


Gus Fixes

Their Wagon

Of course he could have refused
to touch a getaway car—but

that was no grease gun in his back.

By Martin Bunn

T WAS nearly closing time at the Muilel

Garage and Gus was playved out. I fud
been a raw, windy day, he’d had to go offt on
several emergency calls and now he was
hurrving to finish up the last job before
quitting time. But he was finding it o bit
difficult to concentrate with his attention
divided three ways.

First, he was working on Doc Tandy's
Maodel A. Second, the doc himself stood at
Gus's elbow expounding an elaborate theory
about how humans and automobiles were
pretty much the same because they both
broke down and had to be repaired. Third—
and this was what Gus was really concerned
about—an old but big, black sedan had been
parked across the street for the last half-
hour with two strangers in it who seemed
to be keeping a mighty sharp eye on the
doorway of the Model Garage.

lus frets the Jitters

It was just his imagination, Gus decided.
Cloomy weather and fatigue had upset his
nerves, He finished tightening the cylinder
head on the Ford, twisted in a new set of
plugs and closed the hood.

“Okay, Doe, she's all vours.”

Do¢ Tandy gave him a keen glance as he
left. “Cus, you better go home and got
some rest.”

Gus peeled off his dungarees. He figured
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he'd leave the sweeping up to his helper,
Stan Hicks, who had borrowed Cus's car
and would return it to the garage later in
the evening. Cus looked around at the next
few days’ work=two overhauls and a ring
job. Then he flicked off the lights and
reached to pull down the doors. . |

"We got a car for you to fix,” The voice
slammed across his shoulder. Gus jumped,

"I'm sorry, I'm closed for the night.”

“Inside, grease apel”

Two Customers in a Harry

Gus drew back when a pistol barrel
gouged his ribs. A sncer twisted the pasty
face, and piggish eves glittered back at him.
The man made a motion with his other arm,
and the black sedan rolled into the darkness
of the garage.

“It's simple, buster. Fix our car fast
and you'll be okay. Don't, and 1 separate
you at the belt line.”

“There's all-night garages in town, and
vou dont need a gun to get service. If
you're after my day's receipts, thoy're in the
bank already!”

The other man stepped from the car. He
was younger, neater, but there was an odd
slant to his face. He spoke quietly.

“"Our apologies, dear sir, but sometimes
a gun is necessary. Perhaps | should explain.
In eriminal nomenclature we are known as
escaped cons. A good friend of ours pro-
vided this car, but it doesn’t run well.” He



Gus étnaggiefi with the rope,
but it was no use. The cons
had done too good a job.




looked arennd at the three dismantled cars
on the floor. “And really, with no other car
here in running condition, you offer us no
choice but to insist that you fix ours. By the
way, don’t underestimate my associate’s
willingness to shoot. One more would make
no difference. A prison guard suffered a
slight case of trigger mortis last night!”

The young man chuckled over his joke.

“1 could call the police.”

“You'd never reach the phone.”

The convict's smile broadened.

"And shooting me won't get your car
fixed!™

“No, but there are other places, and you
o't want to die,”

Gus looked from one
man to the other, They
weren't bluffing.

“Okay. You win.”

"Now you're getting
smartl, Here's the
pitch. This heap sput-
ters every time you step
on the gas in low gear,
and in high over 35 or
40 it misses badly.”

“That isn't so seri-
ous.”

“I's serious if we have
to play tag with a few”
patrol cars. Get busy.”

Cus stepped away
From the prod of the
gun and opened the
hood. It was a 1940
Lincoln Zephyr. He
plugged in the trouble
light and started the
engine, It idled smooth-
Iy and sounded in good
shape for its age. But
when Gus pulled on the accelerator arm and
revved the engine, it sputtered erratically
and backfired,

Gus rolled up his sleeves. The pug still
held the gun on him.

“I'm not going to try anything, Why don't
you put that thing away®

"Because I don’t want to get belted with a
wrench, that’s why! Just do yvour work there,”

Gus tackled the carburetor first, on the
assumption that it was out of adjustment or
clogged by dirt. But it was wasted motion.

"I guess it's your ignition system.”

“You guess! Look. you find it quick! We
ain’t got all night!”

Gus tried the plugs next. It took time to
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inspect 12 on the testing machine, And
while he checked, he heard them whisper-
ing rapidly in back of him. Only one word
reached his ears—Chicago.

Gus put the plugs back in, and as he
tightened up the last one on the forward
end of the engine, he remembered some-
thing. There was a certain peculiarity to
the 40 Zephyr that might . . . but there
wasn't time for that yet. Gus wiped the
clammy sweat off his face,

“Work!" The older man waved his gun
toward the engine,

The distributor points were clean. They
were pitted, but not enough to cause trou-
ble, and though they
were getting old, the
contact metal wearing
thin, they checked out
all right when he tested
the setting.

Gus didn’t waste time
putting an  instrument
on the coil. Instead, he
gol a nmew one and
hooked it up. Looking
hopefully at his cap-
tors, Gus slowly rolled
up engine speed. Just
at the instant he thought
the danger point had
been passed the spitting

gan again,

Gus leaned on the
car and tried to stop
trembling. His mind
searched frantically for
an answer, but it was
hard to think with a
gun pointed at him,

“Shake it upl”

“Look," Gus ex-
ploded, “you might as well get it into your
pin-size brain that this may take a while!”

The older man edged forward menacing-
Iy, but the other stopped him.

“Let him think.”

Gus remembered the condenser then.
There again, rather than take time to check
it, he installed a new one. As a second
thought he checked the insulation on the
wiring, and still found nothing.

The end of the road had been reached
now. He had checked everything he could
without tearing the engine down.

"I've gone as far as I can. You better
find another mechanic.”

[Continued on poge 256]



Just lay prefinished Bruce
oak flooring right over your
old floors...no sanding

or finishing

You can give your home new beauty at low enst with
a prefinished” Bruce Hardwood Floor, Completely
finished—even waxed—at the Factory, this highest
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“Scratch Test” Finish — The Bruce factory-
applied Bnish ix baked into the pores of the wood.,
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Floor will cost you less than a good rug or carpet.
Easy to keep clean and beautiful, too. It's just the
thing to wse in hxing up or adding a room. Let vour
lumber dealer give you an estimate. Mail coupon
belvw for mlnrfwi lirerature,

o —— e o s . e S e e e n
| MAIL FOR FREE LITERATURE I
: E. L. Brwoe Co., Box 397-E, Memphis 1, Teum, I
Send complete mformation on prefinished Pruce
| Hnnh‘:ulpll"m :
| N, o csnsnrnnsas R I
| ADEEIS s ssonssinssasssasssssinitss |
I e e et State. ... |
i Bruce Hardwood Floors !
Prodee! workd's Mrpeal herdvood fcorisg maker
L v

756 roruLar sCiEnce

Gus Fixes Their Wagon
[Continned from page 19%]

“"He's pulling something! Let me slap
him around! Let me slap-"

“Hold it! Try again, buster. This is your
last chance.™

Gus shmgged his shoulders and fiddled
with the engine aimlessly. The gunman's
threat rang a bell somewhere and as he
puzzled over it, he reached down with a
wrench, deep beyond the glow of the lamp,
and loosened some bolts.

Slap around . . . slap . . . something
about the word was as familiar as a nursery
rhyme. a missing ingredient, teasing at the
edge of his mind.

New Points Turn the Trick

*Trving lo think! Bouncing his skull on
the concrete would help.”

Bouncing . . . it happened again.
Bouncing was a result of varving degrees of
fexibility, a springiness . . . a spring . . .
slap and bounce! That was it!

“Okayv, move that miscrable friend of
yours out of my way. 1 think I've found
vour trouhle.”

“It’s about time!”

Gus went and got a new set of distribu-
tor points, The others had seemed all
right, but actually they were what caused
the car to sputter at high r.p.m. The con-
stant Hexing of the point spring over a long
period of Hme had graduoally sapped its
strength until the spring failed to keep the
contacts closed for the proper length of
time. The spring was allowing them to slap
and bounce at high rp.m. The resultant
charge of electricity reaching the plugs was
too small to keep the engine running
properly.

Gzus Reaches the End of Hix Rope

It wasn't what Gus would call a common
ailment. Being about the least expensive
part of an engine, points were usually
changed FRirly regulardy. But there were
some home tinkerers who had the idea that
clean points meant the distributor was in
good order, no matter the age. Gus figured
the Zephyr's owner was like that.

He installed the new set, adjusted them
to the proper setting and raced the engine.
It was smooth as fine oil.

“"Okay. She's fixed. Now get out of here
and leave me alone!™

“Wiith |:IP.‘L‘;I;N.', buster, but there's one

[Continued on poge 258]



New No. 555
Millers Falls
Impact Tool

Runs, sets, loosens and removes nuts
or studs, taps, threads, drives screws

Sleek, powerful, compact — withaut
question this new Mo. 555 s the moat
remarkabls, most veriatile electric
toal ever developed. For production
and maintenance in factaries, for
garages and repair thaps, for service
wark of all kindy — it has capabilities
aut of all prepartion to i slze.

When torque reslitance is low, it
drives continuawly ot 1900 r.p.m.
Then, it autamatically shifts to impoact
oction os the reviitance intrecis —
with 2000 blows per minute exerting
up te 100 fr. Ibs. torque.

Weighs only &% Ibs. Emally con-
tralled with one hand. Ruggedly built
for long. hord service. Quickly re-
versible. Write for ull information on
this amaring mew tool that cuh Hme
wp to PO% on mony jobs.

MILLERS FALLS COMPANY
Greenfield, Mo,

MILLERS FALLS
TOOLS
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Gus Fixes Their Wagon
[Continued from page 25
thing more—just so you won't holler copper
for a while.”

The two men grabbed him and trussed
him up with a length of rope Gus kept in a
comer. Then the one with the gun ripped
the telephone off the wall and dropped it
near Gus.

“Something to amuse yourself withl So
long, grease ape!™

The two convicts jumped in the car,
backed out with a squeal of rubber and
roared down the street.

Stan to the Rescue

Gus struggled with the rope, but the cons
had done too good a job. He relaxed his
muscles and waited. At least Stan hadn't
gotten mived up in it. Might have tried
something rash, he thought. These young
squirts . . . say, what's keeping that kid?

As if in answer to his thoughts, a ear
drove up on the concrete apron outside, and
a cracked voice called out: "Hey Gus! You
in there™

“Hurry up, Stan! Get me out of these
ropes. I've got to get to a phone. I'll ex-
plain later.”

They drove to a drugstore a couple blocks
away, and Gus ran inside. He dialed a num-
ber, and Officer Billy Ryan answered.

*This is Gus, Billv. You on the lookout
for a couple of escaped cons?

“Yeah, we been walching for "em. Why?"

A Tip for the Copa

“Well, thev've just left my garage—they're
headed for Chicago. But I think voull find
them a short distance out of town on the
westhound highway. Their car will break
down, probably in the next 15 minutes or so.
It's a black 1940 Lincoln Zephyr. You ean't
miss itl”

Gus could hear Ryan shouting at the dis-
patcher to send a car out and call the high-
way patrol for assistance.

“Hope you're right, Gus. But how do you
know the car will break down?”

Gus told him how he had fixed the car,
and of the other “adjustment™ he had made.

“Nice going, Gus. You pulled a neat
trick! So long.”

Gus went back to the car and drove Stan
home. He told him the whole storv.

It was a neat trick. Only mechanics and
a few owners of that model Zephyr would

[Continued on page Z60]
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PRECISION SCREWDRIVERS NO. 555

Precision made by Starrect craftsmen for
aircraft and electronic instrument mechan-
ics, model makers, watch and instrument
repairmen, office machine servicemen,
jewelers, oprticians, etc. Six sizes (025"
.040%,.055"%,.070%,.080",.100" blades) with
hexagon swivel top, knurled handle. Re-
placeable blades held in quick-acting, firm-
lock chuck. Grooved ends identify size. See
them at your Starrett Tool distributor’s.

Starreft pin vises
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Gus Fixes Their Wagon

|Continned from page 258]

know about it. Once, a 1940 Zephyr had
come in behind a tow tuck with its radiator

| torn to picces, and Gus had discovered that

a left tum at

on that mode] the radiator was fastened only
at the bottom. Sometimes, if the bolts Joos-
ened a little, and if the car was moving fast
enough against a strong wind, the radiator
just leaned into the fan blades. The result
was a frightening noise, loss of coolant, and
an overheated engine freezing up.

“Say, that’s a pretty good stunt, hoss!™

“Sure, if it works and they catch them.”
He stopped in front of Stan's house.

*You know, since I'm working for such a
smart boss, my job is on a higher level than
1 thought. Don't you think I ought to have
a raise?”

Cus took a plavful swing at Stan as the
young man jumped out of the car and said
good night.

Gusz Gets Some Good News

Gus had finished dinner and was settled
down by the radio when the phone rang. It
was Billy Ryan.

“I thought you'd be interested in how
things turned out. We found the car aban-
doned at the edge of the road-"

“You didn't catch them, then?

“Wait a minute! A little girl came monning
up to us. She was on the way to a neighbor's
after sneaking out the back of her house to
get help, Said there weére a couple of bad
men getting ready to shoot her folks. Well,
we got there just in ime, They're in our little
cage right now. And tomorrow they'll be
heading back for the big gray walls—thanks
to you, Gus."

Gus grinned and glanced down at his
wrists—they were still sore from the ropes
the cons had tied him up with.

“Don’t mention it, Billy,” he said into the
phone. “Always a pleasure to help out the

luwe.” ENT

Next month: Gus meets a news deadline,

Put in Her Place

A vouxc wife just learning to drive had hope-
lessly gotten traffic sumarled up in trying to make
an intersection.  Excitedly
turned to her husband and asked what to do.

“I don't know, ™ he replicd ealmly, “but I'm
sure if you climbed into the back seat you could
figure it out.”"—=The Right Haned.,
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