


By Martin Bunn

Y JUST can't Rgure it out. Gus”
Johomy Carter said mournfully.
“This was one of my A-1 cars, Had

a new-car guarantee. In fact, it was as

good as new when it left my lot. But

he’s claiming all over Capitol City that

I cheated him—sold him a lemon.

Gus looked thoughtfully at the young
car dealer. “Did vou give him free ser-
vice for 90 days?"

“I would have, but he didn’t bring
it in until the nineticth day, and then
he just wanted it winterized. I put in
winter-grade oil, tuned it, and put in
antifreeze. | even wired a little tag to
his radiator hose showing how much
antifreeze 1 had put in and that it was
good for 30 below—that's one of my
little service courtesies.”

“What's the matter with his car now?”
Gus asked.

“It skips. It went for about 10 miles
after 1 serviced it and then it began to
miss. There's a short in it somewhere,
and neither my mechanic nor 1 can find
a thing.”

CGus said consolingly, “There are cars
like that, Johnny. Maybe it is a lemon.
It's not your fault.”

“Gus, you don’t understand.” Johnny
Carter ran his fingers through his rum-
pled hair. “When 1 got out of the ser-
vice, my onc ambition was to have an
autmmgile agency of my own. 1 took
every cent | had and put it into this
used-car lot, hoping to make enough
money and a good enough reputation so
that I could have the new auto agency
everybody said was due to be started
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in Capitol City.” He stopped for breath.

“But selling one lemon isn’t going to
ruin your whole career, son,” Gus said.

“Oh, isn't it? The guy I sold it to is
the brother-in-Jaw of the man who allots
franchises in this part of the state. He
can make me or break me.”

“Why not buy the car back from him
for just what he paid for it?”

*That's what Gruntzman wants me to
do. In fact, he's insisting. He says I had
it rigged so that it would run for 90
days and then, blooey! He calls the car
the Ninety-Day Wonder,”

“Gruntzman,” Gus mused. “Where
have I heard that name before?”

"Only every other hour on station
WCAP,” moaned Johnny, “He's Grunny
Gruntzman of Platter Parade, the dise-
jockey show. That's him now!" Johnny
indicated the music that was coming
from the back of the Model Garage.

The music stopped and a voice came
through the loudspeaker.

“T)O I seem a little out of breath,

guys and chicks?” The voice made
Gus think of maple syrup that had been
carbonated. “"I've been running,” the
voice went on. "[ started for work, like
I always do, in my Ninety-Day Wonder,
and like always it began skipping and
coughing. So I had to push it all the way
to the studio.” In the background there
was a peal of laughter from some studio
guest. “It tried to turn in at the lot

‘““Now," said Gus, "if you people
will step back, my
little expert will go to work.”






where 1 bought it, but I won't let it go
home until the jerk that sold it to me
gives me my money back. I wonder who
he'll sell it to next?”

Johnny ground his fist into the palm
of his hand.

“It won't be long before everybody
in Capitol City knows who he's talking
about. I'll be ruined.”

Gus put his hand on Johnny's shoulder.
“Son, we've got to prove he's wrong and
make him eat his words. You tell him
to bring his Ninety-Day Wonder in here.”

“I'll do it, Gus. Thanks a lot!” Johnny
waved from his car window and was
off down the road toward Capitol City.

Gus looked at his
watch. It was six-
thirty. He walked to
the washroom at the
back of the shop.
As he passed Stan
Hicks, he said, “Can
you hold the fort
until elosing time?
I'm going to the
inter-city baskethall
tournament with
Red Plummer.” Red
was sports editor of the Capitol City
Times.

Stan whistled. “Free seats again, Gus?
Boy, it sure pays to have friends in the
newspaper business.”

The next afternoon Johnny Carter was
back again. His face was long. “He won't
come,” he told Gus. “He just wants his
money back.”

Gus filled his pipe thoughtfully, “Let
me get a couple of things straight, John-
ny. Gruntzman had no complaints about
the car during the 90-day guarantee
period.”

“Right.”

“He brought it in to have it winter-
ized on the day the guarantee ran out.
Was that just a coincidence?”

“I think so,” Johnny said. “He liked
the car up to that time.”

“You tuned the car, changed the oil
and put in antifreeze. Right?” Johnny
nodded. “And you tied a card saying how
much antifreeze you had put in and
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“1 with to report on oecident.”

what temperature it was good for on
the radiator-hose connection.”

“Most service stations don’t do that,”
Johnny admitted, “but 1 thought people
might like it.”

“Good. Now you run along. I've got a
couple of phone calls to make.”

THE result of Gus's first call appeared

in the Capitol City Times the follow-
ing morning. It was a small advertise-
ment: "I specialize in fixing Ninety-Day
Wonders.” It was signed: “The Model
Garage, Gus Wilson, Prop.”

The result of another phone call ap-
peared as the first paragraph in the col-
umn, “Red Plummer
Looks At Sports”™:

As readers of this
column know, our
motto is: “If you
can’t be an athlete,
be a good sport.”
A certain radio disc
jockey has been
making jokes about
his Ninety-Day
Wonder, a car he

bought from a local

second-hand-car
dealer. That may be fun for the disc
jockey, but it's pretty hard on the man
who sold him the car. There is an ad-
vertisement elsewhere in this paper by

a man who specializes in fixing Ninety-

Day Wonders. Do you suppose this

certain disc jockey will accept his ine

vitation? Do you think he really wants
his car fixed?

Gus turned to Stan, who had been
reading over his shoulder.

“Let’s hear what the opposition has
to say.” They walked to the back of
the shop and turned on the radio.

A voice faded in, It was Grunny.

“=but your friend Grunny isn't going
to take this lyving down. No, sir! I'm
going out to this Model Garage this
afternoon—"

Gus chuckled. “I knew that needle
Red Plummer gave him would pay off.”

“—and I've arranged for WCAP's mo-
bile unit to accompany me—"

Stan looked at Gus, eves widened.

[Continued on poge 252



Gus and the Ninety-Da
[Continued from page

“—and [urthermore, since Mad Man
Jerk wants publicity in the newspapers
for his Ninety-Day Wonder, I'm inviting
the Capitol City Times to send a reporter
and photographer to cover the story,

"Up to now I've been polite. I've
never mentioned the name of the lot
that sold me the lemon. But unless this
Gus Wilson proves that the Ninety-Day
Wonder isn't an A-l1 lemon, I'm going
to run the jerk who sold it to me out
of business, If Wilson can fix it and
prove to me that the car was all right
when I bought it—are you listening, Red
Plummer?=1"l give the owner of the lot
free plugs for a full year!”

GUS snapped the radio off. In front
of the shop there was a sereech of
rubber as a car pulled up. Johnny Car-
ter came running in.

“Did you hear Ih1t'" he eried. “If you
can't fix his car, we're both ruined!”

“But I think I ean fix his car,” Gus
said quietly, "And furthermore, 1 think
I ean prove that his trouble was en-
tirely of his own making.”

“You can?”

“One of his sponsors is Bill's Auto
Accessories. He plugs one of their gadg-
ets every week.,” Gus smiled. "One in
particular sticks in my mind, When |
heard him advertise it 1 thought to my-
self that it made more sense than a lot
of them.” Gus stopped to get out his
tobacco pouch. “But 1 had a notion at
the time that this gadget might, under
certain urmmslmm cause just the kind
of trouble that Gruntzman is Im\iug,.

Stan said very patiently, “Gus,
member us? What trouble?”

“A short circuit,” said Gus. He started
to walk to Johnny Carter’s car. “Come
on, Johnny, You're going to drive me
to Bill's Auto Accessories in Capitol City.
Well be back in plenty of time for the
broadcast,”

T FOUR-THIRTY that afternoon,
there was such o crowd in front
of the Model Garage that Jerry Corcoran
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and two other state policemen were kept
busy directing the parade of radio peo-
ple, photographers, reporters and curios-
ity seekers,

Gus was the picture of confidence as
the Ninety-Day Wonder sputtered up to
him. Grunny Gruntzman got out briskly.
He shook hands with Gus, not unpleas-
antly. Gus noted that, for all his dap-
per appearance and cocksure demeanor,
he had a pleasant, rather sincere face.
Gus got the distinet impression that
Gruntzman  honestly believed that he
was crusading against the evils of the
second-hand-car racket.

A man with carphones on made a sig-
nal to Gruntzman. The disc jockey
took the microphone, He spoke briefly,
outlining what was going on.

“Anil now,” he concluded, “I'm going
to turn the proceedings over to Cus
Wilson of the Model Garage.” Gruntz-
man handed the microphone to an an-
nouncer, who held it before Gus,

Gus said quietly, “Start the car.” Stan
Hicks jumped in and the motor turned
over and then idled, The uneven rhythm
was immediately evident. The aunouncer
held the mit-mph:me close to it.

“And now.” Gus said, as all eyes turned
in his direction, "1 am going to call upon
my Ninety-Day Wonder expert to handle
this problem.” He looked into the crowd
and his eye fell on four-year-old Molly
Sturgess.

“Will vou come over here, Molly?™ he
called. There was a stir in the crowd,
CGrunny Gnmtzman's face began to get
very red. Johnny Carter’s eyes nearly
popped from their sockets,

HT URN off the motor, Stan,” directed
Gus. “And then come out and lift
the hoodl.” While this was being done,
observed, photographed and noted down,
Gus bent down and whispered into Mol-
Iv's ear. So interested was everybody in
what was being done to the Ninety-Day
Wonder that they didn’t notice Gus's
brief conference.

[Continned an page 254)



Gus and the Ninely-Day Wonder
[Continmed from pege 257]

“Now,” said Gus. “if you people will
step back from the engine, my little ex-
pert will go to work.”™ Molly climbed
quickly up on the front bumper, leaned
over under the hood, busied herself for
a brief moment with her two little hands,
withdrew her head and ran back to Gus,
It was done so quickly that even the
announcer didn’t get over to see it.

“Start the engine again,” Gus said.

This time the motor sounded smooth,
even, regular. A burst of spontaneous
applause went up from the crowd, The
announcer rushed up to Molly.

“What did you do, honey?”

Gus interposed. “Trade sccret” he
said, “Isn’t it, Molly?”

“Yes, Uncle Gus.”

At this point Grunny Gruntzman

ved himself not only a good sport
ut a good showman as well. He grabbed
the microphone from the announcer,

“Folks,” he said, “that gnawing sound
you hear is your old E:und Grunny
Gruntzman eating his words, 1 guess [
owe a years free plugs to a certain
second-hand-car dealer and I might as
well give him the first one right now.
Come over here, Johnny. Guys and
chicks, | want you to meet an honest
dealer. His name is Johnny Carter. And
if I have anything to say about it, hell
be manager and owner of a new car
agency in Capitol City before long. John-
ny, I'm sorry for all the trouble I've
caused you.”

Johnny's face was red. He muttered
::.kaur(‘“}r, “It's okay, Grunny. Thanks
a lot”

RUNTZMAN beckoned to Gus.

“Falks, | want to introduce the pro-
prictor of the Model Garage. Gus, tell
us now, what did you—I mean your ex-
pert—do?”

“You've been a good sport, Mr. Gruntz-
man,” Gus said, “so Il be one, too. When
you got your car winterized, Johnny
Carter tied a card with a picce of wire
to your radiator hose, The card told
how much antifreeze you had. After he
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had done that, and before you left his
shop, you had one of his mechanics in-
stall a metal support to the underside
of the radiator hose. It was a gadget
known as a Hosupport.”

"That’s right. But I dont see-"

“You undid the wire on the card so
that the Hosupport could be installed,
and then you tied it back on, Right?”

“Yes, but—"

“That’s when vour troubles began,
Shortly after vou started your engine,
the fan blew the card and wire back
until they were right beside the gener-
ator. The Huttering of the card caused
the wire to come in contact with the
generator. Being attached to the metal
Hosupport, it caused a constant short
circuit.

“All my expert did was to take off the
card and the wire.”

One of the radio engineers was mak-
ing signals to Gruntzman. The disc
jockey nodded. “Guys and chicks, this
concludes the Grunny Gruntzman show
for today. I hope some of you will have
learmed as good a lesson as old CGrunny
has. Don't jump to conclusions. So long!™

HE radio men began gathering up
their equipment. The crowd drifted
away. Gruntzman was talking with John-
ny Carter about the free plugs he was
going to give him. Suddenly the Ninety-
Day Wonder began to choke and sputter,
and then it died altogether. Stan Hicks
looked at Gus, Gus looked at Gruntzman.
Gruntzman, his face becoming crimson
with anger, looked at Johnny Carter,
“For crying out loud! There it goes
againl I've been swindled again! 1-"
“Hold on. Gruntzman,” Gus said stern-

ly. “Remember your advice to your lis-

teners. Dont jump to conclusions, [
suggest that you look at your gasoline
gange.”

The disc jockey did so. He looked up,
his face sheepish. “I'll be darned,” he
said. "Out of gas. Which,” he added,
“just about describes mel!” END

NEXT MONTH : Gus drives a bad bargain.



Gus Joins the
Rescue Squad

A rumor, like a fire, proves a lot easier

By Martin Bunn

[ MLUS WILSON, alivr 4 hand iy in
I:IH- S limlied f.-'.ll'.uﬁr. Wiy IER |h'll
wheni he heurd the fre slrens. A

stoomg wiml waus hliadng, anel Gus e

clded b must be a chimpey e, Hie was

plenomt asleep when the (aonis pung
*Mr. Wikon— the voloe was on th

.1.||.*|,l_' of livsteda— “this is Amelia Brown

They'ne saving my wn, Tommy, st fire

o the creamery.

[T roras soiescE

“What!™ sak] Cus
cun | oo alemt 17

1 kmow Alrs, Hrown sabd  apobs
i ticablv, "l ghinegs |'mi all Wisteresl, Yo
soe, iEs an awdul Bre ancd Mike Pugett is
brapged i thit foe tower, Tomimy phomed
e about it and said 1 shoubd call you
You know, Tominy hiesnl oy [uther

Where are vou, Amelia® Gos s voioe
Wik 'Ihul]‘]'l Whisse's -|-1l:||.|'|'|!r:"-'

Tm al ome | don’t koow whens
Tommy i, The pobice called . . .

“But Al —wlt




lo start than Hlﬂ'"lf? oul.

~“btay where you are until you hea
from we,” Gus sald, beaping out of bed.
"Il g right dovwn to the creamery mnd
see whal | can do”

Whenn Gars ran onit bo his car the witmad
hit hima ke & solid wall, There was o red
glow in the direction of the creamery.
As Gus drove e asked hiooell why
Tommy Hrown, of all persons, sheoull
have insisted that his osther will Gos
Wilkss, The aoswer Lo this qrestion was
one he found that he coukdn®t pat into

Veshing wpmard, thes
1 vemagder clinging
b bher mvasvimg Y,
wlfrrvady ml o rowch

words, vet vagoely understool. & father-
kesa boy who had born foroed to belp
his mollwr scramble e a I.i-m.l; vl
snce be had lwwn i koo pants might
B in v ol Broubilbe b @ man whe baal
given Wb an oocasiomal wornd of coeour-
agoment through the year

“ THEN CGus diowe up ko the creameny
bie wiis appalled by the sight. The
e wonden  diroctute was @ maks ol
flues. Every picoe of  Bro-fighting
ogpuipnent bn bown was goubing wabes
it the mfemn A ool of onlookers
wis  milling abeat  pod  Officer |erry
Liifeifin ||.|-:| lids twvinabali=s L|H.'lu||g thie
way clear low the Bremen  Fire Chiol
Caplain Jerome Muloney wail direcling
onpweratlonns n i vodew that pose toon bellow
above e wind aml crockling fames

s ||.|1|, Conim, rl.l[r".' Caopeiran seidad as
Ceiw Biwagehit thirongh to his shile. “Mike
Pagett's trappod up there.”

Criev s v Hollowes] Jermv's  pudnting
finger, to where a small bailding wos
porched  high above the ol of the
erovimery o woiklen shlEL  Cas ke
(151 IHll:[u.nr Halitinil wliwdw D= \l-l-.! WA
the levemaking plant of the T meTy
Here huge o cabes wore mailbe, eroshod
anch semt o o thee boe bower by an o
less convevor belt, whieh was monndesl
The
crualsm] Sev Wi ll1:|r|11h:li inlto & wal i
tha Biigh Builching where Mike Paggett wiis
trapped.  Shevt-iron fubes sl down 1o

on @ wooden, spiidery rschune

T L] ”!



various parts of the creamery, By open-
ing thise tubes, Mike Pagett, muinte-
nanen toreman of the plant, could deliver
erushisd foe by grovity to all parts of the
erenmery, for use mcimuk[ug IoE-cream
tubs for shipment and other purposes,
erry,” Gus siid as the situabion struck
lim Full foree, “we can't fust staned here
and Tet 0 mon die. We've ot to gt
Pagett down from thees, some way,”
“How™ Captain Maloney spat out the
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“Waith ihe pihug em Thin baby !
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ope woril. “How, Cus? We didn't know
he wus up there until he appearsd at the
window, The roaf helow the e tower
wis already allame, We tried to put lad-
ders up to him bt it's too high—and too
hot. We shot a rope up there but by that
time Pagott had collapsed.”

Audoney leapod to whers firemen wore
directing twisting, writhing linses toward

the ice lower,

HAT about Tommy Brown?® Gus
sk Cowcoran,

“Tommy quit school last week,” Cor-
corun siid, “so be could tuke o full-time
fohy beimree. Timwmy was greon b the work,
I gmess, wnd Mike Pagett's an mpatient
man. He firedd Tommy this morndng, |
gruiess it hit the kid pretty hord, Gus.®

“That doesn’t necessarily mean b sed
fire to the ploce” Cos protestod.
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"Wo, Corcoran agreed, “i doesn’t
But Toammy got o bit rled ar Mike, Hie
fore witnosses he told him he'd like to
see him burn. Tommy could face a mun-
slanghter charge. We've got men out
now looking for him.”

"We can't let Pagett bum,”™ cried Gus,
"How about  that  conveyor chain?
Conldn't we send a mun ap it to Mike®”

"We've thaught of that,” Captuin Ma-
loniry sajd. “I'm not going o trade one
mun's life for the hare
possibility of spving an.
other, The conveyor
anly roms one wayep.
Even il one of my men
could ride it up, how
would hie sot  diovn
agtiin with an uneon-
seions man o his s

Wl sewe,” Gus suid,
et bz weas runming for
the ico plnt,

;

NSIDE the fee plant

Lrits weiix rolioved 1o
fil that the lights
wotld still tum on. He
slapped his hand down
on the swibch lever of
the 10homse eloctric
motor that ran the con-
vever belt. The motor began to luom and
the enidless convevar belt started elack-
g away on its sprocket wheel

Gus stooped and removed the cover
From the wiring junction box at the hase
of the motor, and ingpoctedd the maetal
nimber tags on the wins  Maloney
came tojoin him,

“If vou send 4 man up on the con-
veyor, Caus told him, "1 con switch the
wiring on this motor and reverse the
direction of its rotation. That will muke
the comvevor mun down instead of up.”

“Are vou sure, Gua?™ Maloney nsked
doubtfully, “IF T send 0 man up into
that inforno, there wor't he amy fime for
fiddling aroomd with wires, "Dude e
dives in after Pagett well have to et
by edorwen, and fast”

"Wo will,” Gus sald grimly, “Ul the
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