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Gus Goes Out

In suburban Meadowville any plant bigger than a rose bush was
an oddity. How had Bert Hibbard managed to run info a tree?

By Martin Bunn

HE Model {iaruge had just opened

its doors for business when Heork

I Hibbhard telpphoned estcitedly from
el el o] s

sriet oul here [msl, Gus™ he pleaded

"My cir's stuck under o bree, in front of

my garage, I'll be lote o my office”

Ilrelier g free'T Caes asked, astonished

Y rOPdLER BEIE

Gus knew thers wasn't o shrih in
Mendowville bigger than o rmose ash o
Hilwe. T [l every house in Meadowyille
had exoctly thres roses pod fwan Lilacs
whinl the conteactors hed srppled

“a tree!" CGus repented. “Are wou Tesl
b il righil, Baet?"

“How could I feel all right™ Hibberd
snapped. I can'i get o my oilfice and
pedlher ean Drville Buollow. This tres
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hae us both oomered, I 'd kown that
MMike Hegan was going o buy a howss on
the same strecd I'd nover . . "

Hibsbiard's vikoe cwiiand, o b rr-]ﬂun'-r]
in the receiver by what seed @0 (Gus
o b several viosbes mbsed in heated dis
cusdon. (lus hung op ahd jusnged into
his servioe fruck. Sian MHicks, Gas'a
bl por, came to the cnly

“What's up, Gus™ he aalied

Whken {ius errioed
in Meodowroille,
the ploce was
jumping lbe o
bewhive 1n spring

“Maybe I'm crary, Stan.” Gus sabd,
“but a tree oo o have omensd &
ople af fellows I Meadowsdlle ™

*"Tree!”™ Stan Hicks mid haollowily, =
Gon drove out. ~In Moadowilles™

\_ EADDWVYILLE, whesn Giis arrivaid
i was  jumping like n beshive in
spring. The morning exodus of suburban
jiem waa in progresa. Up and down the
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long, nent rows of houses, men were gulp-
ing maming ooffes, rushing to cars o get
b wiark, As Gus pulled up befoss Bert
Hibhird's plice an pelonishing sight met
his eves A bruck with o long, fat-bed
trailor behdnd 1t was stallisd before the
Hibhard home. On the truck and trailer
rested an ormamental evergreen tree that
appedared o be all of 30 fest in length,

It was about & foob thick af the buti,
the mots enmaed in earth, which was
retained obout them by & wrapping of
burlnp sacking, creating a diri ball that
must have weighed casily two tons, Bert
Hibhard's Infe-rmecdel sedin had [is snooal
buricd under the tres and the tmiler bed,
just mhend of the rear wheals

THERED about the scene of the
collision were Bert Hibbsird; his nest-
door neighbor, Orville Buollow; Mike
Regan; Al Hoper, the truck driver; amd
his helper, Tom Clark. Gus pulled op
ngninst the opposite curb and walked

LiL

“Hibhord musl have béen stone blind,
Gus,” Al RHoper amnounced, “He came
ghooting oul af his delvesay and banged
right inbo my truck.”

“Truck!" Hibhard retocted, *'T saw the
truck all right, when || came arownd the
cormer: I didn'l expect yoil o have
Shorwood Forest trailing along behind
it. This In a residential stresl, Roper,
ot m logging camp,™

Mike Regon's blue eves glittered with
fury. “Just because I happen o want &
bush on my lawn, Hibbard, s w0 reason
that vou have to rush out sand sabotnge
the operntion.™

“Bush™ Orville Buollow protested.
“That thing iz so long that it bMocks my
drivimny and Hibbard's too, 17 it's a
bush, I'm a beagle.”

Mike Regsin's eves movied ovir Bullow's
equat figure. “The resemblonee,” he -
marked, "is guite absviouas,”

Hibbard amid amgreily, “How do sou pro-
pose that Bullow and T get lo work?™

“Thon’) ask me,"” RHegan said, shrugging
his shoulders. “"After all, Hibbard, woi
i into my tres."

1 was laie” Hibbard smid “T came
down my driveway like 1 alwavs do, 1
saw the truck, and then before 1 knew it
I was under this monstrosity you had
hauled in hore”

“This isn't getting you fellows off 1o
I sorunir scipnice

work,” Cus cul in “Now let's see how
wo'me going fo clear this tangle. Mayhbe
vl enn boick I:rl:l'ur e oail, Hibhard, if we
get our shoulders under the tree limbs
and lift it off the hoosd ™

“Wol n vchonoe,” Hibbard said, My
motor won't starl. That's ahy 1 colled

Gus tried the motor, and gol no ro-
sponse, With' the hood of the oor under
the tree, he couldn't get ol the motor,
pither, tn discover what was wiong. And,
ginoe the car was still in Hibbard's drive-
way, Gus couldn’l get behind §i with his
tow truck to tow it back, Tt was wedped
Lo firmly under the trailer to bo pushed
hack by manpower, and the truck could
nol be moved, ecither forward or hack,
without extending the damage to Hib-
hard's trapped car,

“All you have lo do, Gus,"” Hibbard
wadd, “ls to hook on o the back end of
the trailer and pull it sideways off my
car,

“Mat thai eany,” Gus sabd. T haven't
gob enough traction or power (o alide
thar four rear Hoes ol that todles o
on this rough cement with my truck-—-not
with the load they'm oarrying.”

Baallow incuired gloomdly, “Well, whai
are v going fo do then—eall in o conuple
of Army tanks™*

]_I‘{il'lTlH{} his pipe thooghtfully, Gus
walked around the car and truck,
stiudying the sfustion. Passing the open
door of Hibbard’s garage he notced n
piece of sheet-metal on the Aoor, ploced
there, no doubd, to keep gressze drippi'nmi
fram the cement. The sheet was about
{our leet long by three wide

"You wouldn't have another piece of
this around, would vou, Bert™ he in-
ired,

"Why sal foolish questions™" Mike Re-
gan emid disgustedly. "Om this street
what one man hag, = has the slher—
throw roses, fwe lilace, one drip pon in
his garage. Your'll find one of those, Gius,
in every garage dowm the stroet”

“Fine," Gus sald, “Tn thal opse, Regen,
how about borrowing yours™

5 got & can of héavy groase from
his truck and smedred i over the two
ghewstn of gnlvaniend steel. [Tsing hoavy
]'.'l.al'ﬂrl.l.l.l.k i thiat he uli.mi'l rmrried
in the service truck, be mansged to got




the sheels under the mar tives of the
tridler. Hie then ti fiv the rear
of the trailer and mansuversd the service
iruck aroumnd so he could gei a side pall
by mosing up into the driveway of the
house wcross the streel.  With the tow
cor in compound low the truiler end was
akiidded aideways quite ensily, sliding on
thi= greased steel. Hibbard's cor was froe,
The truck, which wass undamaged by the
collision, pulled up the strest and began
backing into Regan's yard, where o huge

“Ta thin the nne that's sfuck, Helem!
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bole had been dug to receive the tree,

“Maw we can get your hood wp, Hibe
bard,” Gus said, “and see why your
e won'l start.”

fow hood of the cir lsd Feen
punched down in the middle by the
collision, but Gus was able to gel it ops
He found that the boge afr cleaner on
the carburctor, wiich barely cleared the
hood when it was closed, hod  been
jammed down on the carbaretor air horn
lo such an extent that & hod oot the
throtile rod, locking [t In such a tghtly
closed position that the motor could nat
gt even idling gos.

Gus wiraighlened the rod, set up the
idling screw n hit. The motor started
immedintely now, Gus adjusted the idle
and menaged o push up the downweird
bnd in thie hood snoagh so thet it would
vlose proper]y.

"My insurnnce compiny will settls the
bill, Gus" Hibbard said as he got into
the car, “But probably they'll cancel my
policy if they find out I'm living on the
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st pireit with that cmey  Regan
Itusigine o imeon having a tree of that size
haubed into this oammonity.”

Gus moved his eyesd over the long rows
al almost fdentical bouses, & contmctor’s
delight. Here every man was masier of
the destiny of his home—perhaps for the
firul  time Mi:i.lnfl.hmpmp’[ehﬂi
pome here Trom rented apartmentz, with
landlords o limit thelr freedom of ex-

i Each house here, then, was the
girning of the fulflllment of & dream,
bist oply the beginning,
Liug wondared how bokg
Mike Hegan had been
dhrenming of his own
lnwn with a hig shode
tree 1o sit under
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“You know, Hib-

bard,”™ Gus snid refleo-
tivelv, “with Mike it

was o tree. With wou
mnd the others it might
be w glass hothouse,
flowers, a hurricome
femce, maybe nolhing
miore than o dog kemel
These homes only look
the same riow  becaims
each family hosn't had
time yed fo work oul its
own bleas. Hegan, with
hin tree  just starcbed
what sow'll all be doing In e

Hibbard paused, "1 never looked af
it that woy, Gus'” he sald. “Mayvhe
you're right. My wile and [ have ordered
brichs dnd stull to build 8 harbacoe pit .
Wall, I'd better got to the office, Shding
that trniler around on gressed skids was
m neat trick, Thanks."

Diviving hock, (s pondered, His solu-
fion hod worked fine. Still be had a
nagging questinon—couildn't he hayve man-
aged It soine other, simpler way?

T rHE Mode! Garnge, he told Stan how

he'd wntamgled Hikbard's car.

“Oao, Cue” Ston said, “that was o
nont trick."”

Stan was sllent a1 moment. Then be
added imnocently, “But Cus, why didn'i
woul take some nir oul of Hibboard's front
tires? Woildn't that have lowersd the
cif Etiough o posh i beek™

Gius clupped his hand to his forehead
and let out a low proan, END
Newi Month: Gus bolls oui g feen-ager,




