


Gus Chases
a Spook

By Martin Bunn
("‘11 IASTING sotindlesaly through the open door, the hlack 50

srdlan wnd inadde the Model Gamee belore Cis Wilsan
A the propricior, and Sinm Hicks, his assssiant, were awarne
of L Feooally surprising wae the stranger who gol oal
A mrmall minn o 6 somber black it e ks s hu,; oo g Bl
hincd, andd a standding slouch. He looked like a human cricature
ol & L valiure
“Whati can we do for yvou™ asked (Gus
=My lefl-lum signal does pol vk ™ sald the stmnger, lils
i Ll Illi' lor biks sirs
“Lat's mew,” sabd Gus. He sedlchid on the key and fipped down
ihe signal lever, The dash indicator stayed dark. So ddd ibe Troni
sigal |..1|1'||s The right -Fsead sigral and medicator worked nermally
Gua foung] both front and rear bolls barmedd owt. He rogelared
thion el obwiscked e Wiring for [fraved spole Thire were fims
"Had this trouble before™ ho nakod
“Meol In tho wo montha ve had this ear™ boomed the ite
marn. “Bul this B the et tme | have takon W out on 6 coss ™
“luad wondeoned whether i opiibd be a shartl.™ remarked Cis
bicnuae both bullbs wont af onoe. Prolsbly notl.™
“1 doubd i1, oo, remurked the stranger, “But [ expect 1o b
back."
Hin ||.'II.I| i @l bhall, tl1||_l|'|t-:'] it thie hlack enr, and aekod ool
Bl wihy, nskid Lius of nobody in particular, “toes he Lhink
b "L1 b Bk ol Lhere's pe shart ™

FRECISELY the sxme fime next afternoon the black car molled
SR T R
“1t happenes] agnin, as | (oeesaw,” sail e roond-ahodlidersd
litde driver. ““Will vou plonse make repoir™ [t & ool mportani, ™
This time neither signal worked, Gus traoed current up o the
lwibwer, bl it wasn't pefting throsugh
“Your fleher unil i difective” e eporied. “1 @ia inetall &
new o, Bl your enl Crooble may e n shorl™
"o, i, boomed the [Hille man “You will find none Bol da
T‘l‘H’l.'h._ i la vital o me o know whether vou oan find & ressen
fowr this ol elfwuliy,
ian ahvenk s heod ss the custormor walloeed ot I iy 51T
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him, Boss. He's gure you won't find any
ihing, but wnnis vou to iryv.”
*Lawrks that
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hilping, he checked whole Hyhting
wystemn. With the new flasher i, the
signals worked perfectly. Wires wore 5
good ng new. The junction block on the
mdinior yoke wns o bit mikew, but all its
tevminals were tight. Batlery strops and
clamps which, it loose,

FITEFs. Were secure. A 2

“Ho he's right," o

R
n

: Where'd it come from?

privete rond, thal oy lehts alvaya fall?™

For o moment (us was i,
“You don't mean,” he sald &t « “thait
wvou think thov're doussd by —apooka™
w"UnI:T“:‘;:luinn e ullrl::hr. Mr.

illsanm, #o feport o the Socloty
for FPrvchic Rossarch, And.” concluded
Rowen jubilantly, “T am certain you will
nol be ablé 1o

HALLENGED by
the little man's cock-
nititude, Cus
had  done Ilnl'nrrh.u
mickel wiring and
R ek
Wi
orler. Even a high-
age guder tost ahawod o
trnce of n short circull.
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ported thal all checked “Couldn’t lind a
okay. thing.” Gus sdmitted
“Very good indeed!™ : THE CHISEL: This ol : when Rowen returned.
The bald, birdlike head : hatbeentracolback mafar : ey 1 il (hink thees
mﬂﬂﬁﬁ . O jﬂjIlFTthm- mh“'ﬂnmmm
ooursn | shall see you s wene very small, wwl shorl we  jist  haven'l
again,™ made of bone ar  shone, trmoed,”™
i e oy aesd “Na, no, Mr. Wilson,"
BALKY automutic chinel was provided with a +  profested Rowen delight-

i
;

i be fithdd = wdly. “This is your in-

Gius forget his odd cus. winsden shaft. Cup
tomer undfl, just 24 | prer chisels a BT
1 loo Rkicele' i i ;E_:Irhm B st

nppeared, its driver
strnngely excited,

“A besdlight barned
oul thils ibme, Remork-

warstl, T metal chised anly
cate dnie Hs owi much

terpretnibon. Hul | know
that the epirits may e
seiil my inlroslon, cun
b miscbrvoun and cven
malevolent. 'Why should
an clecirdml dofect wp

pear abwnys - amid only -

able! 1 shall do o poper
o thid-—-with your  oon-
Hrmatlon, of course,
Plewse check
fully,*

“Wao did last time,” ankd Gua “You
g b know something about this trou-
ble that wou haven't told ue”

The bald hewd cocked midewise. “Yea,
T will tell vou, slthouwgh vou may nol be
lirve™ The Hitle man's chest swelled. 1
am Jonathan Rowen, on amateur psychic
inveatigntor, student of the mystenns of
life and death. The post two nights 1
have apent—alone -on Eagle Crest.™

“In the old Tolliver house, the one peo-
ple say is haunted”™ asked Stan,

“Precisely. The influsnee of s pevchic
phenomens extends o the fool of the
rocuninin. i & there, when | entor ithe

M7 rordisn nEsCE HOVESITE TR
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Imteer in ihe Tron Age gn
ginning whout 1200 5.0,
when mlals of safficien
hardness vinild be
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on Eagle Crest rosd?”
“Lit's fnd ool sug-
grited Clun, “Supposs we
g0 along and see what
hippena™*
“Excellent, 1 ahall bo dolighted. Shall
we stard from hiem ot olght™

ﬂ'ﬂl‘ll’

= HOST huntom!” chuckled Stan as

X he and Cus awalted Rowen thst
right. “Thal's & niw job for wl o be
tnckling, Gus™

"I'm nod bunbing ghosis,™ groavled Cos,
“Jusi somme irbekyowirlng griel, You load
those parts | iold you &

Stnn nodded as U hinck wodan rolled
up. Clos got in, stowed o bl box undes-
foot. As they mioved ofl be hoard s own
car folhwwe, with Slan al the wheel,

Howen's blinker signals worked fmuli-
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lemaly in town amid, later, when he sig-
noled o turm off the parkway. A lew miles
farther on, m great stone pillar loomed
up on the left side of the road. Howen
flicked the signal lever down, slowed not
mquite emough, and swung the wheal, The
big car lurched over o grovel apron
almost bottomed on the, ruts of & neg-
biteed oirt rond.

“It’a right here—" began Rowen, and
interrupting  himself, he pointed to the
dash. The signal lever was atill down,
but the dash indicator had quit hlinking.

W dnking
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He moved the lever fo the off position.
“Btop right bere,” ordered Gus, and
gob out. Ralsing the hood, he askod
Howen lo try the signal again. b woarked!
The left lamp winked in thne o & red
Nushing at the rear, The engine revved
up as i Howen were enger to be awny.

*What's up, Gus?™

Btan's breathless query—he had oomse
up unnoticed—wne o startling that Gua
dropped the hood. If crashed down on
thie poaring engine—and the lefi hend-
light disd. Rowen bopped oul in high
excitement

“You eaw! You are witnesass!®

"Change thal sealed-beam undt," Gus
told Stan. While his helpsr brought @
new lamp from the other cor, Gua fung
theé hood up, played his Aashlight on
thae munasibve engine, braoed thie beadlight
wiring to the junctbon block,

All six lerminals, a8 Gus well knew,
were sevurely tightemed, But in the pow-
erful flashlight beam one end terminal
showed n spot of dizcoloration. Gus won-
dered whothor 1 had been there before
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At 7.
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—the shup lights weren't as bright as the
flash beam

He swnang the light around the junction
bloek. Mathing mould have touched the
darkened fermingl, Nothing ever come
near it exeepl the hood,

T hotoard — stlwinys wp when he checked!
With the [hshlight, Gus soughi oul n
mmutll brooe gl the front oomer of fhe
uprnised panel On it wos o bny spof,
black ms if burned by un eleciric are
Livwering the hool, Gua fingered the spot,
felt the terminal below it

“There's your spook,™ he
tald Mowen. “This junetion
hlock is high at one el
The hood doesn't towch
it, bt chowen  ar
hounced by road shock, (his
brnpe shorts the terminal
that goea to yvour left-tum
eipmal”

“Nal" The word wos a
blast of dianppointment. “Ti
wiorahd bibow a0 fuse,”

“MNot this kind,"” ex-
plained Gua, “A come-and-
go short lke this doesn't
Ligt bang enough, Fot it does
entise midden voliage surges
Lhat burm out balhs,™

Deftaprd, the Fitle man
turmed away, Gus loosenod the junction
block and retighienod it lower down.
With the new hieasdlamp in and the left
blinkor working, he slammed the oo,
The lighis sizyed on.

“Borry wr scared away your ghost”
Gus anid to Rowen

“The truth muost be foed,” said the
little man in n sepulchiml voion,

A b paid Gus, be slipped 0 cand indo
his hand “Perhap 1 can do something
for vou one day, sir,”
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FTER the iail lights of the big car
vanished up the hill, Stan remarked,
e for Hellowess, wisn't ™

“Almost hated to spoil his ghost for
him,"” G admitted,

“Oh, ho didn't hold it agalnsl you,
Boss, Even snid be might do something
far vou. Wonder what his business is
when he's not ghost-homting ™

Loy toened the cird over in the glow
of his car'’s hesdlamps. He grinned o
Stan wryly, “Mr. Jonsthan Howen = an
undertaker,”




