Dr Max

[bookmark: _GoBack]Tools and spare parts were scattered all over the workshop. Dad had completed the final inspection of his race car in readiness for the weekend championship, but now, inexplicably, the engine wouldn’t start.

Max burst into the workshop through the large roller door. “Aren’t you ready, Dad?” he quizzed. “It’s almost time to load the car into the transporter. Remember, the scrutineering begins at the track at five o’clock.” “I thought I was really organised,” Dad said, frustration clearly evident in his voice. “But now I can’t get the engine to start. There must be a simple explanation, but time is running out. I might have to contact the race promoters to withdraw from the event,” he added despondently.

As Dad continued to search for the solution, Max could sense the rising tension in the air. They both knew how disappointing it would be if Dad was forced to miss the race. Max turned and walked outside because he knew his dad wouldn’t be able to focus on solving the problem with him hovering about. “I’ll take him something to eat,” Max decided. “That might improve his concentration.” 

Max returned to the workshop through the small side door, and from this angle immediately noticed the ignition wire was unplugged. In no time he’d connected it, and on the next attempt the engine roared to life.

“Max, you diagnosed that problem expertly!” Dad complimented him. “From now on, I’ll have to call you Dr Max!”
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