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Lawsult

By Martin Bunn

BLUSTERY wind was swirling anow nlong ithe streot
in front of the Model Gamge a8 Gus Wilson came back
from a quick lunch at the diner. A good day for poing

over acoounis, he mussd
“Telephone for you, Gus,™ called Stan Hicks, his assistand,

from the offios door. “It's Harey Johnson—and sounds Like
trouble. =
Giug picksd up the phone, “What's wrong, Harvey?™
“CHad T cought you, Gus, Sllas Barnstable's car iz stalled
just past my place, Says his feet pre frozen solid, that it's all
your fault, and that he's going fo sue you for all you're worth,*
“Hoo me!” Gus oxcloimed. “What for? Amywaoy, §E len't
cald enough inday i freeee n man's et
"Save hia Feot are tenderer lhan moit and that heT havn

;mr hide for somathing yvou did to his prremior. You know
ilas™

| ""I'mh_ I know Siles,"” Gus said with a dgh. “Pui ihe ald

} r_,." w oo ﬂTI

. I =
: “Can't, Gue. Wouldn't leave his onr. Says the longer he hns
to wait the more he's going 1o s vou Iur
“Okny, thanks, Harvev. Tl be over,” Gus put the phone
down and went out fo the tow truck, dpping up his leathor
jacket. He grinned at Stan. “Well, bers 1 go for anolher

Barnstable bout,"™
"“Watch out for fouls,”™ Stan ealled as his boss got in the

truck amd drwe il

A S HE drove, (ius fried o fgure outl whal old Silas was up

to. He wasn't seriously worried, bt he know that the
penny-pinching Barmstable would s snyone on the slighi-
est protect—if only to make trouble, He recalled the genera
tor job.

“dust give It a quick clenn-up, Gus,” Bernstable had sdd
What it had nesded badly was a mmpIHr overhaul, and thai
was whiat it got, over the old mn's prodests that he was being
cheated and robbecd, Silas wasn't one o forget when money
(his) was concorned. I the gonwrntor hsd faflod |

“Hut froeen feet’™ Gus mutterod in disgust, watching the
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glaas,
"“Dpen up, Barnstable!™ he shouted,

BARNSTABLE straightened up. rolled
down the window, peered at Gus like

and that's what I'll say [n eourt™

“Mever mind that now,” Gus aald. “Get
into my truck; I'm towing you in"™

“"A man can’'t walk on frozen lest, or
didn’t Hurvey fell you about that? T may
be mnaimed for life and . . .7

Gus opened the door, picked wp the
srnwny figure in his arms, earried him
to the trock, plunked him down in the
s, still sereaming.

“. . . belore I'm throwgh ' own the
Model Gurage, lock, stock and harrsl."”

Az he ronted, Gus climbed into the
plallied car and ired o slart 1L Satisfied
that this hattery wis dead, he holsted the
front end up with the low-truck wineh,
biwale hig #emt in the tick beside Bam-
:tnhh and headed back foward town,

wrm that henter aff, Don't you know

Inl.tr.tl]m.ulumnwmll'mﬂd:hﬂ
Pt ™

Barnatable was ailend for a few minuies,
thin slormed again. “Jusl wait B sy
Inwyer henrs pbout this ™

“'M.qyﬂ:n T alid slip up somewhere,"” Gus
pcdmittod honestly., “Bul a lot of obher
things may have enused your trouble,”

“Like the generator regulptor, mayba?™
Bilae s .

“Could be"”

“Gaot you there,” Barmstable snapped,

3l rorsLkn scigkce

“'Fnr[nt}wuuhtadunpurhumlm

"T]:I.ﬂ- old one was shot™ Gus s=aid
patiently.

“So wou said. Anyihing else™

Gus Iooked back fo pea that the tow
wis socure. “Mavbe your battory . .

Barnsinhle chuckled. "Got vou there,
foo. When you harpooned me for the
overhnul and the new regulaior, you
checked my battery and said it was good
finr al least another year, Now look at me,
all erippled up with frozen feet,”

“1 doubt that™ Gua said, “but we'll
gocen find ol ™

“Hoy, lhere!™ Barnstable saf up In
alarm. “This sn't the way to the gamge.™

“I'm tmking vou o the hospital. If T'm
guing to bo sued for froeen feel T want io
b sure they re frozem,”

“No you don’t. I'll doctor my own fioel,
You ain'l going lo stick me for oxpeisive
doctor hills atop of everything else,”

CGus had a mind to drive on fo the hos:
pital, but as the old follow seemed roody
to jump out, he turned boward the Ram-
stnble homo,

Hamstnble protested agnin, “You're
nat tnking me home, either, T'm going
right along fo the gnmge o see you don’t
pull o fast one."

“What about your poor fest™

“I told you. They have to be thawed
ol slow. They'll do I‘.Iulmmmm
at least until my lawyor pots there”

As Gus pulled into the gumge, Bam-
siable 1mmd himself corcfully, shufflod
neroes the floor, grimmcing and groaning,
o the telephone nnd dinled.

“Mo monkoy business, now," he yelled
ot Stan Hicks, who was lowering the crip-
pled sedan. Then into the phone: “Dhoern?
Thi=z ie Buarnsinble, Get down o the
Maodel Ciarsge right away. I'm suing (us
for my feaf”™

Stan whistled, *Tom Dore! That shy-
ster will tnke you apart, Gus™

“Maybe,” Gus =nid, taking off his
jncket nnd reaching for o pair of coveralls,

OM DORE was thers in less than
five minutes. He was tall, gaunt, long-
logged, looking like a stork pesring
through thick-lensed spectacles
"What's all this about wyour testh,
Bilus? Cus Wilton been knocking you
around? That's malicious assault We'll
get n dentist—eapert fpstimony—and . | "
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