
 
 

 
 

 

w
en

t. "A
ll rig

h
t, I'll d

o
 it. H

o
w

 d
o
 w

e g
et in

 to
u
ch

 w
ith

 „- 
one another?" 

"L
eav

e th
at to

 ro
c," S

essen
a said

. H
e p

u
t o

u
t h

is 
h
an

d
. "T

h
an

k
s fo

r y
o
u
r h

elp
. I k

n
ew

 I co
u
ld

 co
u
n
t o

n
 

you." 
T

H
R

E
E

 

 

S
ESSEN

A
 w

alked into the R
ed O

nion shortly after ten P
.M

. 
T

h
e co

n
tin

u
o
u
s en

tertain
m

en
t ad

v
ertised

 o
n
 th

e b
ill-

ing outside w
as being provided by a standup com

edian w
ho 

delivered his patter to a sparse audience w
hose bored im

-
patience w

as m
ore than visible as they w

aited for the strip-
p

ers to
 b

eg
in

. S
essen

a to
o
k
 an

 in
co

n
sp

icu
o
u
s tab

le an
d
 

w
aited

 fo
r M

o
lly

 F
lan

n
ery

 to
 jo

in
 h

im
. 

H
e
 retu

rn
ed

 h
er 

grin w
ordlessly as she sat dow

n opposite him
 and ordered 

tw
o drinks from

 the hovering w
aitress. 

"H
ow

 are you doing, M
olly?" 

"S
w

ell, E
rnie. E

verybody's loosened up a little now
 

that it's getting on tow
ard C

hristm
as. H

ow
 do you like our 

C
hristm

as decorations?" 
S

essen
a lo

o
k
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 th

e sm
o
k
y
 ro

o
m

, tak
in

g
 in

 
th

e tarn
ish

ed
 tin

sel d
rap

ed
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e b
ar an

d
 th

e p
lastic 

an
d
 card

b
o
ard

 S
an

ta C
lau

s an
d
 rein

d
eer h

u
n
g
 alo

n
g
 th

e 
w

alls. "G
reat, it m

ak
es m

e feel lik
e a little k

id
 ag

ain
." 

M
o
lly

 g
av

e a sh
o
rt, h

ard
 lau

g
h
. "Y

eah
, th

ey
 affect 

m
e that w

ay too. I'm
 surprised the boss knew

 there w
as a 

holiday like C
hristnias." 
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•z.; le
; ..k  

"A
nything new

 on our friend, B
art W

illiam
s?" S

es• 
sena asked. 

"L
ast night he show

ed m
e a big ring. H

e says it's a 
star sapphire he got sent to him

 from
 H

ong K
ong and it's 

w
orth $3,500." 

S
essena pushed out his cigarette. "W

as it a m
an's 

ring, or a w
om

an's ring?" 
"A

 m
an's ring." 

"W
as he w

earing it?" 
"N

o, he w
as carrying it around in a little box in his 

vest pocket. I noticed, because he's the only guy that com
es 

in here w
earing a vest." 

"D
id

 h
e say

 w
h
at h

e w
as g

o
in

g
 to

 d
o
 w

ith
 it?" 

"H
e said

 h
e w

as g
o
in

g
 to

 sen
d
 it b

ack
 to

 H
o
n
g
 

K
ong." "W

hy?" 
"I don't know

, I guess he didn't like it." 
S

essena rubbed one jaw
 w

ith the flat of his hand. 
"F

unny that he'd im
port an expensive ring like that and go 

to the trouble of clearing it through custom
s and paying 

d
u
ty

, w
h
ich

 h
e m

u
st h

av
e d

o
n
e, o

n
ly

 to
 sen

d
 it b

ack
." 

M
olly shrugged. "W

ell, that's w
hat he said, any- 

w
ay." S

essena thought a m
om

ent. "M
olly, I'd like you to 

do som
ething m

ore for m
e." 

"N
am

e it, E
rnie." 

"I w
ant you to hire a private eye to check on that 

ring. I'd like to know
 w

ho w
as involved in bringing it into 

the country and w
ho is involved in shipping it back out 

. . . if that's w
hat W

illiam
s does w

ith it." 
M

olly nodded. "I hire this guy and tell him
 w

hat?" 
"Just tell him

 w
hat he needs to know

 to check out 
the gem

. E
verything W

illiam
s told you. O

f course, you 
leave m

e out of it com
pletely." 

"O
.K

., E
rnie, I'll do it. B

ut I don't know
 any private 

eyes." "W
h
y
 d

o
n
't y

o
u
 u

se S
ecrets S

ch
u
ltz? H

e h
as an

 
office over on N

inth S
treet. H

e's reliable and a real digger. 
H

is fee ru
n
s ab

o
u
t fo

rty
 b

u
ck

s a d
ay

. I'll p
ick

 u
p
 th

e 
check." 20 

"L
ike hell you w

ill, E
rnie. T

his is for M
ike, rem

em
-

ber? I'll pay the guy w
hatever it am

ounts to. Y
ou know

, 
shaking your fanny, even in a dum

p like this, pays pretty 
good." E

rn
ie lau

g
h
ed

. "O
.K

., M
o
lly

, h
av

e it y
o
u
r w

ay
. 

Y
ou're a helluva gal. It's no w

onder M
ike w

as in love w
ith 

you." H
e got to his feet. 

"S
ay, E

rnie," she said looking up, a vulnerable ex- 
pression in her pale blue eyes. "W

hat are you doing for 
C

h
ristm

as? H
av

e y
o
u
 g

o
t an

y
b
o
d
y
 to

 sp
en

d
 it w

ith
?" 

E
rnie pushed her chin lightly w

ith a fist. "I never 
m

ake plans that far in advance, sw
eetheart." 

T
h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 w
as stan

d
in

g
 at th

e 
w

indow
 puffing on his pipe and w

atching the pin oaks 
sw

ay in a stiff breeze w
hen E

rnie Sessena entered his office. 
H

e turned and w
aved him

 tow
ard a sofa. "S

torm
 com

ing 
up. W

hat have you got?" 
"I've m

ade som
e progress on the W

ax-W
orks prob- 

lem
." 

"A
 little tug on the line?" 

S
eS

sen
a sh

o
o
k
 h

is h
ead

. "N
o
t a tu

g
 o

n
 th

e lin
e 

exactly—
it's m

ore like a knot." H
e sat dow

n on the sofa. "I 
told you that m

y inform
ation indicates that W

illiam
s has a 

steady and substantial unexplained incom
e and that there 

w
as a star sapphire ring, presum

ably w
orth $3,500, w

hich 
W

illiam
s im

ported from
 H

ong K
ong?" 

T
he M

an nodded. 
"W

illiam
s sen

t it b
ack

 to
 H

o
n
g
 K

o
n
g
 ag

ain
." 

T
h
e M

an
 sm

iled
 th

in
ly

. "H
e d

id
n
't lik

e th
e m

er- 
chandise." 

"T
hat's one w

ay to look at it." 
"H

ow
 do you look at it?" 

"I look at it as a possible m
eans of com

m
unicating 

illegal inform
ation to som

eone in H
ong K

ong. S
uppose he 

had a film
 of P

entagon classified data reduced to a m
icro-

d
o
t an

d
 p

laced
 u

n
d
er th

e sto
n
e b

efo
re h

e . sh
ip

p
ed

 it 
back?" T

h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 n
o
d
d
ed

. "It h
as b

een
 

done. B
ut taking that supposition, then w

hat?" 
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S
essen

a lit a cig
arette an

d
 b

lew
 o

u
t th

e m
atch

. 
"In

 th
is case, th

e d
etails o

f retu
rn

in
g
 th

e rin
g
 

through custom
s and claim

ing a refund for duty paid w
as 

handled by one of the m
ost prom

inent law
 firm

s in W
ash-

ington—
P

robar, W
ilts, and T

hem
e." H

e m
et and held his 

superior's level gaze. 	
• 

"T
hat's interesting. It's sending a m

an to do a boy's 
job, isn't it?" 

S
essen

a n
o
d
d
ed

. "It seem
s th

at w
ay

. P
articu

larly
, 

since the senior partner, P
hilus P

robar, handled the m
atter 

p
erso

n
ally

. W
h
y
 w

o
u
ld

 h
e d

o
 th

at? T
h
is w

as a ro
u
tin

e 
m

atter usually handled by a custom
s clerk, not a law

 firm
. 

A
nd, if a m

atter such as this w
ere handled by a law

 firm
, it 

w
ould be handled by one of the junior attorneys or even a 

law
 clerk

, n
o
t b

y
 th

e sen
io

r p
artn

er w
h
o
 ch

arg
es fo

rty
 

dollars per hour for his tim
e." 

T
h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 slo
w

ly
 refilled

 h
is p

ip
e 

an
d
 lit it, strik

in
g
 th

ree k
itch

en
 m

atch
es fro

m
 th

e sm
all 

pile on his desk before it drew
 to his satisfaction. H

e leaned 
b
ack

 in
 h

is sw
iv

el ch
air an

d
 stared

 at th
e farth

est co
rn

er 
o
f th

e ceilin
g
. H

e sp
o
k
e at last in

to
 th

e silen
ce. "P

h
ilu

s 
P

ro
b
ar is a N

atio
n
al C

o
m

m
itteem

an
 o

f o
n
e o

f th
e m

ajo
r 

political parties, isn't he?" 
S

essena nodded. "Y
es, he is. A

 very prom
inent gent." 

T
he silence in the room

 lengthened, broken only by 
an occasional creak as the M

an shifted in his chair. "W
e're 

getting pretty close to w
here it counts aren't w

e?" 
T

here w
as another long silence. 

"W
ho do w

e know
 in that law

 firm
, E

rnie?" 
S

essen
a g

rin
n
ed

 acro
ss th

e ro
o
m

 an
d
 th

e d
o
u
r ex

-
p
ressio

n
 o

n
 h

is face v
an

ish
ed

. "Jerry
 B

ly
th

 w
o
rk

s fo
r th

e 
firm

. H
e used to be w

ith us." 
"D

o
 y

o
u
 th

in
k
 h

e w
o
u
ld

 h
an

d
le th

is fo
r u

s?" 
"I could ask." 
"D

o
 y

o
u
 th

in
k
 h

e co
u
ld

 h
an

d
le it d

iscreetly
?" 

"If h
e h

an
d
les it at all, th

at's th
e w

ay
 it w

o
u
ld

 b
e." 

T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk tightened his teeth on his 
p
ip

e stem
. "A

ll rig
h
t, E

rn
ie, p

u
ll o

n
 th

is th
read

 a little b
it 

m
o
re. L

et's fin
d
 o

u
t w

h
at m

o
tiv

ated
 a b

ig
-w

ig
 N

atio
n
al 

2
2
  

C
om

m
itteem

an, the senior partner of a large and w
ealthy 

law
 firm

, to attend personally to a sm
all shipm

ent through 
custom

s to H
ong K

ong for an obscure clerk in the R
esearch 

and D
evelopm

ent S
ection of the D

epartm
ent of the A

rm
y 

w
ho recently has been living beyond his m

oans." H
is eyes 

b
o
red

 in
to

 S
essen

a's in
 sp

ite o
f th

e trace o
f a sard

o
n
ic 

tw
inkle. "T

hat's a m
outhful, E

rnie. G
od help us if w

e have 
to build a hot fire in the W

ax W
orks." • 

S
essena arose and stretched lazily. "I alw

ays w
anted 

to
 try

 m
y
 h

an
d
 at ch

ick
en

 farm
in

g
. M

ay
b
e I'm

 g
o
in

g
 to

 
have m

y chance." 

E
rnie S

esscna and Jerry B
lyth finished lunch at the 

L
aw

yers C
lub on P

ennsylvania A
venue. A

s they w
alked out 

of the dining room
 and through the w

ood panelled recep-
tion area, S

cssena said, "I've got m
y car. W

hy don't you let 
m

e drive you back to the office?" 
"W

ell, thanks, E
rnie, but I can get there quicker by 

cab." 
"I'd like to talk w

ith you just a little m
ore, Jerry. L

et 
m

e give you a lift." 
Jerry B

lyth looked at his com
panion quizzically. "A

ll 
right, E

rnie, let's go." 
S

essena drove dow
n N

ineteenth S
treet tow

ard C
on- 

stitution A
venue, around the L

incoln M
em

orial, and across 
the M

em
orial B

ridge tow
ard A

rlington C
em

etery. 
"I could m

ention the obvious, E
rnie. T

his is the long 
w

ay around to m
y office." 

S
essena squinted through the rain-flecked w

indshield 
at th

e b
rid

g
e traffic. "B

u
d
d
y
, I'm

 g
o
in

g
 to

 ask
 y

o
u
 to

 d
o
 

som
ething for m

e because you're an old C
IA

 m
an and you 

know
 w

hat it's like w
hen you're follow

ing a lead and you 
discover that you're up against it." 

"I'm
 all h

eart, E
rn

ie, b
u
t I'm

 n
o
t in

 th
e C

IA
 n

o
w

. 
I'm

 ju
st a stru

g
g
lin

g
 atto

rn
ey

 try
in

g
 to

 g
o
 straig

h
t." 

"W
e need you, Jerry," S

essena said quietly. 
Jerry

 B
ly

th
 sh

ifted
 in

 h
is seat, an

d
 th

en
 stru

ck
 h

is 
right palm

 against the dashboard in exasperation. "D
am

na-
tion. Y

ou never get aw
ay from

 it do you?" 
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"N
ot if you w

ere one of the good ones." 
"O

.K
., w

hat's the story?" 
"It m

ay be a hot one," E
rnie said. "I can only m

en-
tion it to you because you've been a m

em
ber of the corpo-

ration and I k
n
o
w

 th
at I can

 d
ep

en
d
 o

n
 y

o
u
. It's a v

ery
 

delicate m
atter." 

"So?" 
"It involves your law

 firm
." 

Jerry turned in the seat and studied S
essena's profile. 

"Y
o

u
 su

re as h
ell d

o
n

't h
an

d
 o

u
t easy

 o
n

es d
o

 y
o

u
?" 

"N
o, it's not an easy one for m

e or for you." 
"A

re y
o
u
 g

o
in

g
 to

 ask
 m

e to
 d

o
 so

m
eth

in
g
 u

n
-

ethical?" 
S

essena shrugged. "I don't know
 w

hat law
yers con-

sider ethical and unethical. I w
ant to know

 w
hy a senior 

partner of your law
 firm

 undertook to handle, personally, a 
very m

inor m
atter for a very m

inor client." 
Jerry reached into his pocket and extracted a pack-

age of cigarettes. H
e pushed one and pulled it out w

ith his 
lips, shoving in the cigarette lighter on the dashboard w

ith 
one thum

b. "T
here could be a very sim

ple explanation for 
that." "T

hat w
ould m

ake us all very happy," S
essena said 

dryly. "T
ell m

e, E
rn

ie, is th
is really

 im
p
o
rtan

t? I d
o
n
't 

w
ant to snoop into the private or professional affairs of a 

senior partner of m
y law

 firm
 unless it is G

od dam
ned 

im
portant." 

S
essen

a m
et h

is ey
es b

riefly
 as h

e n
av

ig
ated

 th
e 

A
rlington C

ircle and headed back tow
ard W

ashington. "It's 
a m

atter that involves the security of the U
nited S

tates," he 
said

. "A
n
d
 if th

at so
u
n
d
s p

o
m

p
o
u
s, it's ju

st th
e sim

p
le 

truth." Jerry B
lyth w

histled under his breath. "W
ell, I never 

really w
anted to be a law

yer anyw
ay." H

e slum
ped in the 

seat an
d

 m
ain

tain
ed

 an
 u

n
b

ro
k

en
 silen

ce u
n

til S
essen

a 
pulled to the curb beside the C

onnecticut A
venue office 

building in w
hich the law

 firm
 w

as located. T
hen he turned 

to S
essena and spoke unsm

ilingly. "G
od dam

n it, E
rnie." 

H
e paused. "W

ho is the client?" 
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"H
is nam

e is B
art W

illiam
s. H

e returned a sapphire 
ring to H

ong K
ong w

ithin the last few
 days w

ith the help 
of your law

 firm
 and your M

r. P
robar." 

Jerry B
lyth nodded unhappily. "P

robar. Jesus, G
od." 

H
e sighed deeply. "I'll check it out and give you a tele-

phone call w
hen I'm

 ready to squeal." 
S

essena clapped him
 on one shoulder w

ith a heavy 
hand. "Y

ou'll got your rew
ard, Jerry. R

ight here on earth. 
I'll take you to lunch at the P

ress C
lub. T

hey have the best 
drinks and the lousiest food in W

ashington." 
"T

hat's great! W
ho w

ants food? B
lurred vision is 

w
hat you need in this tow

n." 

T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk looked at S
essena w

ist-
fully. "I w

as just leaving for the w
eek end." 

"T
he B

lue R
idge can w

ait," S
essena said heartlessly. 

"Y
ou got m

e into this." 
"T

he W
ax W

orks?" 
"Y

es." 
"L

et's have it." 
"P

robar handled the m
atter of W

illiam
s' ring be- 

cause som
eone connected w

ith the H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices 
C

om
m

ittee asked him
 to." S

essena spoke evenly, w
ithout 

inflection, but there w
as a faint gleam

 of m
alicious satisfac-

tion in his eyes. 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk cleared his throat. "Isn't 

that also the senior com
m

ittee for S
ubcom

m
ittee N

um
ber 

5, the C
IA

 S
pecial S

ubcom
m

ittee?" 
"It sure is." 
"M

y G
od!" T

he expostulation cam
e as a ragged ex-

halation of breath. T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk stared at 
S

essena, stricken. "W
hat are w

e getting into?" 
"O

ne be-Jesus of a m
ess, think I." S

essena's voice 
took on a slight draw

l. 
A

 big fist w
as struck into a palm

. "W
e can't investi-

gate the very C
ongressional C

om
m

ittee that adm
inisters 

our agency!" 
"A

nd w
ipes our noses and gives us goodies w

hen w
e 

c
r
y
.”

 

'W
ell, w

hat in G
od's nam

e w
ould you do?" 
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"I w
ouldn't cut and run." 

T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk flushed. "O
.K

., S
essena, I 

had it com
ing." H

e drum
m

ed his fingers on his desk. "Y
ou 

know
, of course, if w

e start checking the C
om

m
ittee and its 

staff m
em

bers, they can blow
 us out of the w

ater as soon 
as th

ey
 g

et w
in

d
 o

f it. T
h
reats to

 th
e ag

en
cy

, cries o
f 

`police state,' the new
spapers baying at our heels. W

e'd be 
o
u
t o

n
 o

u
r asses b

efo
re y

o
u
 co

u
ld

 say
, lack

 R
o
b
in

so
n
.'" 

S
essena laughed. "Y

ou could alw
ays w

rite nursery 
rhym

es." - 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk chuckled and felt better. 

"I co
u
ld

 at th
at." 

S
essen

a scrap
ed

 an
 o

p
en

 p
alm

 d
o
w

n
 h

is clo
se 

shaven jaw
, feeling the roughness of his heavy beard. "W

e 
could continue the investigation indirectly." 

"T
his is too hot now

 for am
ateurs. W

e m
ight have a 

leak." H
e shuddered. "T

hat's too horrible to even contem
-

plate." "N
o
. W

e'd
 d

o
 th

is w
ith

 a p
ig

eo
n
 u

n
d
er an

 ag
en

t's 
control." 

"G
o on." 

"T
h
ere's a p

ig
eo

n
 b

y
 th

e n
am

e o
f A

n
th

o
n
y
 B

ay
lo

r 
w

ho runs one of these little W
ashington 'poop sheets' from

 
a one-room

 office in the N
ational P

ress B
uilding. H

e's one 
of these professional G

eorgetow
n types—

bachelor, a no-
body w

ith social pretensions, fancies him
self a 'new

spaper- 
m

an.' 'H
onest, but short of cash, am

bitious, but incom
pe-

tent." "H
e's not a fairy, for G

od's sake?" 
"N

o. H
e chases the skirts. I hear he catches his fair 

share." "G
o
o
d
. I w

o
u
ld

n
't w

an
t to

 th
in

k
 o

f h
im

 as a co
m

-
plete failure." 

"I think w
e can use him

." 
"H

ow
?" 

"W
e have an experienced agent, F

rank B
ennington, 

w
ith the cover of a freelance w

riter. L
et's have B

ennington 
co

n
tact B

ay
lo

r an
d
 tell h

im
 so

m
eth

in
g
 sm

ells ab
o
u
t th

e 
A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee, appeal to B

aylor's idea of him
-
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self as a new
spaperm

an, offer him
 a chance to m

ake m
oney 

w
riting an expose. W

ith B
aylor investigating in the stupid, 

cro
ck

ery
-b

reak
in

g
 m

an
n
er h

e'll n
o
 d

o
u
b
t em

p
lo

y
, w

h
o
 

know
s w

ho'll break for cover?" 
• "Ju

st stir th
in

g
s u

p
 a b

it an
d
 see w

h
at h

ap
p
en

s?" 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk relit his pipe. 

"E
xactly." 

"B
ennington isn't briefed?" 

"N
o. H

e does w
hat I tell him

. I don't explain w
hy. 

H
e prefers it that w

ay. H
e sleeps better." 

T
h
e p

ip
e b

elch
ed

 sm
o
k
e b

risk
ly

 fo
r a m

o
m

en
t. "I 

like that." H
e sm

iled through the haze at S
essena. "H

andle 
it as an unidentified operation under your regular budget." 
H

e stretch
ed

 h
ap

p
ily

, th
in

k
in

g
 o

f th
e B

lu
e R

id
g
e. "D

o
n
't 

report back to m
e on this one. I'll sleep better too. W

hen I 
w

ant to live dangerously, I'll ask to be filled in." 
"I'm

 on m
y ow

n?" 
"W

ay into the w
ild blue yonder." 

"A
nd expendable?" 

"W
e're all expendable, E

rnesto m
io. W

e just peel off 
at different velocities." 

"C
om

forting thought." 
"Isn't it?" 
"It's the w

arm
th of this organization that I like." 

"I w
ondered w

hat attracted you." 
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papers—
from

 tim
e to tim

e, I m
ake the national m

aga- 
zines." B

aylor's voice w
arm

ed. "B
ennington? O

h, yes. I've 
heard of you. S

it dow
n, sit dow

n." H
e rose, and grasping 

the only other chair in the office, tipped it forw
ard, letting 

its contents cascade onto the floor, before he spun it around 
and offered it to his visitor. 

B
ennington sm

iled. "B
aylor's B

it, that's a good nam
e 

for your w
eekly report. I've read it. It's dam

n good. I'm
 

som
etim

es tem
pted to pirate from

 it." 
B

aylor becam
e quite cordial. "W

ell, thanks. I used 
to call it B

aylor's P
iece, but m

y friends thought it w
as a re-

port on m
y sex life." H

e laughed, flashing even w
hite teeth. 

"N
ot that it w

ould have to com
e out w

eekly." 
B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 b

ru
sh

ed
 a lo

n
g
 cig

arette ash
 o

ff th
e 

trouser leg of his unpresscd brow
n suit. "I im

agine you do 
O

.K
. Y

ou're young, lean, good-looking. I'm
 a little long in 

the tooth m
yself and fighting the paunch." H

e struck his 
belly w

ith the flat of his hand scattering m
ore cigarette ash 

on the grey and red vinyl floor. 
B

aylor m
ade a deprecatory gesture. "W

hat can I do 
for you, M

r. B
ennington?" 

"C
all m

e F
rank, for G

od's sake. W
hen did a couple 

of ncw
shounds on the W

ashington beat call each other, 
'M

ister?'" 
"O

.K
., F

ran
k
," B

ay
lo

r said
, g

rin
n
in

g
, w

ith
 ju

st a 
touch of condescension. "I'm

 T
ony." 

"R
ig

h
t. S

ay
, y

o
u
 h

av
en

't a d
ead

lin
e to

 m
eet?" 

"N
o. T

he baby's to bed for this w
eek." 

"G
ood. B

ecause I'm
 just here to w

aste your tim
e. I 

adm
ire that sheet of yours. I w

as w
alking by the door and 

the nam
e jum

ped out at m
e. I thought, dam

n it, I'm
 going 

to m
eet that guy. I'm

 glad I caught you in." 
"T

hanks for the kind w
ords. I've alw

ays adm
ired 

your stuff too, F
rank. Y

ou seem
 particularly sure-footed in 

the area of defense." 
"O

h, w
e all have our specialty," B

ennington spoke 
m

odestly. "I happen to be w
ell acquainted w

ith the sources 
in that field. T

ell m
e, T

ony, if it's not a trade secret, how
 

F
O

U
R

 

 

 

F
R

A
N

K
 B

ennington w
alked dow

n the pale green corri-
d
o
r in

 th
e N

atio
n
al P

ress B
u
ild

in
g
 u

n
til h

e cam
e 

to a door of frosted glass set into a scratched and chipped 
w

alnut fram
e that bore the faded gold num

erals he w
as 

seeking. B
elow

 the num
ber on the glass, B

aylor's B
it ap-

peared in letters of a fresher gold. 
H

e opened the door and w
alked into a one-room

 
office. A

 glare of sunlight from
 tw

o unshaded, dirt spat-
tered w

indow
s bathed the room

, and it w
as stifling hot. A

 
tall, thin m

an of about thirty looked up from
 the typew

riter 
he w

as industriously using. H
is eyes, under prom

inent eye-
brow

s, w
ere obscured by his green eye-shade. 

"Y
es?" 

"M
r. B

aylor?" 
"O

f course." 
"I'm

 F
rank B

ennington." 
T

he eye shade w
as rem

oved. "Frank B
ennington?" 

"I'm
 a fellow

 journalist, free lance. I interpret the 
er.pital scene for the out country—

trade journals, new
s- 

/1
0
  

4.0 
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do you cover so m
uch of W

ashington for your report? Y
ou 

m
ust have a big staff." 

"N
o. T

his is a one-m
an operation, for now

. I do the 
leg

 w
o
rk

 an
d
 th

e w
ritin

g
 an

d
 fire th

e stu
ff o

u
t to

 th
e 

p
rin

ters. T
h
ey

 set it u
p
 in

 a sty
le an

d
 fo

rm
 w

e'v
e alread

y
 

w
orked out. A

 m
ailing service takes care of the distribut-

ing." 

B
ennington looked at him

 adm
iringly. "A

 one-m
an 

arm
y." H

e rose. "W
ell, you've got it, kid. It's com

ing your 
w

ay. T
hanks for your tim

e. I just had to put the face w
ith 

the product. A
ll the best." H

e opened the door. 
"A

n
y
tim

e, F
ran

k
, N

ice o
f y

o
u
 to

 call b
y
." B

ay
lo

r 
continued to look at the closed door w

ith a little sm
ile on 

h
is face fo

r so
m

e tim
e, th

en
 h

e w
alk

ed
 o

v
er to

 a w
o
o
d
en

 
clo

th
es tree in

 th
e co

rn
er an

d
 carefu

lly
 rem

o
v
ed

 a g
rey

 
flannel jacket w

ith a deep red lining. H
e slipped it on over 

th
e p

in
 strip

ed
 sh

irt th
at fitted

 sn
u
g
ly

 to
 h

is th
in

, ath
letic 

to
rso

, an
d
 p

u
lled

 at th
e k

n
o
t o

f h
is b

lu
e k

n
itted

 tie. A
 

glance at the S
w

iss chronom
eter on his w

rist told him
 that 

it w
as ten to one. "G

ung hol" he said to his reflection in a 
large w

all m
irror he had hung to one side of the door. H

e 
to

u
ch

ed
 a b

it o
f b

lu
e h

an
d
k
erch

ief p
ro

tru
d
in

g
 fro

m
 h

is 
jack

et's u
p
p
er p

o
ck

et, slip
p
ed

 o
n
 a to

p
co

at, an
d
 step

p
ed

 
out into the hallw

ay. 
A

t th
e p

ark
in

g
 g

arag
e, th

e atten
d
an

t ro
ared

 u
p
 th

e 
curve from

 the subbasem
ent parking area and brought the 

green M
organ tw

o-seater to a stop before B
aylor. "T

his one 
really handles, m

an." 
"D

on't it?" B
aylor said easily, dropping the dim

e he 
had held betw

een thum
b and forefinger in his pocket and 

ex
tractin

g
 a q

u
arter fo

r th
e atten

d
an

t. H
e w

alk
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 

to
 th

e d
riv

er's sid
e, an

d
 g

lan
cin

g
 at th

e leath
er strap

s 
w

hich held the hood securely, low
ered him

self easily into 
the seat. W

ith a spin of the w
heel and a roar of the engine 

he w
as off to G

eorgetow
n. 

H
e pulled into the narrow

 alley betw
een a series of 

old carriage barns and detached kitchen w
ings w

hich had 
o
n
ce b

een
 a p

art o
f th

e larg
e h

o
m

es o
n
 th

e n
earb

y
 street. 

B
y
 ju

d
icio

u
s rem

o
d
elin

g
, an

 en
terp

risin
g
 real estate p

ro
- 
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m
eter had reincarnated the nam

eless alley as the "M
ew

s." 
T

h
e sm

all ap
artm

en
ts, w

h
ich

 ren
ted

 at su
b
stan

tial su
m

s, 
w

ere m
uch sought-after by G

eorgetow
n "sw

ingers," single 
or in pairs, w

ed or unw
ed. 

T
o
n
y
 B

ay
lo

r h
ad

 an
 efficien

cy
 co

n
sistin

g
 o

f o
n
e 

ro
o
m

 ab
o
u
t fifteen

 feet b
y
 tw

en
ty

 feet w
ith

 a sm
all b

ath
 

an
d
 a p

u
llm

an
 k

itch
en

. It w
as a d

ark
, rath

er d
an

k
 ro

o
m

, 
still n

o
t en

tirely
 ab

an
d
o
n
ed

 b
y
 th

e ro
ach

es an
d
 earw

ig
s 

that for decades had held unchallenged sw
ay, but its vir-

tues outw
eighed its defects. T

he large fireplace had a m
ag-

n
ificen

t d
raft an

d
, o

u
tsid

e attractiv
e F

ren
ch

 w
in

d
o
w

s, a 
sm

all, bricked garden w
as shaded by a huge m

agnolia tree 
w

h
ich

 g
rew

 in
 th

e g
ard

en
 o

f th
e larg

e h
o
u
se b

ey
o
n
d
 an

 
aged brick w

all. 
B

ay
lo

r p
ark

ed
 th

e M
o
rg

an
 n

ear a ro
w

 o
f g

arb
ag

e 
can

s an
d
 sp

ran
g
 ag

ilely
 fro

m
 th

e seat. It h
ad

 tak
en

 h
im

 
so

m
e w

eek
s to

 m
aster th

is at th
e p

rice o
f a sk

in
n
ed

 k
n
ee 

an
d
 a scratch

ed
 an

k
le, b

u
t n

o
w

 h
e h

ad
 th

e h
an

g
 o

f it. 
T

h
e d

o
o
r to

 th
e ap

artm
en

t w
as ajar. H

e p
u
sh

ed
 it 

open and w
alked in. "Jiggs? W

here are you, darling?" H
e 

w
as alone. H

e w
alked over to the sm

all kitchen sideboard. 
T

here w
as a salad ready to be tossed and eggs broken for 

an om
elet. S

he couldn't be far aw
ay. H

e tossed his topcoat 
at a chair. 

"H
i, T

ony, sw
eets," a slim

, red-headed girl, dressed in 
a black ski jum

per, pushed against the half-open door and 
entered the room

. "I had to get a bottle of chablis from
 m

y 
ice box and you w

ere out of butter." 
H

e k
issed

 h
er o

n
 th

e tip
 o

f h
er n

o
se. "I thought I'd 

lost you." H
e feigned great relief. 

"A
fter lunch, m

aybe. B
efore, never." S

he tied on a 
sm

all w
hite apron. 

"H
o
w

 ab
o
u
t a m

artin
i w

h
ile y

o
u
 p

erfo
rm

 at th
e 

skillet?" "It'll spoil the taste of the w
ine." 

"B
e a barbarian and join m

e." 
"Just one, then." 
H

e kissed her behind the left ear. 
"D

o you still w
ant your lunch?" 
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"I'm
 starving." 

"T
hen cut it out." 

"W
ho m

entioned food?" 
S

he turned and laughed. "Y
ou fool! D

id you have a 
good m

orning?" 
"G

reat. O
ne of m

y adoring public dropped by and 
prostrated him

self at m
y feet." 

"T
hat m

ust have m
ade you feel m

asterly. I hope you 
w

ere gracious w
ith the poor w

retch." 
"O

f course. N
oblesse oblige." 

S
he w

hisked off the apron. "L
uncheon is ready, m

y 
lord." "T

hen let's fall to't." H
e kissed her full on her laugh-

in
g
 lip

s an
d
 g

allan
tly

 seated
 h

er at a sm
all tab

le at th
e 

w
indow

 overlooking the garden. 

T
he next day he received in the m

ail a series of re- 
prints of a num

ber of articles by F
rank B

ennington. T
hey 

w
ere accom

panied by a scraw
led note. "I really enjoyed 

our chat. T
his w

ill give you an idea of w
hat another w

orker 
in the vineyard is doing." 

It w
as several days later that B

ennington telephoned 
him

. "T
ony? T

his is F
rank B

ennington. I w
onder if you can 

have lunch w
ith m

e tom
orrow

? I w
arn you that I am

 going 
to ask your professional advice. W

ell, w
hy not the P

ress 
C

lub? O
ne o'clock. G

ood." 
B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 w

as w
aitin

g
 fo

r h
im

 in
 th

e N
atio

n
al 

P
ress C

lub foyer as he stepped off the elevator. T
hey had 

tw
o
 ro

u
n
d
s o

f d
rin

k
s in

 th
e ro

w
d
y
 co

n
v
iv

iality
 o

f th
e 

m
em

bers' bar, then fried oysters in the dining room
. T

hey 
got along fam

ously. B
ennington had an inexhaustible fund 

of anecdotes that B
aylor enjoyed, and B

aylor's dry w
it sent 

B
ennington into such fits of laughter that, face red and 

breath short, he w
ould end up coughing. 

B
y the tim

e lunch w
as finished, they had established 

a close rapport. "T
ony, let's sit in the lounge a few

 m
in-

utes," B
ennington said as they gdt up from

 the table. "I'd 
lik

e to
 ask

 y
o
u
r ad

v
ice o

n
 a m

atter." T
h
ey

 fo
u
n
d
 tw

o
 

leather club chairs under a large grandfather clock at som
e 
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distance from
 the four other occupants of the room

 w
ho 

w
ere w

atching television. 
B

ennington offered B
aylor a cigar and, w

hen he re-
fused, m

ethodically lit one him
self. H

e put the m
atch in a 

nearby free-standing brass ashtray and took four or five 
carefully spaced puffs, eyeing the end of the cigar intently. 

"T
o
n
y
, I'm

 o
n
 to

 o
n
e o

f th
e b

ig
g
est th

in
g
s in

 m
y
 

career. A
 first rate scoop. I m

ean first rate. It's the kind of 
thing that could lead to the P

ulitzer P
rize. A

 once-in-a-
lifetim

e opportunity." 
B

aylor nodded and w
aited for B

ennington to con-
tinue. "I need help on this. H

elp from
 a first-rate, honest-to-

G
od new

spaperm
an w

ho know
s this tow

n and w
ho's a 

digger." B
ennington took another puff on his cigar and 

glanced at B
aylor. "K

now
 w

hat I m
ean?" 

"Y
es. I suppose I do." 

"I don't need som
eone to do footw

ork or to check 
out leads or even to conduct interview

s. T
his is a big one. I 

need a full-tim
e partner. A

n equal. S
om

eone to help m
e 

evaluate this thing, because it's big. T
ony, m

y G
od, som

e-
tim

es I'm
 scared to death, it's so big." 

B
ay

lo
r lit a cig

arette. "D
o
 y

o
u
 h

av
e so

m
eo

n
e in

 
m

ind?" B
ennington nodded. "Y

es. . . . Y
ou." 

"I h
av

en
't tim

e fo
r th

at k
in

d
 o

f n
ew

sp
ap

er w
o
rk

, 
F

rank. I have m
y ow

n report." 
"D

on't give that up, T
ony. T

hat's going to be your 
fortune. I w

ouldn't interfere there. B
ut a chance to share a 

P
ulitzer P

rize doesn't com
e along every day. T

hink of w
hat 

that could m
ean to you professionally." 

"W
e'd share the P

rize?" 
"H

ell, yes. B
ennington and B

aylor on the by-line. 
I'm

 offering you a partnership, laddie." 
B

ay
lo

r d
rew

 o
n
 h

is cig
arette, b

u
t d

id
 n

o
t rep

ly
. 

B
ennington low

ered his voice. "A
nd there's som

e-
thing else, T

ony. W
e don't live by bread alone, right? Y

ou 
m

ight have to hire som
e help to keep your sheet going 

w
hile w

e earn our P
ulitzer P

rize, right? N
ow

, I'm
 financed 

on this one. It's that big. I have a big advance. If our nose 
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fo
r n

ew
s lead

s to
 w

h
ere w

e th
in

k
 it w

ill, th
ere w

ill b
e 

plenty m
ore." 

B
aylor pushed out his cigarette in the ashtray and lit 

another. H
e cleared his throat. 

"T
ell m

e m
ore." 

B
ennington leaned back. "I can't tell you m

ore un-
less you'll sign up w

ith m
e." 

"W
hat kind of m

oney are you talking about?" B
aylor 

asked. "P
aym

ents of five hundred to fifteen hundred as the 
story progresses, depending on the nature of the inform

a-
tion." H

e glanced sidew
ise at B

aylor. "I think I could get 
you a thousand-dollar advance for expenses." 

B
aylor sat silently for som

e m
inutes w

hile his ciga-
rette burned dow

n close to his fingers. H
e dropped it into 

th
e ash

tray
, th

en
 h

e tu
rn

ed
 an

d
 g

rin
n
ed

 at th
e o

ld
er m

an
. 

"0,1(., F
rank, for glory and loot, sign m

e on." 
"G

ood boy. W
e'll go all the w

ay on this one." H
e got 

to his feet. "L
et m

e get us a drink from
 the bar to celebrate 

the form
ation of the hottest new

s team
 in W

ashington and 
then I'll give you the new

s lead. S
cotch?" 

"S
cotch over ice." 

"R
ight." 

H
e returned and, handing B

aylor his drink, dropped 
in

to
 th

e leath
er ch

air b
esid

e h
im

. H
e lean

ed
 to

w
ard

 h
im

 
and spoke in a confidential undertone. 

"Y
o
u
 k

n
o
w

 th
e A

rm
ed

 S
erv

ices C
o
m

m
ittee o

f th
e 

H
ouse." "Y

es." 
"T

h
ere's a real sm

ell ab
o
u
t th

at C
o
m

m
ittee." 

"L
ike that?" 

"I w
on't give you m

y im
pressions, T

ony. I think w
e 

can do a professional job—
truly P

ulitZ
er P

rize quality—
if 

w
e cover the story independently and act as counterchecks 

on each other. It's very easy to go overboard on stories of 
this type and lose one's objectivity." 

T
o
n
y
 n

o
d
d
ed

. "B
u
t y

o
u
 h

av
e d

u
g
 so

m
eth

in
g
 u

p
?" 

B
ennington nodded. "It sm

ells to high heaven. B
ut," 

he shrugged, "w
e need details and corroboration." 
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"W
hen do I start?" 

"R
ight now

." 
T

o
n
y
 g

rin
n
ed

. "D
o
n
't fo

rg
et th

e ad
v
an

ce o
n
 ex

- 
penses." 

"T
h
e ch

eck
 w

ill b
e in

 y
o
u
r m

ail in
 th

e m
o
rn

in
g
." 

3
5 



F
IV

E
 

A
Y

L
O

R
 said goodbye to B

ennington in the elevator 
as it descended from

 the N
ational P

ress C
lub, and 

got off at his floor. H
e w

alked dow
n the shabby, green cor- 

ridor to his office door and fitted a key into the lock. T
he 

office sm
elled stuffy. H

e threw
 up a w

indow
 and carefully 

placed his jacket on the hanger. H
um

m
ing a recent show

 
tune, he dropped into his chair and reached to a nearby 
shelf for the blue-bound copy of the C

ongressional D
irec-

tory. T
urning to the listing of staffs of H

ouse C
om

m
ittees, 

he ran his forefinger dow
n the page to "A

rm
ed S

ervices." 
G

lancing dow
n the list of secretaries, he hit upon the nam

e 
S

ue S
oam

es. S
napping his fingers in a gesture of elation, he 

picked up the telephone. 
H

e cradled the instrum
ent against his chin as he lit 

a cigarette. "A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee, please." H
e in-

haled and rem
oved a flake of tobacco from

 his tongue. "S
ue 

Soam
es, please. . . . S

ue, this is T
ony B

aylor. L
ong tim

e 
no see." 

H
e laughed easily. "H

ow
've you been, chick? W

ell, 

I've been around. Y
ou know

, the office drudge. S
ay, this is 

on the spur of the m
om

ent, but how
 about dinner w

ith m
e 

tonight? S
oft lights, m

usic, good food, great com
pany?" H

e 
spun around in the chair and chuckled. "N

o, I don't think 
that you're easy to get. W

hy should w
e both sit hom

e alone 
tonight w

hile you put m
e off until next w

eek? If you are 
free, adm

it it and w
e'll have a ball. O

.K
.? G

reat! I'm
 dam

n 
lucky! S

aves a dreary day, chick. N
o, really it w

as, drab, 
low

 dow
n, poor, just nothin'l I'll be around in the M

organ 
about seven. S

am
e pad? R

ight! G
et beautiful! S

ee' you!" 
H

e put the telephone into its cradle, and read the 
brief biographical paragraph on R

epresentative S
am

 F
en-

ester, C
hairm

an of the C
om

m
ittee, in the C

ongressional 
D

irectory: teacher, farm
er, politician at the local and state 

level, veteran of the H
ouse, born in C

hina of m
issionary 

parents, devout churchm
an, joiner of lodges and associa-

tions, author —
T

he Shield of L
iberty and Stand U

p and .13e 
C

ounted. T
he biographical sketches of the other m

em
bers 

of the C
om

m
ittee w

ere briefer, but projected sim
ilar im

-
pressions of one dim

ension, cardboard silhouettes of gre-
garious, patriotic m

en w
ho savored the sim

ple joys of the 
straightforw

ard A
m

erican life. W
ell, w

hat could you expect 
from

 the C
ongressional D

irectory . . . an expose or a cri-
tique? B

aylor laid the book dow
n and called the offices of a 

local daily new
spaper. "H

arry? T
ony B

aylor. N
ot bad. T

he 
voice of the turtle is heard in the land. Y

es. W
ell, I never 

k
n
ew

 w
h
at it m

ean
t eith

er. H
arry

, I'd
 lik

e to
 v

isit y
o
u
r 

m
orgue and check som

ething out in your editions for, say, 
the last five years. R

ight. I'll be there in ten m
inutes." H

e 
slipped on his jacket and top coat, flipping the light sw

itch 
as he headed out the door. 

H
e spent the rest of the afternoon at the new

spaper 
seeking every new

s item
 that m

entioned any of the m
em

-
bers of the A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee. T

he picture that 
slow

ly em
erged of the chairm

an, S
am

 F
enester, w

as that of 
a m

an leading a blam
eless, if not dow

nright boring life. A
 

bachelor, he lived in an apartm
ent at the S

heraton P
ark 

H
otel on C

onnecticut A
venue. H

e had a very lim
ited social 

D
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