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When two Big Time boys take it on the lam and get cooped up in a hick town, they have plenty of time to think. And
it’s bad for two mugs to think—for they start thinking about each other.

LL cops is dumb.”
It was Nick Pollet who repeated

this, his favorite maxim, original, at
least, in its grammatical construction.

“Smart enough to put us on the lam, anyway,”
Willy Morris, of the long-established confidence
firm of Pollet & Morris, replied. He was seated in
their “office” one story above Main Street. He was
gazing out of the window at passing cars, and
whistling a happy tune. If truth be known, Morris
was not happy. He had reached that point in his
career when a forceful kick to the hinder quarters
would have been deeply appreciated.

“Nope,” declared Pollet, “we got out of Chi for
just one reason—’cause we’re a couple of smart
guys, that’s all. Didn’t we clean up near fifty grand
in one year?”

“Yes,” said Morris. “Where’s it gone? We’re
busted, Nick. What we’re gettin’ out of this hick
town ain’t canary food and you know it.”

Nick Pollet, president and one of the treasurers
of the firm—they had deemed it wise to have two
treasurers—knew all about the canary food. The
citizens of Bloomsville were notoriously discreet.

The little extortion racket that Pollet and Morris
had worked up didn’t yield milk without a certain
amount of immorality in the make-up of its victims.
True, Bloomsville offered a certain sense of
security in that it was the last place in the world
where big-time crooks would be expected to hang
out.

Now, if profits didn’t have to be split it
wouldn’t have been so bad. But there was Willy
Morris, who sat all day by the window and whistled
and ate little capsules of hop when he felt blue.
Willy took his fifty percent of the income without
turning over a hand. Willy was losing his grip, and
he knew it.

For that very reason, there was fear in Nick
Pollet’s heart. He knew every page of Willy’s
book. He knew that Willy had dealt effectively in

everything except corkscrews. He knew that Willy
had killed more than once, and he was afraid.

The string of Pollet’s reasoning led to but one
thing—Willy had to go the way of all flesh before
he got it into his head to send Nick down the same
street.

With Willy out of the way, Nick planned to
make his living as a thoroughly respectable bond
salesman. By which it is implied that the bonds
would be thoroughly respectable; the companies, of
course, would be such stuff as dreams are made of.

Nick walked over to Willy’s window. He
looked down on the street in time to see Town
Marshal Lindsey hobble out of the corner drugstore
and enter the cigar store for the continued
installment of gossip. Nick laughed. “Yeh,” he
said, “cops is dumb. Look at Limpy Lindsey, now.
There’s brains for you!”

Willy spun around on his chair. His thin-lipped
mouth twitched nervously. “Quit harpin’, will yah,”
he snarled. “If Limpy’s so dumb why don’t yah put
somethin’ across once in a while? Every time
you’ve started to sing that dumb stuff, somethin’
happened that’s put us in a spot.”

Nick’s jaw fell down on his ample chest. Then
he snapped it up. Something was going to happen,
and that soon. Willy had been swallowing dope.
Nick had seen Willy’s mouth twitch like that when
Willy had fallen out with an Italian barber. The
next day, the barber apparently committed suicide
with his own razor. Yes something had to
happen—to Willy.

“Where yah goin’?” Nick was watching Willy
narrowly. Willy had crossed the room, his thin lips
still twitching.

“Bath,” snapped Willy.
Nick had forgotten about Willy’s nightly bath.

He breathed a sigh of relief, and began to think. He
was thinking of Willy’s fifty percent of the profits,
and how nice it would go with his own fifty. How
to get Willy out of the way? That bothered him for

“A



TEN DETECTIVE ACES 2

a while until he heard Willy splashing water in the
tub, and whistling “Minnie the Moocher.”

A heavy smile crawled across Nick’s face.
That was Wednesday night. Nick put six

empty whiskey bottles in the rumble seat of his
roadster. . . .

AME Thursday night, and Marshal Lindsey
hobbled into the corner drugstore to say hello

to the all-night soda pusher.
Will Oiler, wizard of fiz and chocolate syrup,

waved a dripping ice cream dipper at the marshal.
“Rainin’, ain’t it,” he said.

“Yeh,” said Lindsey. He knew it was raining. So
did his rheumatic leg. He limped across the floor to
the marble-topped soda fountain. He climbed on to
a soda stool, and his unusual heaviness gave him
the appearance of a flagpole sitter on a very
uncomfortable flagpole.

“Have a coke on the house,” invited Oiler,
cheerfully.

“N’thanks,” replied Lindsey. “With this rain,
that street’s as slippery as hell. Somethin’ might
happen. Got to keep an open eye.”

Will Oiler explained that his cokes weren’t what
you could call intoxicating. He picked up a glass
that was shaped like a hobble skirt topped with a
bustle. Into this, he scooped chopped ice, pushed
syrup and fiz-water. Then he shoved his liquid
masterpiece invitingly near Lindsey’s elbow.

Lindsey drank it. He always did, and then
crunched ice between his teeth.

Will Oiler walked across to the door and stared
at the glistening wet pavement. “Nothin’ ever
happens in this town, Lindsey,” he said. “If it
weren’t for the college, it’d be deader’n a
mummy.”

“Yeh,” said Lindsey, pausing to allow the coke
to backfire. “I’ve been marshal in this town five
years. Once I shot a mad dog that turned out to be
so hungry it’d et a cake of soap. I’ve given a
thousand students hell for runnin’ a red light.
That’s about my record.”

“Why not go to Chi where the real crooks
work?” inquired Oiler, still staring out the door.

“I would, only”—a twinge of rheumatism
caused him to add the “only.”

“Speakin’ of crooks—have you noticed them
two fellows that hangs out two blocks north a here?
Got a flat over the furniture store.”

“I’ve had my eye on ‘em,” said Lindsey. “They

look like real toughs to me.”
“Probably as innocent as a couple of babies,”

said Oiler. “Still, yah never know but what—”
His speculations were interrupted. He was

watching a big, black roadster that slewed around
First Street onto Main, and slithered sidewise for
fifty feet before the driver gained control.

“Boy!” Oiler exclaimed, “there’s a guy the life
insurance companies would be glad not to sell to.
Did you see—” his level voice broke to a shout.
“Hey, buddy, that’s a bridge ahead of you!”

Certainly, the driver of the roadster couldn’t
have heard Oiler’s warning. There was a long,
foreboding hiss of tires on asphalt. The car
swerved. Its tail-light disappeared over the
embankment.

Oiler nearly went through the glass of the front
door in his hurry to get into the street. And right
behind him hopped Marshal Lindsey. Something
had happened in Bloomsville, and Oiler was
yelling about it at the top of his lungs.

“Help! Car in the river. Come on! Help!”
Help was coming. The Main Street population

was flinging from doors and following on the heels
of Oiler and Lindsey. To the end of the block and
the beginning of the bridge they raced. Down the
sloping embankment to the river’s edge.

“Somebody get a boat,” yelled Lindsey. “I can
see the car. Nearly under the water. If the windows
aren’t open, maybe we can save ‘em.”

Lights from the top of the bridge shone on
glassy water and the glossy top of the roadster.
With the exception of a few timid souls who stood
on the bridge, most of the population was down at
the water’s edge.

“If it’s a boat you want, I’ve got one up here a
piece,” one man volunteered.

“Come on then!” shouted Lindsey. “Yer boat!
Somebody run a car to the top of the bank so’s we
can have some light.”

Will Oiler hurried along after the limping
marshal and the boatman. Soda pusher and
boatman jumped into the flat-bottomed row boat,
and Lindsey pushed off. High up on the bank, a
beam from an auto spotlight picked out the car top
in the water.

“I see somethin’,” shouted an observant
youngster from the top of the bridge. “They’s some
un down there.”

Marshal Lindsey saw someone too. There was a
man out there, flopping in the water near the car.
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“Hold on, brother,” he yelled. “Help’s comin’.”

HE man held on till the boat got there. When
he was certain he was safe, he said, weakly,

“My pal—my pal—he’s in there. G-get—” And
apparently river water got the best of him. His eyes
closed and he lay very still.

“I says to Lindsey”—Will Oiler was talking to
his boss, the druggist, the next morning—“I says,
‘It’s a clear case of too much horsepower in a car
and too much mule power in whiskey.’ And after
they got the car out they did find six empty
whiskey bottles in the rumble.”

“Alcohol’s a terrible thing,” said the druggist.
He wasn’t even allowed to sell beer.

“Butcha know, Lindsey’s funny,” the soda
pusher went on. “He’s always expectin’ trouble and
never findin’ it. He don’t see how that red stain got
on the front of Morris’s shirt.”

“Blood?” asked the druggist.
“Naw,” said Oiler; “‘t wasn’t that. Something

sticky. Lindsey seemed to make a lot of fuss about
how long it took to get Morris out of the car, too.”

“How long?”
“About fifteen minutes. There was a student

from the school who’s more at home in the water
than in his Greek class, I guess. He pulled Morris’s
body out.”

“Yeh,” agreed the druggist, “Lindsey’s funny.
He was in here early this morning askin’ a lot of
fool questions about dope.”

As a matter of fact, Lindsey had been in the
drugstore that morning, but his questions were far
from foolish. They were probably even less foolish
than the questions he asked of the janitor of the
Brooks Block, the upper flat of which had been
occupied by Nick Pollet and Willy Morris. Had
been? Yes; Willy occupied a white canvas topped
table at the mortuary, while Nick Pollet was less
restfully reclining on a hospital cot. Nick Pollet
was suffering from “shock” as the doctor put it.

If the truth were known, the doctor thought a
person who was in the hospital ought to be there for
some reason, and lacking a more scientific
diagnosis, he had proclaimed Nick as a victim of
shock.

The afternoon following the accident, Nick
Pollet had a visitor. It was Marshal Lindsey.

When Lindsey entered, Nick waved a big paw
above his pillow. “Hi, Mr. Lindsey. Guess you
saved my life. Thanks, and many of ‘em.”

“Guess I did,” Lindsey grunted. “Say, Pollet,
did you know your pal, Morris, was a junky?”

Nick did know. He further added a choice bit of
ungrammatical philosophy to the effect that dope
was a bad thing.

“Yeh,” said Lindsey. “It was bad for him and
you, too.”

What was the dumb cop getting at, Nick
wondered.

“N’other bad habit Morris had,” Lindsey went
on, “was takin’ a bath every night instead of just
Saturday,” this reflectively. Then his eyes snapped
down at Pollet. “Did you see that red stain on the
front of Morris’s shirt?”

Pollet had been too woozie to see anything, and
he said so.

“Uh hum,” said Lindsey. “Never could figure
out why you went down that embankment. ‘T ain’t
steep right there. Maybe you could have stopped
the car before she hit water. Water wasn’t deep
there neither. Morris might a got out too, if he
hadn’t had too much water already.”

“Yep—fire water,” said Pollet.
“Nope. Just plain hot water,” said Lindsey.

“What you did was wait until you heard Morris
runnin’ water for his nightly bath. You galloped
into the bathroom an’ gave him his bath premature
like. You didn’t even give him a chance to take off
his clothes. You’re a big man—lots bigger’n
Morris, and you just held him under the water till
he got full. Then you got him into your car which
was fixed up with whiskey bottles to look like you
was hell-bent for an accident—and durned if you
weren’t. You knew just where to go over that
embankment so’s you wouldn’t get hurt. You knew
just how deep the water was, and how you could
get out of your car.”

It was not without certain qualms that Pollet
faked a laugh. “Where in hell’d you get that fairy
tale?”

“Off’n Morris’s bad habit—dope. You see, he
took his stuff in little red capsules. Them capsules
was in the front of his shirt when you drowned him.
Capsules dissolve in water, yah know, but it takes
‘em about two hours in cold water to get nice and
pulpy like they was when Morris was pulled out of
the river. Seein’ as how he weren’t in there more’n
twenty minutes, I figured he musta got into some
hot water with his clothes on. I tried dissolvin’
capsules in hot water and it don’t take ten minutes
to do it.”
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Pollet had a sudden recovery from his sickness.
But it was followed immediately by a relapse when
the muzzle of Lindsey’s police revolver gnawed at
his belly.

“Yeh,” Lindsey said, “I saved your life, and I’m
keepin’ it for a while till I can hand it over to
someone who’ll know just what to do with it.”
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