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          None but Doc Turner, working faithfully in the interests of the neighborhood he serves, could have saved the little Frenchman. None but he could have pierced the mystery veil which hid that murder in the making!





          The Spider, June 1934, with "Doc Turner's Death Antidote"
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          DOC TURNER'S faded blue eyes narrowed thoughtfully as he studied the prescription in his hand. The man who had just handed him the white slip shoved a dollar bill across the counter with stubbed fingers whose nails were black- edged. Doc took it mechanically and said, "Seventy-five cents. Same address, John?"




          "Yeah." The huskiness in the man's voice confirmed the evidence of the fine red lines in his bulbous nose. "Three-oh- four Morris Street, top floor, rear." He looked drearily at the quarter Doc was handing him and said, "Say, cantcher break that, mister? Th' old girl ain't got no change an' she might fergit to gimme the jit' if she don't do it right away."




          The white-haired pharmacist moved slowly as he went back to the register and rang up a "No Sale." The medicine order was quite ordinary, he thought. It called for two drams of Fowler's Solution and enough elixir of lactated pepsin to make up four ounces, of which the patient was to take a teaspoonful three times a day in water. That made the dose of the arsenical solution a little less than four drops at a time, high but not unusual. It was an ordinary tonic, Doc had made up thousands like it in the years since he had first opened the pharmacy on Morris Street. But there was something wrong. This was the third time in five days the prescription was being refilled, and each bottle should have lasted ten days.




          "Way she squeezes it out," John continued his grumbling, "ye'd think it were a dollar. Wanted me to take this 'un up to Norton's 'stead o' here. Fat chance o' me walkin' extry for five measly pennies." What passed for slyness peered out of his bleared eyes. "I didn't say nothin', but when it comes with your label, she'll take it an' like it."




          Andrew Turner shot him a startled glance. "How is the patient?" he asked softly. "Getting any better?"




          "Dunno. I ain't seen him sence th' old dame come. She ain't let me inside the door. Nobody's gone in 'cept her an' that young snip of a doctor she called. I didn't think Misoor Pellateer wuz lookin' any sicker then he allus did, but she said he wuz dyin' on his feet. She said she wuz his sister an' she wuzn't goin' to let him go any longer without proper attention."




          Doc tugged at the mustache beneath his big nose, the white bush that was edged with nicotine stain. There is one per cent of potassium arsenate in Fowler's Solution, he recalled. The patient had swallowed two grains of the poison in five days. Taken all at once that would have been fatal, although in small doses it would not be. But the action of arsenic is cumulative; some of it is passed out in the ordinary bodily processes, but if too much is taken at one time a great deal remains. Eventually, if the ingestion continues, enough will gather in the victim's body to kill him.




          "How often does the doctor come?"




          "Every day. He's got one o' them new cars thet looks like they been made all in one piece. Th' kids hang roun' it an' I gotter chase 'em away."




          The druggist did not go back to his prescription room as the derelict shuffled across the worn linoleum, past shabby but shining showcases, and out into the noise and clamor of Morris Street Doc's eyes were bleak, and his lips were compressed in a thin line.




          The physician called daily and would know if his patient were getting an overdose. The symptoms of chronic arsenic poisoning are unmistakable. But...




          Doc looked at the printed heading on the paper he held.




          Anthony Loring, M. D.




          1456 Garden Avenue




          IT was an unfamiliar name. But then, the customers of Turner's Drugstore would not be likely to summon medical aid from Garden Avenue, although that thoroughfare is only three blocks away. Wealth dwells in towering, cooperative cliffs on Garden Avenue. The failures in life, and those yet to win success, form the teeming population of the warrens that edge Morris Street and look out on the "El" trains rattling by.




          Andrew Turner sighed wearily. He was tired. He was always tired now. He had been doddering about this little drugstore more years than he cared to think. But somehow he couldn't make up his mind to sell the place and crawl off somewhere to rest. A new owner would paint the front and put in a fountain, but he wouldn't take the time or trouble to tell Angelina Patrucci what to give the bambino for the "hurt in da bell," or persuade Rosa Hassenpfeffer to let little Fritz go to high-school. Doc would be the first to deny being something more than a storekeeper, but he knew the people of Morris Street needed him.




          "Abe," Doc called. "Bring me that book with the green paper covers."




          "Yez, Meester Toiner. Right avay." The intermittent crash of glassware that had been sounding from behind the curtained doorway to the prescription room, stopped. There was a patter of light footsteps, then appeared the pinched, grimy face and weazened body of the errand boy. His bright black eyes were fastened on the volume he carried. "De Medical D'rectory. Eees dot vat you vant, hah?"




          "Yes," Doc reached for it, and riffled the pages of the medical list. B—H—M—L. Lane—Leonard—Little—Loon—Loring, John P. No Loring, Anthony. Was he looking in the right county? Yes. There was no Anthony Loring, M. D. listed among the country's licensed physicians!




          Doc Turner's scalp tightened. He fancied that letters of red had suddenly appeared across the prescription blank that still lay on the counter. They flickered and faded, but their message was unmistakable. "Murder!" the scarlet letters proclaimed. "Murder!"




          THE old druggist came out from behind his sales counter. He carried a blue carton across which bold letters proclaimed the virtues of Nastin's Coughex. He went to the show window, slid open a panel in the backing, placed the carton next to a pyramid of gaily wrapped soaps. That carton was a signal.




          When Jack Ransom, the red-topped, grinning mechanic in the garage around the corner saw it the grin would go from his face and his smiling eyes would grow hard. He would know there was trouble again in Morris Street and that Doc Turner wanted his help.




          Abe's ferret-like eyes watched Doc's action from behind the backroom curtain and danced with excitement as his employer came slowly back to him. "Meester Toiner," he piped, popping out from his bailiwick like an animated Jack-in-the-Box. "I dun't like her face, neider. She looks like she bit eet off a piece from a vorm and dun't vant to speet eet oudt because she must got to speet oudt de epple too."




          "What the devil are you talking about?"




          "De seester from Meester Pellateer vot de perscreeption ees for. Ain't eet I geef her de peckages, hah? Dun't I know eet vot she looks like? Vun teeng I know she dunt look like. She dunt look like hees seester."




          "Merciful Providence! You've told me enough times that your 'beeg ears' hear everything, but I didn't know they could hear a man think! Now look here, Abe, I promised your mother that you wouldn't get into any more messes and I'm going to keep that promise. Understand?"




          "What's Abie, the boy detective, got for you now, Doc?" The broad-shouldered, heavy-jowled young fellow had come in unnoticed.




          "Hello, Jack, I've been disabusing him of his desire to be Dr. Watson. I'm afraid he had an over-exalted opinion of my deductive faculties."




          The man in the grease-smeared overalls grinned. "Well, for a counter-jumper you haven't done so badly." Then he noticed the look in Turner's eyes and became grave. "What's it this time? I see the Coughex is out."




          "I don't know, Jack. I don't know if it's anything. You know old Pelletier, don't you?"




          "Yes. Funny little Frenchman with a goatee that's always limping up and down Morris Street in a rusty Prince Albert swinging a cane. Come to think of it, I haven't seen him for about a week."




          "No. He's laid up. And here's the strange thing..." Doc's tone dropped to a covert mumble as he outlined his suspicions. "What do you think?" he ended.




          "Does sound kind of fishy. But what would anyone want to poison him for? He hasn't got a cent, lives all alone in a cold water flat over Tony's. Near as I can make out all he ever eats is bread and chocolate, and not much of that." Jack's information about his neighbors was encyclopedic.




          "That's what bothers me. It seems so pointless. But he's already taken a dangerous amount of arsenic, and here's this new prescription for me to dispense. It would be easy enough to give him an overdose in water. He'd never tumble even if he read the label."
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