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Gus Referees a

In the livestock show at the county fair, no holds were
barred—but Gus hoped to keep the mavhem down

THH opsening day of the annual county lair was By Martin Bunn
nbwinys a hochic one for Gus Wilson and Sian = -
Hicks in the Model Garage, The town's mer . o
chanis were busy arranging booths o display Uthelr
products. Farmers and ranchsms hrl.rup;hl i thilr
prize lvestock and produce, thelr wilves and dasigh-
ferm embering their choders) cookery, Compolition weas
keen Tor the virbous blue rabdsos and otbior awneids
o merit. On this day the county mally humimed

The day staried off badly for the Model Garnge
The telephons wns ringing when Gus opened  Tor
bussiness al elght o'clock. A customer had weecked
his car 200 miles up the highway and needesd o fow
trick. Mot wanting o leave the garage for any length
off L, Cius sent his helper, Stan Hicks, to briag in
the wrek. Stan had just pulled out when Barmey
Dhverbaliz, the newspaper route boy, drove up bo the
g

“Liorge Fraser wanls vou 1o come oul an the Big
Hill road right sway,™ H-:llll-rv_. tokd Gus, “He thinks
thal Mike Treadway has jimmed his trock in some
way, & thal hé can’t enler his prome bull in the live
slock show, He stemed awlully excited absoui i

Gus chackiled. “Tresdway and Fraser are always
excitid on opemng day of the oounty [air. Since
HStan's away with the fow bruck, | ean’t leave the
gnrmge—that is, unless vou'd be willing to lnndle the
pimips while I'm gone,™

“Hure thing,” Bamey said. "My messpapems am
nll delivered.™

"'* TI'TH Barmey taking core of the Model Caroge
Clia tossed his tood kil into his hght sorviees ciid
and headed out on the Big Hill rosd. He came upon
Frasor's stilled one-ton trock on n steep grode on the
far alde of Big HIl, It wis comsiderably overloaded
with the largest shindest conted Flolstein bull ihat
Cius hael ever seen together with a Foland China
boar and sow, some enorTIEs pumpkine and sipumsh
o, mnad ol heer |:|I'l|'|l|'l'-|.l-| tx of the feld. George, s ooms
I¥ wile and their pretty, ieen-ape daoghler .'b‘.pll.:..-
were prering annouEly beneath the truck, o the 6
companiment of rssorted bull bellows amnd jrig protests
“Moming, folks" Gus grosbsl e, o be pulled

“Tt had befter run now,”™ Fross
and, “ar F'll go aver o Treodieay's
aee and frag s ek’
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Gus “Just wmil until Freddy Tresdway
mem e walk ol wilh the bloe rildon for
homermade brend. He'll =il up and inke
mnitioe Uhen ™

Fraser startes] the molor and pul the
truck in gear, bt the vehicke didnt move.

“Probably a broken axle,” Gus ensid,
“hut it could be mnywhere in the drive
line. Shut ofl the motor and 170 see ™

‘Vm'l the: motor stopped, but the truck

ledt in goor, Gus jacked up one roar
wiheel, He fumed it by hand, let i down
and jacked up the other. Finding that ho
oould rotale both whoels withoul turning
over the mador, and doubting that the
wwhicle would hove fwo broken axles, he

dismissed broken axbes from his mind (o
turn his attention elswher,

"It just might be o slripped differen-
tinl,” he said. “Start her up and try it in
gear again, Fraser, while 1 check under-
miath. "

-~ _Frager was running the molar in gear,
with Gus undermeanth with his hand on the
forgue tube containing the drive shafl,
when Mike Trendway pulled alongside in
a three-quarter-ton plokup truck, [f con-
Enined, w5 for ps Gus oould make out, &
bull that was a1 male to Fraser's, “Fread-
iy, n bong, lean, cadaverous man, throsi
his craggy features out the pickup win-
O hivieg troubde, e

> E , Deorge? he inaqaired.

"Trouble!™ Frazer exclaimed. He shut
off the motor o get down and move over
o Treadwny with his thomds hooked
belligerently in the bhik of his overalls.
“It sewms o me, Treadway, that 1 hired

N roruian 1o

your sprout, Freddy, (o grease this truck
only yesterdny, The rig wos In good shape
then, You don't su Troeacway, that
the fact that my biull i due (o beai yours
nt the fair hos anyvthing o do with my
truck’s rear end being ripped oul now?™
“Your bull boat mine!™ Troadway crisd,
prering ol Froser's anlmal curfously, ns
though he'd never seen i before. “Now,
¥ou wouldn't be planning bo enter an ani-
mal like that in the fale, would wou,

“You know [ am,” Froser relorted, “In
fact, you've beon leaning over my fence,
ogling the critter all summer, Treadway,
trying io figure oul some way to baat him.
If Gus finds a handful of your old bolts
ond nuts in my diferential, Tl come
looking for you.~

OOKING up sl young Froddy Trosad-
wny, who sai heside his (nther, Sallv
Fraser profested, “Pa. Freddy wouldn't
do that. He wouldn't do anvthing Lo bierd
hr-i-

“Hurt you!"™ Froser grumbled, “Ti's my
busll thot's hurd, not yvou, With my truck
shot, how am 1 going o ged the bull o
the fair in time™

“And then,” Mra, Fraser anbid, “flwav's
my srpsiche-down coke,”

“Upside-down coke!™ M, Treadway
exclnimod, "My posdness, Sarah, ae vou
poing bo enter an upsidedown cnke, too?"

“Bince Mre, Treadwoy could haediy
hiwe puil balts in my diMerential,™ Fraser
swibd drily, “lets forget the calis, shall
W

"1 didn't put anything in vour differ-
entinl biil gronss,” Froddy Trosdway peo-
Ll

“Mayvbe vour groose lsn't oany better
than wour hull, ﬁwT-." Troodwiy said,
grimaing. “Well, we'll be peiting on. 1
wouldn't want to be too late o enbor e
beat bull in the couniy, ™

Treadway drove aoff, leaving Froser
plunding In o clowd of dust, mutbering
thrvmiis

WE thrust his kead oot Feam beneaih
the truck. “The roor ond En'l torn
ok, Fraser. | had my hand on the drive
shaft torque tube when you mn the rig in
genr. I the drive shall had bosn furning
inside the torgue fube 'd hoave felt the
vibration. It ween't luming o 1 ksow
that your trouble s ahead of ihe drive




ghaft, either in the unbsersal joint, trane
misgion or cloich. Hun il in gear agnin
and I'm pretty saare I can lecate it™

With the molor burning over in gear,
Gus had one hand on the drive-shoft forgue
tube, feeling for inner vibration, his
par cocked for any sound that might in-
diente a stripped undversal joint, stripped
geors in the on, or 6 broken
eluteh #pline shall. Suddenly a familiar
odor smote his nostrils

St it off, Fraser!™ he yelled above
the sound of the modior.

Gus came oul from beneath the truck,
took up the fAoorboards
and removed the cluteh
ingpection plate. Prering
into the interior with his
fMashlight, he saw that
thie uppermost stwd bolt,
which held ithe cluich
pressire plale o the fly-
wheel, waz hacked off
and locse. He towched
the starter button off and
o, bo turen the motar @ne
complete revolution. [
showed him that all the
stud bolts, which held
the vital clitch pressire
plote  fo the fywheel,
worn very loose, Using an
exlonsion apin wrench, he
curefully tghiened each
balt, replaced the fAoor-
boards, checked the clutch pedal throw
for Meorboard clearance.

"Try it now, Frasee,” Gue said. “That
Jooee preseure plate had your clutch slip-
ping = much that T eould smell hot clutch
lining. Maybe it won't pull this hill now
with thia load. The clutch facings may be
oo glazed and worn from slippage to do

“It had better,” Fraser said grimly, "“or
I'l o over (o Treadway’s plaes and
wring his neck, You can bet yvour bottom
dollar that he had Freddy back those
balts off.”

Cius ghwnk his head. “I°1l admit that the
loosening of the stud bolis holding a
clutch pressure plate is something that
doesn’t happen very often, bot I'm =ure
that Freddy didn't loosen these. The dirt
an the balt heads showed that they hadn't
had m wrench on them in a long tme.
Probahly the fault lics with the mechamic
who installed the cluteh, When tighteni ng
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thise bolls agalnst clulch spring pressure
n man can be fooled indo thinking thai
thisv're tght when they're nod. Try it and
s i 10 will pull the hill I yvou drive as
fust ns the law allows you'll have time o
eniber your hull at the fair. I1t's just a litile
after nine "

When the truck longed into the pall,
Fraser didn't even look back He weni
barreling up Big Hill, while the mag-
nlficent bull in the hack bellowed tremen-
dowsly ol a comely cow it had spotted in
o penrby pasture, no doubt wishing that
Gus Wilson had Repl his grosse-smesred
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nese out of George Fraser's faulty truck
trmrissit s inn

TROLLING through the county fair

with Blin Hicks a couple of evenings
lnter, Clus smiled to himeelf when he sow
the Treadwaye and ihe Frosers standing
together in thie Hyvedtook show sdmiring
the blue ribbon that decormied Froser's
bull, ‘They were tolking aminbly. Froddy
Trendway wies lnughing and Sally was
uging her blg sves on him

“If wou hadn'l proved Treadwoy's in-
mocenee,” Stan Hicks said, "“those folks
would have been enemies from bere on
out.'

“T doubt " Gus repled, grinning
“Faor them, Lhe county fakr comes bul onee
a year, Within o month they'd have been
leaning over Lhe fence, laughing alwiil i,
wach ooe guring bow he could et the
ather at the next lvestock show " END
NEXT MOONTH e Geann miae leswm ot indainr amdsaer,




