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Gus Is Saved

e by a Straw

By Martin Bunn




A picnic that begins in near tragedy
gives Gus a bad time—until he gets an
~assist from the fair sex.

US WILSON pushed the old sedan up

¥ to the 530-m.p.h. speed limit and held

it there. They were late. Heé mumbled

something about women who keep men

wuiting, but the silence from the rear seat

indicated that its two vouthful occupants
had other things on their minds.

“Hey,” Gus called. "You two still back
there?”

“Huh?—oh, sure,” said Stan sheepishly,
“Jane and I are just checking over the food
she brought to make sure we haven't for-
gotten anvithing.”

Gus never cared much for picnies, but
this, he had to admit, was different. It was
the anmual summer outing put on by the
local American Legion post, and the whole
town turned out. There were swimming,
canoving, games, and—most important to
Gus—fishing. And the Women's Auxiliary
set up stands and sold sandwiches, milk. and
pop to supplement the box lunches people
brought.

They Even Ordered the Weather

Gus had had so much fun at last yvear's
outing that he decided this time to hring
along Stan Hicks, his helper at the Model
Crarage, and Stan’s girl friend, Jane Stevens.
And what a perfect day for it, he mused—
not even the elements would dare defy the
Women's Auxiliary.

“Are we going o be late, Mr. Wilson?
asked Jane.

Just like a woman, thought Gus. Hg'l'p_\i
you waiting, then wonders why vou can't
get there on time. “We are,” he said with a
good-natured gruffness, “if we don't get
around some of this traffic.”

With that, Gus pulled out to pass. But
as he did so, the car in front also pulled out.

Gus conldn't keep his mind off the
accident that hud afmost heppened.

Gus decided not to follow and eased back
in. As the car ahead pulled abreast of the
next car, it suddenly started to slow down
and fall back. :

“That fellow better pass or pull his nose
in quick,” commented Gus, as he podded
towand a giant trailer truck bearing down
in the opposite lane.

As they watched, the car kept dropping
back, then swerved crazily, ducking in just
in time as the big 10-wheeler roared past.

“Yipes,” velled Stan, “that was o close
one,”

“Too elose,” muttered Gus. "What do you
suppose that fool was trving to-"

“Say,” interrupted Stan, “isn't that the
Bell's car?”

“By golly vou're right,” agreed Cus, "and
they're stopping. We'd better see what the
trouble is.”

Gus Is Puzsled, Too

Cus braked to a halt ahead of the dis-
abled car, and the tdo got out. As they
witlked back toward it, they saw Ken Bell,
a past commander of the loeal Legion post,
and his wife, Bess, who is the present head
of the Women's Auxilinry. Both were out
of the car, and they looked shaken.

“Gus Wilson!” exclaimed Ken, as he recog-
nized him. “Did you see that?"

“Saw it? Why, | almost got eaught in it
with yvou. What happened?”

“I don't know. She ran all rght as long
as we didnt try to make any speed, but
when 1 stepped on the accelerator just now
to pass, she started to cough and spit, then
just quit cold.”

“Let me try it,” suggested Gus. As he
slid under the wheel, he tumed the ignition
key and pushed the starter button. The
engine started 1-.1--i|3.- ruum.:]u. but as he
tramped down hander and harder on the ac-
celerator, it began to miss. Finally, it died.

“Sounds like it’s not getting enough gas,”
put in Stan.

"Or maybe too much,” replied Gus, turn-




ing the ignition off. “In any case, this nar-
row road is no place to fuss with a balky
engine. Well tow you 1o the picnic
grounds, Ken. It's only a few miles.”

“That would be swell of vou, if you
would,” Ken said, gratefully. “Bess, here,
was supposed to be there in time to super-
vise the setting up of the refreshment
stands, and I've been elected to umpine that
softhall game we have every year between
the World War I and Waorld War 11 vets.”

It didn't take Gus and Stan more than a
few minutes to rig the tow cable that Gus
always carries in the trunk of his car. So,
with Gus driving his car and Stan piloting
the Bell's sedan, the procession soon got
under way. About twenty minutes later,
both cars were safely parked at the pienic
grounds,

No Fishing Yer

“Thanks a million, Gus,” said Ken Bell
as his wife hurried off in the direction of
the refreshment stands. “1 hate to ask it of
vou, but after the ball game this afternoon
would vou help me get this car in some
sort of shape for the drive home?”

“Sure thing,” said Gus. “Well get you
home ome way or another,”

“Well, Jane, how about that dip before
we dig into that lunch vou brought?” asked
Stan after Ken Bell had lefi.

“Good idea,” put in Gus. “You kids get
into your bathing suits. Tl meet you for
lunch.”

“What are vou going to do, a little fish-
ing™

“0Oh, 1l get to that too, but right now 1
think I'll have a look at the Bell's car.”

“Can I help?”

“Not a bit. You and Jane go ahead and
enjoy yvourselves. When you're ready for
lunch, give a yell.”

As Jane and Stan strolled off hand-in-
hand down the path that led to the bathing
pavilion, Gus got ‘into the Bell’s car again
and started the engine. It acted just as it
had before, started easily but then coughed
and finally quit when the power was ap-
plied. It just wouldn't take gns.
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“Humph,” Gus grunted to himself as he
got out and opencd the hood. “Could be
any one of a heap of things. Might as well
start with the distributor and ignition.”

No Fishing. No Repairs Either

Forty-five minutes later, after also check-
ing the fuel lines, fuel pump, and carbu-
retor, Gus was just where he started. He
thought of the kids down at the swimming
hole and wished he hadn’t been so hasty in
telling them to run off. He needed Stan to
help. Or maybe he was just annoyved at his
own inability to find the trouble.

At that moment, Stan returned from his
swim. “Say, how about some lunch? This
is supposed to be a picnic, vou know, not a
branch of the Model Garage.”

“Suppose | might just as well,” agreed
Cus reluctantly, tuking out his disgust on
a piece of waste as he cleaned his hands.
“I'm sure not getting anv place here.”

Jane had evervthing ready. A neat red-
and-white checked tablecloth was spread
out on the ground under the shade of a hig
ouk tree. On it were homemade sandwiches,
friecd chicken, pickles and olives, hard-
boiled eggs, apple pie and cold hottles of
milk complete with straws.

When Gus saw the food that Jane had
brought his eves brightened. “Stan,” he
said, “hang onto this gal. She knows the
way to a man's heart.”

Jane took a bow.

“Just pull yoursell up a piece of grass
and sit down,” Stan quipped. picking up a
paper plate and draping a paper napkin
over his arm, waiter fashion. “Whatll you
have?™

Even a Chicken Leg Doesn™t Help

Stan gave Gus a well-filled plate, but as
the veteran mechanic sat there under the
shade of the tree munching on a chicken
leg and sipping his milk he couldn’t quite
get his mind off the accident that had al
maost happened. Sure, he knew that without
his garage test equipment he hadn’t been
able to give evervthing a complete and

[Continned on page 174]



How to make
files last longer

STEEL is the national security pro-
gram’s most essential material. Its |
conservation is everybody's concern
—and duty. In files, steel can be
cither saved or wasted . . . saved, |
firstly, by buying good files (they
consume no more steel than poorly
made, short-lived ones); secondly,
by proper use and care of fles. Here
are a few rulea:

koep files clean—tap
froquantly on wood Lo
laosen chips; alse brush

throw flles arcund care-
aon top aof
ans another, Scuffs,
dhips teath

lessly—aay,

Blumts,

use Tha right file for the
job: Ditferent metals

ruln wrong fles.

PON’T

put heavy pressure on
forward file &
* file back under
il preliure

smand Tor ""File Filos=
ophy ' —best book on
hinds, use and care of
files you ever saw. FREE,

Using files properly is up to you. Mak-
ing good Ales i up 1o us. Thersa are
none more carelully shaped, accurately
cut, properly hardened —none longer-
lasting than Nicholion and Black Dia-
mond brands. The hardware dealer
who sells them is reliable in helping
you select the files you need.

‘,.-.., NICHOLSON FILE €O. oo
i‘m‘um SL. Prosidene |, .1, #

(*n Camale, Parl Nape, Out, e |

N ICHOI.SON
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Gus Is Saved by a Straw
[Continned from page 144)
thorough check. But he also knew that his
long vears of experience had given him a
pretty  practiced eve at spotting troubles.
Yet, he hadn’t been able to find any.
“Would you like a sandwich or a piece of
pie, Mr. Wilson,” asked Jane. "I made i
myself.”
“That pie looks good to me,”
as he started to get up.

replied Gus

Nowe There's Trouble With Strows

“Wait, I'll get it for you,” said Jane. *I
have to get up anyway to get another straw.
This awlul one has gotten soggy in the milk,

and every time [ suck in real hard it col-
l{!’hlﬁ

“Thats it!” Gus almost shouted,

Jane and Stan looked at the old garage-

mun as if he were “That's what?
said Stan, puzeled.

”Iﬂ s just what’s wrong with the Bell's
car,” explained Gus, thumping his fore-
head with Ili\ L‘IHI:_'Lll'\. h\‘-i|.|l i l']uun]‘l
I've been. Tt's just like that straw. Some
thing’s been stopping that engine from get-
ting the air it's needed, and it's just natural-
lv choked ftself to death.”

With that, he was on his feet and head
i[:f,: up the hill toward the 11.11Li||1_§ Area
Stan got up and followed. leaving Jane, with
a half-nibbled chicken wing poised in mid-
air, wondering if all men were like garage-
men.

“What's yvour huneh?™
they got to the Bell's car.

Without answering, Gus reached in under
the hood of the car and began removing
the air cleaner. “Now,” he said, finally lift
ing the air cleaner out and placing it on the
ground, “get in there and start her up.”

Stan complicd and Gus moved the throt-
tle rod on the carburetor back and forth.
To their surprise, the engine ran smoothly
even when it was wide open. There wasn’t
the slightest hint of a cough or

CraLy.

Stan

asked when

IS,

Itz the Cleaner Al Right

“Clogeged cleaner®™ Stan asked, as Cus
picked up the cleaner and began loosening
the wing nut that held the top in place

The steel-wool flter looked clean enough

to Stan, but Gus had spotted something
else. “Look here, Stan,” he said, holding up
the top of the cleaner

Stan saw nothing particularly out of

[Continued on page 196]
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SIT[ STICKY VALVES

Get rid of engine coughs, jerks, roughness,
Chances are, it's cavsed by sluggish or sticky
valves,

Casite through the air-intake quickly friecs
sticky valves, lets the engine broathe, lets the

power zoom through, Casite in the crankcase
keeps the engine clean and free-running, cuts
engine wear by speeding lubrication.

Get Casite [or your car 1oday—from vour

garage, service station or car-dealer. You gel
]h‘“l‘f J:IIIl'] F‘II'I.IHIt]It‘"I" :‘-Iﬂtn{' l'rrlnrlnu]wn ar
Double-Your- Money - Back.

CASITE NvIBION
HASTINGE MANDFACTURING €O,
BOR @ HASTINGE, MICHIGAN
Condte Div,, Hasiagi Lid., Toronie

FREE!

Write for your free copy
of "Facts of Engine Life.”
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Gus Is Saved by a Straw

[Continued from pege 194

the ordinary until Gus poked his screw-
driver at u Felt pad inside the top. It was
supposed to be cemented to the metal, but
about half of it had come loose.

Cleaner’s Trouble Like Straw's

“This thing's been acting like a regul
Hap valve,” pointed out Gus. “When Bell
speeded up to pass that ear, the rush of air
through the cleaner was fast enough to
suck this corner of the pad down over the
intake to the carburetor, It choked off the
engine like Jane's collapsing straw, At slow
speeds. or when the engine wasn't pulling
a load. there wasn’t enough suction to.pull
it down.”

Gus pulled the pad loose and threw il
on the ground. “That little piece of felt
could have cost the Bells their lives, and
mavbe others, too.”

At that point, Jane appeared, carrving the
red-checked tablecloth and the hastily
packed up remnants of the half-eaten meal.
“1 guess the picnic’s over,” she said ghomly

Next Problem: Fish

“WNot at all,” smiled Cus, “It's just begun.
Jane, if vou hadn’t mentioned that straw,
we might have been here all day fooling
with the blamed car. 1 guess this makes us
even for your holding us up this moming,”

“Oh.” said Jane innocently, “did I keep
vou waiting?”

Gus grabbed his Bshpole and strode off
toward the water, with a wince vou could
see on the back of his neck. EXD

Automatic Reel for Extension Cord

Hene's a reel that
automatically pays
out and retracts up
to 25 Feet of extension
cord for handy use
in the home or shop.
Installed om a four-
inch overhead outlet
box, the Reelite has
an automatic stop ac-
tion that holds the

cord at the exact L\
length wanted. The | §
reel and its cord are llf
protected by a steel = oot

case. Appleton Elec-
tric Co., Chicago,
makes it



