











































































































that would be. They'd say we'd
been listening in on their phone
calls for years and causing trouble
and this and that—and you and I'll
be in a real jam.”

Mrs. Sloane shook her head. “I
don’t care. You can't just sit there.”

“I'll call the police,” Sloane said
dimly, and strode to the telephone.

What he heard when he picked
it up—lifting the receiver violently
this time, without thought to being
quiet about it—was Mrs. Martin-
son’s voice. Obviously, she had
come into the house from outside,
and was now jabbering away on the
phone.

“...and, wait just a minute, Dor-
othy,” she was saying, “there’s
somebody—on—our—line. Will you
please hang up this telephone?”

Sloane cleared his voice. “Mrs.
Martinson,” he said. “This is Mr.
Sloane. I'm afraid this is something
of an emergency.”

“Oh?” Mrs. Martinson was querz
ulous. “So that’s it now. A new onec.
Would you mind very much, so
long as you'’re listening to my pri-
vate conversations which are, by the
way, protected by the Fourth
Amendment to the Constitution of
the United States, telling me the
nature of your so-called c¢mer-
gency?”

SORRY, RIGHT NUMBER

“Look,” Sloane said to her, “some-
body's going to be murdered.”

“Oh,” Mrs. Martinson said, her
voice in mimicry. “Somebody’s go-
ing to be murdered. Who?”

“You.”

“What?” Mrs. Martinson said.
“Well, I— Did you hecar that,
Dorothy ?”

“I think he’s drunk, whoever it
is,” 'the voice named Dorothy said.
“But, honey, if he says it's an emer-
gency, don’t you have to give up
the phone? Couldn’t he make
trouble for you?”

“It is just as illegal,” Mrs. Mar-
tinson said triumphantly, “to pre-
tend that an emergency exists, as a
means of getting the other party to
relinquish the telephone. What have
you got to say to that, Mr. Snoop?”

Sloane said, “Mrs. Martinson,
listen, you—"

“Get off my linel” she shrieked.
“Get off!”

Slowly, Sloane hung wup the
phone. His wife came out of the
kitchen and said, “Well?”

“It’s out of our hands now,” he
said. “I did what I—="" A look came
into his eye. “How long have we
becn on the party line with them?”

“Twelve years,” Betty said.

“Twelve years is a long time,”
Sloanc said. “Is supper ready?”













































wrong kid? Everything come off
o]\ay "

“Not exactly,” 1 gulped. “Could
I see you in the bedroom a minute,
Ruby?”

We excused ourselves and went
into Dorothys boudoir. Ruby closed
the door behind us, and I told him
what happened. At first, he looked
relieved when he realized that the
caper had been successfully com-
pleted; he didn’t think there was
any problem about the ring being
stuck on my finger. But when he
started to yank at it, I howled in
pain.

“Cut 1t out!” he said sharply.
“We'll use some soap—"

“I already tried soap,” 1 said
desperately. “Nothing works, Ruby,
nothing!”

“Don’t be stupid!”

We went into the bathroom, and
I proved it to him. By this time,
Dorothy was getting pretty curious
about what was going on, and
started asking questions. Rather
than get her suspicious, we returned
to the living room, and 1 kept my
hands in my pockets for the rest
of the visit.

Well, I hate to think about the
remainder of that night. For two
solid hours after we left Dorothy’s,
Ruby yanked and twisted and tor-
mented the middle finger of my
left hand unul I was whimpering
for mercy. I'd never secen Ruby so
upset about anything; all his bril-
liant cunning scemed to desert him
at the sight of that glittering rock

glued to my finger. I thought sure
he’ld come up with some crafty
scheme for getting it off, but I
guess he was too overwhelmed by
the whole thing. It was the biggest
haul of his evil career, and it made
even his great criminal intelligence
totter.

Finally, Ruby gave up in disgust.

“But don’t worry,” he said threat-
eningly. “We'll figure something
out. And for God’s sake, keep that
ring out of sight!”

He didn’t know what he was
asking. Keeping that gleaming
stone out of sight was like trying
to hide a searchlight in my pocket.

I snecaked into the house that
night. In bed, I kept twisting and
turning the ring in the vain hope
of getting free of it. I thrashed-
around all night, even in my sleep,
and my mother thought I was com-
ing down with the fits for sure.
I have an uncle who had a fit one
night, and woke up in the morn-
ing to announce that he was going
to shoot the first police horse he saw.
They had to put him in some kind
of home, and my mother never got
over it.

When I woke up the next day,
my first thought was to call up the
scarf company and tell them I had
a heart attack or something; the
prospect of reporting “to an $18-a-
week job with a trillion-dollar ring
on my finger was more than a little
dlsturbmg But I knew I couldn’t
malinger on my second day; it
would cost me the job for sure.
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“We've got to do more than write
ceditorials. We've got to split this
thing wide open.”

His face was darkish red, as
though he harbored a permanent
fever. “The Sheriff’s Deparument
runs the County Workhouse and
we all know what goes on in
there.”

I lit my cigarctte. “Perhaps.”

He nodded. “Of course you do,
Mr. Troy. It's Sheriff Brager’s priv-
ate mint. He gets rake-offs on the
food and kick-backs from the
guards. A prisoner lives like a dog
unless he has a friend on the out-
side to slip him enough money to
buy favors. The guards are cretins
who stay on the job for the graft
they can squeeze and for the beat-
ings they can administer with a
smile.”

“There was an investigation
about two years ago,” I said. It
came to nothing.”

Renolds snorted. “All that the in-
vestigating commuittee had to go on
were rumors. It had no concrete
facts. Brager cleaned up the place
in a hurry and kept it that way for
the month it was watched. The
prisoners were too scared to talk.
Brager saw to that.”

He paced the floor. “Kangaroo
courts run rampant. Brager uses the
prisoners as a private work force.
When they aren’t working on his
estate or on one of his pet projects,
he loads them on trucks and rents
them out to big farmers at four

bucks a head. He pockets the

moncy and they’re lucky if they
get a good meal out of it.”

I leaned back in my chair and
watched the cigarette smoke. “Ap-
parently vou intend doing some-
thing about it.”

Renolds nodded vigorously. “I'm
going to get myself arrested.”

I examined my manicure. “For
vagrancy, no doubt. You're going
to write an inside story about your
experiences in the workhouse. Good
for you. Sec Frank Harrison. He's
the editor of this paper and he’s
the man vou should have scen in
the first pluce. There was no need
to go over his head. I regard my
tune as valuable.”

Renolds held up o hand. “Mr.
Troy, 1 plan nothing so simple.
And I thought that the fewer peo-
ple who knew about what I'm go-
ing to do, the better. And that goes
for Mr. Harrison.” A thin smile
came to his face. “An exposé of
conditions would muke a good
story, no doubt, but I intend to de-
stroy the reputation of the sheriff
and his department with something
more final, more drastic.”

Renolds’ smile seemed to be self-
congratulatory. “I am going to have
mysclf arrested for murder.”

“Whose murder?” I asked.

His smile increased by an inch.
“Yours.”

I shifted in my chair.

Renolds  giggled  slightly.  “Of
course I don't actually intend to
murder you. I mercly want it to

look as though I did.”
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