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Gus Gets into a

That brolling sun gave Gus an idea, Couwld he use the
ihermomeiter o take the hoat off a friond?

S e siitepl oirl onde afim 0 oan
inbiting pesture, " Make yvoursel|
al home, Mre, Wilson,™ he sodid

By Martin Bunn

118 Wilson sat Lilied back fn o eluid
agninsl one side of ihe shaded

( : Klodel Gamage dooremy. An over
mize fan was mimed st him feom the Boor

"Hiol enough for vou'™ e asked,

Stan Hicks looked up in disgest. Malked
to the waist, he was hosing down the
paving around the gamge. Soddenly be
swing the hose noexle around, just miss
ing his boss, bent owver and doused him
sl from wiatst b hedd

Gus grinned, “1 pet the ides, Sian
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no particulsr need o drown vourssll™

“Why don't we closs up ahop and go
swimining? Thore wan't b any buginess
on @ scorcher like thia"

Gus pointed down the strool “Slim
aammars hos gol himsell & customes o
his Contlnenta] (Garage.”

“Lanl himself n wrech,” Stan answered
squinting af n tow truck healing 8 heavy
sedan with o damaged right-fronl lemdes
and door. “Aml that car lmping alonz
behined with a bnt front bumper had
something o do with ™

“Hay, that's (leorge Crowley  bahimd



the whesl = Gue subd, “Thought you Lodd
e B wiis representing o elient up et
comimty oot T

“He probably hod the cose postpomned
g0 s ool rosh back o e wilth his wife
i thie bospital.” Sion sghed. ' Hard
fines. First hie wile hos an operniion,
thi=n hir hos §n smashap.”

“Well, at beasi Goorge cun handle his
o coiee i court 5 0 ocoames o Bk

“and 1 guess any slroggling young
Inwyer cnn Use o oW Cllend,” quippesd
Sinmn,

Whalever relort Cios mode was dremmed
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out by ihe walling noon siren. He got up
and waved to his assistant. “Kesp ooal,”
b heading down the street. “I'm

off and the knot of his tic loosened,
“Hear vou siw my car,” he said wryly,
"Didn’t look too had from what [ saw,
George. How's the wife?
“Fimee, Gus, She’ll be nsleop now, so

“I just can't figure the thing out st all”
"Okay, let's go see what's cooking

You're entitled to vour own sitimaie—

especially if you're footing the hill”

Ax app the Continental
Garnge, two men pooring of the banged-
up car presented an odd rear view.

Ome, a lanky six-footer wore a farm-
er's hal and coveralls cut ghort ot sheve
and trouser ends, The other was five-hy-
five. Decked in o tropical helmet, s wild
ghirt, Bermuds shorts, he resembled thees
balloons stacked on sausage legs.

Blim Samimerds and Butterball Walker
tormed lldrnundm ns Gus and Crowley nr-
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“You'll Nke these posser windme
wohen o gl wved hrﬂuﬂ.' :
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m‘ve got a eouple of hovrs b6 leak into
“l.lu“

“WeT" Ous meked, “Better brlel ma"”

"Well, you see,” Crowley begem, “I
ran inte Tom Walker’s car . . "

“YWou mean Butterball, the insuranee
broker?™

“He's the one. But it was my fault,”
Crowdoy wont on, "1 was tired, worriesd
not too plirt in oy driving.”

“Blop worrying, Oeorge,”” Gus  sabd
Nour insurnnce will cover "

“Not whisn it's lapsed, When Mary got
aick I forgot to send the check. Mo, T
have o pay oul af my own pockst.”™

“Tough—with hospital  hills,”™ Gus
sympathized, “But from what 1 saw of
the ocur, they ain't charge boo much. ™

Crowley shrogged, “Sommers tells me
I put Walker's transmission out of kilter,
Those things Fun into dough."

"You must have banged into  him
protty hord, George,"”

"Mao, I didn't. Honest,"” Crowley said,

[E) rorgsian scigscE saetEsiEEn e

"",‘TELL. look whn'sa here"
Hommers greated them T
kindn expected Mr. Crowley to
biring his friend Gus Wilson
II. LY

Gus walked over srad exnmined
the sedon™s crumpled fendier and
dented door, “Just dropped over
o chock on the damage o Mr,
‘Walker's ear,” he =mid.

*Tell him,"” Walker,
pushing back his oversize helmet.
Elﬂt him nboot the transmis

.'LH
: “The fmme and front end are
* akiy,” Bommors said, “but the
i took a beating—
it'll have to be regploced.™

*I'm not doubting vour word, Shm,”
Gug said, "but it doksn't look as if this
enr was hit hard enough o damage the
tmnnsmission."

*Looks are sometimes decviving, Gus,”
Sommers said pompously, “You know
bow collisions are  sometimes—Fender
hardly dented, but vou find a bent frame;
hit & man in the rear whesl, bend the
fromt axle.”

“It bappens,” Gus agreed, "Okay if 1
chieck on o few thingg?"

Sommers swept out ope arm in oo ine
viting gesture, “Mnke vourssll at home. ™

Cius ataried the rmgine and checked the
transmission oil, Then he shifted ot
revirse, The cor backed up, but wouldn't
move in any driving mnge.

“Batisfied?” Sommers asked,

"Mot yet, Blim, Lot's push the cor up
on your [iL”

With the car mised, Gus look a hy-
draulic gnoge from his kit and connected



it to pipe-plug outhets bt into the bmns-
m{m‘ﬂnlﬂenhﬂdﬂudﬂ%ﬂlﬂdplﬂl
aceumitlator pressures ab varbous engine
gpeed=, Thon ho removed e bell-bous-
ing covir and Rashed & lght inside. He
turned to the e owner

“Mr, Walker,” he zaid “I'd say that
this trumsmission has beon go hot that the
nonmelallic sonls and goskets are seri-
ously damaged.™

UTTERBALL bounced up from a
chalr he had eol-
lipeed in, “Then Crow-
ey didd it sure. My car

ghould not be towed mster than 30 miles
s loir on a nermal summer day —arond

Bl degrees.” He slopped and pointed al

a Eg_ht::mrrrt-ur on a shnded post.
S Crowlley sadd, “it reacs 102
right now,"

“Amd,” Gus conbinoed, “it wna much
hatter nk noon oul in the sun Then, oo,
Mr. Walker's car has o briple-turbine
drive—which lsn't safe o low above 25
miles nn haour™

“Then I'm ol stuck™ Crowley asked,

“MWo, George. When
Blim was lowing, {he
front, motor-driven oil
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wis running smooth as 2 from? *  pump of Walker's car
silk before he crashed = = wanen'l operating.  And
into me." . 3 under that condition
Crowley groaned. 3 *  even in noutral, the tur
“And thal means 'mo e | o+ hine develops drag, o
stuck with o blg repalr 3 - +  nting exeessive ot
bill.” 3 g : Semmmers had boen lis-
H1'm nol #o EEre; = : «  tening thoughtfully, He
Cieorge,” Gus mid, rub-  $ s looked al his wrisl watch,
bing hi=s chin, “Let e 2 * 91 havo o muke a phomne
mk,ﬂ[lm hitre i few ques-  + . eanll o check on seme
tiona” « Bushali It would take a + Purts Be right beck.™
“Look, Gus," Bom- ¢ heap of "hollowed honds™ * While Sommers was
wers sald, “it's all eut & [0 0 bushel gnowe know . gone Gus and Crowley
and dried, Tl glee Me, © 0 ey It Bt Wi @ played the soft-drink e
Crowley a brak on the Coltic setilers of Britain | chine, hringing a battle
bill."® + uml ib An Americnn bush- +  of pop over o Walker,
“That's not the point, * * “l';i;m;jfﬁw_ﬁ:: the 2 who had collapsed into
Slim, When did you pick 3 E:::m. Calonisls hrought 5 chalr again, his
up Mr. Walker's enr?™ < jvor English standards and +  ee streaming.
“All rlght, Mr. DA, & kept them. The English | Sommers come oul ol
Wilson,” Sommers smid ¢ chanzed theirs in the Wth « his offfoe. “Mr. Waller,”
grudlgingly, “Tt was 11 = SO « b waled, “you hamdle my

o'clock sharp. T looked
Al my wolch feioausae 1
wiis I i by Do get bomes for lunch by
noon so the missis could make o club

“And wou alimsoat mode it The noon
plren sounded Just after vou poesed the
Muodel Gurnge. Gearge tells me the accl
dent took pleee ot Oreville Junction—
47 miles from my ploee, And you mode
in onn hour, Thot's pretty et towing.™

Lo what™ Sammers chillengesd,

*So the tronsmission domaye was caused
by wour tow, nof by eollizion impaet.”

“"Whan, there, Clus—them's fighting
words, | know enough about this Kind of
tmnamission to tow it in newtral.”

“Sure you do, Slm," Gus sabd. “Huol
that's nol enough. The book sayvs thatl
even In mpenbml] o dusl-fodbine  dejve

1B Foruian sciesiceE serTEmmen tvaw

insurnmewe,  Suppose |
reatlly did puoll 8 foo
boner lke Cus says—am 1 eovered?”

“Cortminly,” Walker sakd, bristling.

“Then you e grtﬂ.ﬂ,ﬂ n  brand-meew
tronsmission an the Meuranee eompany,”

“Nemi're ngrewing  Lhat I was  your
fuilt™" Guie nsked.

“Well, yea, Gus, now thatl ve checled
i the manoml" Sammers grinmed. “Thad
wns my ‘phone call.' Bot | wosn't going
to melemil moyihing G0 T found oot il my
inFurmnes oovered "

As Cua and Crowley left, the young
lawyer was profuss in his thanks

“AI I died was estimate a wreck.” Gus
anbd modestlv

Crowley looghed, “And metead you
wrecked on estimmie.™

Noxd Wonih: Glus fiees g raee.




