


{Capidaren fliillock jevked hiv head Toward Stan Hicks
“Since he worked on my oor fhie affernoon, 4 oe dost
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Gus Puts a Spark in
the Holiday Season

By Martin Bunn

EEr I THERE gows n dremhoat.,™ e
misired Stan Hickes na the alenk
comvertitdes mllsd ot of e

Alinilel 0 wfuiaiji

“The car or gid™ aelord Gus Wilson

The=that onvertible, Boss, All it
fusecdedd wiis plug elenning and mew polnia,
baxt 1 PUE In A enndeneer, bon,”

“1 know, Stan. 18%s all here on Hetav's
mill—exorpl one ibem.”

“Uh—what'n that, Cias™

Crtim grinreel INemnder. lwing eares
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Stan reddencd. "Matier of feet, Cus
there was soimething mol on the hill 1
reconnected  Lhe spraker with
enogl s il oould b tsken ool ool
e oar lor our sketing pary. 'm poing

O, &0 I Was

o r-fato |

Wil

ooy Ehes Bosiicss
That's ohay. Where will it b
Burr Pond; (rom thee o'clock Ll
ifier dark. Skabing, oaml singing, and
flresdchis ewts, hink 1 cun got away ™
“Un a Salurday Chreilmas Eve? Surmn
think sa, Stan. Shoold be s guist doy.'
Bul {(ius wis wrong. Business picked
wp briEkly after lunch. Gus had to go oul



onn o tirmplks oall. Stan replaced o bad
wheel bearing for o sslesiman racing home
for the hilidawv

"l"}[l-'. phone mang st a8 the salesman
Il With an anxlous eye on the clock

i s 2:80-Stan nnswernd

=1t'n Ciud,” wdel the reoobver, “MNoed n
fuel pump for this oar, and every plao
T've trimd i@ edthior elossd o out of that
model —n W12, Gof one™

Bian cheoked the stockroom, found a
LT, mmndl B iedd !||r||.'|' back o thi
phone, “Wanl me bo brng i, Boss™

The meceiver chisekled “Waw 111 [iTH &
I the intorchange™ Mo, Slan You'me
saih il L F o Jerry  Coeooian -i'|-|||:|-|'||
the sinlled car. Hin relkel & leoving the
police barmcks in 15 minuies. Geb that
purnp Lhere and go o your party i

Sore will, Foss, Yes, mirl”

Walking an nir, Ston enlered the big
gramite Siale Pollee barescks, He weas
unprepared  for the heavy  hamd  thad
whirledd Fim wlbodil

Wou're Gus ' Wilson's moechanic, aren'l
you ™ demanded 5 trumilent vokee, “Been
irving o rnisr vou on the blower for 10
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hlm.dt inafipidd the polnts oped, "Mool You're Juel fn thme”
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o minke lmd o what your mechanic
o onver S0 Coming hr I'Ilrr... 1

“For what, Capinin Faillock ™

" he widd. “"Bul there's batiory
wire
b
First 1
far

rn Wn-ul'n."



“Bure glad it you, Boss,” sighed Stan

*Tell e about tho cuptain’s car,” Gus
pald, “Mavbe we con think it oul”

Bion fold of his trip to the barracks,
of the tooper who hied iried o slart
the dead onglne, "Hoe thought L wos the
poinl setting, but it woi easy Lo spol &
shorbed condenser,”

“But f he thought i was the gap,”

us, “mavhbe he rosel it oo wide.

That'll ml-nle: h-It;E]l-
gpeidd s, re—["ve
got an ignition kit Take
it nnd chock the gap. T'1
wail”

INUTES laler, the
police owr  roaned
info action and  sped
away, Stan me over o
Gus, grinning wryly.
“YWou got it, Gus
Polnts  were  way

"Mlx;yl:- vmi, -n:hml ihis
caplain wer foa
hurry,” said Cus, "Now
what nhowut Betey's enr™

Bran's grin (nclod fosd,
“1's o bough one, Cus, |
know it has new points  »
properly sel, n W Gof- 5 e
s, n good onll, Bo—
i “rk-‘!“

“Did  the rodio run
down ihe batiery loo far
o stmrl in this ooldT™

Stan shook bis lead.
“Btarter’s god plendy of

Franece,
110, [
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Where'd it come lrom!

THE SAW: The earlisst
awn were of Binl wad hal
serrbiad teeth, Some have
bwewien Fenanid on Ol Stcime
Ape sitea in gmltlmnl

wietes &bEll I owes 00 I:hn-
Hrange Anl { bt TR Lin
13 B.C

ol any stone cutting o
LB qumld:;:l n.-lu'
& i Bin
wesd g lr!r-.-rum -rrlu:m i
wiis cuttiag. Tha
Imibed mpper saw was &
wris] imr'unmm* e ly
Egvpiinn oo
e Wb e bz B
with the fnmiliar pEsiol

realize there's an socessory posibion. |
switched the key over soon s I saw.”

(Jus gri *“Take the slono o that
Ignition kit and dress the points.™

“Hut they're hrand new!™

“Ever hear of blued points, Sian? In
this eold, circults have low slectrioal re-
glstnnce, With the Ignibion on, n hoavy
current  went  through  those  poinis—
enough to beal them and form i Dblue
oxide conting that blpcks
ctrrent”

“Ous,” mid Stan in
e, Il you're right, T
wanh your car free,™

Husiling back, he
busiend  himeell on the
converiible. Soon ihe
siarter whirred and was

followed by
the roar of a willing en-
gine. Stan scurriced hack
with the igniibon kit
~ "I-uh—didnt toll her
it wona you, Heoas, Just

sald | had in barmow
lllullﬁ[: l-.u. ““:I;. wols. Okny with
m). nt A
Inacsle.™ od
. e “"Free cur wash, Boss
limaclvaninen And o
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The convertible
skimmaod pwny, Gus
wtarted bl own engine,
buat just as he was about
io pull out, & swelling
siren froee his throtile
fooi. The palice car
braked hard, neck amd

fein

isEgEsEed T

pep. Gus, ['ve just got 1o h'..';, hﬁf'ﬁ":ﬂ:‘ meck with his own.
gel it running. Beisy’s teeth. The tec “Hovew he's done it

family ks walling o cele-

mse toadny of raking Ih.-

this Lime!™ roared Cap-

beate Christmas Eve— § 'eeth all in one direction § o0 Bullock,
she wants fo introduen : Skijwt eppear in fﬂ.';n"’ i “Done what?" asked
me (o them fonighi. uhu.il.--ul i B : Guin
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Home Introduction, if 1
'l gel her home in
her own oor without engine froable!™

=1 think T dig” sabd Gus, = Ddd it mun
all right gelting hoee?"”

s g, | don®t know, She was going
o pick me up, but that poliee job made
me luie, 1 got a ride out.”

HMpw points, A hot battery, Stan, did
ghie have thst  rodlo wurh]ng with the
igmition on, any o

“Yoah! How'd sl know? Bhe didn'i
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“Fiamd Il Runs greal
mow. Coorss T wan 5 hit
hasty with the boy,'"

Gus amiled with rellel. “He'll unise-
stoned, Capiain,”

“Wall, I'll go eanler on him next ime
As for vou, Cius Wilson, I've gob jiast bao
wiwchs 1o spy o you,©

“I'm listeming.”

The capiuin grinmed liks Saint MNick
himssdi,

“Blerry Christmas®™ he moared.




