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@eath Went That Way

The way is aroad . . . leading to a macabre rendezvous
planned by a dead man!

HE road unfolded ahead of me, side. I was getting into western Pennsyl-

smoothly and quietly. There wvania. I wiggled my foot a bit on the

wasn’t much traffic. I glanced accelerator to ease the stiffness that sets in
down at the road map on the seat at my after hundreds of miles of driving.

By ALLISON V. HARDING

e e s A e e s (TR A

Heading by BORIS DOLGOY.



30 WEIRD TALES

I feit happy that early summer after-
noon. For here I was, no longer Johnny
Abbott, unemployed . . . but, thank the
Lord, Johnny Abbott with a job and a few
dollars in his pocket. And I was headed
out for the land of plenty. Out in Cali-
fornia a repairman with not too much ex-
perience was appreciated. Back in the
East . . . nuts!

I had answered one of those ads: “Be-
liable parties wanted to drive cars to
Coast.”

I took a chancc. I went over to
used car lot on Eleventh Avenue and
talked to the man. I said I wanted to get
to California. That I had driven for years.
I showed them my license, birth certificate,
and letters of recommendation (they
hadn’t done me any good elscwhere).

I was okayed. My job was a 1940
cream-colored coupe. It was a repaint job.
I wasn’t crazy about her. She looked as
though she’d been smashed up and then
patched together again and painted over.
A casual look at the motor showed me the
engine had once been supercharged and
had had various gadgets on it. The guy
who’d owned it probably was a speed fiend.
And my hunch was he’d gotten into trouble
—for if ever I saw a patched-up job, this
was it. To an auto repairman a bad auto
accident leaves evidence on a car that can’t
be patched up or painted over.

But I wasn't the guy to ask questions. I
wanted to get West too darn much to care
even if I had to go by dog cart.

It was carly this morning then that I
showed up, got a gas certificate, and a few
bucks, and got into my car. The agent
stood on the running board, handed me the
papers I would need to complete the trans-
action out on the Coast. Just as I was
about to shove off he said: “Well, I hope
you make it this time. I hope you get all
the way out there this time.” I grinned
without thinking and said sure I was as
good as there.

I WAS hitting along on Route 30 into
Pittsburgh when I first noticed it. By
“it” I mean that the old bus began to wig-
gle a bit. You know how on a windy day
you get a side pull and push when you're
going along at a good clip? Well, this
was just like that . . . only there wasn’t any
wind.

Another thing happened not long after
I noticed the wheel tug. First I thought it
was the wind too. A whistling. That’s
what it was, a whistling. And even as 1
rolled up all the windows and checked the
hood catch, I began to make out a thin
melody. The tunc faintly whistled was
“East Side, West Side.” I tried to laugh it
off. For a car that didn’t have a radio, the
crate was mighty musical. Oh, well, some
trick wind pull on the underside of the car,
I reasoned. That was all therc was to it.

I gripped the wheel with both hands,
counteracting the occasional tugs on the
wheel I could feel. But I couldn’t rid my-
self of the strange sensation . . . as though
somebody were trying to pull the car off the
road . . . or in another direction. And
through it all was that damn thin whistle,
“East Side, West Side, All Around the
Town. ...”

Then I thought something in the steer-
ing wheel might be loose but she re-
sponded to the wheel perfectly okay. Oh,
well. Then I remembered the first gas sta-
tion I'd hit earlier in the day. All the
Acme Agency cars must follow the same
route out to the Coast. From a look-sce at
the map I gathered that the main idea was
to avoid all suggestion of toll charges (wit-
ness my being forced to take 30 to Pitts-
burgh instead of the Penn trunpike).
Well, I hit the first prescribed filling sta-
tion back near York. I guess the boys in
these stations get pretty used to seeing the
Acme cars going to the Coast. But when
I pulled in, two of them looked at me as
though I were nuts. Then they sidled
over and said:
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“So they're still trying to get this old
bus out, huh?”

I found out my “bus” had headed for
the Coast before. I wondered vaguely why
and how the car had got back to the East
only for somebody else to have to take it
out again. But that was no concern of
mine. I was the lucky one for having this
opportunity. If it hadn’t been for this,
I'd still be filling out application blanks in
the East.

“What's the jokc?” I grinned at the two
attendants.

But they shul up then and it wasn’t un-
til T was oil and water-checked and four-
‘teen gallons to the good that one of them
in checking the company list and taking the
serial number from my charge card said to
me, “You mean they didn’t tell you about
this boat, brother?”

“Tell me what? I don’t get it.”

He leaned confidentially on the running
board. “This car just don’t like the West,
Mister. Nobody can cver get her out.
She’s a crank, that’s surc.”

I laughed then and said I was a repair-
man and guessed I could handle whatever
came up.

"Well, Mister,” he concluded, “maybe
this calls for a particular kind of repairing
that you can’t do. I tell you that car’s
kinda haunted.”

I drove off. Of course it was some kind
of joke I didn't get. Apparently the car
had been scnt out before and had devel-
oped some sort of trouble.

So what. Maybe the boat was a freak.
Every so often you hit what they call a
“dog” in the automobile trade, a car that is
a bad performer. You can't help it. May-
be the old bus was suffering from a weak
constitution. I'd keep ’er rolling. Once
out to the Coast let her fall apart!

NEARING Pittsburgh I made a right
turn and headed up toward New
Castle, crossing the Alleghany. The coupe

was behaving all right now and I began
to think the whole business was my
imagination. An hour or so more and I
pulled into another indicated stop on my
map.

The young fellow who scrved me at this
station didn’t seem to recognize the car.
For some strange rcason I was glad. But
then, just as I was checking my air the
manager came out of his little central
building and camc toward me.

“Say-y-y, I thought Acme had given up
trying to get that wagon out to the Coast.
Have you had any trouble yet?”

I guess I got sort of mad then. 1 de-
manded to know what all this business was
about. I'd come several hundred miles
and I was still in the driver's seat and the
bus was pointed straight at the Pacific
Coast. So what?

“So nothing,” said the manager taken
aback at my yelling at him.

“It’s nothing to me,” he continued. "It's
just that that buggy is a bad luck car,
seems. You'll run into trouble somewherc
and then we'll tow the car back and Acme
will start out all over again to shoot ’er
West.”

“It's not my hecadache,” the manager
concluded walking away, “you look tough
enough to take care of yourself. Good
luck.”

I headed below Youngstown into Ohio.
It was getting late and I thumbed up the
fender lights. We werc encouraged to get
out to the Coast as fast as we could without
breaking any laws—but sleeping every
night isn’t a necessity and I was in need
of the extra bonus that I'd get if I made
the trip in the shortest possible time.

So I thought I'd pick up an extra bit of
mileage and keep going all night or at least
until I felt so sleepy that I had to quit.
Then I could just pull up in some little
Ohio lane and doze.

This was all new country for me and I
was interested in it. As the darkness drew
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on, I snapped on the headlights.
coupe bounced on into the night.

“Hmmm,” I growled out loud to my-
self. “Those guys trying to scate me with
some crazy jinx story. You're all right, old
girl,” and I gave the horn button an affec-
tionate pat.

F tripped the accelerator a bit more and
the little car bounded forward eagerly into
the misty dark. Why, this little buggy
couldn’t wait to swim in the Pacific! I
grinned at the thought and pounded on.

Then ahead I saw the dim lights of one
of those all-night stations, few and far be-
tween in these days. I coasted onto the
concrete drive and pulled up next to the
little house.

An old codger came out smoking his

ipe.

“Help you, Mister?”

“Yeah, I'd like some gas . . . and I want
to take it easy for a few minutes if you
don’t mind.”

“Sure, young feller. I'm glad to have
someone to talk to. It gets kinda lonely
for an old man out here. Come fur?” he
added.

“From New York. I'm headed West.
You know, agency cars going out to the
war workers.”

The old man bent inside the hood of my
car. “Water and oil are okay. So you're
heading West, huh? Well, they say that’s
where the money is. Things are pretty
slow around here all right. Mighty slow.”

I was stretching my legs a bit as I cir-
cled around the car.

My

IN THE dimness of the yellow station

lights there was something ominous
about the old boat. She stood there, her
cream sides barely reflecting the dull light,
her nickel sparkling feebly, her radiator
headed into the night . . . and looking as
though she wanted to get back into the
darkness.

“How many did you say?”

TALES

“Fill "er up,” I said.

The old man laborjously rang the gas
registering indicator back to zero, took the
hose and started the pump.

I reviewed the stories I'd heard about my
auto.

And it all seemed so silly to me. A
haunted car! It was crazy! Why it’s okay
to have 2 haunted house but a car . . . nuts.
Those stories had me on edge!

“There you are, young feller.”

I followed the old man into his office,
gave him my credentials and Acme gas
credit card. I settled myself in the little
office with the attendant.

The old man repeated that he liked to
have somebody to talk to on these lonely
all-night tricks.

I could see he was anxious to keep me
there because after taking a few bottles of
pop from the cooler, which he insisted on
paying for, I said well, I thought I'd better
be getting along.

“Now, Son, there’s still a long night
ahead of us. Just take it easy a bit longer
and keep me company for a while.”

I said well, I could take a bit more time
off. And anyway, I said, my bus didn’t
seem to like the idea of going West, jok-
ingly.

“"Reminds me of something that hap-
pened around here a couple of years ago,”
he reminisced. He puffed on his pipe and"
settled himself morc comfortably. I
thought to myself, I guess I'm in for it
now. But his first words got my attention.

“You never head of a haunted car,
ch?”

I shook my head silently with a small
core of uneasiness in my heart.

“You know, I'm a deputy sheriff around
these parts,” he pulled back his vest and
showed a large star.

“Mebbe you remember about two years
ago when that there masked raider was
pulling a lot of bank robberies around out
here in the Middle West. Well, he pulled
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one across the border in Ohio and we heard
he was acomin’ this way. 'Course you
weren’t in these parts, but it seemed that
this guy, Red Thompson they called him,
had only two things in the world that he
care about.

“One was his car which he used on all
his escapades and the other was a sweety
he had back East. Every time he pulled a
job—and he was a lone wolf always --he'd
circle toward the East. We never caught
him. He had a dozen different sets of
license plates and he’d even repainted his
car. Well, this time he came over the
border and headed through here.

“State cops were after him, but Thomp-
son had a sup-upped job and he was a devil
driver. It was mighty hard to get within
rifle, much less pistol shot of him. Well,
sir, while some of the boys were chasing
him over the border, onc of the State men
phoned ahead and we got out on Belvedere
Ridge and threw up a barricade as fast as
we could.

“We knew Red would have to pick the
Belvedere Road, cutting across down into
Pennsylvania or take the State Turnpike

and we didn't think he’d take a chance on”

that. Too many State patrols, and once you

get on there, it’s hard to get off except at

certain easy-blocked places.”

THE old man paused, lit his pipe and
leaned back reminiscently. I was inter-
ested in the story in spite of myself. Why,
Belvedere Ridge was only a hundred or so
miles from where we were, I remembered
from my map.

“Go on,” I encouraged.

“We were out there on the Ridge, "bout
seven or eight of us. A couple of the boys
were armed with .22’s and somebody else
had a shotgun. I had a .38 service revol-
ver, not much of a bargain on a moving
car. 'Then several of the boys had clubs,
and one guy, a linesman fellow I never
liked too much had a jack handle.

“We built a log barricade across the road
at the peak of the Ridge. We built it on
one side to the cliff, and on the other right
out to the edge of the road. The road ran
between the cliff on one side and then the
land dropped off on the other side. There
was a sheer drop of a couple of hundred
feet into a rock-bound valley.

“We waited, and waited. And then in
the distance we heard something coming.
It was a car all right. We scattered off the
road and clambered up the cliff to the
right. All but a sour-dispositioned guy,
McGuire, his name was. He got down a
few feet at the side overlooking the valley.
We hefted our weapons and got set.

“Up the road out of the distance roared
Thompson. We knew it was the critter
because nobody else would be traveling so
fast on that devil’'s road. The road broke
and turned back on itself and Thompson
wouldn’t get much of a look at the recep-
tion we'd built up for him until he was
right on top of it. That was what we
wanted anyhow. We hoped he'd snatl
himself up on the barricade.

“Thompson slammed his way into view;
boy, I wanta tell you he had his old bus
humming. But he spotted the logs across
the road and twisted the wheel. We
started to shoot then but the racing, twist-
ing car wasn’'t much of a target. We
pumped some light caliber bullets into the
car.

“I'm sure of this because the glass
frosted up on the side of the auto. But,
By Gum, if the crazy guy didn’t think he
could go around the barricade . . . and off
the side of the road he went, his car tottes-
ing on the brink of the sheer drop into the
valley. I think he would’'ve made it, too.
We were up on the cliff, on the other side
of the road from him, amazed and pump-
ing away. I'd used up the five shells in
the revolver and was pawing for some
more cartridges. But it looked as though
before we could do anything about it, he'd
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)
be past the barricade and back on the road
t'other side.”

“Then McGuire cntered the picture. He
was perched low on the far side of the
road, hanging on with one hand and
brandishing the heavy jack handle with the
other. I was scared to death Thompson
was going to run him down.

“Then McGuire raised up full height

. . and hurled the jack wrench squarely
at the windshicld of the oncoming car.
Boy, I want to tell you it went through thc
windshield with a crash, right at Thomp-
son. We had a plain shot of this.

“Yes, sir, I can sce it now, Red threw
up his hands to protect himself from the
smashed windshield and the jack . . . and
as he did the car bucked out of control off
the side of the ridge into the valley below.
There weren’t nothing else to do but col-
lect the pieces.  The old bus turned over a
couple of times on the way down, but shc
wasn’t too badly smashed. Thompson was
done for though. And he’d "a been as clean
away as 2 hate if McGuire hadn’t stood up
and heaved that jack handle.”

The old man shook his head, “Plenty
of guts, I guess, but McGuire was nasty.
I 'member hc was arguing about the re-
ward all the time we was pulling what
was left of Thompson out of the smash-
up below. Even with a bandit it seemed
disrespectful and ya can bet Thompson
woulda done somcthing about it . . . if
he’d been alive!

“I recollect there was one funny thing
about the affair. As we climbed up the
cliff from the wreck, we thought we
heard a whistling. Now I'm not a super-
stitious man, but so help me, it was a tune
that Thompson was always supposed to
whistle.”

“Thompson was dead, all right?"" T said,
half-smiling. '

“Sure he was dead. We must’ve imag-
ined the whistling. Those hills out there
are kinda funny anyway, with the wind

blowing and all. Still it was funny.”
The old man looked up at the ceiling
meditatively.

“Just as clear the tune was, I remem-
ber. . . .” He pursed his lips and began
to whistle slowly.

I sat bolt upright.
what's the name of that.”

He stopped his whistling and hummed,
“East Side, West Side.”

“What's  that,

WELL, I gucss T got out of there fast.
I got into the coupe and drove off.
There was something scary about this.
The tugs on the car wheel! The whis-
tling I had hcard myself! T tightened on
the wheel and hcaded on along the road.

This was silly. A lot of wiseacres kid-
ding me, an old man’s story and a whis-
tling noise, probably in my head. Crazy?
Why, I was a sucker to fall for this blar-
ncy. Thete’s always a lot of quaint peo-
ple with quaint ideas in these small towns.
The whistling I'd heard was the wind. It
must have been. T ripped ahead more
confidently. It was getting dark, but I
figured I'd keep going and try to make as
much time as I could. After all, Acme
men are supposed to get out to the Coast
as fast as they can and don’t forget the
special bonus for making it in less time
than average!

Resolutely I decided to drive all night.
I eased down the accelerator a bit fur-
ther and edged the car up to the limit.

An hour or so passed and I began to
nod at the wheel. 1 don’t like the idea of
dozing off and cracking into a tree. So I
finally picked out a likely spot and pulled
up for a bit of sleep. As an afterthought
I got the heavy metal spanner out of the
tool kit and placed it on the seat beside
me. It lay there, 2 hunk of reassuring
metal. I locked the car doors from the
inside, rolled the windows up until there
was just a crack left on each side for me
to get air through but making it impossi-
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ble for anybody to reach through and
unlock the car doors.

And a couple of minutes later T was
asleep. I was that tired. And I dreamed.
Lovely dreams. All about driving onto
the beach at California and right into the
water where I traded my car for a surf-
board and bounced over the waves pulled
by a motor boat driven by a gorgeous,
grinning blonde.

I was jouncing along over the waves
having a wonderful time when a particu-
larly big jounce woke me up. And I was
moving all right. It took me a second
to figure where I was . . . I wasn’t in my
little Manhattan hall bedroom all right.
I was in the car . . . and it was going
and . . . I craned my head. . . . Some-
body else was driving!

“Heh,” I let out a startled yell. My
stomach did a flop. The guy driving
lJooked dead! I mean just that. He was
so white—with a shock of red hair accen-
tuating the whiteness. It was dark and
that was what made the pallor so remark-
able.

It almost seemed to glow as though
the white of his skin came through his
rumpled suit.

I'd been pushed over onto the other
seat and the spectre was behind the wheel
looking straight ahead. I wasn’t going
to argue with no dead man, believe me.
Then it hit me quick who he was! How
did T know? Well, he must have been.
He had red hair!

E DROVE along for a while and I
didn’t know what to do. The guy

was ripping but he was a superb driver.
On one or two comers I put my hand
over on the wheel and brushed against
his forearms. They felt like rock steel.
I gave up any idea of wrestling it out
with him. Apparition or not, he looked,
and felt strong. We were going too fast
to jump. So giving up the idea of tus-

sling with this guy, I got into my corner
and stayed.

* We were in some section of the country
I didn’t know. Every now and then we’d
pass a lonely street light and I'd look at
my “dead chauffeur.” He was white and
where his cyes should have been there
were just black circles. On top of the
white face his flaming red hair stood out
like some ghastly neon sign in the middle
of a graveyard at midnight.

I was wondering what would happen
when all of a sudden the Thing started
to whistle. First it sounded like a steam
winch, a hissing and a blowing . . . and
then out came the whistle, all hollow
“East Side, West Side . . .” then he be-
gan to pull the wheel more from side to
side. I edged necarer and waited my
chance. The ghost began to get excited.
For the first time he looked to lcft and
right and then back. He didn’t even no-
tice me. For him I wasn’t even there.
I was closer now. I had started to put
out my hand to grab the wheel when the
figure of Thompson, for now I was sure
of this, began to contort and twist terri-
bly. We were coming rapidly to a bend
in the road and involuntarily I yelled:

“Look out,” and I made a grab for the
wheel.

At that the deathly white figure threw
both hands up in front of its face. We
were still going at a good clip and T had
my hands full grabbing the wheel and
pulling the coupe back on the road. For
scveral seconds my attention was riveted
on guiding the carecning coupe but with
car speed once again normal and under
control, I chanced a sidelong glance.

Thompson had evaporated, disappeared
completely. I slid under the wheel and
braked the now slowly moving car to a
complete stop. I got out and looked back
down the dark road. Nothing to be seen.

Nothing to be heard but the midnight
rustling of the breeze along the dark coun-
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try lane. My knees and stomach were
crawling as I got back into the car.

I couldn’t kid myself out of this one.
I teasoned impatiently with myself though.
Maybe it was an ordinary road bum.
After all, it had been pretty dark. I
hadn’t seen very much.

I inventoried my pockets. Everything
was there. Money, credentials, everything.
I started the car slowly forward and then
I remembered something. I groped along
the seat beside me and then on the rub-
ber matting of the floor. The metal span-
ner was nowhere to be found!

After bolstering up my sagging mo-
rale I once again set the car out along
the road. ‘After all, Thompson's ghost
or no Thompson’s ghost, I was in this to
get to the Coast . . . and nothing else.
And I kidded mysclf, there was surely a
reasonable explanation to all of this—
there had to be!

The car behaved pretty well for the
next few miles. Then, as I was climbing
up a long, lonesome hilly road heading
for the main highway and the State Turn-
pike again, I heard a whistling. The same
whistling, same tune!

I tried for a second or two to ignore
the baleful sound. But it dug and rasped
into my very soul. I shuddered. There
was something gleefully ominous about it.
But I was still driving determinedly hard
when ahead I saw the sign. It leered out
at me.

It read: "Belvedere Ridge 115 miles.”

THE tempo of the whistling increased
like a macabre accompaniment to my
spinning wheels as I shot by the sign and
on up the slope that led inexorably to that
fated ridge a mile and a half further on.
Then suddenly I came to a compulsive
decision. I could not go further!

It took an effort physically and men-
tally. The car was running, racing al-
most by itself now. But I steadied my

hold on the wheel and with an effort
lifted my weight off the accelerator. 1
slumped in the driver’s seat as the coupe
slowed. My foot fumbled for the brake
and I ground the car down to a stop, my
hands wet with sweat on the wheel. Cali-
fornia nothing! Not in this crate!

Before 1 could change my mind I
quickly backed the car around and headed
it in the other direction.

The whistling stopped now!
headed East!

I didn't care about the Coast one bit
now. I just wanted to get the old bus
back to Acme in New York. I roared.
But never once did the auto falter. She
behaved beautifully. No tugging at the
wheel. No more whistling. By the time
I hit the Holland Tunnel I was begin-
ning to feel just a bit silly. But it was too
late then. A few more minutes and I was
at the Acme lot.

“I got sick,” T said.
it. I'm sorry.”

My misgivings and suspicions about the
car came back a bit then. The mana-
ger was strangely silent. He nodded and
accepted my explanation of illness. “Sure,”
he said. Sometimes I could come around
again and they’d give me another car. So
we parted the best of friends and the only
dirty looks were directed at the car.

You'll think I'm crazy maybe, but by
golly I think the old crate looked posi-
tively happy standing there back in the
Eastern lot. Under the warm sun, as I
walked away with a backward glance, the
old bus looked serene. The last two days
seemed far away and preposterous.

But I knew I hadn’t dreamed any of it,
try as I might to kid myself into this belief.
And somehow I was firmly convinced that
that old bus never would go West.

A month passed before I got up enough
courage to go back to the Acme lot to ask
for another car. TI'd still been unsuccess-
ful in landing an Eastern job. As I

I was

*I couldn’t make



DEATH WENT THAT WAY 37

neated the Acme lot I found myself look-
ing for the cream-colored automobile. It
was nowhere to be seen. I went over to
the shack and buttonholed the manager.

**Member me,” 1 said,»"'I started out
with one of your cars four weeks ago . .
got sick. I wondered if you'd have an-
other buggy for me. I still want to make
California.”

I thought maybe the man ‘wouldn’t
recognize me. But he did.

He said: "Oh, hello Mister. Yeah, I
guess we can fix you with another automo-
bile.”

And he turned away and looked out
over the lot. He scratched his head and
then pointed to a sleck, new job in the
corner. "I guess that’ll be the best bet.”
He told me to show up threc days later.

1 was about to leave when my curiosity
about the old car got the best of me.

“Say, Chief,” I said, “what happened
to the other car, you know, the cream-
colored one? Did you get somebody else
to get it out .

HE manager turned toward me and

grimaced. “Yeah, we got somebody.
But he didn’t get no further than you
did. And he didn’t come back. He
smashed up. All we got left is the pile
of junk they're shipping back to us.”

I gaped.

The manager fished around in the
pocket of his dirty windbreaker.

“Here,” he said. “Take a look at this.”
And he reached out an old newspaper
clipping toward me.

I read:

New Castle, Pa., August 21.—A fatal
accident occurred not far from this place
yesterday when a car driven by T. H.
McGuire plunged off the road at Belve-
dere Ridge and crashed sixty-five feet
into a ravine. McGuire was instantly
killed.

Police were puzzled when investiga-
tion showed that the steering mechanism
had been jammed with a jack handle.

The accident occurred at the same spot
where two years ago vigilantes ran Red
Thompson, notorious bank robber, off
the road, causing his car to crash into the
valley below and killing him. McGuire
was driving the car West for an agency
shipping autos to the Pacific Coast.

Coincidence? Perhaps you'll say Mc-
Guite is 2 common name. How do I know
it was the same McGuire? The answer to
that 1s, I don’t know.

And believe me, Brother, I don’t want
to know!



