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Gus Takes a

Long Chance |/

It was one of those nothing-much-going-on days
—then suddenly Gus was faced with the |
toughest choice he'd ever had to make '

By Martin Bunn

MNE mve on the clock, Stan hung up
(_) the inspeection lamp, picked up @
I||||r;|'.1||| ST, .-'II'H'I |'|H.'-|Iirl|i h.'ll‘L
wnder (he small English sedan on thie
grimamn mmck
“Hold it n mingte, Stam,” ssld Ciea
emorging [mm he ofiee where e had
tmkarnn m phoise eall, “"What did T tell you
aboul using thle mck?™
Hian flushed under the grense amidgm

!“ AR DErERECY FEENQANT 194D

it dovwm that
iL's only a lighd

“lrarss | il forget W
sicly prop. Muat, Cius
Cr.”

‘Mothing light about teesnlyvaone hidn
dredd podsndle of i il on Yol Sure, the
risk of the holt svalve bleseding off i
mrmll, Hiut why take any ehanoe you don '
henwe talT™

Lo | trwsdl B0 rush Bl NMire Dolan
wanls hier cnr ol oo Carefally Stan
wrl the prop 0 plics

“LUComplaired of sjoenks ilid cha™




“YWea, bul nothing's loose,™ sabd Sian
‘Bhock absarbers aren't leaking. Clhnees
are it's the spring leaves, so 'l spray on
BrHMIT |.ri| Lo

“Mm. Before
S, oo me g favor

‘Bure; Gos. Whae?

"Hend the cnr manual, [ left it on the
senl, hoplng you waild.” With that, Gus
wilked outl o whens his wrecker wEs
parked, whisilng inooeently

Smiling at the remembrod cxpression

Wil | i'.I'.l - |||I|'J I l\.'l RN

Ar the ear moped, an afr whistl
spreeched. fnoa aplif srennd o
aiestd locomoalite ae bearing dosn.

on Stan's e (as 'n'.'llr-]l'l :|| “.|.|-_|1_|-|
over o county road, a short cut o the
point on the turmpike from which the eall
had oome. Thers b [||II|||| i I-I.|||--|_E i
lorist. A mew fmn belt soon put the dis
ubled car bnck on the rosd

The pob dome, Gus leflt the wmpike
and headed back over the same winding
road. Sun sparkled on gelity paving, the
wrecker's mobor pureed compelently, and
Cius found time to wonder whether Stan
hnd gpob the messsgs shoil Mo Dalan's

comtm pit



ear. Chapoes were—Gus smibed as the  ing down, §is cab looming in the wreckor's
thought phrased iiself in hie mind—that  window. He felt his wheels bump over
Simn b, the tracks, saw the car lurch sadely past

the far hlinker, and fell & shock of air as
THEHE“m'inhint,mﬂntm- the train blasted by, inches behind the

drenched  country rond, that Gus  wiecker,

wauld soon ba aking o long ond deadly The car ahesd molled 1o the side of the
chance of his own choosing ol and stopped. It driver got out shak-

The first [nnocent clue o i was an [y a8 GQue palled slongside. A slendor,
nlmost-new goclan nhead, As the wrecker  aindy- woll-dreased man in his
erept up on it, Gus eased off the throttle,  late forties, he evidently found it hard to
The other car wos doing scarcely 30, and — apoak.
Gus fancked he biard a skip in the engine “That wns—we—thank you!™ he
now and then. A doubde bluriod. “Knew [ was
Iumﬂmhﬂ :iillll.‘l-lil.i‘l'i'-"' ------ : ﬂmhm‘hl“‘
Gus sin ; * Where'd *  oouldni.”

As the road begen 10 | Woome from? = oy cut it too fine!™
climb, the new oar hare- »  exclalmed Gus, but fell
Iy, mnintmined spesd. . : wilent a8 the driver
At the eroat, just below ] « apined o rear door, The
a ruilrond erossing, Gus = »  dark-haired little girl
heard the othor driver . : hack wors leg bmoes
ghift down. But ihe car ] . “Hhw mn have them
lurched onto the track * *  off mwon,” her bnther ox-
only I buck o an . ¥ plained. “We're hesded
nhrapl stop. ¥ w  for il docior e, Pul

At that moment the - * ghe #till cn’t move
crossing blinker began . Hh‘ﬂruﬂmnurﬁulmm + quiddy. I—I don't
to fash its red-eved * u-nmhﬂw-rﬂrl' ¥ o think we'd have made
warning. Simultaneous- - many 8 . i except for yoo "

* $7.dvol intervals along & -1
fim i
= iy Uhe log il 1
*  thrown  vnrbaand,

on, Gus realized « woubl count the namber of * for a car to nct up.”
two things: The other ; knots unreslad within 38 sec 1 Ty man shoak his
driver could seo noither  S00% Heclme kol apacioss +  head. “No, it was my
blinker: and with the & m-ﬂﬁﬂlhuh::; Dol 1 chew it e
siarier  gproaning, he | Uwir ssel osunl g + lime for Dew [T
profmbly couldnt hear  ° ship’s spoed. »  agnin, Please bow us in
utmjﬂ#h'" e L N I'ﬂiﬂﬂ-‘ilﬂ““-
But as e shut off the
sinrier, the clang rached him. The man B GUS rolled Ento the Model Garmge

behind the whenl put his head out, then
renewed hin efforis to start the dend
eglne,

“Why doesn't he jump™ thought Gua

The eac's startor ground desperately.
Even as Gus was about to get oul and
ahoul Wi waming, he mw something that
impelled him to sct. A child's faoe rose
into sight at the rear window.

Quickly shifting into low gear, Gus
approached the oo a8 {ast as he dared
and nudped none too gently into the
bumper. The child mse higher In sur
prise, and Gus saw that it was a girl.

Az the other car moved, an air whislle
sereeched offside, and in a splil-second
glanee Gus saw o diesel locomotive bear-

T FOnilAR BCIBSCT PIRSLLEY FREY

with the cor, Star wived and ealled,

“Thanks for the tip, Gus™

“What tipT"

“About not taking a chanoe an thai
suenk job. This car bas rubber spring
bushe=. The omnual sald ko paint  the
tushes with brake fufd. T veed mablwr
lube, Mo more squeaks ™

“Fine. While I it lundh, vou might
check this oo for hand starting.™

When he meturned, he found Sitan e
placing the disteibutor enp,

“It's n wonder he gol oul an the road,
Points were the worsf bumit T ever saw,™
Stan (ouched the starter. The sngine
eaughl al once. “Sea? Now painta. God »
real hod spark now ™

CCRTEAED




“Okay, Stan, Make oul the bill. Half
b

made oul billd, with an uneasy snee of
having lorgotien something. Finally he
pieidl ks hwel ol

“Sant Call me when the owner of that
hard starter shows up,”

“He's hore now,” snid Stan in o curi-
ously awed tone, and Gus ssw that the
simnger and the girl, whom he had
dropped off ol the doctor’s door, were in
the shop, s winl over.

“I'm Ralph Emerson,” smid the stran
ger, “and this s Busmmn [ seems the

[E R RN N E RN ENE RN EE NN L

o hao?

R R R R R ]
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whole town knows wyou, Mr. Wilson ™

“Its m small tewn”™ answensd Gus,
“Mow | remember] Did yvou say i wis
fime mgain lor new poinia?”

Emerson nodded. “Sixth  tme  sinoe
I'ver hod this car, 1t burns them up in bwo
weoks Nobody lonaws why '’

"The condensers okay,”
Sinn. “1 chocked U out™

K “n oliny,” agmeed Eawrson,
“But the polots nbeays bem ™

“How nhoui (he opdl™ asked Gos

“One man put in o oew one o monih
ago. He thoughl (e fociory bad installod
g sixvolt coll by mistalee Fud 4 made
nie dilferem, "

el wou buy the car new?™"

“Yis, ol o bargain, Then 1 heard why,
The dealir had bought o pumber of nisw
cars from an oub-olatate agency in n
fMooded] aren. He hauled ihe am here,

HI rorunas oomsecy roassany 1548

voshanboured

Installed new wiring and sold them at &
discount ™

The wiring did look new, with no sign
af water damage. Gus sorutinieed the
thin primary wines connecksld to the onil
ns i1 counting threads in the insulption
Disoonnecting one, he hoolied an o
meter nlo the line and tumned on the
Ignition briefly,

*1 think we've gol 4" mid Gus. "Stan,
gt me an ignition paris list for this car,”

Shulying the sheet, Gus checked one
ftem on it Btan scuirried off again

“More trouble™ asked Emerson.

“The emd of your troubls, [ think™
mnid Gus “You won'lt need pew poinls

for a long fime"™

An Sian did the job,
Cue motioned  the cus
tomser pnd his dowghter
to chaira and began Al
ing his pipe. “Actually,
vour denler was consci
ertiows. Bul he mode a
imubadn ke

Wil

“Hew
ponT"

“Most  ipnition  =sye-
terms have o resistor in
the primury eircuit to
hold current to n sale
limil on  storting  snad
Hlin.; when everything
i pold amned resistance
fow. Mo some 1960 cars
havr & resigtor ware in-
wieaed, The mecimnic wheoe
rewired yours didn't keew thet. He
ripped it oul and gl in ordinary wire®

“Buit thie ear fan well st first.™

“Sure. The coll deew oo much current,
bt gave o good hol spork—until that
oxtrn juiee burned the polints*

Emerson stood up, “1 owe vou more
than T ean ever repoy, Mr. Wilson. If 1
onn ever do anything for vou, please give
me the chnnes o da n.”

s, Mr.

fppmrTrarsmE s R AEEEFA RS e R

TEFALR aboul bhig shots™ murmuanmsd
Simn &e the owr pulled oot

“Who! Mr. Emerson?™

“Sare, he's the Suprepe Courd judge
o those mchel Grals in the counly seat
And fe wanls to do something for v,

"1 don't reamember broaking any lavws
ldaesly,” lausphed Cus “Asd anyway, |
got this job withoul infhaenee. In et 5
wns more a cnse of posh than pudl *



