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Gus opened the hood and listened. The motor purred like a smooth-running sewing machine.
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Gus Lends Luck a Hand

The tired old car and the tired old couple in it—somehow
the Model Garageman had to put new life into both of them.

By Martin Bunn

US WILSON was under a car in the
Model Garage, installing new bear-
ings, when he saw Stan Hicks go out into
the warm spring sunshine to wait on a
customer at the pumps. Stan filled the
gas tank and then cautiously removed
the radiator cap, leaping back from a
gush of steam that arose.

What an outfit, Gus thought—an old
sedan, loaded to the windows with lug-
gage that sagged the springs. It was a
heavy load, but still the car wouldn't
hoil if it was in any sort of shape, Maybe
he'd better go out and take a look.

About to Give Up

There was an old, gray-haired couple
in the car. Gus leaned on the window
ledge beside the driver and gave them a
slow, welcoming smile,

“Nice day,” he said. “Going far?”

“Going far!” the old man retorted. “We
was. Clean to Colorado, Now we're turn-
ing back. Don’t mind particularly my-
self. but hate to, because of Ma.”

Gus looked at the thin, weary-faced
woman beside the man, and his expres-
sion became concerned.

“That’s too bad,” he said. “How come
you're turning back?”

“Well, it's this way,” the old fellow
said, “Name’s Hodge—Sam Hodge. This
is my wife, Mary. Me and Ma been run-
ning a farm downstate a way for forty
vears. It wasn’t much of a place, but we
ate regular. Then Ma here got sick, and

Dr. Shumway reckoned we'd best go
west so Ma could get well, We didn’t
have no money to start over in a new
country, so we just set and fggered a
while, Something will turn up, Ma tells
me, and sure enongh it does,”

“You don’t say,” Gus said.

“That’s right.,” the woman cut in. “1
told Pa it would and it did. And I've
been telling him that we don’t have to
turn back now. If our good luck got us
started, and helped us to meet Mr. Clark
and be offered that caretaking job, right
where Dr. Shumway said we should go,
it'll help us get there.”

“Women,” the old man said, getting
out of the car and stretching his small,
wiry frame, “are uncommon inclined to
argue, We put the farm up for sale, had
the car all fixed up, loaded our rigging
and started out. Car’s been a-b'ilin® ever
since we started, and that’s only a few
hours back. What'll happen when we
get into the mountains? Cost us over a
hundred dollars to have the car fixed.
We ain’t got the money for no more of
that kind of fixin’, so I says we'd better
turn back before we get stranded too
fur to turn back.”

Overhaul Didn't Work Our

“You had the car all fixed up,” Gus
said. “Then why should it hoil? Radiator
must be clogged.”

“Thought of that,” the old man said
wearily. “If it was only that we'd go on.
Had it flushed and a new water pump
put in, a piece back. Tain't that. Feller
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