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Mac was hurled off-balance and
the shot went wild
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FROZEN STIFF

By C. S. MONTANYE

DETECTIVE DAVE MCcOLAIN OF HOMICIDE DOES IT AGAIN WHEN HE
FREEZES OUT A CONFIDENCE RACKET AND PUTS A GANG ON ICE!

HUMID heat haze hung over Manhattan
Alike a damp blanket. Dave McClain, the big

Homicide dick, was moist from collar to
brogan. Mac liked summer. In the sprint for the
favorite season Derby, he played the warm months
across the board, straight, place and show.

But there was such a thing as too much of the
same. Anyway, he liked to take his Turkish baths
with his clothes off.

Mac was cussing under his breath when the
prowl car that jolted him up to East 24th Street slid
in among a bunch of kids playing softball, and
curbed in front of a long, very white building with
opalescent green-glass windows.

McClain got a gander of the neat sign over the
main entrance and felt cooler right away.

“The Metropolitan Ice Cream Company!” he

said to Sergeant Creedy, at the wheel of the patrol
car. “And me without a spoon!” He opened the
door. “Oh, well, I’ve got a tongue.”

Creedy grinned and McClain went on and into
the white building. So far there wasn’t any crowd
around it. That meant the patrolman-on-duty’s flash
hadn’t been noised around the neighborhood. In
fact, Captain Fred Mullin, the Homicide Bureau’s
chief, had handed it to Mac fresh as an eggplant on
the vine.

Just inside the door, McClain met the cop who
had done the telephoning. A nice-looking, ex-
soldier rookie with a shine on his shoes and a
crease in his trousers. His name was Anderson and
he seemed a trifle disturbed.

This way,” he said to the incoming McClain.
“Downstairs.”
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“Let’s have it in words of one syllable, officer.”
Mac always treated rookies with deference and
respect. A long time ago he’d been one himself.

Anderson waited for McClain, who happened to
be the champion ash scatterer of the department, to
get a cigar between his teeth and a match lighted.

“The manager of this plant,” he explained,
“George Ettinger by name, called me in a few
minutes ago. They found somebody in one of the
freezers—dead. Ettinger’s down there now waiting
for you.”

The big dick ran a finger around his wet collar
and sucked on his cigar.

“Freezer, eh? | could use some of that stuff right
now.”

A white tiled corridor at the foot of some marble
stairs, took them to the far end of the basement.
Indirect lighting seemed to add to the coolness of
the lower region.

Anderson hurried along briskly. Mac followed
leisurely, his big, flat feet slapping down on the
tiles like a hand on a masher’s face. It was about
twenty minutes after nine A.M. Eastern Humid
Time, and in the rooms he passed he heard sounds
of matutinal activity. The grind of machinery,
voices, the hiss of running water.

A turn in the corridor, another short flight of
stairs down and Mac found himself in the vicinity
of the freezer rooms. It was here that the company
stored its merchandise. Through narrow, frost-
touched windows, McLain saw pyramids of neat
gallon cardboard cylinders.

A door to one of the rooms was open. Just
outside it the man Anderson had mentioned was
pacing nervously up and down.

EORGE ETTINGER was a stocky, stolid little

man. He had all the appearance of a typical
office worker. He was clean and precise, but
agitated.

“Twelve years,” he said, when McClain shifted
his cigar and introduced himself. “Twelve years
I’ve worked here and nothing like this has ever
happened before. A dead man in Freezer B! Not
only dead, but a total stranger! It doesn’t make
sense. It’s—it’s ridiculous!”

Frigid air gushed out of the open door. It hit
Mac like an Arctic blast, making him sneeze. He
chewed vigorously on the cigar between his lips.

“Alex, one of our foremen, opened this freezer
preparatory to having a truck loaded,” Ettinger

went on. “He found the body. He reported to me,
and | sent one of the clerks for this policeman.” He
nodded toward Anderson.

“What’s the temp in there?”

Ettinger looked at a thermometer near the
narrow window.

“Seventeen—now. We keep the freezers at zero.
I had this one shut off as soon as Alex came to
me.”

Mac made a grimace. “I’m strictly a straw hat,
palm-leaf-fan guy. Got a coat?”

There wasn’t any coat so the big dick turned up
his collar, took a fresh drag on his weed and
shivered a way inside.

The dead man lay just inside the door. A young
chap, dark and good-looking. He wore a shepherd
plaid flannel suit, a yellow shirt open at the throat,
a brown scarf. Staring down at him, McClain
thought he looked familiar.

He straightened, tried to control his chattering
teeth and glanced around the freezer. The frozen
stiff’s struggles to get out had been terrible. He had
burned up a couple of books of matches, ripping
pieces of cardboard from the ice cream cylinders in
a desperate attempt to make a fire. His footprints
were all over the floor, in the sprinkling of sawdust
covering it.

Evidently he had run up and down in a futile
attempt to keep his circulation going, to stay alive.
His posture now was one of contracted action, legs
drawn up under him, arms hugging his sides as if to
hold at bay the deadly cold that had struck him
down.

With chilly fingers Mac picked up a silver
cigarette lighter, looked at the inscription on one of
its frosted sides—“To Tommy from June”—and
put it in his pocket. He shifted his gaze back to the
figure on the floor. A hoar frost rimmed the black
hair. No use to go through his pockets for
identification. The shepherd plaid jacket was like
concrete, frozen to him.

McClain backed out of the freezer, sure he’d
have pneumonia by morning. That old devil
Humidity was as welcome as a paycheck. He
wouldn’t complain about it again—if he lived to be
sixty-five which, at the moment, he doubted.

“Tell me about the setup here.” He got his voice
back to normal and his teeth under control. He
stabbed a thumb at doors at the end of the passage.
“Locked at night?”

George Ettinger nodded. “Yes, securely locked.
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We have a night watchman on duty also.”

“Then nobody could get in here?”

“Unless they were an employee, with a key.”

“What about this freezer?” Mac asked. “That
locks from the outside? Let’s see the mechanism.”

Ettinger explained that the tremendous door did
lock automatically from the outside when shut. He
pointed to a red electric light bulb over it and a
sound box, explaining that it was a safety device
which, by pressing a button in the freezing room,
would set off a loud buzz signal as well as a
flashing light.

“It also connects with the office upstairs,”
Ettinger said. “All our employees know how to get
out if they’re locked in. In all my twelve years here
we’ve never had an accident.”

“Id like to talk to the night watchman,”
McClain said. “First, I’ll use your phone—and a
hooker of rye if you happen to have one lying
around loose. Cold? You could put a rib roast on
me and it would keep until next winter!”

Twenty minutes later “Doc” Baggott, the
medical examiner, came in with Captain Mullin’s
trained staff of photographers and print experts.
Mac, who had punished six fingers of borrowed
Old Plantation, felt better when he met them.

“It’s all yours, Doc,” he told Baggott. “One
frozen stiff. Right this way.” . . .

UT in the super-heat of the big town, McClain
wandered slowly away from First Avenue,
heading toward the nearest uptown bus line.

The face of the man who had been on the floor
of Freezer B haunted him. He changed his mind
suddenly about the Times Square district, hopped a
cab to Centre Street and gave the rogues’ gallery a
gander.

Half an hour later he turned up what he wanted.
He was seldom wrong about faces, and the one that
had looked familiar came up as belonging to
Tommy Franz, a former hoofer, a small-time grifter
and petty shakedown artist. Franz had ground out
two-and-a-half at the Ossining address and had
finished his parole bit some two months previous.
McClain studied the photographs and nodded
sagely.

“Knew I’d seen that handsome mush
somewhere before,” he told Devlin, the officer in
charge of the pictures. “You remember Tommy the
Tapper. Used to dance on a table at the Rainbow’s
End. Hagen picked him up for working a squeeze

play on a cloak-and-suiter from out of town.
Tommy had the visitor’s leather, full of green, in a
hip pocket, along with his flash. He got the bend
for that. The case was plenty hot but you can’t say
that much for Tommy—now. Or,” he added,
thinking of the Bible, “maybe I’m wrong!”

Captain Fred Mullin glanced up from a neatly
typed coroner’s report when Mac took his cigar
into the head of Homicide’s office a while later.

“l got an identification for you,” Mullin said.

“Don’t need it.” Mac flopped in a chair and
rolled his nickel perfecto from the corner of his
mouth to the other. “Tommy Franz. | didn’t need
an ice pick to get it, either. Looks like a gang catch-
up from here. Same old stuff. But he wasn’t
bumped, he was frozen to death!”

Mullin, dead-panned and fishy-eyed, nodded.

“So the medico says. Not a mark on him
anywhere. Just dragged in there and left to congeal.
What did you find out?”

“Not a heck of a lot.” McClain shrugged.
“Somebody with an in to the ice cream joint
unlocked the outside doors with a company key.
New angle, Chief. Don’t bother to sap ‘em or shoot
‘em. Too crude and rough. Toss ‘em in with the
vanilla and strawberry and let them harden
gradually. No fuss, no muss, no dishpan hands.”

Mullin didn’t crack a smile. Instead, he tossed
over Tommy Franz’s driving license.

“That’s his home address. Check on it.”

The number was in the upper Thirties, near
Lexington. Mac was surprised to find the address
tallied with a very modern, expensive apartment
house. A place with a bronze canopy and a
doorman to run out and whistle for taxis. There was
a lot of chi-chi in the lobby, gaudied-up elevator
operators and a decorative telephone-switchboard
siren with enough mascara to blacken the
reputation of any wayward spouse.

He ankled over to the Bell System Lorelei and
tossed her a smile.

“I'm busy tonight,” the girl said, before he
opened his mouth. “Besides | don’t make dates
with strangers.”

“Lean on a wrong number and relax, sister.”
Mac draped his big frame over the top of the
switchboard. “Blondes!” he scoffed. “A nickel a
quart. Tell me about the Franz outfit.”

The girl colored slightly. Her stiff, long lashes
fluttered like the wings of a bird. She averted her
gaze, but he saw that she was breathing a little



Popular Detective 4

harder. Evidently the good-looking Tommy boy
hadn’t been exactly a stranger.

“l don’t know what you mean—"

McClain’s smile faded.

“Look, sister. Don’t put on the brakes—yet.
Unless you want me to Camba you down to
Headquarters for a workout.” He flashed his badge.
“Simply answer a few questions—simply. Then
you’ll keep your pretty pan out of the tabloids.”

That brought information.

RANZ, and wife, had an apartment on the sixth

floor. They had been occupants of the building
for three months. Lately, Franz had been getting a
lot of telephone calls from a man named Dockery.
The telephone operator remembered the name
because he always asked whether or not Mrs. Franz
was home before being connected.

She added a few more particulars. They didn’t
seem important. McClain unwound himself from
the board and straightened.

“Mrs. Franz upstairs now?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Don’t bother to announce me. What’s the
apartment number or letter? I’ll go right up.”

He pressed a bell on the sixth floor. From the
looks of the layout he expected at least a butler to
answer his summons. Instead, he heard the sloppy
slap-slap of heelless slippers on the other side of
the door and then an unfriendly feminine voice.

“Who is it?” it asked.

“Police business. Open up.” Mac made it sound
professionally concise.

The one inside hesitated, as if thinking it over.
Finally a latch clicked and the door opened on a
burglar chain. One large brown eye peered out at
him.

Mac held up his badge. He dusted some cigar
ashes from his lapel and took off his hat when, with
obvious reluctance, the girl slid the chain and
opened the door for him to enter.

“You’re Mrs. Franz?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll talk to you in the living room. Or the
parlor. Or whatever you call it in this
neighborhood.”

She said nothing, pushing back a length of
drapery and letting him go into a large, attractively
appointed room whose awninged windows were
open to the street. All the furniture had crisp
slipcovers, the rugs had been sent to the cleaners

and the waxed floors were like mirrors underfoot.

Mac sat down on a deep divan and looked at
Mrs. Franz. She had a figure like a Power’s model.
The brown eyes were wide-set with plenty of
thinking room between them. Hair the same color
swept her shoulders like an autumn blaze,
highlighted and russet-tinted. She was too tall to be
cute, but vastly attractive in a filmy housecoat
sashed in at the waist.

Her legs were slender and stockingless, shapely
and made to order for the high-arched feet in the
expensive slippers she wore.

McClain looked her over with a connoisseur’s
approval. Smooth-looking doll. But definitely not
upper class. There was a hardness to her curved
mouth, a wisdom to her glance and a certain
sophistication that seemed to tell him she knew all
the answers, or most of them. He hadn’t ever seen
her before to the best of his knowledge and belief.

“It’s—about Tommy?”

She asked the question quietly, almost
positively. Mac frowned. He didn’t like breaking
news of the kind he had to deliver. Yet, somehow,
he had the feeling Mrs. Franz was going to take it
without tears or hysterics.

“He’s dead. He was found this morning in a
freezer room at the Metropolitan Ice Cream
Company’s plant on East Twenty-Fourth Street.
Maybe you can give me some help so | can run
down the ones responsible for his demise.”

She took it as he had suspected she would.
Straight up and with hardly a change of expression.
The brown eyes narrowed slightly, but only
slightly, and she did draw in a quick breath, but
otherwise you could have been talking about the
weather.

“So he’s dead.” There was a hushed note of
finality in her tone. To McClain it sounded almost
like, “Oh, well, one of those things.”

He gave her a sharp look. Her gaze was across
the room, away from him, but he had a pretty good
idea that between the widely spaced brown eyes the
motor of her mind was running top speed.

“Any notions?”

She shook her head.

“No,” she answered.

“Tell me about him—and you.”

The big dick settled further back on the divan.
What she told him wasn’t too enlightening. She had
married Tommy Franz four months before, in
Chicago. Her name had been June Wrexler. For a
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time she had worked with Benny Grosso’s
Amphitheatre in the Windy Town. She had helped
to stage, and had taken part in, the elaborate floor
shows that made Grosso’s night resort known from
coast-to-coast.

“You knew Tommy was an ex-con?”

Mac asked it casually. She shook her head, but
he felt she was lying.

“l—I didn’t know much about him, I’ve never
known much about him,” she said, her voice
quickening.

Mac waved a careless hand at the room’s swank
appointments.

“A hayloft like this costs dough. Tommy never
did an honest day’s work in his life. Where—"

“It’s my money,” she interrupted, abruptly and
almost belligerently. “My uncle was Steve Kelly,
the Oregon lumber man. He kicked off a year ago. |
got two hundred and fifty G’s as my share of his
two million dollar estate.”

Mac’s brows went up. “When did you sail into
all that sugar? | mean, you’ve had the dough for a
year?”

“No, only since February.”

McClain looked at his watch. Time was slipping
by and he wasn’t getting anywhere. He asked more
questions, about Tommy Franz, but there was no
score. She wasn’t evasive, she sounded frank
enough, but she had a way of ducking issues that
left the department’s champ cigar-champer hanging
in midair.

“Okay. Thanks.” Mac got up. “We’ll need you
again. You’ll be around?”

“l understand you can’t even rent a hotel room.”
She smiled faintly.

“By the way,” Mac said, as she followed him
out to the foyer. “Any idea where | can find a guy
called Dockery?”

She shook her head.

“Never heard of him. Who is he?”

“That,” Mac answered, “is the tin auto in the
crackerjack. That’s what I’ve got to find out.”

E TOOK the elevator downstairs and
gumheeled around to the switchboard again.
This time the queen of the corded plugs didn’t look
quite so suspicious.
“Forget something?”
“This party you called Dockery. Did he ever
leave a phone number? Did he ever stop here? Did
you ever get a look at him?”

The girl wrinkled her nose. “He never came in,
but he did leave a number. Why?”

“l want that number,” Mac told her. “Get it.”

“Hey, wait a minute.” She looked startled. “I’ll
have to go back through my call book for the last
three weeks. Then I’m not sure—"

“Find that number. When you’ve got it, call
Headquarters and ask for me. Don’t flop on this
one, sister. It’s a matter of life—and death!”

Back at the Metropolitan Ice Cream Company,
McClain found Ettinger in a state.

“This is terrible!” The neat little office manager
looked very upset. “All that publicity in the paper!
Our dealers are calling up—wanting to cancel their
orders. Who wants to eat ice cream that’s been in a
room with a dead man? It—it’s perfectly
gruesome!”

“I don’t see why—nhe didn’t eat any. Look. How
about that night watchman? Did you get him for
me?” Mac asked.

Ettinger shook his head.

“No, and it’s most unusual. Mike wasn’t in his
room. | sent the messenger over to bring him back.
His landlady said he hadn’t returned this morning.
The first time in nearly seven years. | don’t know
what to make of it.”

“You’ll hear from me again,” McClain said, and
went on downtown.

Toward five o’clock he had a complete report
on the former June Wrexler. The Chicago police
had had a talk with Benny Grosso and other of the
girl’s acquaintances. Mac found that what she had
told him that morning was, in the main, true. She
had inherited two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars from the estate of the late Steve Kelly after
he had shouted his last “Timber!” She had married
Tommy the Tapper a short time after she had
cached the legacy.

And she had worked for Grosso, diligently and
constructively.

McClain pushed the report aside and rested his
number twelves on the desktop. He yawned and
shook his head, feeling in his vest pocket for a
stogie.

A heck of a tough case. A guy shoved in a
freezer and turned into an icicle. No clues. Nothing
to work on. A good-looking girl for a wife, with
two hundred and fifty grand in her kit and not much
remorse in her heart. No angles to hang a pail on.
Nobody to bring in and grill.

“Telephone for you, bloodhound,” a cop called
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into the squad room, pointing McClain out.

The big dick’s languor vanished at the sound of
the voice that came over the wire.

“Is this the gentleman who was up at the
apartment this morning? Well, | found the number
you wanted. Believe me, I’m going to bill the city
for overtime. | had to go back and look through all
the books and—"

“Yeah, | know, sister. You wore your pretty
head to the bone. Let’s have the number.”

He jotted it down, repeated it to make sure and
tucked the pencil away.

“l owe you a mink coat. Call me up the first
snowy day and remind me. Thanks, sister.”

The number was in the Bryant exchange.
McLain checked on it. It came up as the private
wire belonging to someone telephone-booked as
Myron Kinsey with an address on West Forty-
Ninth Street.

Mac was reaching for his hat when Captain
Mullin looked in and gave him a nod.

“The watchman up at the ice cream plant’s
missing,” Mullin said, when they were out in the
corridor. Mac told him he knew all about it and the
captain’s cold, pale eyes narrowed. “What have
you got? What was the motive? You chalked it as a
gang rub. Who have you got on the hook?”

“I’Il let you know presently,” McClain said,
dropping the stub of his cold cigar and buttoning
his coat. “Right now I’'m as hot as a lunchroom
griddle. There’s a crack in the clouds and I’'m
crawling through it. See you later. Stay on your
toes and you won’t run down at the heels!”

HE Times Square area, when he subwayed

north, was beginning to put on its incandescent
jewelry. The daylong humidity still lingered. But
not enough to dampen the spirits of the
merrymakers bound for the plush-lined eating
places and the temples of drama and melody.

Mac shuffled along with the crowd from Forty-
second to Forty-ninth. He might have drawn a
blank on the telephone number “Dockery” had left
with the switchboard operator for Tommy Franz to
call. A mighty slim lead, McClain knew.

Still, in his years at Homicide, he had cracked
cases equally as tough with openers equally as
weak. Sometimes, the frailest of straws turned out
to be steel girders in the structure of crime and
violence.

The address of the telephone subscriber listed as

“Myron Kinsey” was that of a ten-story, narrow
brick edifice called the Sunderland Annex. Mac
couldn’t see what the building annexed. On either
side of it were two down-at-heels rooming houses.
He went in and found it was one of those self-
service layouts.

Unlike June Franz’s apartment house, no
liveried hirelings lined up to make an avenue of
palms for the caller to walk down.

A tenants’ list wired to the elevator grille put
Mac in the know. There was a Kinsey on the third
étage. He punched a button in the elevator and got
out at floor three. But the bell he rang, at the right
door, didn’t bring anybody to answer it. Mac put an
ear against the door. The silence inside was
uproarious.

Mullin was strict in his orders about breaking
and entering without a search warrant. McClain
shrugged. He usually stayed with the department’s
rules and regulations, but sometimes there were
exceptions. This was one of them.

Making sure he wasn’t observed, he fished out a
series of three skeleton keys and went to work on
the lock. It took him ten minutes before he was able
to get the latch half sprung. Then he had to use the
big blade on his horn-handled penknife to complete
the job. McClain pushed the door open and stepped
into feathery gloom.

He listened again, straining his oversized ears.
Reassured, he quietly pulled up the shades, turning
on plenty of moonlight and giving him a chance to
see what kind of a place he was in.

Two rooms and bath. No kitchenette. The
bedroom was off the living room into which he had
stepped directly. Typical furnished apartment stuff.
Neither good nor bad, just adequate and average.
The bedroom drew him like a homing pigeon to its
nest. He closed that door, saw the shades were
drawn and the windows shut, despite the outside
warmth, and risked a light. He turned on a small
bureau lamp and for a minute or two appraised the
room thoughtfully.

A closet caught his attention. Mac slouched
over to it and rifled through the suits hanging on
wooden hangers from a center bar. Then he
squatted and looked over the shoes that were on a
tilted shelf a few inches above the floor. He
examined those with all the care of a Massachusetts
bootmaker, hauling one pair out and running the
point of his penknife around the extension soles.
He was looking for sawdust—but found nothing
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except sticky globules of shoe wax-paste.

He put the shoes back.

The next instant his shoulders stiffened. For a
big man Mac moved with all the rapid grace of a
ballet dancer. He clicked off the bureau light and
inched the bedroom door open, as from the other
room he heard the jingle of keys, the scrape of
metal in the lock and then the creak of the hall door
opening.

“Wait’ll 1 make a light,” a heavy voice said.
“That maid’s been in again and left the shades up.
There!”

Yellow illumination filled the living room.
Through the crack in the door Mac saw three men.
They were all of a type, dressed in what he called
“boardwalk” clothes. Lightweight sports jackets
and contrasting pastel trousers. Brown and white
buck shoes. Shirts open at the throat, and scarves in
lieu of ties. Two wore Panamas, the third was
hatless.

McClain was interested. He recognized two of
the trio. One, a slender chap with a pointed chin, an
oddly white nose and a weary expression, was
“Plush” Parson, alias Sidney Green, a con with a
couple of turns to his credit. He sucked on a brown
paper cigarette, dropping down on a sofa with a
tired sigh.

The second man Mac placed as Ned Wilson, a
chiseler who had once specialized in passing phony
checks and lifting luggage from hotel baggage
rooms. Wilson’s eyes, bright and shallow, were like
a lizard’s. He was the one without a hat. His hair,
thick and wavy, grew back in a wedge-shaped peak
from a very narrow forehead.

The third man, the one McClain didn’t know,
was big and blond, with a pleasant pink
complexion and chilling blue eyes. His smooth,
hairless cheeks looked like polished apples. There
was a dimple at the left corner of his mouth; as if
someone had stuck a finger into his face and made
the impression.

“WELL, here we are,” Wilson said. “Right
behind the ball numbered eight—where
we were at this time last night. You and your gilt-
edged schemes that cook for months and pay off in
a burned pot!”

His tone was full of harsh contempt. The big
blond man smiled unpleasantly.

“Yeah? How did | know Tommy was going to
yellow on us? You heard what he said, you know

what he promised.”

“Sure, sure.” Farson yawned. “That’s water
down the sink now. Speaking of water how about
something wet, Sam?”

The big blond man nodded. “In a minute.” He
looked at Wilson. “Get rid of your gripe, Ned.
Because we’re splitting tonight and | don’t want
you throwing out your private bellyache. We’ve all
got a pair of kills on the record, so shut up and try
and forget the whole thing.”

“That Wrexler dame!” Plush Parson said under
his breath. “She’s the one who ought to be cut
down! If she’d done her share I’d be at Suffolk
Downs now—on the airy front porch of one of the
summer hotels!”

Wilson slapped back with a few sarcastic
comments while McClain’s mouth tightened. He
had the motive Mullin had asked about. He had that
cold. Tommy the Tapper had crossed the three up.
But why? What was the angle?

His mind ticked with thoughts and ideas.
Suddenly he believed he had the answer. It came
like a flash of inspirational light, born from
something Parson had dropped. Mac, listening
intently, nodded to himself. That must be it. That
was it!

They had bribed the night watchman at the ice
cream works to open up when they drove the good-
looking Franz down the ramp the trucks used. Then
they had silenced the watchman, taken him away in
the same car and disposed of him somewhere. Now
they were talking about a split-up, an exit.

As quietly as possible Mac opened one of the
bedroom windows. Their arguing voices covered
what slight sounds he made. He got the window
wide and reached for a chair. Mac eased that out
and let it go.

Quickly, in order, he tossed out what glassware
was on the bureau, a couple of other items and,
wheeling, snapped back to the inched-wide door.

He yanked out his gun at the same time he
crossed the threshold, barging in on the three like a
bulldozer with the throttle fully open.

“Hoist!” McClain’s throaty tone was vibrant
with menace. “This is a pinch, boys! Don’t do
anything | wouldn’t like because this cannon goes
off easy!”

The crash of the furniture and the glassware
breaking on the sidewalk below had taken the three
halfway across the room towards the windows.
They stopped en route, piling up on each other and



Popular Detective 8

turning with surprising speed. Mac fired one shot
into the ceiling for effect and headed toward them.

For a split-second he thought he was in. He had
an idea the lifted hands meant a fast surrender.
Afterwards he told himself he should have known
better. The lizard-eyed Wilson, stepping swiftly
around Plush Parson pushed the weary young man
in Mac’s direction and reached for his own rod.

McClain squeezed the trigger again. But he was
off-balance and missed. The big blond man had his
gun out in a flash and was using it. In a crossfire of
lead, Mac dove for the protection of the sofa. How
he reached it without being punctured was one of
the major miracles of the times.

He got behind it as the wall above him spurted
plaster in all directions. He banged away from that
ambuscade, getting in a couple of lucky shots. One
must have hit the big blond man because he yelped
with pain. Another got Parson who fell heavily. But
Number Three, in a manner reminiscent of a
football fullback hurdling the line from the one-
yard stripe for a touchdown, came over the top of
the sofa and landed on him like a falling roof.

MccClain tried his own face on the parquet floor
for fit. The gun bounced out of his hand. Wilson,
on his back, began to pound away at Mac’s head
with a heavy brass candlestick he had caught up
before he made his couch-clearing lunge.

The big dick was no novice at tight corner
brawling. The first thump of the candlestick,
missing his noggin but registering on one shoulder,
sent a stab of paralyzing pain through him. By
sheer strength, he got his face off the floor and
twisted around. Wilson’s head was close to his. The
man was hissing curses in a desperately timed
frenzy of attack.

Mac saw his target and jabbed a finger in
Wilson’s eye.

He knew the effect and acted accordingly.
Wilson screamed and stopped hammering with the
candlestick. McClain had him by the throat in the
next breath. He heaved the couch aside with the
thrust of a leg and staggered to his feet, dragging
Wilson to his knees.

The pockmarked wall steadied him. Mac put his
back to it and forced more pressure into his ham-
like hands. Wilson began to gurgle and then
stopped. Mac, seeing signs of further activity on the
part of the big blond man, tossed Wilson out of his
way and made for the apple-cheeked assassin.

E WAS systematically bruising the smooth

pink cheeks when the hall door thudded open
after a turn of the superintendent’s passkey. A mob
of curious tenants, people drawn from the street
and an authoritative young patrolman spilled into
the battleground.

Mac let the blondie sag to the carpet and
caressed his knuckles. He tried a grin and found his
voice with an effort. The pain in his shoulder had
turned to a numb ache, but that was all right. A
hundred percent better than a split skull.

“Headquarters, friends!” He hauled his badge
out before the patrolman could go to work on him
with a nightstick. “These three scalpers are wanted
for murder! Help me pick up their toys and
someone call Centre Street!”

Everything was in order when Captain Mullin
arrived with a flock of plainclothesmen.

“The big lad is Sam Dockery, also tagged
Myron Kinsey, formerly of Chicago,” McClain
explained. “He’s the top guy of the outfit—the one
who figured he’d give murder a new twist when he
found the ice cream company’s night watchman
was an old pal cooling off there after a hot career.
The watchman’s body is in some vacant lot. The
other two pushed Tommy Franz into the freezer last
night.”

“Why?” Mullin asked. “What was the motive?”

Mac rubbed his shoulder gingerly. He’d have to
eat with one hand for a long time to come.

“Dough, naturally. The dame’s coin. It hit me
all at once—like the furniture | tossed out the
window to attract attention. The Tapper, when
Dockery learned about June Wrexler’s legacy and
sent Franz after her, had his instructions. One, to
make matrimony. Two, to help himself to a slice of
the lettuce and divvy with the boys. Easy as that!”

“l don’t get it,” Mullin said.

“Neither did they!” McClain chuckled. “That
was what hoisted Tommy’s humber. The dame had
the dough sewed up in a trust fund before the altar
walk was finished and Tommy couldn’t get a dime
of it. There was nothing to divvy. But these three
didn’t believe it. They had the idea he was crossing
them and had walked out on his promise.”

“And so,” Captain Fred Mullin added, light
beginning to dawn, “they thought he’d ratted, and
they decided to even up.”

Dave McClain nodded.

“Yeah. They put the bite on Tommy, the
frostbite, you might call it!”



