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Synopsis






          Lovely Honey Morse sprang to riches from the dregs of Morris Street. Yet when a nameless menace threatened the neighborhood of her birth, she rushed to Doc Turner, patron of the slums—unaware that her grim message would falter on lips sealed with lead!





          The Spider, April 1942, with "Corpses Pay Dividends"


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          1






          SHE entered the ancient drugstore through the front door, leaving behind the raucous Saturday night tumult of Morris Street. Her tiny feet seemed to float above the gray and rutted floor.




          "Honey!" Andrew Turner exclaimed. "Honey Morse!"




          The years had frosted Doc Turner's silken mane and the bushy mustache that concealed his sensitive mouth. On his bony, hollow-cheeked countenance Time had written in fine lines his kindliness and twinkling humor, his long record of service given. He was no youth to thrill to feminine loveliness, but a light shone in his faded blue eyes as Honey Morse hugged him and pressed a kiss on his dry old lips.




          "Gosh, Doc!" she sighed. "It's swell to see you again."




          "Let me look at you, my dear." His gnarled hands held her away so that he might do so. "How you've changed," he chuckled fondly, "since I last saw you and gave you a handful of jellybeans?"




          "Why, the idea, Doc!" Honey's pout made a dusky rosebud of her mouth. "I'd have been insulted if you'd given me jellybeans the last time I was in here. I was a grown-up young lady of sixteen."




          "All elbows and knees!" The old man smiled reminiscently. "Your cotton dress was patched and shabby and too short for your gangling frame. Now you are—let me, see... yes, all of twenty, lovely as a dream. The cost of your furs is more than your mother spent clothing you and your five brothers and sisters all the years I've known her."




          A shadow crossed the girl's cameo features. "How—how is mother, Doc?"




          "Don't you know, Honey?"




          "You know I don't. You know she chased me out of the flat the day I took that job in the chorus of Gertie's Garter. She—she's never answered my letters or cashed one of the checks I sent her. Please tell me, how is she?"




          "Aging, Honey, but still working hard at the factory." The old druggist's smile faded. "But you—you've changed in other ways, my dear. There was only happiness in your eyes the last time I looked into them, gaiety and young dreams. Now there is only disillusionment; and wisdom learned the hard way and—yes—and fear."




          "Fear!" she cried. "How silly! What have I got to be afraid of?" But Doc felt a shudder run through her and knew he was right.




          "Tell me," he said softly. "Tell me, Honey Morse, why you've come back, in your silks and fine furs?"




          "Because I was born here." She pulled free from him, but her gloved, small hand reached to the heavy frame of a once-white showcase, as if for support. "I was born here and grew up here, and I know how hard these people work for the little they have, and I think it's a darned, rotten shame that—Look, Doc. You haven't changed, have you?" She peered anxiously at him from under artfully plucked brows. "You'd still go to bat for them against anyone who tried to kick them around?"




          A new tenseness came to the old pharmacist's stooped, feeble-seeming body. "No," he said gravely. "I haven't changed."




          "I didn't think you could have, and so when I heard—" Honey broke off and glanced over her shoulder to the door, and beneath her shell-pink ear the sudden, frightened flutter of her heart was plain.




          Looking past her, Doc Turner saw only the usual throng of shawled housewives and their heavy-limbed, labor-weary men. Beyond was the glare of wire-hung electric bulbs on the pushcarts, high-piled with the bright colors of their oranges and tomatoes, scallions and green lettuce. The raucous shouts of the hucksters came in from Morris Street, the polyglot chaffering of their customers and the rumble of trucks, and the laughing screams of the children at dangerous play in the cobbled gutter.




          There was nothing out there of which Honey Morse should be afraid. Nothing at all.




          She turned back to him. "If they gave out medals for being a dope, I'd get one all platinum and diamonds." Her mouth twisted with a wry, impish grin, but between their long lashes her eyes were terrified. "Listen, Doc. There's a—"




          It sounded like a truck's backfire, but it jolted Honey away from the showcase and into Doc's arms. Agony leaped into her eyes, a black flame, and twisted her mouth.




          She muttered the word, "Triangle." It was utterly meaningless, but with terrible effort it was repeated. "Tri—triangle," and then the warm vibrance was gone from the frail form in Doc's arms and there was no longer any pain in Honey Morse's eyes, nor fear. Nor life.




          He laid her gently on the floor and went to the door.




          No one in the throng knew who had fired the shot. How could they? It had sounded precisely like a backfire and the marksman had needed to pause only momentarily in the doorway before he melted away into the crowd.




          "IT has taken the police a week," the tabloid gossip column remarked, "to find out they can find out nothing about the fatal shooting of gunned dancer Honey Morse in that slum drugstore. A certain Cafe-socialite, however, thinks he can do better. He has let word get around that he will pay Ten grand for information that will break the killing."




          "The guy is called Foster Starret, Doc."




          Barrel-bodied, carrot-thatched, Jack Ransom was in his own burly way as great a contrast to the old pharmacist as the flower-like Honey had been. "I got the tip from Gimpy Moran, who parks his hack in the garage where I work."




          "Starret," Turner mused, absently leafing over the paper's pages. "Should I know him?"




          "Not unless you've been spending your time hitting the night spots after you close up here."




          "Hmmm." The druggist ignored his young friend's outre suggestion. "What did this Gimpy know about him?"




          "Nothing much. Starret always hangs around the Heron Club, midnight till closing. Honey Morse was—Well, you know. He lifted her out of a cheap girlie show and got her the spot there at the club and a guy like that don't do things like that just to be a Santa Claus."




          "No," Doc sighed. "I don't suppose so."




          "Nobody seems to know where this Starret gets his dough," Jack went on, "but he's sure got it. He's a free spender, tips big and put out plenty on Honey, but—Hey! You ain't listening to me."




          "Read this, Jack." Doc's acid-stained hands pressed the paper flat on the sales counter behind which he stood. "This ad."




          In the center of a white page bordered with dollar signs, was this legend:




          !!MONEY!!




          You Need It. We Have It.




          Come and Get It.




          You don't have to PAWN your furniture!




          You don't have to get your boss to SIGN your note!




          You don't have to put out for a PHONEY service charge!




          LOWEST INTEREST




          in




          THE CITY




          PAY BACK $1 A WEEK!!!




          This is your chance to buy nice clothes,




          a radio, to take a vacation in the country,




          to get those eyeglasses or false teeth you've needed so long.




          Pay the bills that have been worrying the life out of you.




          Come and Get It!




          !!MONEY!!




          "Okay." Jack was puzzled. "So what about it?"




          "It's couched in language simple enough for anyone who's literate at all to understand. The terms, especially repayment of only a dollar a week, are irresistibly tempting, and then there are those diabolical suggestions of what the money so easily borrowed could purchase for the borrower."




          "Yeah. Yeah, it's a swell ad. It almost makes me want to run right around and ask for a couple bucks myself."




          "That, my boy," Doc said softly, "is precisely what you are going to do."




          Jack stared. "Nix, Doc. I've got a radio and I don't need any false teeth, and if I owed any bills it's the guy I owed them to who'd be doing the worrying. What for should I start in with a bunch of loan sharks?"




          "Did you notice the name at the bottom of this ad?"




          "No. Why?"




          "Look at it."




          The youth read:




          TRIANGLE LOAN COMPANY




          345 Morris Street




          One Flight Up




          and looked up. "Triangle. That's the word Honey gasped out just before she died, and you think—Aw, no Doc. No. How could there be any connection?"




          "I don't know." The seamed old face was bleak. "I haven't the least idea. But she fought off death for a terrible instant to utter that one word and so it must be the key to what she came to tell me—and the reason she was murdered." He pulled in breath. "She was shot down, Jack, in cold blood to keep her from warning me of some scheme against her people and mine, and that's a plain indication of what kind of scheme it is. Whatever life Honey Morse lived, she died for her own people. For her sake, and for theirs, I dare leave nothing untried that might keep her from having died in vain."




          "Okay," Jack grinned. "Okay, Doc. I still think it's goofy but I'll go."




          When he returned, a half hour later, he was still grinning—triumphantly, now. "If that outfit's not on the up-and-up," he announced, "I'm a brass monkey. Cripes! I went to school with both the stenog there and the fellow who interviewed me. The worst thing either of them ever did was slip a slug in a subway turnstile."




          Turner was not satisfied with this. "They're not the officials of the company, are they?"




          "On the books they are, but not really of course. Look. Dick Barton told me the whole setup. Seems like some big bank figures a chance to make money in this sort of thing, but the law says they can lend only to business firms with assets, or to real estate owners or others that can give them security. So they set up this dummy corporation and go at the thing like it's a department store, cut prices, advertising, babying the customers and all like that.




          "It's worked out swell, too. Once the word got around how decent they are, they started doing a whopping business. Why, in the six months since they started there's tenements—two of them right around here on Hogbund Lane—where every last family has a loan from the Triangle."
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