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“It’s all part of George




Macabee’s plan to get me fired,” Tommy cried.

Gus Rescues a
Rival Mechanic

By Martin Bunn

N Tommy Brown came into the Model Garnge, Gus
Wilsan noted that his normally plesssnt exprossion wae
missing.

_ "Mr. Wilson," he said, “I've hall a mind to punch Goorge Maombes
in e mose ™

Gus could hardly keep from smiling. This thin-shouldered lagd of
18 threstening o wallop burly George Mocabes?

“Now why would you wanl to do that, Tommy™ Gus sshed

"For some resson,” Tommy sald, “George Mambee is trying o
et me fired from my job ol the commery. You knew | gol promoted
from maintenance belper for Mike Pagett on the day shift, to light
repadr of the cremmery’s rolling siock at night. Every evening drivers
list on a complaint sheot what's wrong with their cars and trocks
I fix thesn during the night. 1 was dolng all right uniil George Maca-
boc staried putting down ihe saome spuswk svery night aboul his
sale=man’s car. There's nothing wrong with iL”

"That domin'l sound like a thing that George Macabes would do,
Tommy,” Gue enid reflectively.

8 had & strong hunch thai things were not as Tommy thought

¥ But i scoll at his conviclions might turn the youngsier away
from adult influence when he needed it st Tommy's fnther was
dead, and he often came to Gus for sdvice. 1

Cius put 8 hand on Tommy's shoulder. “Sounds ke a pretty low
trick,” be safd. “What does he clalm Is wrong with his car?™

“Mothing serious" Tommy said, “He's too smart for that. I §t
was serious, the cor would be laid up and sent into the day-shifi
garnge for major repair, since I'm only supposed o handle minos
ones, He st claims @ backilres, loses power and misses svery now
and then. I've chieckod it all over and there's nodhing wrong with it
Il Macabisw keeps compdaining, first thing yoo know P ged fired.”

Gus askid, "Then why nol get Pagell to send ihe cor io ihe gamge
s T T s your regulsr mechanios can look i over™”

e s *That's just what Maocabes wants,” Tommy cried, T all part of
his plan (o gel me fired! The mechanics wouldn't find anyibing wrong
Bt after Il'llt-:lul' Thrishvisd ‘Hllkl.-r'JJ'll, Mamibes woiild elaim that it mn

| —— all right and that they'd fixed somwihing I'd overlooked. I'd be in
i ——— Dhutch for sam™
Y 1 s, Gus said. “"Well, if Goorge Mombes thinks he can gel

away with anything like this, he's mBEtaken. Late tfonight 'l come

down (o the creamery apcl we'll go over that oar fogether, Tomany

Then if Macibes teies o Hrl:1:| 1E] thils farce, we'll enll him*
Tommy's eves sparklisd. “1 knew vou could do ssmething about
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iFuiw wmial [hmmphifally

“Fau Lawir, G Y,
=T alam"f Phink [ shosld ge of of all.”

it How, will Macabes hack off whin you
mak him what le's trving o pull! We'll
teach him a bsson,™

“Mavhe so, Tommy,” Gus sadd soberly,
“And lessons ever hurl anyone, ™

CTUALLY, knowing George Memboe
well, Gur was sire that he wouldn
engage in the tociles Tommy suggested,
During the day, Gus mnnaged o reach
tho creamery snlesman by telephons,

“Nieorge,” he =bd over the line, careful
it to wiolste Tommy's confidence, “1 v
hesrd o rumor—aboul soemething  wiong
with your car thal has Tommy, down mi
the crenmery, worried a bik | weoualdn't
want the kid to think that T was nosing
into his business, bol eould wyou drop
mrvitimel and lel me take 5 ook st the ear™

“Sure thing, Gus," Macabes anid. *"Ta
tell you the truth, 1 was siarting o worry
whowl getting the kid in bad,™

When Macnbee drove into fhe Mode]
CGiarnge (hat aftesmseon, Gus founsd, as
Tommy had anid, that the car wis pag
ring micely. Sill, seamewhere, Gus was
sure, was pome kitd of off-on frouble thai
Tomany miet have sverlooked. But sfter
an hewr's work on the cor and 5 tesi drive,
s found nothing. All he could hang on
b wais his conviction that Macabes wasn')
Jrast ousk by gt Tomemy fred.

This car was sweel lis compression
wie on the nose, which meant sound rings
and valves, Ignithon points wers new.
pierfecily gapped and aligned. The spark
wie [k and perfectly tmed, oofl and
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rondinsy mewling all bmsls. The oarbu-
retor was elean, foat level right There
were no blown gaskels; po loosse or cor-
roded wiring connoctions] no ofl-eoaked,
Iraved or broken wires or battery cabdes
A voltmeter shiwed fio abimormnl rosist-
mree o Lhie Hne,

WS bicked o the bench sl list,
his hands through his graying hair,

" .Hmd till you any that this ear backfies,
misees o bimes o, Goorge™ he said.

“That's right,” Macabes declared. * Amd
then suddenly it runs okay. [t happens
thres or {our times o day.™

“Sounds like it jumping out of time,"
Gus mid theughtfully, “Which would
e s |:|-' R i,l:min.l pears ot th lovwer
ond of the distributor shaft. Whal pets me
is that "ve never seon o sel of geus wom
#o thal they oould jump oul of fime amd
back ngain at will,”

Gus deciched o take n look ai those
genrs, He pullesd the distributor and its
busssis, (haer thee hort distributor deive shadi
that ran down through the engine block
for the gear b the comshnfl. This disiribu-
tor shill was equipped with lemale drive
slods ot enclh end, which reoedved male
driving wedges ai the distribuior and the
gear, The upper femmbe drive onit woe
enclosed in o round, revolving bushing
that male the Fngine bhead

Gius stnred ot the bushing 5 moment,
ihen poered sl e hwend. “Hee's vour
culprit,” he fold George Macsboe, point-
ing to o sl depoession in lhe e,
evidently cul by the bushing. This had
permitied the shall io drop aowey n bii
frosm the distributor, just enough so ihe
drive alot on ite upper end could disen-
gage al Lmws from the male wedge of the
distriktmaior.

TS proved this by reosssembling the
[ O M Mowmdl that with a it of fin

gor prossuee he could turn the distribator
robor all the way around. The disiribulor
ahialt Funad np;nn-l:l'l]:r bien ianulactiieed
a it toa shorl

*1 can sev why the car acts up.™ Maoa-
o meabid. it 1 cain'l see how £t mMnaAges
o jump back into time agnin,™

Gus kepd iurning the rotor, and pres-
11Ht|[r e wins @ I.'[I.l'Htl.‘ ]

Gus grinned. “Here's your answer,”
har fobd BMocabes, who leaned over (lus's
shwmibdior me Cis spoke,
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