
T
his hook is a w

ork of fiction. T
he char-

acters portrayed are the creation of the 
author, and no reference to any persons 

living or dead is intended. 
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A 
W

E
A

K
 N

O
V

E
N

ID
E

R
 su

n
, settin

g
 am

o
n
g
 th

e fro
st-to

u
ch

ed
 

fields and hills of N
orthern V

irginia, reflected briefly off 
the cold m

etal w
indow

 fram
es of the office in the C

entral 
Intelligence A

gency before succum
bing to a low

ering bank 
of grey clouds and the lengthening night. T

he M
an B

ehind 
the D

esk folded his big hands behind his head and rocked 
back in his chair, looking at E

rnie S
essena w

ith half open 
eyes. "S

om
ething cam

e to m
y attention this afternoon that 

ju
st fu

sses m
e a little." T

h
e trace o

f a d
raw

l h
in

ted
 at h

is 
S

outhern origins. 
"A

 civilian em
ployee by the nam

e of B
art W

illiam
s, 

cleared for top secret inform
ation, w

ho w
orliT

hi the 6ffice 
o
f R

esearch
 an

d
 D

ev
elo

p
m

en
t o

f th
e D

ep
artm

en
t o

f th
e 

A
rm

y
 at th

e P
en

tag
o

n
, recen

tly
 b

o
u

g
h

t a :ten
 th

o
u

san
d

 
d
o
llar Italian

 sp
o
rts car in

 Italy
 an

d
 p

aid
 fo

r th
e car in

 
Italian

 lira w
h
ich

 h
e o

b
tain

ed
 b

y
 co

n
v
ertin

g
 S

o
u
th

 V
iet-

nam
ese piasters in Z

urich." H
e cocked his head and looked 

at E
rnie S

essena quizzically. "N
ow

 isn't that interesting?" 
S

essena nodded. "T
hat is interesting." 



T
here w

as a short silence. 
"H

ave they reported any problem
s at the P

entagon?" 
S

essena asked. 
"N

o." 
"W

hat kind of a person is W
illiam

s?" 
"A

lm
ost a goody tw

o shoes. S
ingle, thirty, and for-

m
erly served in A

sia w
ith the P

eace C
orps. S

on of a prot-
estan

t m
in

ister in
 a sm

all In
d

ian
a to

w
n

. A
 star ath

lete in
 

high school and got his degree in liberal arts from
 one of 

th
e b

etter lan
d
-g

ran
t co

lleg
es in

 th
e M

id
d
le W

est." T
h
e 

M
an

 B
eh

in
d

 th
e D

esk
 g

lan
ced

 at a slip
 o

f p
ap

er o
n

 h
is 

d
esk

. "H
e is also

 S
co

u
t M

aster o
f a tro

o
p
 at a ch

u
rch

 in
 

N
orthw

est W
ashington." 

E
rn

ie S
essen

a g
rin

n
ed

. 
straight or at an angle?" 

"Just a little tipped. W
hen he isn't engaged in S

cout-
ing, he likes to visit burlesque houses and night clubs w

ith 
exotic dancers." 

"T
hank G

od for that. I w
as beginning to think you'd 

m
ade him

 up." 
"O

h, he's hum
an enough." T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk 

ro
se fro

m
 h

is ch
air an

d
 g

azed
 o

u
t o

f th
e w

in
d
o
w

 at th
e 

b
are silh

o
u
ette o

f trees. "H
e's a m

em
b
er o

f a lo
cal sp

o
rts 

car clu
b
. U

n
til h

e b
o
u
g
h
t th

is Italian
 car w

ith
 th

o
se p

i-
asters, h

e g
o
t alo

n
g
 w

ith
 a little B

ritish
 sp

o
rts car in

 th
e 

three-thousand-dollar range. W
hy fo' the sudden affluence?" 

"M
ay

b
e a rich

 o
ld

 m
aid

en
 au

n
t d

ied
 an

d
 left h

im
 a 

packet?" 
"O

f S
outh V

ietnam
ese piasters?" 

S
essena laughed shortly, lit a cigarette, and deliber-, 

ately
 b

lew
 o

u
t th

e m
atch

. "I w
o

u
ld

 say
 o

u
r b

o
y

 m
ad

e a 
m

istake." H
e inhaled deeply. "T

his one for m
e?" 

T
h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 n
o
d
d
ed

. "T
h
is is ju

st a 
stray thread, E

rnie, but let's pull on it gently and see w
hat, 

h
ap

p
en

s." H
e n

o
d
d
ed

 d
o
w

n
 th

e riv
er to

w
ard

 th
e C

ap
ital. 

"S
ince this is right in the W

ax W
orks, w

e're going to have 
to

 h
an

d
le it at arm

's len
g

th
. E

asy
 d

o
es it. I w

an
t n

o
 co

n
-

tact w
ith

 g
o
v
ern

m
en

t o
fficials an

d
 th

at p
articu

larly
 g

o
es 

fo
r th

e F
B

I. If th
is is so

m
eth

in
g

 fo
r th

em
, w

e'll let, th
em

  

k
n

o
w

 in
 d

u
e co

u
rse." T

h
e co

ld
, g

rey
 ey

es m
et S

essen
a's. 

"Just throw
 a net around W

illiam
s. U

se am
ateurs. L

et's try 
• 

to fill this picture in, but let's handle it carefully until w
e 

can see w
here w

e're going. I'm
 scared to death of any lead 

in W
ashington: Y

ou never know
 w

here in hell you'll end 
up.". 	

• 
S

essena grunted and got up from
 his chair. "I'in on 

m
y w

ay. I'll act like I'm
 w

alking on eggs." 

"D
o
es h

e 
w

ear h
is h

alo
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O
N

E
 

T
L

IE
 brassy and percussive beat of the perspiring m

usi-
cians at the R

ed O
nion w

orked up to the series of 
alternate, rhythm

ic pauses and crashes that signaled the 
clim

ax of R
osie D

aw
n's dance. H

er am
ple buttocks sw

ung 
tow

ard the noisy audience, quivering in the rays of the spot 
lights that cut through the sm

oke-filled atm
osphere, as she 

w
ent into a slow

, voluptuous grind. T
hey sw

ung low
er and 

low
er in a pool of light changing from

 yellow
 to orange to 

red, until they w
ere a few

 inches above the flushed face of 
a heavy set m

an seated at a table closely pressed against 
the sm

all stage. H
e rolled his cigar betw

een pendulous, 
m

oist lips and glanced self-consciously tow
ard his four 

m
ale com

panions. C
arefully raising his stein of beer, he let 

th
e w

h
ite fo

am
 to

u
ch

 th
e g

irl's m
o
v
in

g
 b

o
tto

m
. S

h
e 

straightened w
ith a shriek, m

issed the last tw
o beats of the 

m
usic, and stalked angrily off the stage to a roar of laugh-

ter from
 the m

en at the table and a spattering of applause 
fro

m
 th

e rest of the audience. 

4 

E
rnie S

essena, sitting alone at a table tow
ard the 

back of the sm
all room

, m
otioned to a scantily clad w

ait-
ress nearby. "H

ow
 about asking R

osie to com
e over and 

have a drink w
ith m

e?" T
he w

aitress shifted the gum
 in her 

m
outh and looked at him

 w
ithout expression. 

"S
he know

 you?" 
A

 fain
t g

rin
 to

u
ch

ed
 h

is sw
arth

y
 featu

res as h
e 

handed her a bill. "Just tell her I'm
 the last of the bigtim

e 
spenders." 

A
 m

om
ent later, R

osie D
aw

n m
oved betw

een the 
tables and slipped into the chair across from

 him
. 

S
h
e sm

iled
 ten

tativ
ely

. "H
i, h

o
n
ey

, y
o
u
 lik

e m
y
 

dance?" "G
reat, especially the ending." 

S
he tossed her head and let him

 light her cigarette. 
"O

h
, th

o
se b

astard
s. I g

u
ess I g

o
t to

 liv
e w

ith
 it. 

B
eer is better than having som

e guy press a lighted ciga-
rette ag

ain
st y

o
u
r b

u
tt an

y
w

ay
. B

eliev
e it o

r n
o
t, th

at 
happens too." 

S
essena looked at her levelly. 

"I knew
 your husband, M

ike, in V
ietnam

." 
T

he girl's bright, tough expression vanished, and she 
looked across the table as if she w

ere seeing her com
panion 

for the first tim
e. "Y

ou knew
 M

ike? Y
ou w

ere a buddy of 
his out there?" 

"N
ot exactly a buddy, but I knew

 him
." 

S
he flicked her cigarette ash into a chipped, black 

ashtray and stared at it unseeingly. 
"H

ow
 did he get it?" she asked huskily. 

"A
 C

ong m
ortar got him

 w
hile he w

as on K
P

 duty." 
T

he girl nodded. "Isn't that a helluva thing? M
ike 

w
as one of the best M

arines around and they get him
 w

hile 
he is peeling a bucket of spuds." 

"W
ell, w

e can
't all g

o
 o

u
t y

ellin
g
, `g

u
n
g
 	

" 
"Y

eah, I guess so. Y
ou a M

arine?" 
"N

o, I'm
 a C

IA
 type." H

e paused. "C
entral Intelli-

gence A
gency." 

"O
h!" S

he shrugged after a m
om

ent. "Y
ou better buy 

m
e a d

rin
k
 o

r th
e b

o
ss w

ill to
ss y

o
u
 o

u
t an

d
 fire m

e." 
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"O
kay, w

hat'll you have? T
he usual colored w

ater at 
w

hiskey prices?" 
S

he laughed, show
ing slightly stained teeth. "D

o I 
look like a girl that drinks colored w

ater?" 
"N

o, but you don't look like a girl that gets drunk 
every night hustling drinks either." 

"T
hanks, that's som

ething." 
T

he w
aitress brought them

 tw
o drinks. 

"H
ere's to M

ike," S
essena said. 

T
he girl nodded and sipped her drink. "M

y nam
e is 

M
o
lly

 F
lan

n
ery

, if y
o
u
're in

terested
. E

v
en

 th
e k

in
d
 o

f 
m

other I had w
ouldn't call a girl R

osie D
aw

n." 
"I'm

 E
rnie S

essena." 
T

he girl put out her hand and clasped his w
arm

ly 
across the table. "H

i." 
"

IL" 

"M
olly, there 

is so
m

eth
in

g
 y

o
u
 can

 d
o
 fo

r m
e." 

S
he sm

iled know
ingly. "T

here alw
ays is." 

"N
o, I don't m

ean that, though it w
ould be a helluva 

lot of fun. I'm
 here on business." 

"C
IA

 business?" 
"Y

es." 
"W

hat's in it for m
e?" 

"N
othing, not a dam

n thing. It's just som
ething that 

I think a girl like you, w
ho loved a fellow

 like M
ike, m

ight 
w

ant to help out on." 
M

olly looked at him
 in surprise and then the heavily 

m
ade up face crum

pled as she began to cry. S
he took the 

handkerchief S
essena passed across the table and blew

 her 
nose. A

 tracer of black m
ascara rolled from

 the corner of 
■ 

one eye dow
n her cheek. "Y

ou know
 I loved the crazy jerk, 

d
o
n
't y

o
u
? A

n
d
 h

e lo
v
ed

 m
e. D

id
 h

e ev
er tell y

o
u
 th

at 
w

hen you knew
 him

 out there?" 
"L

ots of tim
es. H

e w
as crazy about you." 

S
he gulped and got the trem

or in her voice under 
control. "N

obody ever figures I've got feelings. T
hey alw

ays 
figure I'm

 a gal w
ho's been around and plays all the angles. 

M
ike knew

 that w
asn't true. Y

ou know
 it because you knew

 

6  

M
ike." S

he dow
ned the rest of her drink. "O

.K
., w

hat is it? 
F

or him
, I'll do it for free." 

"T
here's a guy com

es in here from
 tim

e to tim
e by 

the nam
e of B

art W
illiam

s. H
ere's his picture." S

essena 
handed the snapshot across the table. 

M
o
lly

 lo
o
k
ed

 at it. "N
o
t b

ad
. W

h
at's h

e d
o
n
e?" 

"N
o
th

in
g
, I ju

st w
an

t to
 k

n
o
w

 m
o
re ab

o
u
t h

im
. 

W
hen he com

es in, play up to him
, get to know

 him
. T

ell 
m

e w
hat you find out. A

ny detail m
ight be im

portant." 
"O

.K
." 

"G
ood girl. I'll drop around again in a few

 days." 
M

olly reached across the table and took his strong, 
hairy hand in hers. "E

rnie, w
e're friends aren't w

e? R
eal 

friends, like you w
ere w

ith M
ike?" 

"Y
eah, kiddo. R

eal friends. Y
ou don't have to put it 

on w
ith m

e." 
S

h
e sq

u
eezed

 h
is h

an
d
. "I'll p

lay
 sq

u
are, E

rn
ie." 

"I know
, kiddo. I'll see you in tw

o or three days." 
H

e put a five dollar bill on the table and w
ith a flip 

of his hand w
alked out. 

A
s he stepped out into F

ourteenth S
treet, a gust of 

w
ind laden w

ith cold rain struck him
. H

e shivered and 
turned up this coat collar. H

e stepped into the foyer of a 
darkened candy store to light a cigarette before w

alking 
around the corner into the parking lot to pick up his auto-
m

obile. It's alw
ays a lot easier to talk about recruiting than 

to recruit, he thought. T
he nam

e M
ike F

lannery w
as just 

a nam
e to E

rnie Sessena, and he had never been to V
ietnam

. 
B

ut it didn't hurt the girl to think so, and it m
ight even do 

her som
e good. H

e w
ondered w

hat role she had cast him
 in: 

lover, big brother, father? H
e sm

iled w
ryly at his reflection 

in a store w
indow

. M
aybe it w

ould be F
ather C

hristm
as. 
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T
W

O
 

C
H

A
R

L
IE

 an
d
 D

arlen
e D

av
id

so
n
 jo

in
ed

 w
ith

 th
e ch

o
ir 

an
d
 co

n
g
reg

atio
n
 in

 th
e clo

sin
g
 h

y
m

n
 o

f th
e p

ro
t-

estan
t serv

ice. C
h
arlie sh

ifted
 h

is stan
ce slig

h
tly

 in
 th

e 
n
arro

w
 p

ew
 an

d
 sto

le a g
lan

ce at E
rn

ie S
essen

a stan
d
in

g
 

on the other side of D
arlene and sharing a hym

nbook w
ith 

h
er. B

eh
in

d
 th

e g
o
ld

 rim
s o

f h
is g

lasses, C
h
arlie's ey

es 
tw

in
k
led

. E
rn

ie's b
arito

n
e w

asn
't b

ad
. H

e w
o
u
ld

 h
av

e to
 

recruit the old heathen first for the parish and then for the 
choir. T

he pastor had told him
 only last w

eek how
 difficult 

it w
as to

 p
u
t to

g
eth

er a g
o
o
d
 ch

o
ir, an

d
 C

h
arlie, w

ith
 h

is 
reedy voice, could only sym

pathize. E
rnie, a onetim

e C
atho-

lic, m
ig

h
t b

e read
y
 fo

r a ch
u
rch

 ag
ain

. A
fter all, h

e h
ad

 
ask

ed
 to

 atten
d
 serv

ice w
ith

 th
em

. H
e d

id
n
't h

av
e to

 
acco

m
p
an

y
 th

em
 to

 ch
u
rch

 ju
st b

ecau
se h

e w
as co

m
in

g
 

hom
e for S

unday dinner. P
erhaps he w

as ready to answ
er 

the call. 

C
harlie's heart w

arm
ed and his eyes m

oved fondly 
aro

u
n
d
 th

e m
o
d
est T

u
d
o
r in

terio
r o

f th
e ch

u
rch

 w
ith

 its 
stain

ed
 g

lass w
in

d
o
w

s, its w
aln

u
t p

ew
s an

d
 altar. A

s th
e 

p
eren

n
ial ch

airm
an

 o
f th

e an
n
u
al b

u
ild

in
g
 fu

n
d
, h

e felt a 

8
  

p
ro

p
rietary

 in
terest in

 th
is ch

u
rch

, an
d
 E

rn
ie w

o
u
ld

 b
e a 

g
o
o
d
 ad

d
itio

n
 to

 th
e co

n
g
reg

atio
n
. Y

es, th
at w

as a fin
e 

baritone voice. 
T

he pastor stood in the bright sunlight greeting the 
parishoners as they filed out into the w

arm
th of an Indian 

sum
m

er S
unday. "D

r. G
arden," C

harlie said proudly, "this 
is m

y friend, E
rnie S

essena, w
ho joined us today." 

D
r. G

ard
en

 sm
iled

 at S
essen

a. "D
elig

h
ted

 to
 h

av
e 

you, M
r. S

essena. I heard that fine voice." H
e turned to a 

tall slim
 y

o
u
n
g
 m

an
 ju

st em
erg

in
g
 fro

m
 th

e ch
u
rch

. "I'd
 

lik
e to

 see y
o
u
 after ev

en
in

g
 serv

ice, B
art. W

ill y
o
u
 b

e 
there?" "Y

es, D
r. G

ard
en

. I'll b
e th

ere." T
h
e y

o
u
n
g
 m

an
 

nodded pleasantly at the group and w
alked on. 

"T
hat's our S

cout M
aster, M

r. W
illiam

s," the pastor 
explained to S

essena. "A
 fine young m

an. A
 fine young m

an 
indeed. W

e just hope that he finds a w
ife soon am

ong our 
young ladies. It's hard to keep their attention w

hile he re-
m

ains such an eligible bachelor." H
e threw

 back his head 
and laughed heartily. 

S
essena looked after W

illiam
s w

ith an unfathom
able 

expression. "I'm
 sure he'll m

arry w
hen the right girl com

es 
along." A

fter a few
 m

o
re m

in
u
tes o

f p
o
lite co

n
v
ersatio

n
 

w
ith the D

avidson's friends, E
rnie joined C

harlie and D
ar-

len
e in

 th
eir tw

o
-d

o
o
r sed

an
 fo

r th
e sh

o
rt rid

e to
 th

eir 
hom

e on a quiet side street near R
ock C

reek P
ark. W

hile 
D

arlene put the finishing touches on the dinner w
aiting in 

h
er au

to
m

atic o
v
en

, C
h
arlie m

ix
ed

 h
is frien

d
 a m

artin
i. 

"It's been a long tim
e, E

rnie. W
e ought to see each 

other m
ore often." 

S
essena accepted his drink. "I agree, C

harlie. W
e get 

so
 d

am
n
 b

u
sy

 w
ith

 d
ay

 to
 d

ay
 p

ro
b
lem

s th
at w

e h
av

en
't 

tim
e for our friends any m

ore." 
"W

ell, I'm
 aw

fully glad you called m
e up last w

eek, 
E

rn
ie, an

d
 it's w

o
n
d
erfu

l th
at y

o
u
 w

ere free to
 co

m
e o

u
t 

and have dinner w
ith us." 

• 
"H

ow
 is your son, John? I didn't see him

 in church." 
C

h
arlie b

eam
ed

. "O
h
, h

e's d
o
in

g
 v

ery
 w

ell, E
rn

ie. 
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H
e's in the top five per cent of his high school class. H

e's a 
good athlete, in m

y opinion, and one of the E
agle Scouts in 

our church Scout patrol." 
"H

ow
 old is he now

?" 
"Fifteen." 
"

I rem
em

b
er h

im
 as a very h

on
orab

le, self-relian
t 

little fellow
. Is that still a fair description?" 

"
W

ell, at fifteen
 h

e's n
o lon

ger a 'little fellow
' an

d
 

you
'll h

ave to allow
 for th

e fact th
at I am

 sp
eak

in
g as a 

proud father. B
ut I think John is a very self-sufficient, w

ell-
balanced young m

an. I didn't have his poise and com
m

on 
sense w

hen I w
as fifteen." 

Sessena sipped his drink. "Y
ou know

, C
harlie, w

ith 
your perm

ission, I'd like to have a talk w
ith John." 

C
harlie looked at his friend. "I have no objection, of 

course. Y
ou're going to see him

 at dinner in fifteen m
inutes 

—
but you phrase the question so form

ally. W
hat's on your 

m
ind?" "

I'd
 ju

st lik
e to talk

 w
ith

 h
im

. I th
in

k
 h

e can
 d

o 
som

ething for m
e that could be useful." 

C
h

arlie sat d
ow

n
 across th

e room
 an

d
 gazed

 at 
Sessena thoughtfully over the rim

 of his glass. "A
re you still 

w
ith the C

IA
?" 

"Y
es." 

"D
o you w

ish to talk w
ith John officially?" 

"Y
es." 

C
harlie's expression sharpened. "W

ell, I don't know
 

th
at I lik

e th
at, E

rn
ie. W

h
at in

terest h
as th

e C
IA

 in
 a fif-

teen-year-old boy?" 
"

I th
in

k
 h

e can
 h

elp
 m

e rath
er im

p
ortan

tly."
 

"H
ow

?" 
"I can't tell you." 
"

W
ell, you

're d
am

n
 w

ell goin
g to h

ave to tell m
e, 

E
rnie, or you're not going to talk to John!" C

harlie's pale 
blue eyes flashed. 

"
C

h
arlie, w

e've b
een

 frien
d

s for a lon
g tim

e, an
d

 I 
w

ou
ld

n
't ask

 an
yth

in
g of Joh

n
 th

at I w
ou

ld
n

't ask
 of m

y 
ow

n
 son

, if I h
ad

 on
e. A

ll I can
 tell you

 is th
at h

e can
 h

elp
 

m
e in

 p
u

ttin
g togeth

er som
e in

telligen
ce. T

h
ere's n

o risk
 

in
volved

. It's m
erely th

at h
e k

n
ow

s som
eon

e in
 w

h
om

 I 
have an interest. I just w

ant him
 to observe this person and 

give m
e his im

pressions." 
"Y

ou m
ean you w

ant to hire m
y fifteen-year-old as a 

C
IA

 agent?" 
Sessena shook his head. "Y

ou say that, C
harlie, as if 

I w
ould be contributing to the delinquency of a m

inor. A
s 

it h
ap

p
en

s, I d
on

't w
an

t to recru
it h

im
 as a C

IA
 agen

t. I 
d

on
't p

lan
 to p

ay h
im

 on
e red

 cen
t. I m

erely w
an

t h
im

 to 
tell m

e som
ething that he probably already know

s, or if he 
doesn't know

 it, that he can soon find out. I can assure you 
that there's no risk in it for John or I w

ouldn't ask him
 to 

do it." "Is it im
portant, E

rnie?" 
"I don't know

. In intelligence w
ork you never know

 
w

hat's im
portant or w

hat isn't, but I need John's assistance 
to h

elp
 p

u
t a p

ictu
re togeth

er. W
h

eth
er th

e p
ictu

re w
ill 

h
ave an

y sign
ifican

ce w
h

en
 I get it com

p
leted

, I h
ave n

o 
w

ay of know
ing at this stage." 

"
H

e's th
e on

ly son
 I h

ave, E
rn

ie."
 

"
I k

n
ow

 th
at, C

h
arlie. Y

ou
've told

 m
e w

h
at a fin

e 
b

oy h
e is—

h
e's an

 eagle scou
t—

h
e's resp

on
sib

le for h
is 

years. H
e is n

ow
 fifteen

 years old
. In

 th
ree years h

e'll b
e 

eighteen, and he m
ight be asked to go abroad and fight in 

som
e stinking w

ar for his country. Y
ou w

ouldn't w
ant that 

and I w
ouldn't w

ant that for him
, but it is som

ething that 
every gen

eration
 of you

n
g m

en
 in

 th
is cou

n
try h

as h
ad

 to 
stan

d
 read

y to d
o. I d

on
't see an

y reason
 w

h
y you

 sh
ou

ld
 

ob
ject to you

r son
 d

oin
g som

eth
in

g for h
is cou

n
try th

ree 
years sooner than w

e m
ight norm

ally expect him
 to shoul-

der his responsibilities, particularly if he can do it w
ithout 

risk
 to h

im
self. In

 fact, it seem
s to m

e it m
igh

t teach
 h

im
 

som
ething m

ore about cilizenship." 
"

I'm
 h

is fath
er. W

h
y can

't you
 tell m

e w
h

at it is?"
 

"I have one rule I never break, and it isn't m
y rule, 

it's a rule that I am
 required to live by as w

ell. A
nd that is 

that no one in m
y business know

s any m
ore than he needs 

to k
n

ow
. N

ow
 I w

ill b
e tellin

g Joh
n

 w
h

o th
e p

erson
 in

-
volved

 is. I w
ill n

ot b
e tellin

g h
im

 w
h

y I am
 in

terested
 in

 
1
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that person. T
his person m

ay be com
pletely innocent of 

any w
rong doing. T

he inform
ation that John gives m

e m
ay 

be irrelevant or unim
portant. It m

ay serve to indicate to us 
how

 foolish our suspicions are, but w
hat useful purpose 

w
ill it serve for you to know

 w
ho this person is? I prom

ise 
you, C

harlie, that I shall ask John only to do the things 
th

at h
e n

o
rm

ally
 d

o
es. H

e w
ill tak

e n
o
 actio

n
 th

at h
e 

w
ould not norm

ally take. T
he only thing he w

ill do is to 
rep

o
rt to

 m
e o

n
 th

e actio
n
s o

f a certain
 in

d
iv

id
u
al." 

C
h
arlie p

u
t d

o
w

n
 h

is d
rin

k
, w

alk
ed

 to
 th

e liv
in

g
 

room
 w

indow
 and stared out over his sm

all garden. "A
ll 

right, E
rnie," he said after a m

om
ent. "Y

ou can talk to him
 

and you don't need to tell m
e w

hat it is all about. I trust 
you." 

"T
hank you, C

harlie." 
D

arlene D
avidson w

alked into the living room
 from

 
the kitchen and took the cocktail her husband had pre.. 
pared for her. 

"D
inner w

ill be ready in about ten m
inutes. I think 

I'll sit d
o
w

n
 w

ith
 y

o
u
 b

o
y
s an

d
 catch

 m
y
 b

reath
." S

h
e 

looked about her. "Is John back from
 church yet?" 

C
harlie shook his head. "H

e ought to be here any 
m

inute. H
e know

s w
e're going to sit dow

n at one o'clock 
on the dot, and I've spoken to him

 m
ore than once about 

being punctual." 
T

he tw
o-toned door chim

e rang and D
arlene w

ent 
to the door. 

"H
i M

om
," John D

avidson said breathlessly. "I for-
got m

y key; sorry to bring you to the door." 
"T

hat's all right, Johnny, com
e on in, you're just in 

tim
e for dinner. Y

ou rem
em

ber your father's friend, M
r. 

Sessena?" 
"O

h, yes sir, how
 do you do?" John D

avidson looked 
at S

essena w
ith only faint interest and shook hands. T

hen, 
w

ith
 an

 "E
x
cu

se m
e, sir," h

e b
o
lted

 u
p
 th

e stairs to
 h

is 
room

. "I'll be back dow
n in a second, M

om
," he called over 

his shoulder. 
A

fter dinner, C
harlie D

avidson said, "E
rnie, w

hy 
don't you get John to take you up to his room

 and show
 

1
2
  

you his m
erit badges? I'll help D

arlene w
ith the dishes and 

then w
e can go for a little ride." 

"T
hanks, C

harlie, I'd like to see the m
erit badges if 

John is w
illing." 

"Y
es, sir," John said, obviously pleased. H

e looked at 
E

rnie S
essena shyly. "T

hat is, if you're really interested, 
M

r. S
essena. Y

ou don't really have to bother." 
"John, I w

as an E
agle S

cout m
yself, believe it or 

not." 
"O

h, w
ere you in S

couting? G
ee, isn't that som

e- 
thing] W

ell, com
e on upstairs and I'll show

 you the things I 
have." T

hey clim
bed up a narrow

 carpeted stairw
ay to the 

second floor of the house and dow
n the hallw

ay to a sm
all, 

sunlit bedroom
, the w

alls and shelves of w
hich w

ere filled 
w

ith the m
em

orabilia of a boy w
hose interests ran to sports 

and the outdoors. 
John show

ed Sessena his various trophies, explaining 
each one w

ith detailed enthusiasm
, until S

essena inter-
rupted him

 and, sitting dow
n in a chair, m

otioned for John 
to sit dow

n on the bed. 
"John, I'm

 very interested in these trophies and your 
m

erit badges, but m
y m

ain purpose in com
ing up here w

as 
to talk w

ith you." 
John looked at him

 uncertainly. 
"I have your father's perm

ission." 
"Y

es, sir." 
"T

here is som
ething I w

ant you to do for m
e, and 

I'm
 asking yoli in m

y capacity as a m
em

ber of the C
entral 

Intelligence A
gency of the U

nited S
tates." 

John's eyes w
idened slightly. "Y

es, sir?" 
"If you agree to do this for m

e, you're not to say one 
w

ord about it to anyone, and that includes your father and 
m

other." 
John's face clouded. "B

ut, I don't have secrets from
 

D
ad and M

om
, M

r. S
essena." 

"I know
 that, John, and, in a sense, this isn't a se- 

cret. Y
our m

other.know
s nothing about it, a

n
:' h

o
p
e
 w

e
 

can keep it that w
ay, but your father know

s that I have a 
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task for you to perform
 and that I'm

 speaking to you about 
it, H

e also understands that I'll ask you not to tell him
 the 

details." 
John D

avidson looked at the floor. "W
ell, if I have 

D
ad

's p
erm

issio
n
. . . ." H

e su
d
d
en

ly
 g

rin
n
ed

. "D
o
 y

o
u
 

th
in

k
 th

ere really
 is so

m
eth

in
g

 I can
 d

o
 fo

r th
e C

IA
? 

G
osh!" S

essena grinned back. 
"Y

es, John, there is. I've assured your father that it 
in

v
o

lv
es n

o
th

in
g

 th
at y

o
u

 are n
o

t alread
y

 d
o

in
g

 an
d

 th
at 

there's no risk w
hatsoever." 

"W
ell, jeep

ers, y
o
u
 d

o
n
't h

av
e to

 tell m
e th

at. I 
guess I'm

 old enough to take a little risk if it's im
portant." 

"I w
as certain you'd feel that w

ay, and I said w
hat I 

d
id

 to
 reassu

re y
o
u
r fath

er, n
o
t y

o
u
. I realize th

at as a 
y

o
u

n
g

 m
an

 n
o

w
 y

o
u

 k
n

o
w

 as w
ell as I d

o
 th

at p
art o

f a 
m

an's life is taking risks." 
"Y

es, sir, I know
 that." 

"A
nd this is im

portant to your country." 
"Y

es, sir." 
"W

ill you give m
e your w

ord as a gentlem
an and an 

E
agle S

cout that you w
ill only convey your inform

ation to 
m

e an
d

 n
o

t d
iscu

ss it w
ith

 an
y
o

n
e, in

clu
d

in
g

 y
o

u
r fath

er 
and m

other?" 
"Y

es sir, if it doesn't involve them
." 

"It doesn't, John." 
"T

h
en

 I w
o

n
't d

iscu
ss it w

ith
 an

y
o

n
e b

u
t y

o
u

." 
E

rnie S
essena reached across and clasped the boy's 

hand firm
ly in his ow

n. "T
hank you, son." 

"N
o

w
 th

en
, I w

an
t y

o
u

 to
 o

b
serv

e v
ery

 carefu
lly

 
ev

ery
th

in
g
 th

at y
o
u
r S

co
u
t M

aster say
s o

r d
o
es in

 y
o
u
r 

presence." 
Jo

h
n

 D
av

id
so

n
 lo

o
k

ed
 at S

essen
a w

ith
 sh

o
ck

 an
d

 
d

isb
elief. "M

y
 S

co
u

t M
aster? Y

o
u

 m
ean

 M
r. W

illiam
s?" 

"Y
es, M

r. W
illiam

s." 
"M

y gosh, is he a spy or som
ething?" 

S
essen

a p
erm

itted
 h

im
self a d

eep
, carefree lau

g
h
. 

"N
o
, o

f co
u
rse n

o
t, w

e ju
st w

an
t to

 learn
 a little m

o
re 

about M
r. W

illiam
s." 
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"Y
ou see, John, gathering intelligence is very m

uch 
lik

e so
lv

in
g
 a jig

saw
 p

u
zzle. T

h
ere m

ay
 b

e a th
o
u
san

d
 

pieces to put together and none of them
, in them

selves, are 
p

articu
larly

 im
p

o
rtan

t. I d
o

n
't th

in
k

 M
r. W

illiam
s is p

ar-
ticularly im

portant, one w
ay or the other. B

ut, he is a part 
of a picture w

e are trying to assem
ble, and I'd like to feel 

that I thoroughly understand M
r. W

illiam
s and have som

e 
know

ledge of his habits and attitudes." 
"W

ell," John said doubtfully, "O
.K

., w
hat do I do? 

Just w
atch him

 and listen to w
hat he says?" 

"E
xactly. I w

ould particularly like to know
 anything 

th
at co

m
es to

 y
o
u
r atten

tio
n
 co

n
cern

in
g
 h

is p
lan

s fo
r 

spending m
oney or travelling." 

"Y
es, sir." 

"E
rn

ie, Jo
h
n
," D

arlen
e D

av
id

so
n
 called

 fro
m

 th
e 

foot of the stairs. "W
e're ready for our ride." 

"B
e rig

h
t d

o
w

n
, M

o
m

," Jo
h
n
 called

. H
e tu

rn
ed

 to
 

E
rn

ie S
essen

a. "I'll d
o
 w

h
at y

o
u
 w

an
t m

e to
 d

o
, M

r. 
S

essena. H
ow

 do I get in touch w
ith you?" 

"I'll get in touch w
ith you, John." 

"C
an I tell m

y father that you spoke to m
e and that 

I agreed to do w
hat you asked?" 

"Y
es, I think you should do that. A

ll I ask is that you 
not tell him

 w
hat I've asked you to do. S

ince I know
 your 

father very w
ell, I don't think he'll ask you that question." 

T
ogether they w

alked dow
n the stairs to greet D

ar-
lene D

avidson w
ho stood in the first floor hallw

ay w
ith her 

coat and hat on. 
"C

h
arlie's o

u
t in

 fro
n

t w
ith

 th
e car. W

h
at in

 th
e 

w
o
rld

 w
ere y

o
u
 tw

o
 talk

in
g
 ab

o
u
t? Y

o
u
 so

u
n
d
ed

 lik
e a 

couple of conspirators up there." 
E

rn
ie lau

g
h
ed

 h
eartily

. "O
h
, Jo

h
n
 an

d
 I are o

ld
 

friends by this tim
e—

w
e're thick as thieves. Isn't that right, 

John?" "Y
es, sir." 

S
essen

a w
aited

 o
n

 th
e co

rn
er n

ear D
u

p
o

n
t C

ircle 
until the N

egro postm
an had parked his m

otorized m
ailcart 

and w
as preparing his deliveries in the vicinity. 

1
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"N
ice day, isn't it?" he said. 

T
he m

ailm
an looked up and sm

iled. "It sure is, and 
th

at h
elp

s, th
e m

ail is so
 h

eav
y
 th

is tim
e o

f y
ear. I d

o
n
't 

know
 w

here it all com
es from

." 
"A

 lot of advertising, I expect." 
"M

ust be." 
"M

y
 n

am
e is S

essen
a, I'm

 w
ith

 th
e C

en
tral In

telli-
gence A

gency. H
ow

 about com
ing over to the drug store 

and letting m
e buy you a cup of coffee?" 

T
he m

ailm
an's eyes w

idened. "W
hy w

ould I w
ant to 

do that, m
an? I've got m

y route to finish and it's going to 
take m

e longer than usual as it is." 
"I'd

 lik
e to

 talk
 w

ith
 y

o
u
 ab

o
u
t so

m
eth

in
g
. Y

o
u
 

w
ould do m

e a favor if you w
ould take fifteen m

inutes and 
have a cup of coffee w

ith m
e." 

"A
nd if I w

on't?" 
S

essen
a sh

ru
g
g
ed

 h
is h

eav
y
 sh

o
u
ld

ers. "T
h
en

 y
o
u
 

w
on't." "Y

o
u
 th

in
k
 I'm

 in
v
o
lv

ed
 in

 tro
u
b
le, is th

at it?" 
"N

o
, o

f co
u
rse n

o
t. B

u
t as a citizen

, y
o
u
 co

u
ld

 d
o
 

som
ething for m

e." 
"O

h
, so

 y
o
u
'v

e g
o
t m

e p
eg

g
ed

 as a g
o
o
d
 citizen

?" 
S

essen
a lau

g
h
ed

. "L
et's d

o
n
't g

o
 o

ff o
n
 th

e civ
il-

rig
h
ts sy

n
d
ro

m
e, S

erg
ean

t B
ro

w
n
. I k

n
o
w

 all ab
o
u
t y

o
u
r 

m
ilitary service in K

orea, and you'd qualify as a good citi-
zen in anybody's book." 

T
he m

ailm
an grinned and scratched his ear. "O

.K
., I 

co
u
ld

 u
se a cu

p
 o

f co
ffee, b

u
t it'll h

av
e to

 b
e carry

-o
u
t. I 

can't leave this m
ail." 

"R
ight. P

ull your cart over there to that park bench. 
I'll get the coffee and join you." 

B
row

n drank his coffee standing. "Y
ou've got to re-

m
em

ber how
 folks size you up," he said, sm

iling at S
essena. 

"F
olks m

ight forgive the m
ailm

an stopping on his delivery 
lo

n
g
 en

o
u
g
h
 to

 d
rin

k
 a -cu

p
 o

f co
ffee o

n
 a co

ld
 d

ay
, b

u
t 

they w
on't forgive him

 if he's sitting dow
n looking like he 

w
as enjoying him

self." 
"I suppose you're right. P

eople are alw
ays anxious to 

i6
 

get the m
ail, even w

hen there m
ay be m

ore bad new
s than 

good." "I'm
 n

early
 th

ro
u
g
h
," B

ro
w

n
 said

. "B
etter tell m

e 
w

hat's on your m
ind." 

"Y
o
u
 d

eliv
er to

 a M
r. B

art W
illiam

s, d
o
n
't y

o
u
?" 

T
he m

ailm
an reflected a m

om
ent. "Y

es, that nam
e's 

on m
y route, w

hy?" 
"I'd like you to notice w

hat you deliver to M
r. W

il- 
liam

s. Y
ou needn't open it or hand it over to m

e or do any-
th

in
g
 th

at m
ig

h
t in

terfere w
ith

 th
e m

ails, b
u
t it seem

s to
 

m
e that you could look at the return addresses on the let-

ters an
d
 g

iv
e m

e so
m

e id
ea o

f th
e k

in
d
 o

f m
ail h

e re- 
ceives." B

ro
w

n
 g

rim
aced

. "M
an

, I d
o
n
't k

n
o
w

. W
h
y
 d

o
n
't 

you contact the P
ost O

ffice? T
hey'd be glad to put a w

atch 
o
n
 h

is m
ail, an

d
 th

ey
 co

u
ld

 tell y
o
u
 a lo

t m
o
re th

an
 I 

can." 
"T

his is an unofficial, low
-key affair, B

row
n. I don't 

w
ant to go to the P

ost O
ffice and m

ake the m
atter official." 

"H
ow

 do I know
 you're w

ith the C
IA

?" 
S

essena reached into his billfold, extracted a lam
i- 

nated card, and show
ed it to him

. 
: O

.K
., y

o
u
're w

h
o
 y

o
u
 say

 y
o
u
 are, b

u
t I still d

o
n
't 

know
.  "L

o
o
k
, S

erg
ean

t B
ro

w
n
. Y

o
u
 serv

ed
 in

 K
o
rea fo

r 
o
v
er tw

o
 y

ears. Y
o
u
 w

ere w
o
u
n
d
ed

 an
d
 y

o
u
 w

ere d
eco

-
rated. Y

ou've been a leader am
ong your people ever since. 

N
ow

, if you could do that for your country, w
hy can't you 

do this little thing now
?" 

B
ro

w
n
 g

rin
n
ed

. "T
h
at's p

retty
 b

ig
 talk

 fo
r a little 

th
in

g
 lik

e w
atch

in
g
 th

e retu
rn

 ad
d
resses o

n
 th

e m
ail." 

"T
he little things count," S

essena replied. "I w
ant to 

know
 m

ore about this B
art W

illiam
s, and this is one of the 

m
eans I have of doing it." 

"Y
ou m

ean the guy's a spy?" 
"I d

o
n
't k

n
o
w

 w
h
at h

e is. T
h
at's w

h
at I'm

 try
in

g
 to

 
find out." 

T
h
e m

ailm
an

 d
ro

p
p
ed

 h
is h

ead
 an

d
 th

o
u
g
h
t a m

o
- 
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