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Signals Switched

Did Tony Coskey's negligence causo the crash? Or had the brakes
of Fenton Smith's limousine failed? Paging Gus Wilson!

T — By Martin Bunn

HEN Gus Wilson and his helper in the

Model Garage, Stan Hicks, hesrd the

crash, they rushed out into the strect. An
amazing sight mal thelr ey The long-snouted
limousine of Fenton Smith, o wealthy and some
what Irritable Anancier, had mmmed into the rear
il Tony Coskey’s plekup truck., The impect had
coused an sssortment of frulls and vegeiables o
ismupt from Tony's wehicle, Melons, {omnioes,
grapelruit, oranges and ablages rolled alsout wn-
der the fieel of ganihenng speciaiom,

SBmith's chauffear, Bill Sullivan, & bardy ex-
Army sergoant, sat behind the wheel of the lim-
oazsine with a stunned expression on his fooe, Fen-
fon Smith, n thin lath of n man with the predatocy
Erabors of an dagle, had his head out the window,
engaging in hebed discussion sith Tony. (NBoer
Jerry Cormooman wms just arriving on the sosn

"You clumsy ox!™ Bmith sadd. “A man 't aafe
with vou driving that junk pile about. Yoo didnt
algnal woirr stop, 1" sue you for damages. ™

Tony, & sgust e man who supported his
Fimily by poddling vegetabls, looked up nt Smith
in mEtomishmweni

“Put, Mr. Smith,” he protisted, “you can'l sos
meie. [ didn't run indo yvou. You ran into me™

Cius mn his pxpert @0 over the points of mapoct
betwson (he Bwo vehbcles, noting that the only
damage 6 Tony's iruck was a broken Iadl Hghl,
while the Smith Hmesusine had s very EEE IR e
ristiator grille soueshed bevond repuir

“That grille,” Smith declared, getting down to
ook ot Ak, “will cost & preily ponny o rbpln-n-.
Oifiewr Corcoamn, sinee (his fellow stopped abraptly
g i without signaling, s 8l fanlt He should be
r|-.|'Hle.::al :ﬂ:"h":,:z:_::: arreatod for rechles driving.™

Smith demanded.
“Burned my hond a

T FIRST glance it seomesd ridiculoos that (he
LA peeiy fimancier should blameé Tony for fhe

bit," Gus said. cranh, since his car had struck the truck. TL was
= entirely pomible that Tony's stop light hadn't
i been functhioning. 17 s, and H Tomy had Dailed 1o

signal his stop with his hand, Smith might be while
b make his charges stick. Since Tony's stop light
war Bow smnshed, the answer o the question ol
[ntalt soemed o lie with BUI Sullivan, Jerry Cor
ioan’s eyes tarned questiontngly to the chauffeur,

“Tt wasn't Tnn_l,."n mult CHBewr”” Sullivian salil
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breaking his etunned silence. “His stop
light Aashed. 1 wouldn't have hit him if
iy brakest hadn't fofled. ™

“Brakes fniled!™ Smith rosred, glaring
suspicionsly at Sullivan, “Robbish. | don’t
believe it

derry Corvoran inquired sofily, “And
why should you think your own chauflour
would lie about the accident?™

Bysinnders glanord knowingly ol one
pnather, for there vmEn't & perso ]
who didn't know that Tony Coskey had
served in the Army under Bill Sullivan,
and the two were [est friends. Lt eould
well b i Sullbvin wes talding the bimrme
for the crash on his own squane shoulders
to wpore his friend.

"YUU"I..I. o well o remember who
pays your salory, Bullivan,” Smith
smid amgrily, “Covering up for this lellow
will only get you fired.™

“Soery, sir,” Sullivan said Armiy, “The
brmkos fmild. ™

“Check these brakes, Wilson,” Smith
ordered.

(s gt in the limousine. drowve il
buk and forth, applying the brakes. The
firm resistance of the beake pedal, the
irstant reponse, told Guos that, al the
mmmaent nryway, there was nothing wrong
with the hrales

“Ihey s 10 boe all right pow,”™ Guos
sitlel, “baul—"

"t give me any bots, Wilsn"
. i.:l 1 1‘.'P'|-|-Ir1|-’“Imlzl;wl:Il e hliﬂ
thoroughly. If *'s nothing wrong w
them T get 0 new cheulfeur and Tony
Coskey cun pay the bill for the repairs on
my car.”

Sullivan said, "But I (ol you, sir—"

"We've henrd enough from you, Salll-
van, for one day,” Smith said, “Cet on
with i, Wilson.”

As Gus drove the oar into the Model
Chringge b could see Tony Cosloey basting
phbout, gathéring up his frults and vege
tabled. Frioim the missroble expresion on
his fmre, (ius knew that the Ltk mon
realieed 8 new grille for Bmith's lim-
wisstne wistilel eost him more than be eould
b o amaloe in n month.

ium had pever Liked working on Fenton
Smith's cnr while the vwner was around.
The eooentric lhchelor wae inclised W
Jook over his shoulder, complaining, issu-
ing ordore, Now, Gun found, Smith was
v i sEspichous. {han usual, endoubi-

|:'{ FOSULAD BCRFRCE

edly fecling that all hanch wers agnin
him t pel Tony Uoskey off fhe hoolc
Smith watched evory move Cus made
his worleod o (e Lbirnkes, "
Ereber,

Perhaps, Gus thoughl, the
fluid was Tow in the mester cyl y i)
miltting mir into B svelem b aitss braike
fallure. The air might ssoape o restire
brake action when the brake pedal wis
He checked the master-cylindor
flukd level through the epection bole in

[}

“Nouir brakes seem o b all right.," Gus
sl thoughtiully, “but your stop lghts
aren't working, They didn’t flash on when
Bian used the brakes."

“Not working!™ Smilh exclaimed. *Fix
them then—I'm In & hurrey.™

“Just o moment,” Gus said, He dropped
onlo & creeper o slide under the oar,
emerging almost ot once, to remove the
il Jenses from the stop lights. Inspection
proved thal tha bulbs were somnd.

“We'll road-test ber,” Gus snid.

“With the stop lghts oul™ Smith pro-
iestedd. “Fix themn fmst™

Goe smiled dissrmingly. "A rond test
may show why they don't burn, I'll signal
my stops by hand.”

Bmith g in the back seal. His cyes
camw to mest on his chaufleur, up front
with Gus, and o look of seapicion oume
over his leee. "You come back here with
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