both the speaker and the degaussing 
plug, then fitted the new capacitor. 
After doing that he was called to the 
phone. 

I sauntered over and replaced the 
plugs. The yellow one in the yellow 
socket, the reddish-brown one in the 
red socket. When I switched the set 
on it went bang and emitted a puff 
of smoke. But it came on — without 
any sound. 

"Ah" said Steven, "the yellow 
plug came from the red socket, and 
the reddish-brown one from the yel- 

low socket." 
"Of course" I said, "should have 

known." 
We fitted a new TDA8190 sound 

channel chip but there was still no 
audio output. Its safety-type feed 
resistors R3102 and R3672 were 
both open-circuit. Once we'd 
replaced them all was well. 

The Ferguson set was a Model 
66M3, which is based on the ICC5 
chassis. Steven disconnected pins 8 
and 10 of the line output trans-
former, connected a 100W bulb 
from pin 8 to chassis and switched 
on. The bulb pulsed three times 
then went out. 

"Power supply's OK" he said. 
After removing the line output 
transformer he tried again. This 
time the HT came up and remained, 
with no pulsing. The line output 
transistor proved to be OK, so we 
fitted a new transformer and tried 
again. The HT pulsed three times 
and shut down. 

An hour later Steven had made 
no progress, despite checking a 
dozen or so associated components. 
He took the new transformer out 
and tried again. As before, the HT 
came up and remained. Steven sat 
down and pondered. I was at a loss 
too. Could the new transformer be 
faulty? We checked it for shorts and 
didn't find any, but this didn't prove 
much. 

As a long shot Steven moved 
over to the power supply and 
checked the BU508A chopper tran-
sistor. It tested perfectly of course. 
But he fitted another and tried 
again. This time the set sprang to 
life. 

An Akai VCR 
Meanwhile Paul was working on an 
Akai VSF30 VCR. After replacing 
the usual carriage gear he tried it 
out. The monitor's screen flickered 
blue a few times then the machine 
died. 

"Now I'm in trouble" he corn- 
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A foreign looking chap came in with an old Marconi radio,  

mented. After a further hour's 
investigation he found that FR221, 
a 120Q safety resistor, was open-
circuit. It's in the 30V line to the 
tuner/display and control circuitry. 
No reason for its failure could be 
found, and a replacement brought 
the machine back to life. 

Mr Zwymer 
Then Mr Zwymer brought in a 
Ferguson T14R portable. "Is new" 
he said, "unt is dead. Bot fot can I 
do about it? Ze vife von it in a raf-
fle. Silly voman! Vie did I marry 
such a voman?" 

The set's fitted with the TX805 
chassis, and there was no HT across 
C17 (100µF, 160V). So the Wessel 
combined chopper/line output cir-
cuit wasn't working. Most times it's 
not necessary to do anything other 
than check the three 68kQ resistors 
in the start-up circuit. Sure enough 
RP41 had failed. 

When Mr Zwymer called for it 
we presented him with a bill for 
£12.50. He broke into an hysterical 
laugh. 

"Vie, that is chicken feed" he 
declared, "now I lof my vife again!" 

A Tatung 
Squadron-leader Pettigrew has a 
moustache that's wider than his 
face. "You'll have to get the old 
telly out of the car for me" he said. 
"You and you" he ordered, pointing 
at Paul and me. "I'm giving it one 
last chance. Seems to want to mess 
me about — and nobody does that!" 

We brought it in and he took his 
leave. It was a Tatung TV9704 (170 
series chassis). We plugged it in and 
switched on. As it warmed up the 
picture started to flicker and shake. 
Then it slipped sideways across the 
screen, went to black and white, 
next to a blue screen, then faded to 
nothing. We reached for the freezer, 
but it didn't help. 

At the back of the chassis there's 
a 4in. PCB that stands upright. 
Between this and the metal chassis 
surround there's an LM317T regu-
lator (1802) that provides a 12V out-
put. At some time in the past it had 
been unscrewed from the metal, 
which acts as its heatsink. As a 
result it had overheated and was 
now leaky. 

A replacement cured the fault. 
When we'd boxed the set up and 
tried it again I let it know the score. 
"No more playing up" I said, "or 
it'll be curtains for you." 

Some Onwas 
Doris Blugg called in with a Bush 
2059NTX. "No picture, Mr  

Bugbear" she grinned, "he's like 
my husband, no good for nuffin." 

The set was dead and wouldn't 
go into the standby mode. When we 
advanced the setting of the first 
anode control we got a milky raster 
with flyback lines. This proved that 
the 12V supply was missing. So we 
checked R422, the 3.3Q, 2W safety 
resistor that feeds the 12V, 1W 
zener diode D402. As it was open-
circuit we fitted a replacement. 
Then we checked the zener diode, 
which was short-circuit. This was 
replaced as well. 

Before switching on again we 
checked C909 (47µF, 25V) and 
C910 (10µF, 50V) in the power 
supply. C909, which couples the 
drive to the base of the chopper 
transistor, produced an odd reading. 
We fitted a replacement rated at 
50V, 105°C. Although C910 tested 
OK, we decided to replace it with a 
105° type. 

When we switched on again we 
had a picture. But when standby 
was selected the set remained on 
though the screen darkened. We've 
also had this fault before: Q907 
(2SC2335) goes short-circuit and 
R920 rises in value. We fitted a new 
BUT560A transistor in the Q907 
position and a new resistor. This 
time all was well. 

When Doris Blugg returned she 
was still on about her husband. "He 
wants to take some of that Niagra 
stuff' she said, "if there's one thing 
worse . ." 

"Thank you Mrs Blugg" I cut in. 
"Now we'll just get this set to your 
car." 

As you'll have gathered, the set 
uses an Onwa chassis — though it's 
a rather more complex one than 
usual. 

With the next set, an Osume 
OS1464 14in. portable, we were 
again faced with an Onwa chassis. 
It tripped three times at switch on. 

"We should be able to polish this 
one off quickly" said Steven. 
"We'll check the usual suspects." 
The 12V zener diode ZD401 was 
short-circuit and its feed resistor 
R414 was open-circuit. After 
replacing them we checked the 
BU508D line output transistor Q402 
which was also short-circuit. 

Once we'd fitted replacements 
we moved to the power supply and 
renewed the troublesome electrolyt-
ics C909 and C910, using 105° 
types. 

"That'll probably be it" Steven 
said, "these stock faults can be 
moneymakers." 

When he switched the set on 
there was terrible arcing from the  

scan coil area and from the tube's 
anode cap to its Aquadag coating. 
Looking shaken, he switched off 
quickly, then disconnected the feed 
to the line output transformer and 
checked the voltage across the HT 
reservoir capacitor. It was very high 
at 193V. 

"It's still unregulated despite 
what we've done" he said, then 
started to examine the chopper cir-
cuit in greater detail. The two zener 
diodes ZD901 (8.2V) and ZD902 
(9.1V) and the 0.1µF capacitor in 
the drive pulse shaping network 
were all short-circuit. He replaced 
them and, for good measure, the 
2SA1815 error detector transistor 
Q901, though it read OK. 

When he switched on again the 
HT voltage reading was correct at 
109V and was properly adjustable. 
But when he reconnected the feed 
to the line output stage the set 
tripped three times and shut down. 

Further checks showed that the 
line output transformer had been 
damaged by the over-voltage condi-
tion — it had shorted infernally. 

The customer had accepted our 
quote for regulator repairs, but 
refused the increased quote to 
include the transformer. So the 
work we'd done was a waste of 
time. 
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What a Life! 
Some test card musk takes Donald Bullock on a trip back to the 
Fifties. Followed by some more up-to-date problems 

While listening to the radio 
recently I heard a 
programme about a 

society for the preservation of the 
music that used to accompany the 
TV test cards, in the good old days 
when they were displayed for the 
best part of the working day. Its 
leading light was interviewed during 
the programme, and some of the 
tunes were played. They seemed to 
go back no farther than the Sixties 
however. 

My mind floated back to the 
Fifties, when I worked in the busy 
TV servicing workshop of Foyles 
Furnishing at Gloucester. Happy 
days — in spite of the off-peak 
heaters, full of firebricks that warmed 
up all night and gave off their heat 
next day whether we wanted it or 
not. In the spring and autumn, when  

the days started off nippy but soon 
became hot, we suffered. 

The 405-line sets we worked on at 
the time had large wooden cabinets 
and big speakers. Most of them 
produced excellent quality sound. I 
can still hear the sprightly melody of 
Sylvia, one of a lengthy medley of 
strict-tempo tunes that came on each 
day to accompany test card C. Does 
anyone else remember it? I've no 
idea which orchestra played it, but 
I'd love to hear those arrangements 
again. Just the thought of them 
nowadays conjures up some rose-
tinted memories. 

Rhoda Roughneck 
One of our customers was Rhoda 
Roughneck, who ran a dockside pub. 
She had a 14in. Ferguson set. In 
those days the BBC's Band I 
transmissions reached us from 
Birmingham without difficulty. But 
the ITV signal, in Band III, didn't do 
so well: we were well into the fringe 
area and, even with a masthead 
amplifier on a high rig, poor, fading 
reception was common. 

To deal with this situation many 
manufacturers, including Ferguson, 
produced service- and fringe-area 
models. The latter would incorporate 
flywheel sync. Mrs Rough-neck's set 
was one of them, and this 
compounded the problem. In those 
days flywheel sync caused us as 
much trouble as it was supposed to 
avoid — ask anyone who had to repair 
a Pye V4. 

We would see Rhoda three or four 
whiskys into the morning, after her 
set's line sync had flown off. She 
would be bawling away and we 
would creep down to watch as she 
marched around the showroom, 
twisting the music racks on the 
pianos, pummelling the keys and 
slamming the keyboard lids up and 
down. 

Tenpercent Morris 
Then there was Tenpercent Morris, 
another pub landlord, who boasted  

that he never paid for anything in 
full. He'd come in, choose a couple 
of TV sets and perhaps a pair of 
tables, then, when told the total price, 
remind everyone within earshot that 
he was a loaded cash customer who 
was always given a discount. 

"Come on, ten per cent off, as 
usual" he'd declare. 

Stan would smile ruefully, shake 
his head sadly, and do the sums. 
Then Morris would pay up and walk 
out, smirking. 

After seeing this performance for 
about the third time, I ventured to ask 
Stan how he could afford it. 

"Easy" he replied, "I always put 
ten per cent on first." 

Sony Stacking System 
Faults 
My oldish Sony stacking system, 
which lives in Spain, has given me 
two bits of trouble. Both cassette 
decks failed and jammed, and the 
pick-up arm in its Model PSLX50 
record deck took to returning only 
half way back towards its rest 
position. 

The tape deck trouble was, in both 
cases, caused by the tiny drive tyre 
cracking apart. We didn't have any 
replacements, but we did have one 
tyre that was of exactly the right 
diameter and thickness but twice the 
height of the original ones. Son 
James found an old pen of the right 
size, slid the tyre on to it, then 
carefully cut centrally around it with 
a craft knife to divide it into two. 
The result matched the originals and 
worked. While at it we replaced the 
belts and cleaned up and lubricated 
both mechanisms before 
reassembling them. 

The pick-up problem was caused 
by failure of Q101, a transistor that's 
associated with the record-size 
selector. It had become leaky 
between its collector and base. 

Amstrad PCW Problems 
I referred recently to my Amstrad 
PCW8512 word processor's habit of 
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locking up when booting up. When 
it did this the red light in the shift 
lock key lit up. This prompted a 
detailed letter from Simon Pearson 
of Chipping Norton, who suggested 
that I check whether the 5V supply 
was incorrect or unstable. He also 
referred to my comment about the 
printer's ribbons drying out quickly 
in the Spanish heat. Apparently there 
used to be an aerosol for re-inking 
ribbons. Its contents resembled black 
WD40. You had to raise and remove 
the ribbon cassette's cover, spray the 
ribbon inside, then the bit outside 
before winding it in, and finally 
leave the cassette for a fortnight to 
steep. He went on to suggest that 
ordinary WD40 might do the trick. I 
didn't have any WD40, but I've 
sprayed a dry ribbon or two with 
another make of oil aerosol. 

Simon also referred to my 
difficulties in using with the 
PCW8512 the mint Commodore 
MPS1270 ink-jet printer I found. It 
seems that in addition to a lead I 
need an "interface" which, I think, is 
a pair of back-to-back sockets that 
connect the printer wires to the right 
places. He also drew my attention to 
an article on adding such a printer in 
the January 1994 issue of Television. 

Fidelity CTV920 
While I was back in England 
recently Miss Pinhead, the traffic 
warden, strode in with her Fidelity 
CTV920 TV set. "Is that your car?" 
she asked, pointing to a Bentley 
across the road. I gave her a pained 
look. 

"Spluttering and whining" she 
said. 

"I didn't say a word" I protested. 
She jerked her thumb at the set. 

"This 'un, I mean." 
When she'd departed Steven put 

the set on his bench and removed the 
back. The cause of the trouble was 
easy to see. C171, the 3.3nF, lkV 
ceramic disc capacitor in the chopper 
circuit's snubber network had turned 
to coke. He fitted a 2kV replacement 
which did the trick. 

A Camcorder 
Then Mr Parker came in with an 
Hitachi camcorder, Model VMC1E. 

"Good morning" I said. He just 
glowered at me. So I picked up the 
camcorder and looked it over while 
he watched in silence. "What's its 
trouble?" I asked. He just shrugged. 
Two lots of trouble here I thought. 
Then I shot him a false smile. 

"Some time tomorrow?" I asked. 
He walked out. 

I can't even work camcorders let 
alone mend them. This was clearly  

one for Steven. It was completely 
dead. 

He checked the 2A circuit 
protectors on the power input board 
below the battery compartment, 
either of which can go open-circuit 
to cause the symptom, but they were 
both OK. He then followed the 
power input along to the underside 
of the main PCB, where he spotted 
C824, a 220', 6.3V capacitor that 
was sitting in a little patch of leaked 
electrolyte. This was clearly the 
cause of the trouble. 

Steven removed the capacitor and 
set about cleaning the nearby section 
of print, which supplies pin 8 of the 
syscon chip IC802 with 5.3V from 
regulator IC804. It had corroded 
through at one point. After bridging 
it and fitting a replacement capacitor 
all was well. 

Next day Mr Parker came in and 
stood at the counter. 

"It's ready" I said, placing the 
camcorder in front of him. "Fifteen 
pounds." 

He peeled some notes from his 
wallet, put them down, picked up the 
camcorder and left. 

"Not exactly a gabbler, is he?" 
commented Steven. 

Some Sony TVs 
Paul, who is most at home dealing 
with VCRs, had been working on a 
Sony Model KVM2151U (BE2A 
chassis). Instead of a picture it 
displayed just a few dim patches of 
colour. The fact that the tube had no 
first anode supply took him to D806 
(GP02-17) which was short-circuit 
and R812 (1k12, 1W) which was 
open-circuit. After replacing them 
the set worked well. It's a common 
fault with this chassis. 

Our next caller was Victor 
Smallpiece, a timid, thin-faced 
Welshman with a piping accent. 

"My Sony tele-viss-ee-on set's in 
the caah, Mistah Bull-ock" he trilled. 
"Ac-chew-al-ee my silly wife took it 
to Gumboils while I was in Way-
yells last week." 

I went out and brought the set in. 
It was a KVM2130U (BEI chassis) 
and the line output stage was in 
trouble. In this chassis the line 
output transistor Q802 must be a 
BU506DF. Gumboils had fitted a 
BUT1IAF, which isn't up to the job. 
It doesn't incorporate a diode either, 
so they'd connected an unmarked, 
heavy diode from the collector to 
chassis. 

The line output stage is protected 
by a IA Wickman fuse (PS802) 
which blows in the event of a short-
circuit. It had been replaced with a 
1000, 1W resistor that had gone  

open-circuit. Once the correct parts 
had been fitted the set worked 
perfectly. 

When he called back Victor 
Smallpiece was delighted to find his 
set working. "Per-son-all-ee I don't 
bee-lee-ye Gumboils to be at all 
com-pett-entt" he observed. 

"Victor" I said, "you've got it in 
one." 

Video Faults 
Meanwhile our video department 
Paul was dealing with a Matsui 
VX755A VCR, which is similar to 
the Saisho VR3600Z. The fault was 
reported as no functions, with paral-
lel stripes of test signal displayed in 
the E-E mode whether the test was 
on or not. 

Paul switched the machine on and 
the standby light lit. The clock dis-
play was all right, but the machine 
wouldn't accept a tape. He decided 
to check the STK5332 regulator chip 
IC501 and found that there was only 
3V instead of 5V at pin 1, thus dis-
abling the machine. A replacement 
restored normal operation. We've 
had the voltage fall as low as OV — in 
this condition the display lights but 
there are no other functions. 

Then he pulled up a Panasonic 
NV366. It produced a clear picture, 
but the top half inch was marred by a 
displaced ghost several inches high-
er. With a freeze frame the entire 
picture was clear. The cause of the 
problem was the head — a replace-
ment from SEMS cost £20. 

Business 
Our last caller that day was a fattish 
businessman, Mr Hubblewaite. He 
struggled out of his Jaguar with an 
old Matsui portable, Model 1402. 

"'Evening chaps!" he wheezed as 
he tapped cigar ash about the place. 
"This belongs to the girl friend." He 
winked, then formed a series of 
curves in the air with his podgy 
hands. 

The set was dead. It uses an 
STR50103 chopper chip (IC650) 
which had died. The basic cause of 
the trouble seemed to have been the 
100µF, 400V mains bridge 
rectifier's reservoir capacitor C658, 
which had fallen in value to ltiF. 
The R2M overvoltage protection 
diode D668 and the 170, 5W surge 
limiter resistor R655 had also failed. 

The set worked well enough 
once these items had been replaced. 
Mr Hubblewaite was more than 
pleased when he called to collect it, 
with his ladyfriend. "Thank you 
boys" he said as he departed, 
propelling her to the door with a 
finger in her back. 
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What 
a Lite! 
Everything from a troublesome microwave oven to an ancient radio 
and a bucket aerial. Donald Bullock's commentary 

I
was musing the other day about 
couples. Married ones, friends 

and those who go into business 
together. Sometimes they are both 
pleasant or both nasty, or both 
pushy or both considerate. More 
often however they compensate for 
one another. One may be dominant 
for example and the other easygo-
ing, prepared to take the back seat. 
This became very clear to us when 
we began our lives in the TV trade. 
Figuring out which of a pair to con-
centrate on when selling a set or 
discussing a repair can be half the 
battle. 

Take Mr and Mrs Hudson. He 
had recently retired and was slight, 
mild, well-mannered and, I sup-
pose, a bit doddery. She was big, 
loud and blunt, as insensitive and 
self-centred as they come. They 
were an interesting though unnerv-
ing pair. 

He'd brought in a little bath-
room extractor fan for repair. 
Because I liked him, we had accep-
ted it — expecting the cause of the 
trouble to be a dicky switch. We 
should have known better. Its 
motor had burnt out, as they very 
often do. So when they called in I 
handed it back to him. 

"We'll pay you for your trouble" 
he said, reaching for his wallet. 

"Don't be an old silly" she cut 
in. "Mr Bullock wouldn't charge 
you for a job he can't do. Just pick 
the fan up. We'll take it somewhere 
else to get it done. Snoddies are 
better for some jobs. And don't 
keep holding your belly — it isn't 
going to run away." 

She carried only her bulky hand-
bag. He was festooned with shop-
ping. While he struggled to pick up 
the fan she made her way out. 

"How about that?!" I said to 
Steven. We were to have further 
dealings with the Hudsons, but  

more about that another time. 

Funny Noise 
Mr Shawster then came in with a 
14in. Philips portable, one fitted 
with the CP90 chassis. Like Mr 
Shawster, it was well past its prime. 

"'E's been a good set" Mr 
Block. "But lately it's been 'm m m 
m m'. That's all. 'Just mmmm 
m'. Then last night, about ten past 
eight, just as I was putting the cat 
out, he burst out like thunder. It 
was 'M M M M M'. Yea! `MMM 
M M'. Me missus nearly had a 
yuppilectric fit. That can't be right, 
can it?" 

I looked his missus over. "I 
dunno" I said, "but leave it with 
me. The set, I mean. Steven will 
have a look at it. He's very clever 
with these sets." 

"That makes about six of them 
in recent weeks" Steven said as 
they departed. "Philips advise 
replacing the 6MHz ceramic filter, 
circuit reference 1103. I did that 
with the first one and it certainly 
worked. When the second one 
came in I didn't have a filter and 
decided to try adjusting the slug of 
the detector coil 5108. That worked 
too, and I've done the same with 
the others. I've not had any 
bounces!" 

A Sharp Microwave 
Paul had been working on a Sharp 
combination microwave oven. 
"Don't get it" he said. "They're 
usually easy to fix, but this one is 
tricky." A while later he was still at 
it, and looking glum. 

"Can't work it out" he said. 
"The fault is in the convection sec-
tion of the oven. When convection 
cooking, it stops after exactly three 
minutes. When you restart it, 
there's another stop after precisely 
three minutes. And so it continues."  

"Timer?" I suggested. 
"No, I've tried that." 
"Er . . . I'll go and make the 

tea." 
Steven went over and had a look 

at it. He was equally baffled. 
"We could e-mail Jim Bryant" 

he suggested, "he lets the trade e-
mail him for microwave oven 
advice. I bet he'll have the answer." 

He did too. The reply was in 
Steven's computer next morning. 

"To diagnose this fault" he 
wrote, "set the convection tempera-
ture to 250°C and press start with-
out entering a time. The oven will 
then go to 'pre-heat' to raise its 
temperature to 250°C. After a few 
minutes, press and hold the convec-
tion button. Read off the oven's 
temperature at this point. It might 
be say 78°C. If it isn't, the chances 
are that you have a faulty thermis-
tor. To get to it, remove the rear 
cover. You will then see it close to 
the back of the machine, at the bot-
tom right, embedded in insulation 
material. It will probably be 
cracked through the middle." 

It was all just so! We ordered a 
new one from Willow Vale, and it 
arrived next day. Once it had been 
fitted the oven worked perfectly. 
The part no. is 31868T — the cost 
£3.75 plus VAT. 

Our thanks to Jim and, while at 
it, to Television for bringing so 
many of the trade's top brains 
together (don't ask me how we 
managed to creep in!). 

A Wireless set! 
Meanwhile Steven had picked up 
an ancient Philips wireless set. "Oh 
look, valves!" he said. 

"What's the trouble?" I asked. 
"Belongs to Syd Tubb over at 

the garage. It's been on all day, 
every day, for the past thirty years. 
Now it produces bursts of thunder- 
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storm noises in sympathy with the 
music." 

"Can you blame it, after thirty 
years?" I said. "Clean all the valve 
bases with switch cleaner. That 
should do it. With any other make 
I'd advise checking the yellowy 
waxed-paper capacitors around the 
audio output stage. But this set will 
be full of black-pitch encapsulated 
ones that last for ever." 

He soon had it working right. 

Reminiscence 
The set reminded me of an experi-
ence I had about forty years ago, in 
a seedy backstreet. It was an identi-
cal set, with the same fault. I found 
that I was out of switch cleaner —
the Radiospares stuff in a red and 
yellow spout tin — and asked the 
lady of the house whether she had 
any cleaning spirit. Petrol? I sug-
gested as she lit a Woodbine with 
her lighter. 

Then her young daughter came 
down from upstairs. She had var-
nished nails. Perhaps nail-varnish 
remover would help? 

"Do you have any nail-varnish 
remover?" I asked. A small bottle 
of clear liquid was promptly pro-
duced. I poured some into the out-
put valve's base, then lifted it and 
pushed it home a few times. When 
I plugged the set in and switched it 
on it spluttered and sent up a col-
umn of blue smoke. I'd been given 
nail varnish! The only thing to do 
was to take the set back for bench 
attention. 

When I returned to the work-
shop next day I found Joe, the 
inside engineer, livid. He'd had a 
few difficult faults that day and had 
then picked up the set I'd brought 
in. 

"You won't believe this" he 
ranted, "but someone has glued the 
output valve into this set with 
Durafix!" 

I said not a word. 

The Baby Ten 
The Baby Ten portable TV has 
probably appeared under more 
guises than any other set. The one 
Mr Bradshaw brought in was a 
Goodmans Compact 10. It's a 10in. 
mains/battery set of course. The 
trouble is that Mr Bradshaw mum-
bles. 

"Mm yib yob banged an smoke 
an mmmmmm. Frightmmmd us to 
death" he said. 

When he'd departed, Paul 
opened it up and found the contents 
of an electrolytic capacitor plas-
tered all over the place. It took ages 
to clean up the mess. Paul then dis- 

covered that it had been the non-
polarised 4.7g, 50V capacitor that 
couples the line scan coils to the 
output stage. He tried to find the 
cause of its failure before fitting a 
replacement, then spent some fur-
ther time checking its operating 
conditions. Everything seemed to 
be OK, and the replacement ran 
cool. It produced a perfect picture. 
After a good soak test the set was 
pronounced fit to travel. 

Interlude 
Greeneyes clip-clopped in looking 
as gorgeous as ever. 

"Thanks a million" she said, 
planting a kiss on my forehead. 

"For what?" I asked as I reached 
for my handkerchief. 

"For buying me that beige skirt 
to match the trouser suit" she 
breathed. 

"Beige skirt?" I said. "What 
trouser suit?" 

"The one you're going to get me 
from Marks for Steven's wedding. 
To go with the oatmeal shoes I'm 
getting from Debenhams." 

"And when do we go and win 
you all these treasures? I asked. 

"As soon as you've finished 
your silly article. By the way, why 
does it take you so long to write a 
ten-minute article?" 

Sky News 
I dropped in on Sky News the other 
night, and dropped out just as 
quickly once I'd sampled it. The 
newsreader occupied only a square 
cutout in the centre of the screen. 
While he was recounting the day's 
tragedies, the space around him 
was a swirling mess of globes or 
something. In addition, an intrusive 
musical thumping accompanied his 
comments, and phantom flames 
played over various news pictures. 
Not for me. 

John Berryman's Aerial 
John Berryman the undertaker lives 
in the deep and leafy countryside. I 
was happy to call on him — he'd 
complained about his picture. It had 
been raining, and I had to pick my 
way to his front door via masses of 
tall grasses and overhanging lilac. 
By the time I got there I was sweet-
smelling but wet. He greeted me 
through the window. 

"You can't get in this way, Don. 
We never use the front door. Go 
back down the lane, cross over the 
brook's stepping stones, through 
the paddock, past my hearse and up 
to the back door. Take no notice of 
Banger the bull. 

When I reached him he threw 

He gave me a leg up . . . 

me a towel. "How are you keep-
ing?" he asked. 

"Never mind the business 
enquiries. What's the trouble? 
How's trade?" 

"Awful" he replied, "it's all this 
good weather." 

"You'll have to sneak out with 
your twelve-bore" I said, "hurry 
them up a bit." 

"If I did, I'd start with the cler-
gy" he laughed. 

I looked at his TV picture. It 
was a mass of hazy ghosts. 

"The aerial's down the garden, 
Don. Just follow the cable." 

I did. It led to the privy, where 
the cable was taped to the handle of 
a bucket on the roof. He gave me a 
leg up and I saw that the bucket 
contained various bits of metal —
some horseshoes, a few old span-
ners, some coathangers and an old 
egg-whisk. Also a lot of water. 
Warm water. 

I was astonished, and decided to 
pour the water away. John's wife 
then came running from the house. 

"Picture's good now" she called. 
"I should think so" John said, 

"the aerial was full of water. Don 
twigged it. Clever chap, always 
was." 

"Good 'ealth Don. It ain't many 
I says that to you know. But I don't 
mind how long you keeps me wait-
ing. Straight I don't." 
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