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Gus Makes
a Fast
Getaway

By Martin Bunn

FEN o Iste-summer warmth, the doorway ol Cius
Wilson's Model Garage suddenly darkened with ihe
bulk of an enlering car

“Lome on oul, (iasl” bellowsd the drver, “INo use snoak-
ing uwnder A car.

Clus came out of the office, grinning. "Our big-mouthed
fire chiel! Haven'| bevn eabting much smoke labely, have yon
MalT

Chiel Maloney's sonmed face puckered into o feown. “Tt
hod been kind of quiet, How'd you know?™

“Louldn’l yell hike that if you'd been enming your pay,”™
erackid Cius

AL lepet 1 don't dipgnose suto jobs wrong snd mako
prople pay lor oy bim guesses!™ rmansd Maloney

“So whal can | soak you forT™

“Ciol a noise. Bove ot the firchouse any il's o bad waler
[rLomp, Listei™

Clus cocked an mar over Malonev's five-vear-old saedan 1t
alled with a regular, metallio twang

Stan, LHuk's Young ldser mmibiled v "F"||1:||'| |'H-.'|ri::p'l
mhod," he saied,

Maloney cut the engine. “Cood thing vou've gol a8 real
mschanie, (Gua,” he roard. “Or yvou'd b dhanging 5Be (o
somelhing else, Have il tomoreow, huhT™ He staried owl, bt
swlng bopok, “Liive my best o Nara Blythe, Cius,™

CGus wtarted. “MNors Bly—vou mean Mo Simpson™

“Bhe's o rich widow now, back from Florida 1o settle her
haesbinned s estate,” suid Maloney wath o welfish grin, “'ve
sort af fixed it for her Lo see you,™

“MNMow bold on—" began G

“Dhdn't take much Nxmg,” wes the Chiels parting sl
‘Bhi'n walling.™

N HOUR later, Gua golb Fis ok “T'm gning upsinie o
i % g Tom Powers absul overbsulmg his trock.”™

“But he said them's o mh,” protested Stan, “T'yo gol
that bmke job, nond you promsesd o put that new odialor
in Hiondon & car inday,

“You hendlEe “eim. il e with  uncldrsEenslee
brusgqueness, “1'11 bo—"

A horn blit intermapled hime From a shing convertible
a matwre, youthiully dresss] soman with oed haler oalled,
“[us! Gus Wilson!™

Hastlly Gun walked over to the car



“Tt"s wonderful fo ses vou again,"” ssiid
Nora Bimpson warmly, *“T've thought of
you 8o often. T really have.™

“Been a long time,” sasd (s

“And you've never married! MNaughiy
vou,” she oooed. “Look what Chisf
Maloney left on my ear yesterday,”

A slip headed *Fire Depariment™
stated that the car hod been found loak-
ing gascline in the street, and that excess
m}mdhnnnrll‘nlundrrmmn tank as o
pafely messure, A
suggestion thal any
neevsiry  ns-lank
repairs be made im-

infely wan  wn-
derlined. The slip
was migned by Mal-
colm Maloney,

Equally annoyed
ond amused, (Gus
told Stan to put the
o on a LifL

“Mal's very con-
scientiouns,” Gus snid

He
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Where'd it come fromT

by lowering and twming the car around
io gel M Simpson on her way.

URPRISING Stan, (us now forgot all
about golng to the Powers farm.

Instend, he tackled the radinior job. And
the convertible rolled back in.

“T forgol”™ anid Nom Simpson iri-
umphantly. “My no-charge light 8 on*

Silently Cus peered al the dash, The
1'_‘|1I:I.I'E'I.I'I.I: indicator staved it even whon
ahe revved up the
engine,

mﬁﬁ'-'l'l'lﬂ"." ship
poaited. “T hod o new
generalor pui in on
the way up here be-
cause that light
slnyed o™

“Could be your
vollnge  regulator™
EJJI: Gus. “Or some-

g oven simpler.”

“Well, do put in a

new  volings  thing,

llii MIﬂ Skmpasn, egqual sign s, ™

“But T think we oan | “Caould be just a

have you uul.I:.'l[ hero l,l.i.ﬂ;“uLTTtIu- dﬁ?’l:" |=: Iﬂ.‘lﬂ.-.wlm."

very quickly. the 10th century bsd “No, the other
The handaome : E sophisticatesd symbal  for man &nld i might be

redl-hairesd  woman

et unkil | have fo
sign things af my

dash = becwase

pquality, three dmshas: -

“mo & thyngs can
bt mmare egualls.™

that wvoltage thing,

ibicrfs, With some mis-
Eivirgs, Gus ordered
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5 Bu_l the Arabs, responsible I!|:||'
F“-H"'EH]-"H Hps pret- = mding much Trafian Jemrning too. 1 want o new
ﬁ-l.'l'- -I::! E{ﬂﬂg‘l i E HIEDII Funm Jlil thin |:r w-u;! mne. Then its s
3 marn ol oxpressions, As . =
]J:Iﬂ:r'.w?u-g of 5 In.t.n s t'[:u hu;h'mm[[m' ths 16th m.‘;!?i:_]l Tlﬂ'r::-'nm i
g ol s cantury, if wou wanted to sme tws v ¥ k
mt"n}u.lnlulj‘.l[{'dmﬂu-ruu: H 'I‘hl‘np'lr"l!m ei]ull- yuuhy'E:i“I it u'-d“!f;ﬂ' Iiﬂl:h:m;h'
¥ ol “lera egnle.” Hait il <com ns, 1 m [lar m
“But I thought yon 1 tury an Eagishman. Hecorde. had braceleted wrist,
m‘E:“ bo— E mign. Inm |Ifl Hr'h-'r-:':.ulr ::I' I"Il'errir:" Nora Simpsaan
havo oodles of £ wued in 1557, he selectod the double tripped out of the

luw:l.-ﬂ"u,"

“Neos, ma'nm,”
said CGus miserably, amd took refuge un-
der the mised car, “There’s not n thing
wrong with your ges tank,” he reported
presently.

“Bat It was leaking gas!™

“Bamebody overfillsd it with eool gaso-
lime from an underground tank. T8 was a
hat dov. With the mr in the sm, that
tankful expanded. Sames had to get oul,
g il spllled over."

“That's all that was wrong? psled
Mora Simpson.

“That's all,” sakd Cus firmly, Motion-
ing SBtun awny, he escaped further talk
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Bian bn install a new
inliage regulator.

"That car has n prinfed instroment
gireuit,” Stan reported lnter, “With a
fuse in it 1 checked that, too, Every-
thing works, so she shouldn'l e coming
back again.”

Gus looked ot him narrowly, “Okay,
Yo finish the radiator job, becuse now
I o going up to Tom Powers' place.”

ELIEVED to see the convertible gone
when he entered the Model Carage
next morning, Gus sei (o work on e
Maloney sedan. He removed the belt thai
drove the water pump, Then, just io
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chock the dingnosis, he started the engine,

The tinny clunk wis sill there,

“Sure sounded like a pump bearing,™
romarked Stan, a hit crestfallen

“Sure did,” ngreed Guos, leaning close
to the lelt-hand eylinder bank. “It also
mund.-.lib.:nbrnhnﬂlma]rhllln
number oie evlinder. Lets—"

A fnmiline horm mmn'trpled him,

“I hite to bother you,” called n smil-
ing Moes, “but it's lighting up again”

The charge Indicator was mockingly
alight. In grim allence, Gus put o meter
on the generntor. [t was charging. The
resmlnior, bou, worked perfectly. Along-

:-lllillllllbllli#ii#i!!l!!‘!!!!-.**-*-lllli‘ll‘li‘iliil'llllll':
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gide him, Mora chotiersd on amiably.

FYou look so woll, despite the awful
winters you hove here, You should move
i Floride—such good fAshing and-—"

Gus ducked under the instrument
panel. If the fuse were blown. the indi-
entor would "fmil aafe" by lighting. He
ghorted the ﬁﬂ"ﬁd'“ with the engine
running. The t wenl oul

He removed the fuse. Tt wasn't hlown,
hul.ll‘m]i:hthuhtﬂtﬂnﬂlh:dlﬁu
showed green sarroslon, By handling
fuse, Ston hed restored contact undil,
overnight, crooping corrosion had again
interrupted it. Gus stopped the engine,
cleaned the clips, put back the fuse.

Do vou k is cur near the shore

muach?’ Gus nsked as be gol oul,

“A groiat deal. We have n senshore
pobtage. 1'd just love to show you™

“That's your trouble, Nara,™

The ‘curved lips sof angrily.

4] miepn that sem atr ot the shore"
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Gus explained hastily. “Salt-water cor-
rodion eaused o bad contsct. You didn’e
need i new generabor or regulator.”

“0h, well,” she sald mollified. “But
I do wash wou'd vialt Florids ™

“My iwinuses can't stand sea air,” led
Giiw, “Mow Mal, he just loves iL Alwoys
wanked to fal for tErpon, top”

Almost absently-mindedly MNora Simp-
s slorted the engine. The indicsior
winkid owt. Thowghtfully she drove swnw,

"“- HTHEHE'B the ham-handed boss™
“Dwer hore,” retorted Gue. "Try-
ing to figure how o el even with you,”
Maloney guflawed. “Ti
waah't all n gag Her eayr
um an.LEug: gue, Gos,™
grunted.  “Keep
luuu,]:.inl-l"\-u TE1 S P
= mewi We put n new pump
i in your éar, but the nolse
atayed. Thought it was »
busted valve spring then,
Bt pfter we pulled ke
hisad, wo found fhiem all

“Hoo-ld #E* billowed
Miloney, “You did two
joba T didn't need?”

“Teough break,” said
# Chost, slarling the engie
i Under its smooth idle was
:  the metallle twang. M-
' loney furned brick red.

“Wotice how awkwnrd it is to pull the
dipstick out? It's umder the generstor.
The double pulley makes it harder.”

Girasping the dipstick, Ous yunked, Tt
came out—and the noise stopped.

"You mlmost hove to bend the stick
to put it book,” mxploined Gus. “And
g gerviceman id. See how shiny the
bent part is? It's been hitting the first
erank throw. Eassy enough to stroighten.
I won'l even rJ:nr.l: yvou—for that.”

“But you'll sosk me for 8 new
and for pulling the head!™ Ipui'h'rn'dmn:l
“Why didn’t you find this first?™

“"Relax. I did,” admitted Gus with o
wicked prin. *“The dipsticks i front of
number-one  cyvlindor, where the noise
came frome So 1 checked. Are we oven™

“Cagey, aren'l vou?” rombled the
chiel, “That how vou stayed single with
a g.nl like MNors Blythe chnsing souT'

“MWo," zaid Cuee "It wae by ronning
i kit faster than Ed Simpson™ B R

"Fp-m
“Wa're atdll trping o lerate the trosbile, Me Evereit”



