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          ANDREW TURNER had neither youth nor strength of body to aid him in his battle against the ugly power that had laid grim hold on Morris Street. But he had a far more deadly weapon—the sort of courage that will die trying!
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          POLICEMAN Tim Healy poked his nightstick glumly at the jamb of the drugstore door. "Listen," he muttered, avoiding the white-haired pharmacist's eyes. "That fish-faced dick, Stockton, is just after bringing Ange Liscio in."




          The smile vanished from Andrew Turner's eyes, and his lips were straight-lined, grim. "No!" His voice was sharp. "Ange is a good boy. I'll swear he has done nothing wrong."




          Healy stared at the syrup stains on the little man's alpaca coat. "Stockton found a hot ring in his pocket, a two-carat diamond that was on the list of stuff swiped from Battista's jewelry shop last week." His florid face was expressionless as he went on in a monotone. "Some rat of a stoolie tipped the shoe-foot off, he says. Dumb stunt for Ange to be carryin' it on him like that."




          "Very stupid. And the kid doesn't lack brains. Far from it." He rubbed a smudged spot from the glass with an acid-stained thumb. "It doesn't sound right, Tim. I've known the boy since I sold his mother nipples for him to suck on and he has always run straight. Mischievous of course, but fundamentally decent and honest. Best of the lot around here."




          "Right! An' he's sure took good care of old Maria an' her brood since Tony kicked off." Healy's mouth twisted bitterly. "But it's the old story. What chance has he got? No money to hire a decent mouthpiece an' the D. A. hot after a conviction. It'll be assigned counsel fer him, an' you know what that means. Beside, somethin' tells me the case against him's goin' to be air-tight." Hidden meaning seemed concealed in the rumble of that last sentence, and Turner's head jerked up.




          "Oh," the druggist said, softly. "So that's it!"




          Two white spots appeared on either side of his flaring nostrils and his eyes were agate-hard as they peered up into the policeman's. Some wordless communication passed between the two, some telepathy born of the long years through which they had watched together over the poverty-stricken families of Morris Street.




          "Perhaps someone will find Ange Liscio is not quite as friendless as he appears." Very calm, his tone, almost inflectionless. But there was quiet menace in it, a cold threat in strange contrast to the shabby, slight form of the man.




          "Well, I've got to be gettin' on." Tim Healy moved ponderously into the rain. His club swung idly by its thong, but on his weather-seamed countenance there was an odd look of satisfaction that had not been there before.




          FOR a long minute Doc Turner stood in the doorway of his store. Before him stretched the bedraggled, rubbish-strewn length of the street to which he had come more years ago than he cared to think. There had been pleasant gardens all about then, and little houses set well back from flower-bordered roads. Now Morris Street and its vicinity was a slum, a teeming warren of swarthy-skinned people whose English was broken and whose eyes were still slightly bewildered at the strange customs of an alien land. Meek eyes that had learned to look to the white-haired druggist under the "L" for advice and help in the physical and mental illnesses of those curious beings who were their children. They were his children, too, the only children he had ever had. And he had been content, happy in serving them.




          But of late a shadow had fallen across Morris Street that was blacker than the shadow of the long-legged "L". Young men and women coming in to buy their shaving creams and lipsticks were pasty-faced, fumbling-handed, noisy. Not gay, but feverishly boisterous, while an unnatural light gleamed in their big- pupilled eyes, and their fingers scratched continuously at inflamed nostrils. One or two drug-takers there had always been. But now the disease was spreading like a plague. All Doc's probing brought him nothing but the certainty that an organized group was debauching his people, a band directed by some shadowy overlord who was utterly depraved, utterly merciless.




          Federal officials and the police made raid after raid, netting shifty-eyed, slinking individuals by the handful. The peddlers. But these were quickly replaced, and the traffic went on, growing insidiously. Somehow the authorities could not, or would not, reach the main spring of the evil. After all these were only Wops, and Kikes, and Micks on Morris Street. It didn't much matter what happened to them.




          No need for the old druggist to concern himself with all this. He was only a shopkeeper. But these were his children, remember. His children!




          A long train thundered by overhead and Doc moved. He did a curious thing then. From a shelf midway down the store he took a bottle of Nastin's Coughex. Sliding open a panel in the show- window backing he placed it meticulously near a pyramid of hot-water bottles. From the outside it would be almost hidden, surely unnoticed by anyone not looking for it. He slid back the panel and turned away.




          "Abe," he called. "Abe, get your cap!"




          From the mysterious back precincts of the store came a piping response. "Yez, Meester Toiner?"




          "Go up to Two-twenty-one, top floor, rear. Tell Mrs. Liscio I want to see her right away."




          THE door had scarcely closed behind the boy's scampering form when it opened again to admit a barrel-bodied, long-armed young man whose red hair was uncovered, and whose grease-smeared overalls were powdered with rain. There was black grease across his broad-planed face too, but it could not hide the strength in his square jaw, nor the determination in his gray eyes. Those eyes flicked around the store, registered satisfaction at finding it empty of all save the proprietor.




          "Quick work, Jack," the druggist was saying. "How come?"




          "Slow at the garage so I slipped out to the Greek's for a cup of coffee. Saw you putting out the Nastin's and came right over. What's doing?"




          "Nothing yet. You're too early. But I have a feeling there's a busy night ahead for us."




          Jack's eyes glowed. "Then you've got trace of something at last!"




          "Maybe." Turner was ruminative. "Ange Liscio has been arrested for burglarizing Battista's store."




          The other gave vent to a long whistle. "Ange! He's the last one I'd think would..."




          "Go crooked. He hasn't. He is being framed."




          "Why the devil would anyone want to frame him?"




          "Precisely what I want to find out. Someone wants to get rid of him. I want to know who, and why."




          The younger man picked up a comb and rasped his thumbnail along it. "His bunch has kept clear of the snow, and I happen to know it's his doing."




          Doc pulled at his lower lip. "The devils aren't satisfied with the damage they've done already. He's in their way and they're railroading him. Does that make sense to you?"




          A tense excitement quivered in Jack Ransom's voice. "Damn good sense, Doc. But how does that give us a track to the number one devil we're trying to spot?"




          "I have a hunch he knows—but here comes his mother. Get behind quick and keep your ears open."




          Jack Ransom dived into the back room, and the overflowing form of Maria Liscio filled the doorway. A black shawl framed her work-worn face, covered all but the rough-red fingers of her hands. Her little black eyes were reddened with weeping.




          "Hello, Marie. How are all the bambinos?"




          The woman's lips trembled. "Bambino's alla right. Boot my Ange..."




          "Time to go home, Abie," Turner interjected to the open-mouthed errand boy. "Skip!"




          "Aw chee!" He slid out, grumbling. His employer turned back to Mrs. Liscio.




          "What about Ange?"




          "He's arrest'. Da policea come for heem, say he steal. Mio Angelino, heesa no steala, Meester Doc! Heesa gooda figlio. Why da policea taka heem away?" Her hands waved helplessly, and tears squeezed out from beneath her granulated lids. "Whach I do weetout Angelino, weetout he bringa home da mon' for da eat, for da rent? Heesa got gooda job, no have to steal."




          "I am sure he is no thief, mother." Turner tried to calm her. "Perhaps I can do something for him if you will help me."




          "Whach you wanta? An'ting, an'ting you want I do."




          "I just want to know if your son was in trouble of any kind, if anyone was bothering him."




          A veil seemed to drop over the woman's face, through which her eyes peered blankly. "Whach you mean, bodder heem? Ange no bodder nobod', nobod' bodder heem."




          He turned away. "All right, Maria. If you won't help I can do nothing. Go on home."




          A retching sob burst from the woman's throat, and she clutched his sleeve. "Mees-ter Doc! Meester Doc! Not be mad weeth me. I tella. I tella." Mother love had conquered racial reticence.




          "That's better. Out with it."




          "Two hour 'go man come. Ange he getta pale when ope' door. Tella me go eenside. After while I heara both yell loud. I 'fraid they fight, grabba broom an poosh door ope' little beet. Angelino look so white, an' hees eyes burna. He say, 'For lasta time I tella you I no sella your feelty stuff, no letta my boonch sella it. An' if you no leava me 'lone I tella whach I know.'




          "Man standa too. Talk come from heem like ice, so colda, so slow. 'Yeah,' he say. 'You squeala, huh. Mebbe. Worka damn queek, Wop, or you no getta da chance.'




          "Ange say, 'Betcha my life I worka damn queek.' Man slam door. Ange call me, 'Mom, I go drug store telephone somebod'.' He takea hat, somebod' knocka. Eeet dot detecatife, dot Stockton. 'You want,'Liscio,' he say. 'Whach for? You find outta. Come 'long.' An' he takea my Ange 'way."




          TURNER'S hand fisted, and white spots showed along the knuckles. "Ever see that first man before, mother?"




          She spread hands wide. "No! Boot I knowa heem 'gain. Hees got crook' finger, so, on righta hand an' nail ees black."




          "Hmmm. Twisted index finger on his right hand, and a black nail. That's something. All right, Maria. Get back to your bambinos."




          Before the woman was out the pharmacist had already joined Ransom in the prescription room. "Well?" he questioned. "What do you think of that? I was right, but we haven't got much to work on."




          "Look, Doc!" Jack splurted out. "I seen that guy—tonight. A Caddy stopped for gas and oil at our pump and I noticed that finger on the driver. Big guy he was, with a nose mashed down against his mug and a cauliflower ear. A pug or I miss my guess."
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