
life an
d

 sp
en

t lo
n

g
 h

o
u

rs each
 d

ay
 o

n
 C

ap
ito

l H
ill. H

is 
rep

u
tatio

n
 w

as th
at o

f a resp
ected

, h
ard

w
o
rk

in
g
, rath

er 
hum

orless and dour senior m
em

ber of the H
ouse E

stablish- 
m

en
t. A

n
 au

ro
ra o

f p
o
w

er h
u
n
g
 ab

o
u
t h

im
. H

e k
ep

t th
e 

w
orld at arm

's length. T
he other m

em
bers of the C

om
m

it-
tee had avoided scandal too. C

ongressm
an O

rm
e had been 

criticized tw
o years before for taking his w

ife to E
urope as 

an
 ex

ecu
tiv

e assistan
t at g

o
v

ern
m

en
t ex

p
en

se w
h

ile h
er 

husband visited A
rm

y installations w
hich included the con-

tinent's m
ost fam

ous resort areas. C
ongressm

an V
etnik had 

b
een

 arrested
 fo

r a left tu
rn

 in
to

 th
e w

ro
n
g
 en

d
 o

f a o
n
e-

w
ay

 street after d
rin

k
in

g
 m

o
re th

an
 h

e co
u
ld

 carry
 at a 

C
hristm

as party. P
ar for the course. N

o one im
agined that 

the C
ongress w

as a com
pany of angels. 

B
aylor lit a cigarette and rubbed his eyes. W

hy did 
B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 h

av
e to

 b
e so

 d
am

n
 secretiv

e? P
ro

b
ab

ly
, in

 
so

m
e m

isg
u
id

ed
 w

ay
, h

e w
as try

in
g
 to

 p
u
t B

ay
lo

r o
n
 h

is 
m

ettle. M
aybe the staff w

as involved. M
aybe there w

as a 
safe d

ep
o
sit b

o
x
 so

m
ew

h
ere stu

ffed
 w

ith
 n

ew
 b

ills. H
e 

y
aw

n
ed

 an
d
 lo

o
k
ed

 at h
is w

atch
. S

ix
-fifteen

. H
e h

ad
 to

 
rush. 

H
e drove to G

eorgetow
n, show

ered, changed into a 
cam

els' hair topcoat w
ith an outsized collar that he turned 

u
p

 w
h

en
 h

e k
ep

t th
e to

p
 d

o
w

n
 o

n
 th

e M
o

rg
an

 in
 th

e 
w

in
tertim

e, an
d
 ro

ared
 o

ff to
 p

ick
 u

p
 S

u
e S

o
am

es. S
u
e 

m
ight put him

 inside the C
om

m
ittee. 

H
e took her to one of the proliferating "intim

ate" res- 
tau

ran
ts in

 G
eo

rg
eto

w
n

 w
h
ich

 o
ffered

 u
n

certain
 lig

h
tin

g
 

from
 flickering candles in pink frosted cylinders of glass, 

sm
all cro

w
d
ed

 tab
les, a co

n
fu

sin
g
 d

eco
r o

f "an
tiq

u
ed

" 
w

o
o

d
en

 w
alls, n

ew
 b

rick
 w

o
rk

 an
d

 a m
elan

g
e o

f early
 

A
m

erican
, F

ren
ch

, an
d
 V

icto
rian

 rep
ro

d
u
ctio

n
s, an

d
 a 

pseudo-F
rench m

enu prepared by hearty N
egro cooks from

 
V

irginia. 
B

ay
lo

r stu
m

b
led

 o
v

er a g
rin

n
in

g
 p

laster o
f P

aris 
b
lack

am
o
o
r o

n
 h

is w
ay

 to
 th

eir tab
le. "H

ere w
e are," h

e 
said gaily, "the quiet corner I asked Jason to reserve for us. 
T

h
is is really

 a g
reat restau

ran
t, S

u
e, in

 th
e tru

e trad
itio

n
 

of P
rovence, but the din can get to be a little m

uch, espe- 
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cially w
hen one w

ants to talk." H
e w

aited w
hile Jason held 

h
er ch

air an
d
 th

en
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 in
to

 h
is o

w
n
, sm

ilin
g
 at h

er 
b

rig
h

tly
. "W

h
at sh

all w
e h

av
e, d

ear? H
o

w
 ab

o
u

t a really
 

dry ice-cold m
artini?" 

S
ue S

oam
es sm

iled, patting her short brow
n hair self-

consciously. "A
 m

artini w
ould be fine." 

"Jaso
n
, tw

o
 o

f th
e u

su
al . . . very, very dry." 

T
h
e h

ead
w

aiter n
o
d
d
ed

. "O
f co

u
rse, M

r. B
ay

lo
r." 

H
e sn

ap
p

ed
 h

is fin
g

ers at a w
aiter an

d
 tu

rn
in

g
 aw

ay
 re-

layed the order. 
"T

hey seem
 to know

 you here, T
ony." 

"O
h

, I g
iv

e th
e p

lace m
y

 cu
sto

m
," h

e said
 airily

. 
"W

h
at h

av
e y

o
u

 b
een

 d
o

in
g

 to
 y

o
u

rself, S
u

e? Y
o

u
 lo

o
k

 
gorgeous." 

S
he dim

pled. "Y
ou have quite a line, but thanks. I'm

 
just an Ivory girl." 

H
e looked at her adm

iringly. "O
ld F

enester doesn't 
know

 w
hat he's got. D

oes he appreciate you?" 
"M

r. F
enester? O

h, I practically never see him
. H

e 
stalks in and out. B

esides, he's in his fifties." 
"I guess he's quite a boy." 
"I guess so," she replied w

ithout interest. 
T

he w
aiter brought their m

artinis and a sm
all bow

l 
of cheese-spread w

ith crackers. 
"D

o you still share your apartm
ent w

ith w
hat's-her-

nam
e? Y

ou know
, the one w

ith the hair rollers?" 
S

he laughed. "M
uriel? Y

es, I do, and you only saw
 

her once in hair rollers. T
he w

ay you talk, you'd think she 
lived in them

." 
"I th

o
u
g
h
t sh

e d
id

. Im
ag

in
e all th

at h
air, lo

o
se an

d
 

b
lo

w
in

g
 ab

o
u
t, lo

o
k
in

g
 lik

e an
 o

u
tsized

 frig
h
t w

ig
." 

"S
he doesn't like you either." 

"D
on't I know

 it!" 
H

e ordered another round of m
artinis. 

"I shouldn't, T
ony. T

hey're doubles." 
"N

o
t really

, th
e g

lass h
as a d

o
u

b
le b

o
tto

m
. T

h
at's 

w
here they m

ake their m
oney." 

In tim
e, he ordered their dinner, a rack of lam

b w
ith 

a bottle of M
edoc. 

3
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"W
hy don't w

e have coffee at m
y place?" he asked 

after they had eaten. 
S

he sm
iled at him

 com
fortably. "T

hat sounds super." 
T

hey left the M
organ in the parking space he had 

found on the crow
ded street around the corner from

 the 
restau

ran
t an

d
 w

alk
ed

 th
e tw

o
 b

lo
ck

s to
 th

e M
ew

s. 
A

 light snow
 had fallen. H

is little garden w
as cov-

ered in w
hite under a m

oon w
hich appeared am

ong racing 
clouds in a clearing sky. H

e lit the fire he had laid, but not 
the lam

ps. 
"F

irelight and m
oonlight," he m

urm
ured to her as he 

helped her off w
ith her coat. "W

hat could be lovelier?" H
e 

kissed her left ear lobe lightly. "A
 pretty girl, of course." 

S
he sank dow

n on som
e pillow

s he had placed be-
fore the fire and kicked off her shoes. 

"Y
ou have a flair, T

ony dear." 
H

e brought over an espresso coffee m
aker and a 

bottle of C
ourvoisier V

.S
.O

.P
. and placed them

 on a low
 

ham
m

ered brass circular table w
hich a G

eorgetow
n decora-

tor had said cam
e from

 M
orocco. 

H
e handed her a dem

itasse of coffee w
hen it w

as 
ready and a sm

all glass snifter of brandy. 
"C

igarette?" 
"N

ot now
, darling." 

H
e d

id
 n

o
t to

u
ch

 h
er, b

u
t d

ran
k
 h

is co
ffee an

d
 

looked into the fire. 
"W

hat m
ade you call m

e today?" she asked. 
"I w

as looking through som
e things and found a pic-

ture of you." 
S

he glanced at him
 in surprise. "Y

ou don't have m
y 

picture!" 
"Y

es, I do. I snapped it w
hen w

e w
ere together w

ith 
that group at R

ehoboth B
each last sum

m
er." 

H
er face softened. "H

ow
 sw

eet. I didn't know
 you 

did that, T
ony. W

hy didn't you ask for a picture? I w
ould 

have been glad to give you an official version." 
H

e sipped his brandy. "S
tolen sw

eets, I guess. A
nd I 

w
ould have been em

barrassed to ask for your picture. I 
didn't know

 you w
ell enough." 
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"H
ow

 sw
eet! M

ay I see it?" 
"I destroyed it. It didn't do you justice." 
"I'll send you a picture." 
"W

onderful, darling." 
H

e reach
ed

 o
v
er an

d
 to

u
seled

 h
er 

h
air. "T

h
at's 

better. "Y
ou really think so?" she m

urm
ured. 

"Y
es," he breathed and m

et her parted lips w
ith his. 

T
he fire had burned dow

n. T
he room

 had grow
n 

chilly. S
he had gone into the bathroom

 to dress. 
H

e lit a cigarette and gazed out of his w
indow

 at 
the snow

. 
"W

hat tim
e is it?" she called. • 

"T
hree-thirty." 

"M
y G

od. I'll lose m
y reputation." 

"W
ith w

hom
? M

uriel?" 
S

he em
erged, her cheeks flushed and her eyes shin-

ing. "W
ell, I have to have been som

ew
here." 

H
e kissed her on the tip of the nose. "T

rue. T
ell her 

I brought you here and tried to seduce you and that you 
fought m

e off. T
hat's w

hat she w
ants to believe, anyw

ay." 
S

he laughed. "I don't look as if I put up m
uch of a 

fight." H
e put an arm

 around her and hugged her to him
. 

"H
ow

 about a nightcap? P
lain old percolator coffee this 

tim
e?" "I'd love it." 

S
he sat in his big chair w

ith her feet curled under 
her and sm

iled at him
 over the brim

 of a big cup. "W
hat 

are you going to do today?" 
"O

h, probe the new
s sources. I'm

 on a big story as a 
m

atter of fact." 
"H

o
w

 th
rillin

g
! I d

o
n
't su

p
p
o
se I can

 ask
 w

h
at?" 

H
e w

eighed her carefully w
ith his eyes. "I can only 

say
 it m

ay
 in

v
o

lv
e th

e A
rm

ed
 S

erv
ices C

o
m

m
ittee." 

H
er eyes w

idened. "M
y C

om
m

ittee?" 
"W

hy not?" 
"W

ell, no reason, I guess. I m
ean, I alw

ays think of 
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n
ew

s h
ap

p
en

in
g
 to

 so
m

eo
n
e else, so

m
ew

h
ere else." 

H
e acted as if he had suddenly been struck by an 

inspiration. "S
ay, darling! W

hat a coincidence, and w
hat 

fun! W
e could w

ork together on this!" 
S

he looked at him
 w

ithout answ
ering. 

"I m
ean, you just happen to w

ork for the C
om

m
it-

tee. W
hy didn't I think of this before? Y

ou could be one of 
m

y new
s sources. T

alk about com
bining business and plea-

sure!" "W
hat do you m

ean, your new
s source?" she asked, 

her face looking a little pinched. 
"W

ell, y
o

u
 k

n
o

w
. If y

o
u

 fin
d

 so
m

eth
in

g
 o

u
t—

I 
m

ean
, if y

o
u
 n

o
tice an

y
th

in
g
—

w
h
at I m

ean
 is . . ." h

e 
began to flounder as he saw

 the apprehension grow
ing in 

her face, "if you have any new
s about the C

om
m

ittee, you 
could feed it to m

e." 
H

er face crum
pled and she began to cry quietly. 

"S
ue!" he said, kneeling by her chair and taking her 

hand. "H
oney! Y

ou don't think for one m
om

ent that I . . ." 
he gestured helplessly, "did all of this just for a little infor-
m

ation? W
hat kind of a heel do you think I am

, for G
od's 

sake?" S
he dabbed at her eyes and looked at him

 angrily. "I 
m

ay not be very sm
art, T

ony B
aylor, not very sm

art at all, 
I g

u
ess, b

u
t I k

n
o
w

 w
h
en

 I'v
e b

een
 h

ad
. I w

an
t to

 g
o
 

hom
e." "O

.K
., O

.K
. F

orget it," he said. "I'm
 deeply hurt. 

Ju
st rem

em
b
er y

o
u
 b

ro
u
g
h
t th

e su
b
ject u

p
, I d

id
n
't. I 

thought w
e could do som

ething together—
oh, hell. I know

 
you'll never believe m

e now
. Y

ou've got m
e pegged as an 

operator, for G
od's sake. T

alk about an insult!" 
"I just w

ant to go hom
e." 

H
e w

alked her through the soft snow
 to the street 

w
h

ere th
ey

 h
ad

 left th
e M

o
rg

an
 an

d
 d

ro
v

e h
er to

 h
er 

apartm
ent building. S

he sat, w
ounded and rem

ote, leaning 
aw

ay from
 him

 against the door. A
s he sw

ung into the curb 
outside her apartm

ent building, he said, "O
ne thing, S

ue. 
D

on't underestim
ate yourself. Y

ou're a gorgeous gal. T
hat's 

w
hy w

e had the evening together. Y
oU

 don't have to trade 
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inform
ation for dates. Y

ou do yourself an injustice to think 
so, regardless of w

hat you think of m
e." 

S
he opened the door and ran across the snow

y side-
w

alk and into the apartm
ent-building foyer. 

T
ony B

aylor gritted his teeth and shoved the M
or-

gan through its change of gears. "Y
ou blew

 that one, w
ise 

guy," he m
uttered. "Y

ou rushed it. N
ow

•you've lost her." 
H

e pulled the M
organ in by the garbage cans arid sat for a 

m
om

ent w
atching the shadow

s of the fast m
oving clouds 

against the snow
. "D

am
nation!" H

e sw
ung out of the car 

and entered his apartm
ent. 
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S
IX

 

3
I--.)  
,..,\D 

A
Y

L
O

R
 

a
rriv

e
d
 a

t h
is o

ffice th
e n

ex
t m

o
rn

in
g

 at 
 n

in
e an

d
 fo

u
n
d
 h

is m
ail in

 a sm
all p

ile o
n
 th

e flo
o
r 

u
n
d
er th

e letter d
ro

p
. H

e o
p
en

ed
 a p

lain
 en

v
elo

p
e w

ith
 a 

N
ew

 Y
o

rk
 p

o
stm

ark
. It co

n
tain

ed
 a ch

eck
 d

raw
n

 in
 h

is 
favor on a N

ew
 Y

ork bank in the am
ount of one thousand 

dollars. T
he signature w

as so scraw
led that he couldn't de-

term
in

e if it w
ere B

en
n
in

g
to

n
's. T

h
e g

u
y
 w

as as g
o
o
d
 as 

his w
ord, and prom

pt too. T
hey'd m

ake a good team
. B

en-
nington and B

aylor. B
aylor and B

ennington. H
e w

ondered 
if B

ennington w
ould m

ind using the nam
es in alphabetical 

seq
u

en
ce? It so

u
n
d

ed
 b

etter th
at w

ay
, b

u
t h

e w
o
u
ld

n
't 

m
ake an issue of it. 

T
he telephone rang shrilly. 

"B
aylor speaking." 

"O
ne m

om
ent, M

r. B
aylor. M

r. R
utledge w

ill speak 
w

ith you." 
A

n
 in

cisiv
e, au

th
o

ritativ
e v

o
ice cam

e o
n

 th
e lin

e. 
"M

r. B
ay

lo
r, th

is is Jo
h

n
 R

u
tled

g
e sp

eak
in

g
. I am

 C
h

ief 
C

o
u

n
sel o

f th
e H

o
u

se A
rm

ed
 S

erv
ices C

o
m

m
ittee." 

B
ay

lo
r clap

p
ed

 h
is free h

an
d
 to

 h
is b

ro
w

 in
 m

o
ck

 

44 

despair. "H
ow

 do you do, M
r. R

utledge. W
hat can I do for 

you?" "W
ould you m

ind paying m
e a visit at your conve-

nience? I w
ould like to speak w

ith you." 
"W

hen?" 
"N

o
 h

u
rry

. W
h
en

 y
o
u
 can

, b
u
t n

o
t later th

an
 to

-
m

orrow
." 

"I'll b
e o

n
 th

e H
ill ab

o
u

t elev
en

 th
is m

o
rn

in
g

. I 
could drop in on you then." 

"E
xcellent. I'll look for you. R

oom
 2

1
2

0
 in the R

ay-
burn B

uilding." 
B

ay
lo

r g
o
t o

u
t o

f h
is tax

icab
 at th

e In
d
ep

en
d
en

ce 
A

venue entrance of the R
ayburn B

uilding. H
e w

alked up a 
broad, shallow

 flight of steps betw
een tw

o sitting statues of 
heroic sym

bolism
 and through the doors, half hidden under 

a m
assive decorative balcony fram

ed by tow
ering G

recian 
p

illars. A
fter th

e o
rn

ate ex
terio

r, a k
in

d
 o

f arch
itectu

ral 
fantasy on a them

e by P
ericles w

ith variations by M
usso-

lini, the spacious good taste of the interior w
as a relief. H

e 
to

o
k
 a fast-m

o
v
in

g
 au

to
m

atic elev
ato

r u
p
 o

n
e flo

o
r an

d
 

w
alk

ed
 d

o
w

n
 a b

ro
ad

 co
rrid

o
r b

ath
ed

 in
 lig

h
t fro

m
 re-

cessed ceiling fixtures to R
oom

 2no. A
 blonde secretary sat 

at a desk before a frosted glass partition fram
ed in w

alnut 
w

hich shielded an inner office. T
he reflection of a florescent 

light shone in one lens of her horn-rim
m

ed glasses as she 
sm

iled at him
. 

"I'm
 M

r. B
aylor, to see M

r. R
utledge." 

A
 tall, slim

, p
atrician

 lo
o

k
in

g
 m

an
 w

ith
 silv

er h
air 

appeared at the door of the inner office. "I overheard you, 
B

ay
lo

r. I'm
 R

u
tled

g
e. C

o
m

e in
." H

e g
estu

red
 B

ay
lo

r to
-

w
ard

 a ch
air co

v
ered

 in
 b

lack
 leath

er. "T
h
an

k
 y

o
u
 fo

r 
co

m
in

g
." H

e sat d
o
w

n
 in

 an
 ad

jo
in

in
g
 ch

air an
d
 fix

ed
 

B
aylor w

ith a penetrating gaze from
 unw

avering light grey 
ey

es. H
e h

ad
 n

o
t o

ffered
 to

 sh
ak

e h
an

d
s an

d
 h

e d
id

 n
o

t 
sm

ile. "I th
in

k
 w

e can
 b

e b
rief. I u

n
d

erstan
d

 fro
m

 S
u

e 
S

oam
es that you are interested in our C

om
m

ittee." 
B

aylor forced him
self to m

eet the grey eyes. "I w
rite 

a n
ew

s sh
eet. I am

 in
terested

 in
 all o

f th
e C

o
m

m
ittees o

n
 

the H
ill." 
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"N
ot particularly the A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee?" 

"N
ot particularly." 

R
u
tled

g
e's ey

es co
n
tin

u
ed

 to
 b

o
re in

to
 h

im
. 

"If you w
ish inform

ation about this C
om

m
ittee or its 

activities, M
r. B

aylor, you can alw
ays talk w

ith m
e. I am

 
certain that I have a reputation for frankness and coopera-
tio

n
 am

o
n
g
 y

o
u
r co

lleag
u
es." H

e p
au

sed
, th

en
 ad

d
ed

 
co

ld
ly

, "Y
o
u
 d

o
n
't h

av
e to

 co
rru

p
t o

u
r secretarial staff to

 
obtain inform

ation that is freely available by m
ore ortho-

dox m
eans." 
B

aylor felt him
self flushing and controlled an urge 

to justify him
self to R

utledge. W
hat the hell? H

e rem
ained 

silent. R
utledge put the fingers of his tw

o hands together. 
"T

h
ere is so

m
eth

in
g
 th

at, as a n
ew

sm
an

, d
istresses y

o
u
 

about this C
om

m
ittee?" 

"N
ot a thing." 

"O
r its staff?" 

"S
om

e of the m
em

bers talk too m
uch," 

R
utledge gave a faint, w

intery sm
ile. "D

on't w
e all." 

H
e arose. "D

on't let m
e keep you, M

r. B
aylor. I think w

e 
understand one another. W

hen you w
ant a new

s source on 
this C

om
m

ittee, please 
see m

e. I am
 alw

ay
s av

ailab
le." 

B
aylor stood up. "T

hat's very neat, M
r. R

utledge. I 
w

ish for your sake that things w
orked that w

ay, but I'm
 a 

new
spaperm

an, not a paid publicist. I'll find m
y ow

n new
s 

sources, including sources of new
s about this C

om
m

ittee." 
T

he skin around R
utledge's eyes tightened. "I am

 a 
g

o
o

d
 frien

d
 an

d
 b

ad
 en

em
y

, M
r. B

ay
lo

r," h
e said

 so
ftly

. 
"T

hat m
ay be trite, but, believe m

e, it's true." 
"I'll fin

d
 m

y
 o

w
n
 w

ay
 o

u
t." B

ay
lo

r's v
o
ice h

eld
 an

 
angry edge. 

T
h
e in

v
itatio

n
 w

h
ich

 arriv
ed

 th
e n

ex
t m

o
rn

in
g
 b

e-
fore he left G

eorgetow
n for the office w

as for a dinner that 
ev

en
in

g
. It w

as d
eliv

ered
 b

y
 a u

n
ifo

rm
ed

 ch
au

ffeu
r w

h
o
 

sm
ilingly confirm

ed his nam
e before handing him

 the w
hite 

square envelope. 
B

ay
lo

r sto
o
d
 b

y
 th

e w
in

d
o
w

 o
v
erlo

o
k
in

g
 h

is tin
y
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garden and opened it. H
is forefinger casually stroked the 

engraved script as he read. 

M
r. and M

rs. P
hilus P

robar 
request the pleasure of the com

pany of 
M

r. B
aylor 

at d
in

n
er 

T
he A

pex C
lub 

R
.S.V

.P. 	
January 15th at eight o'clock 	

B
lack T

ic 

H
e w

as reread
in

g
 it w

h
en

 th
e telep

h
o
n
e ran

g
. 

"M
r. B

ay
lo

r?" a co
o
l fem

in
in

e v
o
ice in

q
u
ired

. 
"S

peaking." 
"T

h
is is M

rs. P
ro

b
ar's so

cial secretary
. I th

in
k
 y

o
u
 

h
av

e an
 in

v
itatio

n
 fo

r d
in

n
er to

n
ig

h
t in

 y
o
u
r h

an
d
?" 

"Y
ou are psychic." 

A
 light laugh cam

e over the w
ire. "G

aylord w
as to 

call m
e w

h
en

 h
e h

ad
 d

eliv
ered

 it. I am
 sorry it's on such 

short notice, M
r. B

aylor. M
rs. P

robar asked m
e to apolo-

gize. M
r. P

robar receives your little new
spaper at his law

 
office, and he's been asking M

rs. P
robar to include you at 

one of their dinners for som
e tim

e. F
rankly, for tonight w

e 
have had last m

inute regrets from
 one of our m

ost w
inning 

bachelors. M
rs. P

robar w
ould be so pleased if you could fill 

in
. A

n
d
 th

en
, to

o
, M

r. P
ro

b
ar co

u
ld

 m
eet y

o
u
, at last." 

B
aylor laughed, show

ing his pleasure. "I w
ondered 

if the invitation hadn't been sent to m
e by m

istake. I didn't 
recall know

ing the P
robars. Just a m

om
ent, please. I think 

I m
ay be free for tonight." H

e laid the telephone dow
n and 

p
ick

in
g
 u

p
 a n

earb
y
 p

ap
erb

ack
 w

estern
 ru

ffled
 its p

ag
es 

near the receiver. T
hen he picked the telephone up again. 

"G
o
o
d
 lu

ck
. T

h
e b

est o
f lu

ck
. I am

 free. I sh
all b

e d
e-

lighted to com
e." 

"T
h
an

k
 y

o
u
, M

r. B
ay

lo
r. M

r. an
d
 M

rs. P
ro

b
ar w

ill 
be m

ost pleased." 
B

aylor sat dow
n in his big chair and put up his feet 

o
n
 th

e n
earb

y
 M

o
ro

ccan
 leath

er h
asso

ck
. A

 little sm
ile 

played around his lips as he tapped his front teeth w
ith the 
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and, having perform
ed the introduction, turned to greet the 

new
est arrivals. 

B
aylor m

elted w
ithout effort into the crow

ded room
. 

H
e discovered that though the group w

as som
ew

hat older 
an

d
 co

n
sid

erab
ly

 m
o
re d

istin
g
u
ish

ed
 th

an
 h

is frien
d
s in

 
G

eorgetow
n, the sam

e lighthearted patter, or a variation of 
it, served equally w

ell. G
lancing around out of the corner 

o
f h

is ey
e as h

e ch
atted

 w
ith

 so
m

e n
o
n
en

tities, h
e co

u
ld

 
identify m

any celebrities. H
e w

as im
pressed and elated to 

d
isco

v
er th

at h
e w

as a p
art o

f a g
u

est list th
at in

clu
d

ed
 a 

S
uprem

e C
ourt justice, tw

o senators, a state governor, and 
o
n
e o

f th
e n

atio
n
's rich

est b
u
sin

essm
en

. H
e to

o
k
 a d

rin
k
 

from
 a passing tray and sm

iled politely at the grey haired 
w

o
m

an
 in

 fro
n

t o
f h

im
 w

h
o

 w
as ch

atterin
g

 o
n

 ab
o

u
t h

er 
servant problem

. O
ver her shoulder he could see R

epresen-
tativ

e S
am

 F
en

ester stan
d
in

g
 erect b

efo
re th

e firep
lace 

m
antel, listening gravely and im

passively to the conversa-
tio

n
 o

f th
e state g

o
v

ern
o

r. F
en

ester w
as a to

w
erin

g
 m

an
, 

several inches over six feet, w
ho w

eighed at least tw
o hun-

dred and tw
enty-five pounds. H

e exuded an atm
osphere of 

m
assiv

e p
h
y
sical stren

g
th

 an
d
 p

o
litical p

o
w

er. N
o
w

 h
is 

eyes w
ere half closed as he listened to his com

panion talk. 
A

s B
ay

lo
r w

atch
ed

 h
im

, th
e ey

es su
d

d
en

ly
 o

p
en

ed
 an

d
 

fix
ed

 h
im

 w
ith

 a d
irect, all-en

co
m

p
assin

g
 scru

tin
y
. T

h
ey

 
w

ere bright blue eyes that conveyed a form
idable intellec-

tu
al cap

acity
. A

s q
u
ick

ly
 as th

ey
 h

ad
 o

p
en

ed
 th

ey
 w

ere 
hooded again. E

ven across a crow
ded room

 B
aylor felt that 

he had been noticed, appraised, and dism
issed. 

A
 h

an
d
 g

rasp
ed

 h
is fo

rearm
. "B

ay
lo

r, I'm
 P

ro
b
ar. 

D
am

n
ed

 n
ice o

f y
o
u
 to

 co
m

e o
n
 su

ch
 sh

o
rt n

o
tice. M

u
st 

have seem
ed like a G

od dam
ned royal sum

m
ons." T

he m
an 

stan
d
in

g
 b

esid
e h

im
 w

as d
eep

ly
 tan

n
ed

 an
d
 sm

ilin
g
 

broadly under a ruff of silver grey hair. 
"I w

as free, M
r. P

ro
b
ar, an

d
 g

lad
 to

 co
m

e. P
articu

-
larly since I w

as told you liked m
y stuff." 

"I do. I do. D
am

ned perceptive. S
tyle, content, cov-

erage. W
hat m

ore could one w
ant? Y

ou m
et everyone here?" 

"N
ot at the other end of the room

." 

en
v

elo
p

e. T
h

is w
as th

e b
ig

 tim
e. T

h
e in

n
er circle. H

e 
reached for the telephone. 

"jig
g
s? T

h
is is T

o
n
y
. D

arlin
g
, I'm

 o
n
to

 a sco
o
p
. 

W
e'll h

av
e to

 p
o

stp
o

n
e to

n
ig

h
t. H

o
w

 ab
o

u
t to

m
o

rro
w

? 
C

an't m
ake it? W

hy not? W
ell, of course it's m

y business, 
d
arlin

g
. N

o
, I'm

 n
o
t jealo

u
s. I'm

 ju
st in

terested
. O

.K
. I'm

 
m

ore than interested." H
e glanced im

patiently at his w
rist 

w
atch. "L

ook, darling, I've got to run. D
o w

e have a date 
or don't w

e? N
ow

 how
 in hell can I take you for granted? 

Y
ou're still playing the field. N

o, no. I d
id

n
't m

ean
 it th

at 
w

ay. L
ook, yes or no? Y

es? G
ood girl. I love you. C

om
e 

around here about sevenish. S
w

eet girl. G
oodbye." H

e put 
dow

n the telephone w
ith a little grim

ace. 
T

he taxi brought him
 to the A

pex C
lub at 8:15. H

e 
w

anted to be casually, but not im
politely, late, and fifteen 

m
inutes past the hour seem

ed about right. 
H

e m
ounted the tw

o flights of stairs leading up to the 
G

eorgian m
ansion, pushed a discretely placed bell button, 

an
d
 w

aited
. A

 b
u
tler o

p
en

ed
 th

e d
o
o
r w

ith
 a ten

tativ
ely

 
w

elco
m

in
g
 sm

ile an
d
 ey

eb
ro

w
s raised

 in
 an

 u
n
sp

o
k
en

 
question. 

"I'm
 M

r. B
aylor." 

"O
f course, M

r. B
aylor. M

r. and M
rs. P

robar are ex-
p

ectin
g

 y
o

u
." A

s a m
aid

 to
o

k
 h

is co
at an

d
 h

at, th
e b

u
tler 

h
an

d
ed

 h
im

 a sm
all w

h
ite en

v
elo

p
e w

ith
 th

e n
am

e o
f th

e 
lad

y
 h

e w
as to

 esco
rt in

 to
 d

in
n
er. B

ay
lo

r g
lan

ced
 at th

e 
seatin

g
 ch

art an
d
 w

alk
ed

 to
w

ard
 th

e d
o
o
rw

ay
 lead

in
g
 to

 
th

e salo
n

. "M
r. B

ay
lo

r," th
e b

u
tler said

 in
 a lo

w
, clear 

voice. A
 tall, angular w

om
an w

ith striking features under 
blonde hair arranged in a careful coiffure sm

iled brilliantly 
and extended her hand. "M

r. B
aylor. H

ow
 very nice of you 

to com
e. P

hilus w
ill be so pleased." S

he low
ered her voice 

in a m
ock confidence. "T

hat cad has stood m
e up. F

ifteen 
m

in
u

tes p
ast th

e h
o

u
r an

d
 n

o
 h

o
st! W

h
at ex

cu
se can

 h
e 

giv
e u

s? A
n
o
th

er call to
 th

e W
h
ite H

o
u
se? H

e u
sed

 th
at 

last night. W
ell, let m

e introduce you." S
he turned easily to 

her right to the group closest to her in the w
ell-filled room
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"It's a G
od dam

ned crush, isn't it? I tell D
arw

in, for 
G

od's sake, either cut the guest list or let's hire a hall. W
ho 

w
ould you like to m

eet over there?" 
"I'd like to m

eet R
epresentative S

am
 F

enester." 
P

ro
b

ar ch
u

ck
led

 an
d

 p
u

n
ch

ed
 h

is sh
o

u
ld

er. "O
f 

co
u
rse y

o
u
 w

o
u
ld

! Y
o
u
 k

n
o
w

 th
is to

w
n
. H

e's th
e m

o
st 

p
o

w
erfu

l m
an

 h
ere. S

h
ak

es th
e P

en
tag

o
n

 o
n

 M
o

n
d

ay
, 

scares h
ell o

u
t o

f th
e C

IA
 o

n
 T

u
esd

ay
, an

d
 tells o

ff th
e 

W
hite H

ouse on W
ednesday." 

"T
hen he rests on T

hursday?" 
P

robar looked at him
 and threw

 back his head in a 
hearty laugh, "Y

ou're savvy, boy. T
hursday's the day of the 

party caucus. F
riday, S

aturday, and S
unday he goes hom

e 
to

 h
is C

o
n

g
ressio

n
al d

istrict an
d

 b
u

ild
s th

o
se p

o
litical 

fences, because all of that pow
er, all of that influence that 

scares the bejcsus out of the bureaucracy, w
hether they're 

a th
ree star g

en
eral w

ith
 an

 arm
y
 o

r a file clerk
 w

ith
 a 

m
im

eograph m
achine, can disappear any N

ovem
ber of an 

even-num
bered year w

hen he fails to get a m
ajority." H

e 
punched B

aylor w
ith a forefinger. "T

hat's sovereignty, boy, 
that's the raw

, ultim
ate, honest-to-G

od truth of politics." 
B

aylor grinned. "Y
es, sir." 

P
ro

b
ar p

eered
 at h

im
. "I d

o
n
't fo

o
l y

o
u
, d

o
 I b

o
y
? 

G
o
o
d
. K

eep
 y

o
u
r ey

es o
p
en

 an
d
 y

o
u
r tail tu

ck
ed

 in
 an

d
 

you m
ay survive in this tow

n. W
e ought to talk som

e m
ore. 

W
hy not have lunch w

ith m
e tom

orrow
 at the C

ity C
lub?" 

"I'd be delighted." 
"G

ood. O
ne o'clock. B

orne, the guard of the sacred 
portals, w

ill tell you w
here to find m

e. N
ow

, com
e along. 

I'll in
tro

d
u

ce y
o

u
 to

 F
en

ester an
d

 so
m

e o
f h

is C
o

n
g

res-
sional colleagues on the C

om
m

ittee that's his pow
er base. 

K
n

o
w

 th
e p

o
w

er b
ases in

 th
is to

w
n

, b
o

y
, an

d
 y

o
u

 k
n

o
w

 
w

ho runs W
ashington." 

T
hey m

oved into the group that now
 surrounded the 

C
ongressm

an at the fireplace. 
"S

am
," P

robar said in a boom
ing voice. "I w

ant you 
to m

eet one of the bright young fellow
s in this tow

n, T
ony 

B
aylor." 

T
he hooded eyes opened and a pow

erful, ham
-like 

\-1
  

hand reached out to grasp B
aylor's. B

lue eyes bored once 
again into his. B

aylor felt transfixed, then the eyes drooped 
an

d
 th

e h
an

d
 released

 h
is. "M

r. B
ay

lo
r," th

e d
eep

 v
o
ice 

said
, as if n

o
t o

n
ly

 ack
n
o
w

led
g
in

g
 an

 in
tro

d
u
ctio

n
 b

u
t 

filing the nam
e and im

pressions about it securely aw
ay for-

ever. It w
as all very im

pressive and flattering. B
aylor w

as 
hardly aw

are of the other introductions or of the interested 
faces that appraised him

 from
 the circle around F

enester. 
C

ongressm
an B

lackw
old, C

ongressm
an O

rm
e, C

ongress-
m

an V
etnik, G

overnor S
cverbold, the nam

es w
ere a m

ean-
in

g
less litan

y
. It w

as th
e co

ld
 b

lu
e ey

es th
at h

e rem
em

-
bered. 
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T
 one o'clock the next day, B

aylor survived B
orne's 

cold scrutiny and passed into the austere lobby of 
the C

ity C
lub as instructed. P

hilus P
robar w

as standing 
w

ith his back to a roaring fire reading the financial page of 
a new

spaper. H
e glanced up over his glasses as B

aylor 
approached. "R

ight on tim
e, T

ony." T
hey shook hands. 

"S
tand here w

ith m
e a m

om
ent. T

hat w
arm

th feels good on 
m

y backside. I ought to be dow
n in B

arbados this m
onth, 

aw
ay from

 this w
inter w

eather, but there's too dam
n m

uch 
w

ork to be done. Is it still snow
ing outside?" 

"Y
es. V

ery heavily now
." 

P
ro

b
ar fo

ld
ed

 u
p

 th
e p

ap
er. "E

v
er b

een
 h

ere b
e- 

fore?" "N
o." 

"T
h
is is th

e n
eu

tral g
ro

u
n
d
 w

h
ere w

e m
eet o

u
r 

guests. W
e'll take that little toy elevator over there to the 

dining room
 on the fourth floor for lunch." B

aylor nodded 
and sm

iled. P
robar teetered back and forth on his heels for 

a m
om

ent, seem
ingly lost in thought. "W

ell, let's go." H
e 
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laid the new
spaper on a large circular table in the center of 

the room
 and, in passing, squeezed the shoulder of a m

an 
read

in
g

 th
ere w

h
o

 lo
o

k
ed

 u
p

 an
d

 sm
iled

. "H
ello

, P
h

i. 
L

ooks like the golf at B
urning T

ree is snow
ed out for this 

w
eekend." 

"A
fraid so, W

in." 
T

h
ey

 cro
w

d
ed

 in
to

 th
e elev

ato
r w

ith
 th

ree o
th

er 
m

en w
ho greeted P

robar w
ith jocular fam

iliarity. "T
his is 

T
ony B

aylor, fellow
s," P

robar said. "T
ony, this is about as 

close as you can get to a group of diplom
ats." H

e gestured 
w

ith his head, "A
m

bassador Jordan, A
m

bassador W
ilts, A

s-
sistant Secretary K

ey." 
"I'm

 glad to know
 you, gentlem

en," B
aylor said. 

T
he elevator creaked to a stop on the fourth floor. 

"W
ell, w

e m
ade it, P

hi," W
ilts said. "W

e're in com
pany 

w
atched over by the angels." 

"F
allen or otherw

ise?" P
robar rejoined. B

aylor duti-
fully joined in the appreciative burst of laughter. 

T
h

ey
 sat at a tab

le b
y

 th
e w

in
d

o
w

 o
v

erlo
o

k
in

g
 

S
ev

en
teen

th
 S

treet. P
ro

b
ar w

ro
te o

u
t th

eir o
rd

er o
n

 a 
luncheon ticket and leaned back in his chair as the w

aiter 
brought them

 tw
o dry sherries. 

"T
io P

epe," P
robar said after a sip. "T

he best sherry 
in S

pain—
and that m

eans anyw
here. E

ver been there?" 
"N

o, I haven't," B
aylor adm

itted. 
"L

ovely country. Y
ou should take your next vacation 

there." "I m
ay do that." 

"Y
ou look like a Y

ale m
an." 

"I'm
 afraid not." 

"P
rinceton?" 

"N
o. V

alparaiso U
niversity." 

"Y
ou w

ent to school in C
hile?" 

"N
o. V

alparaiso, Indiana." 
P

robar turned his glass of sherry in the light. "I've 
heard of it. L

utheran isn't it?" 
"Y

es, but I'm
 E

piscopalian." 
"H

om
etow

n boy?" 
"N

o, I cam
e from

 P
eru, Indiana." 
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"Y
o

u
 m

u
st h

av
e a lo

t o
f S

p
an

ish
 out there. P

eru, 
V

alparaiso." 
"N

o
t really

. W
e also

 h
av

e a P
ly

m
o

u
th

, a L
a P

o
rte, 

and a W
arsaw

. W
e're pretty international." 

P
robar laughed. "N

ot like the provincial E
ast, eh?" 

"N
ot at all." 

"S
till, you look Ivy L

eague." 
"P

rotective coloration." 
P

robar finished his sherry as the w
aiter put tw

o por- 
tions of deviled crab before them

. "D
on't go on the defen-

siv
e, b

o
y

. I'm
 fro

m
 D

av
en

p
o

rt, Io
w

a, m
y

self b
y

 w
ay

 o
f 

C
enter C

ollege, K
entucky." 

B
aylor sm

iled. "A
nd you look like you could buy and 

sell the Ivy L
eague." 

"I m
arried into it. T

hanks to m
e, m

y w
ife is one of 

th
e m

o
re g

en
ero

u
s alu

m
n
ae o

f V
assar." P

ro
b
ar b

eg
an

 to
 

eat. "T
h

is crab
 is d

am
n

ed
 g

o
o

d
. S

o
 y

o
u
 see, b

o
y
, w

e are 
really a couple of M

iddlew
estem

 hayseeds m
aking it in the 

b
ig

 to
w

n
." H

e g
rin

n
ed

 acro
ss th

e tab
le at B

ay
lo

r. "F
o
r-

tunately, there's a lot m
ore hayseed in this tow

n than there 
is Iv

y
." C

h
an

g
in

g
 th

e su
b
ject h

e ask
ed

, "W
h
at d

id
 y

o
u
 

think of S
am

 F
enester?" 

"H
e lives up in person to all I've heard about him

." 
"H

e's one of the m
ost pow

erful m
en in the C

ongress 
and he know

s it. D
on't ever cross him

. H
e eats people like 

you for breakfast." 
"A

nd I thought he w
as a vegetarian." 

"Y
o

u
 aren

't v
ery

 im
p

ressed
, are y

o
u

, b
o

y
? Is th

at 
because you're that tough or because you don't know

 any 
better?" B

aylor shrugged. "I suppose it's because I have noth-
ing to lose. I could leave tow

n tom
orrow

 w
ith everything I 

ow
n in the back of m

y M
organ." 

"Y
ou're lean and hungry." 

"S
om

ething like that." 
"A

nd am
bitious?" 

"S
ure." 

P
ro

b
ar slo

w
ly

 lit a cig
ar, ro

llin
g

 it carefu
lly

 in
 the 

flam
e of his m

atch as he studied B
aylor. "Y

ou rem
ind m

e of 
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m
y

self tw
en

ty
 y

ears ag
o

, T
o

n
y

. I w
as a y

o
u

n
g

 law
y

er, 
you're a young new

spaperm
an. I suppose either calling is 

useful for som
eone that plans to m

ake W
ashington pay the 

piper," "I don't intend to m
ake W

ashington pay the piper." 
"Y

o
u

 k
n

o
w

 d
am

n
 w

ell y
o

u
 d

o
. N

o
th

in
g

 else w
ill 

satisfy you. W
e're too m

uch alike for m
e not to understand 

you, boy. I read you like a book." 
"It's not an unflattering com

parison, M
r. P

robar, but 
I'm

 not certain that you're right." 
P

ro
b

ar lau
g

h
ed

 sh
o

rtly
. "C

an
 th

e p
o

liten
ess. Y

o
u

 
know

 you're thinking 'w
hat does this w

ily old son-of-a-bitch 
w

ant?' " "O
.K

. W
hat do you w

ant?" 
P

ro
b
ar lean

ed
 slig

h
tly

 o
v
er th

e tab
le an

d
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 
h
is v

o
ice. "I'm

 a p
o
litical an

im
al, T

o
n
y
, su

rro
u
n
d
ed

 b
y
 

law
yers inhibited by delusions of professional purity. A

ny 
o
n
e o

f m
y
 p

artn
ers w

o
u
ld

 sell o
u
t th

eir o
w

n
 m

o
th

ers if 
they saw

 even a tem
porary advantage in it, but first they'd 

have to devise a highly m
oral, ethical reason for doing so. 

N
ow

, there's nothing m
ore gratifying in this w

orld to the 
avaricious and the pure of heart than those w

onderful oc-
casio

n
s w

h
en

 p
erso

n
al g

ain
 an

d
 h

ig
h

 m
o

ral p
u

rp
o

se can
 

coincide. U
nfortunately, those occasions are not com

m
on 

en
o
u
g
h
, an

d
 I o

ften
 fin

d
 m

y
 law

y
ers flo

u
n
d
erin

g
 aro

u
n
d
 

lik
e falco

n
s w

ith
 o

n
e w

in
g
. I n

eed
 so

m
eo

n
e w

h
o
's n

o
t a 

law
yer to follow

 the political scents w
here they lead and 

dam
n the ethics, dam

n the lip service to the higher things, 
d
am

n
 th

e so
-called

 u
n
w

ritten
 ru

les. If th
ere's a k

ill to
 b

e 
m

ade—
m

ake it." 
"It sounds like you need a ferret, not a falcon," 
P

robar gestured im
patiently w

ith his cigar. "W
e've 

carried that im
agery far enough. W

hat I need on m
y pay- 

ro
ll is n

o
t an

o
th

er law
y
er, I n

eed
 a n

ew
sp

ap
erm

an
." 

"L
ike m

e?" 
"M

y
 in

tu
itio

n
 an

d
 m

y
 ju

d
g
m

en
t tell m

e th
at y

o
u
're 

the m
an." 
"W

hat do you w
ant m

e to do?" 
"F

or starters, I w
ant a thorough investigation of the 
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N
ational C

om
m

ittee staff of the other m
ajor political party. 

It w
ill be a full tim

e job, apart from
 the tim

e it takes to get 
o

u
t y

o
u

r little n
ew

s sh
eet. I w

an
t to

 em
p

h
asize th

at. It 
w

ould be a full tim
e job. Y

ou w
ould have to give up every-

thing else." 
"H

ow
 m

uch?" 
"F

iv
e th

o
u
san

d
 to

 start. W
e'll talk

 ab
o
u
t m

o
n
ey

 
again in about a m

onth." 
"T

hat's pretty rich." 
"Y

ou prove to m
e that it's w

orth it, and it's only a 
beginning. B

esides, I'm
 not just talking about m

oney. T
his 

is politics, grabbing the opposition w
here the hair is short. 

W
ho know

s w
here it can lead?" 

"It's tem
pting." 

"It's m
eant to be." 

B
aylor quietly finished his coffee. P

robar sat sm
ok-

ing, looking out of the w
indow

, w
aiting. B

aylor cleared his 
throat. "I can't do it." 

"W
hy?" 

"I'm
 a new

spaperm
an." 

"Y
ou haven't answ

ered m
y question." 

"If that's not an answ
er, M

r. P
robar, then I haven't 

got an answ
er." 

P
robar looked at him

, a sardonic sm
ile playing about 

his m
outh. "D

idn't I offer enough? D
on't tell m

e I've been 
outbid?" 

"N
o. I'm

 not D
r. F

aust." 
P

ro
b
ar p

u
sh

ed
 o

u
t h

is cig
ar an

d
 aro

se fro
m

 th
e 

table, his face flushing and clouding over. "I thought you 
w

ere sm
arter than that, boy. I really did. Y

ou just bought 
yourself a perm

anent berth am
ong this, tow

n's also-rans." 

S
everal inches of slushy snow

 had fallen w
hen B

ay-
lor em

erged from
 the C

ity C
lub. H

e w
alked around the 

corner and, retrieving the M
organ from

 a parking garage, 
drove to the N

ational P
ress B

uilding. H
e bought a package 

of cigarettes from
 the new

s stand in the lobby and absently 
took the elevator to his office floor. T

he strange feeling of 
inadequacy he had in the presence of P

robar w
as leaving 
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him
, together w

ith the tem
ptation, w

hen he w
as w

ith the 
law

yer, to apologize for his ow
n tem

erity in disagreeing 
w

ith the m
an. T

he m
oney, the pow

er, the social position 
had nearly m

esm
erized him

, but now
 as he entered his 

dingy office, he began to feel 	
his ow

n m
an again. A

 
feeling of elation surged through him

. H
e w

as onto som
e-

thing. P
robar had tried to buy him

 off. 
H

e dropped into his sw
ivel chair and lit a cigarette. 

B
u

t w
h

at in
 th

e h
ell w

as it? W
h

at w
as th

e C
o

m
m

ittee 
doing? W

hatever it w
as, P

robar m
ust know

 about it. H
e 

got up and w
alked dow

n the hall to one of the several glass 
doors of a w

ire service w
hich occupied a large part of his 

floor. "C
harley D

iggs in?" he asked a frow
sy w

om
an w

ho 
w

as reading copy over the sm
oke of a cigarette protruding 

from
 one corner of her m

outh. S
he tossed her head in the 

direction of an inner office and w
ent on reading. B

aylor 
pushed through a m

aze of battered green filing cabinets 
and scattered books and papers until he found a sm

all, 
bald-headed m

an bent over an ancient typew
riter. H

is tw
o 

forefingers flew
 over the keys, interrupted only by the car-

riage bell. T
hen an inky thum

b shot the carriage back to 
the right. 

"H
i, C

harley." 
"G

reetings, T
ony." T

he typew
riter lapsed into si-

lence. "H
ave a seat—

som
ew

here." C
harley looked around 

vaguely. "W
hat's new

?" 
"I need som

e advice." 
"T

hat's new
." 

"If you w
ere trying to get som

e dirt on som
e C

on-
gressm

en, how
 w

ould you go about it?" 
C

harley took a cigarette from
 the pack offered him

 
and let B

aylor light it. "Y
ou've got a nice little incom

e from
 

your new
s sheet. W

hy start living dangerously?" 
"N

o kidding. W
hat w

ould you do?" 
"I'd go hom

e, take a nice cold show
er, and forget it. 

B
ut if you haven't enough brains to do that, I'd talk w

ith 
the political opposition, the staff of the opposition party on 
their C

om
m

ittees, the bureaucrats they've roasted and dis-
appointed in C

om
m

ittee hearings, their form
er em

ployees 
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