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Hi! - My name is Jack and I work here in Bill Green's garage. | am a
trolley-jack, which is used for lifting heavy loads. That's why they call
me Jack! My job is to lift up the vehicles so that Bill can safely climb
underncath to repair them. Now, I'm going to show you how I work....
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Here | am in the garage workshop. | have lifted the car up by
putting my head under the back bumper and raising my body.
To do this, 1 pumped the lever you can see me holding. Bill
is under the car repairing the exhaust pipe, and | can sit here
and have a rest until he's finished. Sometimes | have to raise
very heavy cars - which makes me puff and pant and perspire
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I'm going to demonstrate how | raise and lower my body. You
can see that my body is as far down as it will go - this 1s how
I sleep, and also how I rest when Bill has no work for me.
When my body is down like this, I can slide underneath the
lowest car and begin to lift it by pumping the lever. Before |
tell you more, | shall have a nice cup of tea in my 'Jack' mug...




Now the fun begins! | move the lever up and down. and my
body starts to rise up. It's hard work, but good exercise. When
I'm really fit I can lift three tonnes. For really heavy loads 1 get
my friend Stocky to help me. He's also a trolley jack. but Stocky
goes to the gym and does weight-training and he's very strong.



Here | am as high as | can go - a few pumps of the lever and
I'm nearly one metre tall! Being able to raise and lower my
body like this is useful at work, and also when I'm wandering
around our village to see if I can be helpful to people. Later
in the book you will see all of the adventures | get up to, and
how I make good use of my ability to lift up heavy loads.
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Here's Stocky and myself during our tea break. Stocky has some
colourful tattoos on his arms and he wears gold carings. He can
look quite scary sometimes, but he's a really nice guy and is a
good friend to me. And it was Stocky who taught me everything
I know about being a skilled trolley-jack.




I have my own cosy comer to sleep in at mght. Harry. the
garage cat, sleeps on my back and keeps me warm. From my
window I can see the Biscuit Factory. And there's an owl who
calls out in the night - it can be a bit spooky. By my bed is a
photo of me taken when Bill took us all to the seaside for the
day. | feel sleepy just thinking about my lovely comfy pillow
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When ever | get the chance, | try to help out people

in our village. Every three months when Miss Willis
cuts her hedge, she balances on my head and 1 1ift her
up so she can reach all the leaves. She's a very pretty
lady and | think she rather fancies me. She always
gives me some cake and a cup of tea.
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Sometimes in the morning | see the Polensky twins. Zena and
Rita. on their way to school. If I have time | give them a lift.
Most of the journey is down hill, so we really whizz along!
They enjoy the ride, and by the time they get to school, their
cheeks are glowing with the thrill of going fast. It puts them
in a good mood to start their lessons!
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| have a part-time job working at our local library. and it's great
fun! Miss Armstrong, the librarian, sits on a chair balanced on
my head, and by raising and lowering my body and moving
along the book shelves, | make it possible for her to reach all of
the books. In return for doing this I'm allowed to borrow as many
books as I want. Reading is a great past-time!




When I'm not at work, | like to get out and about and enjoy
activities with my pals. Here | am looping-the-loop at the
Skateboard Park. Pete and Chas are watching with great
amusement. They just can't imagine what it's like to have a
built-in skateboard like mine. Being a trolley-jack can be
very useful at times! Take great care if you use a skateboard,
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A few weeks ago Bill and | were working on a car. | had raised
the back of the car very high so that Bill had plenty of room to
work in. Suddenly we heard a loud "crash’ and then people in the
street started shouting and running past the garage towards the
shops, | couldn't 2o into the street to see what was going on as
I was holding the car up. Bill was worried. 'l hope no one's hurt'
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Suddenly Mrs McGreggor came running into the workshop.
She was completely out of breath from dashing all the way
from the high street. "Jack! vou've got to help us. A bus has
crashed through the Chemist shop window and a cvclist

is trapped underneath, Please come quickly.' | dropped the
car down, and Bill rolled out from underncath just in time!




Within a few seconds | was on my way 1o the high street. In
the distance | could see the large red double-decker bus. And
just visible were the cyclist's legs where he lay trapped, What
was | to do? Could I lift such a heavy vehicle? But this was an
emergency and everyone was depending on me. As | arrived
they begged me, Jack, raise the bus as quickly as you can.'




Quickly. I slid under the bus and started to try and raise the
side of the vehicle. Soon | was red-faced, and sweat was
flying off my forehead. But little by little I was able to lift
the bus. The cyclist was a little dazed and very grateful to me
for coming to his rescue. When the bus was high enough, a
passer-by dragged the cyclist clear, By now | was exhausted!




Whilst the cyclist sat on the curb. the Chemist attended to his
cuts and bruises and made him a hot, strong cup of tea. He was
soon smiling and feeling better, but his bicycle was completely
flattened. The Chemist joked, '"That could have been vou!' Now,
| was a local hero. and all the people in the street cheered as |
left. If you cycle on main roads, always be very careful,
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On the way back to work. | passed the Hardware shop. One of
the customers was about to load some heavy bags of cement
into his van._ If there's one thing I'm good at lifting it's heavy | ®
objects. Immediately | offered to load the bags. | was able to
carry three SOKg bags at a time - a total of I50Kgs. But that's
an casy load for a trolley-jack like me to lift!




One night | was awakened by the sound of fire-engine bells.
A bright orange glow was coming from outside - the Biscuit
Factory was on fire! It was a frightening sight for Harry and
myself. Even my friendly owl had left its favourite branch on
the tree, | could hear lots of clamour, and someone shouted,
'Mr Robinson is trapped inside!" There was no time to lose



Al the Biscuit Factory, firemen were trying to get the fire under
control. The flames were very hot and much of the building
had been destroved. Everyone was pleased to see me. "Jack,

we think Mr Robinson may be trapped inside, but it's too hot
for anyone to enter.' With my steel body | was flame-proof. So,
without further ado, 1 was through the door and into the building.




Inside. the smoke was very thick. and | had trouble seeing.
Then | heard someone call out - 'Help!" Using my ears rather
than my eyes I navigated my way towards the voice and found
Mr Robinson trapped under a wooden beam in what would
have been his office. He was desperate to be freed, and | was
just the person to help. Once more 'Jack to the rescue!



By now. it was getting very hot and smokey. and | had to act
fast. First, | removed all of the rubble and bricks. Then, using
my powerful lifting ability, I slowly raised the beam of wood
enabling Mr Robinson to scramble clear. But now we had to
find our way out! | put a wet sack over Mr Robinson to shield
him from the heat, and together we tried to find the entrance,




With great relief we found the way out and were greeted by
cheers from the anxious firemen and on-lookers. Mr Robinson
was smoke-stained and a hittle shaken, but otherwise fine. The
intense heat had made my metal body so hot that it glowed pink.
But Mr Robinson had been protected by the wet sack. Don't
cver be careless with fire. Fire can Kill!




On the way home | passed Mrs Simpson's house. 'Gosh Jack.
vou're glowing pink. | could see you coming along the street.' ﬂ
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And yes, I really was feeling hot. To my delight, Mrs Simpson
filled her watering can and sprinkled me with cold water. It
was delicious - vou should have seen the clouds of steam
coming off my metal body. Then it was home, and some sleep






