MC CUSKERS

Mike was a couple of years older than I, but Blaine was my age. We had been together in Mrs. Reeve's first grade and Mrs. Carlson's second. At first, the McCuskers lived behind the Park City II Ward church in the house that Wendell Peterson would eventually buy, live in, then move to Sandy. I didn't know Mike and Blaine too well then, but when they moved on to Woodside, just across the street from the church I saw more of them. For a kid seven years old Blaine could really draw. He could dash out cartoon characters that were first rate. Mike and Blaine both considered themselves connaisseurs of fine cars and since I fancied myself somewhat of a specialist as well, having lived across the street from Mawhinney's Sinclair Service and Chevrolet/Oldsmobile dealership and witnessed the construction of his new "show room", we spent many hours ogling the new models that were occasionally parked along Woodside. I remember three in particular which caught our eye. One, was a two-tone green Nash four door sedan that looked like a seasick beetle. The second, was a sleek, long, low (almost flat) blue Hudson usually parked in front of Mrs. Webber's house. The last and, of course, the best was a great white Cadillac. What fascinated us the most about this King of Kars was the gas tank opening—there was none. We went over every inch of that car searching a gas cap or a hidden panel, but to no avail. One day we saw the owner, whom we didn't know, getting into the car and Mike boldly asked him how he put in the gas. Pleased, I think, that we had thus scrutinized his pride and joy, he led us to the right tail light and pushed a small red button which appeared to be part of the tail light assembly. To our amazement, up popped the whole tail light apparatus revealing the gas cap. The mystery was solved.

Blaine impressed me in another way. He could whistle louder than anyone I had ever seen. I was determined to master the technique and develop the high tones as Blaine had. I worked until my lips ached and finally succeeded. Today when my kids hear Blaine McCusker's high shrill whistle, they come flying. Their dad wants them on the double.

