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Was it carelessness that caused Billy
Wells" car to stali? Or had someone thrown

a monkey wrench into the machinery?

By Martin Bunn

TS folded the lotter ond put it hack

C in the envelope, He regarded Stan

T Hicks, his capable mesistant, with
doleflul expression

“Man the bakile stonfions!™ he an
nounced, "“Batten down the halches, By
mizler's son & poing to visit us again.”

Stan, visibly shaken, sat downm on an
odl drum. “You mean—ILister™

Tl same"

“1 pemember his Inst visit,” Stan said
with a tremor in his vobee, "Does he still
think he's n mechanical genius™

“That was three vears agn.” Cus smid.
“By now he's probably promoded himsef."

“He would be 18, now."” Stan mus=ed
“Maybe he's ouwtgrown all that.™

Gus tapped the letler. “"He's arriving
in & hot-rod he souped up himsell, it siys
b

"“'h_l." nil el voor sister that vou're
tows bazay amed that Lister pets in the way™
St asked.

s glghed, “T wish | could, kot 1 just
don'l have the bheart, She doesn’t know
hevwe b handle him. Since his father died,
he's been oven mare of o problem.  She
gave n viEil with me will be goosd for him
—and for her, I can't turn her down™

“Toa Imte, anyvhow,” Binn said, as i
sheiek of tortured tires announoed the ar
rival of a chopped-roof jalopy, “Lister
the Blister is with us."

An undersized youth with long hair
eumbed oo duck tadl in the hack ooeed
out of the hap and slouched (oward
them, He glanced seomfully about the
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Model Gamge. "“This place is just as
crizmby as ever, Looks lke you could o
it Arcincl here”™

*Urrtainly oan™ Gus  replbed. "W
nped  enmiehody o0 change ail, grease
chassis and wash cars. We—"'

*1 don't mean that kind of work.™ Lis-
ter broke in, “1 wand to work on engines
You ought o have some mvw blood in
wour business. Whal do vou say, Tnk?™
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“We'll see" Gus lemporised, "I1 you
can prove yvoursell, we'll use youn ™

IH the Al lwo of e IJII.}'h. Ous's

rephew kepl pretty much out of Cheir
hair. He did the routine jobs e was
nsked o do without much complaining.
Then ane day Hilly Wells came in for a
{ane-up job.

"Want me to take care of i, Cus™

“You're getting careless, Unk,"”

Lister cracked. ** You overfook little things.”

Lister ashed with a eell-confident smile.

U hoandle it," Gus okl him shortiy,
wondering as he did if he were being
-|uirr- faii to the |nl:~.

“"Meeds a car wash,” Billy suid
be you could—"

A pleasure,” Lister replicd swreasticnl-
lv. “I'm working my way up in the busi-
nesE. he |'5-c1:l|||.:nt-1:| to Billy., “After ['ve
pulled them oul of a couple of tough
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spots, mayhe they'll believe I'm as good
ns they ane,”

Aftor Gus had put in 0 new set of
paints, & new condenser, four new spark
plugs and adjusted the liming, he turned
the car over io Lister.

“And den't forgel to clenn oul the in
wide” he reminded the oy, “Thatl pos
with the wash,™

“Yiw, wir!” Lister was wearing an enig-
imatlc smile.

Risin ook Gus ssfide mod rooarmmured, [
don't like it when he's agresable.”

“He con't do any harm just cleaning
e cap,” Gus protested, “Look sl the

“J wwa heginmng b think wee'd geeer find @ place b puirk,™

way he's golng over the front seal. He's
evei gelling after the dirt up under the
dashibonrd, ™

ILLY Welle called for his cor thid
pliernoom and drove i many. Fifteen
minutes Inter, the phone rang. Stan took
the enll, As ba listened, hiz face begun
turning red. He nodded a couple of fimes
and iried o say something, but the per
won on the obther ond wouldn't let him
Finally he was able o pet out: “Clay,
Hilly, okay, We'll be right down to take
care of ik, Well, I'm sorry, Billy, 1 can’t
imagine what happened. Yes Right
away "
He turmed 1o Gos amnd Lister, who were
in the doorsay
“Billly Wells, ‘-‘u:trq-l.hln; wrong with
e tune-up job. Coughed and spoiiered
all the way home, Now il won't start.”
“:."iﬁ mrh o long pull on his pipe. “Well,
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Lister grablwed a wrench and beaded for
his jalopy,

*I'l inke care of i1~
shouibeler,

Huan holbered at him, “Wait op! Me or
Gus will take care of—" Bul with a
sereech of rubler, the jalopy ook off.

“What do you make of that™ Stan de-
sl

“I'm not swre,”

he called over his

(ius snkd Ehoughtiully,

B A lew mimitis Lister was back and
right behind him came Billy Wells,
benming. “Works like a charm, now.™ he
pald, “That bov s 6 real wonder, (3l
you v hibim working
i”,mll

When Rilly han
gone, Cius confronied
Lister. His fnew wiis
werioas, - “What was the
matter with Billy
Wells" enr?™

H i niephew Taughed.
“1 just tightensd a
ounple of muis  here
amd there. That's all
it rewdder]. Ask the man
i you dom’i believe
mae. Your trouble™ he
comlimeed, spurms] on
by victory, “is thai
you're gelling care
l=s, Unk. You over-
Ik ghe Litile thing="
Jumiping in his hot-rod, he drove off,

“Maybe 1 hoave been careles” Guos
repliid, n funny look in his eve. “Think
I'il just keiep an oeve out for detafls &
litiths maosre in the futures,”

The newi moming Mo, Chambers
icame In o have her cor's idling speed
el ap, After Cus had taken care of i,
M, Chambers bocked the car op to a
piainip il Listey fllod her tank. He wis
very humy and wvery attentive. When he
wan done, M Chambers handed him
the Eifoy.

Cius sndd, “You ring it up and bring
her the change.” Lister looked surprised.
“Bure you brust meT" he asked.

“I tros you with the money,”
riplied evenly,

While the boy was inside, Gus walked
quickly o the back of M Chamlsers"
oar, His practioed eye took in every de
tail. Buddenly he saw something very
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Gus Tames o Greass Monkay
[Cimdinned fruee pages 7]

wrong, He stoopes] down and in the wink
of un eye he had sel it to rights. He
looked up fo see if Lister had notioed,
but the boy was intent upon moking
chuinge al the register,

FTER M Chambers left, Gus filled

his pips, lghted it and sst down on

an oil drum. “Come over here, boy,” he

ghilleed o Lister, “1 want (o talk o yoo "

“I'm busy right now, Unk," Lister re-
plied, “T'1-—"

An unnevustomed glint came into Gos's
eyves, Almost o his own surprise he beard
himeell roor, “Come here!"™

Lid=ter enme

“Hhe's not going o call,” Gus told the
boy evenly,

Lister Aushed, canght off guard, Tooked
al the phone and then buck ol bis wnele
"Wh-what do you mean?" he stommened,

“1 mean your [iitle rescue el is off
M. Chambers is mof going to stall hall
n mile down the road.”

“M-but | newer—*

“h, ves you did, You counted on her
doing that beeouse vou stuffed o woad aof
ecodion wiste in her exhaust plpe”

“Why would I do that™

“IM tell you why!” Gus was having
n difficult time keeping his temper under
eontrod, “You knew that i the exhaust
pipet wae blocked off, the exhoust gases
wiotilld back up and enuse the motor to
overtienl. Then you would hop o her pes-
cie nndd play boy genius agmin, But it
didn't woark. | saw the wid of waste
there and pulled it out™

Lister was combing his hair nervously,

“Stop that!™ Gus cxploded. The defd-
ance begnn o seep out of the bow, His
hn.nl:h hung limply ot his side, Tt wns

he wore ﬁllml.'red on the paint
ud' hiz uncle's anger, " Furthermone" Gus
cantimied angrily, *I know what wou
did to Billy Wells' cor, You took off the
terminnl put that bolds the hot wire on
fhwr wmmaotor, so this wire hung by s hair.
That made the ignition cut in and oul
When the lug fell off the terminal, the
engine wouldn'l starl | called and asked
him whers you had worked ™

Gius got up nnd paced the length of
the garnge. At the for end he lurned
His wvoice was a litihe softer, bul sl

"You know something,
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stern. boy? 1

think wvou would make a good mechandc
You know a lol more saboul engines
than I gave you credit for, But 1 don'i
understnnd why you want o use vour
knowledge bo minke trouble, 'Why, Lister?

“Uncle Gus..." The boy struggled for
words, but they wouldn't come. He turmed
and ran for his jalopy. He took off slowly
—without the usual dash,

Sian Hicks pulled himsslf slowly ouwt
from under a pickup truck, “Why thai
gniveling eneak,” he paoclaimed. “Good
thing you caught on o him when voo did,
He might have ruined wour buosiness.
Well, | guess we've seen the kst of him. ™

“Ouess 8o, muttered Gue All frocoes
of anger were gone. “1 wish T could have
dafie something for the kid."

The aftermoon drogged on, Gus went
about his work listlesly, At closing time,
as he wis locking up the Model Garage,
Bian colled, “Look who's coming back ™
Gus turned just ng Lister drove up.

The bay gol oul and walked up to Gus.
“T kmow you're mod ot me” he begnn
besitantly. “I don't blame you, But I
cotldn’l leave without—well, withouwt say-
ing good-by.™

“Crood-by, " Gus snid awkwardly,

“I wani fo tell you something,” Lisier
eontimeed doggedly, “Youo said something
tn me this afternoon that TT always re-
member. I don't mean the chewing out
I had that comming. BHut you ssld [ was a
mtﬂr You know, Uncle Gus,

§ time o grownup has iold
me | wid gootd for anvthing since my
father died.” He stuck out his hand shy-
ly. "Thinks, Uncle Gus"™

Gus ook the boy's hand.
mesan that, Lister?"

“T suipe e, Unele Gus. Tt means o ok
i youe think I'm 0 good mechanic"

WS elenred his throat. “Say, Sian
Hicks is duse for n vaenbion meol wesk

Would you like o inke over for him™

“Do you medin 07" Lister's foce 1§ up
liko n benoomn,

“What dio you say, Stan?" Gus asked.

“Dkny by me"

*Just one thing, Lister,” Guoa said.
“YNour'll howe o get that haircul™

Lister grinned. “I1's a deal, Uncle Gus!
First thing i the morning!™ END

NEXT MONTH: Gus makes the grodae.

Do you



