
and form
er w

ives, if any. If they are successful politicians, 
they've got a few

 enem
ies w

ho'll be glad to cooperate." 
B

aylor nodded. "G
ood leads. T

hanks C
harley." 

"If y
o

u
 w

an
t tro

u
b

le, I'v
e g

iv
en

 y
o

u
 sev

eral id
eas 

ab
o
u

t w
h

ere to
 fin

d
 it. D

o
n
't th

an
k
 m

e fo
r th

at an
d
 d

o
n
't 

confide in m
e w

hen you get the big scoop. I haven't got the 
nervous system

 to stand it. I specialize in acts of G
od and 

lesser natural disasters. It's m
ore im

personal and it's safer." 
"T

hanks, C
harley." 

"L
ik

e I say
—

" th
e ty

p
ew

riter b
eg

an
 its clatter 

again. A
t four, he flicked off the light sw

itch in his office 
an

d
 h

ead
ed

 fo
r G

eo
rg

eto
w

n
. H

e w
as g

o
in

g
 to

 tak
e th

at 
co

ld
 sh

o
w

er, b
u

t as a p
relu

d
e to

 th
e n

ig
h

t w
ith

 Jig
g

s. It 
w

as m
iserab

le w
eath

er fo
r an

y
th

in
g
 b

u
t b

u
n
d
lin

g
. A

n
d
 

luckily, that w
as just w

hat he had on his m
ind. 

E
IG

H
T

 

N
H

L
 telephone rang the next m

orning about ten o'clock. 
e_A  H

e w
as still sleeping soundly in bed w

ith Jiggs. 
T

o
." 

"T
his is D

arw
in P

robar. Is M
r. B

aylor in?" 
B

ay
lo

r cleared
 h

is th
ro

at. "T
h
is is T

o
n
y
 B

ay
lo

r 
speaking, M

rs. P
robar." H

e edged up on the pillow
. 

"O
h, dear, have I aw

akened you?" 
"N

o
t at all. I w

as u
p
 late last n

ig
h
t b

ed
d
in

g
 d

o
w

n
 -

b
ab

y
." H

e w
in

k
ed

 at Jig
g
s w

h
o
 h

ad
 stirred

 o
n
 th

e p
illo

w
 

beside him
 and w

as w
atching him

 through the slits of her 
eyelids. H

er green eyes glow
ed very faintly in the m

orning 
light through long, dark lashes. S

he m
ade a face at him

. 
"B

aby?" 
"T

h
at's m

y
 p

et n
am

e fo
r m

y
 little n

ew
s sh

eet." 
"O

h
, y

es. I'm
 n

o
t fam

iliar w
ith

 th
ese p

ro
fessio

n
al 

term
s." Jiggs yaw

ned and sat up on the edge of the bed. S
he 

aro
se to

 h
er feet, stretch

in
g

, to
u

slin
g

 h
er red

 h
air. B

ay
lo

r 
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patted her nude backside w
ith his free hand as she m

oved 
off tow

ard the bathroom
. 

"I enjoyed your dinner party the night before last 
very m

uch, M
rs. P

robar. I m
eant to w

rite you a note of 
appreciation, but I've been so busy." 

"B
edding dow

n baby." 
"E

xactly." 
Jiggs w

alked out of the bathroom
 and w

rote in large 
letters w

ith her lipstick on an ornately fram
ed m

irror. "Y
ou 

rat! Y
ou lied to m

el" 
B

aylor blew
 her a kiss. "W

hat can I do for you, M
rs. 

P
robar?" 

"I'd like you to have luncheon w
ith m

e soon, here at 
G

lenw
ood." 
"I had lunch yesterday w

ith M
r. P

robar. It w
asn't 

very successful." 
"I know

. P
hilus can be such a bore w

ith his club life 
and that horrible club food. B

ut I'll give you a good lunch, 
and you w

ould please m
e if you cam

e." H
er voice coaxed 

him
 just a little. 

"O
f course I'll com

e. W
hen?" 

"T
om

orrow
 at one—

G
lenw

ood on F
oxhall R

oad, 
near G

arfield S
treet." 

"I'll be there." 
"Y

ou're a dear boy." 
Jig

g
s h

ad
 p

u
lled

 o
n
 b

lack
 d

an
cin

g
 tig

h
ts an

d
 a 

heavy cable knit red sw
eater. S

he expertly broke four eggs 
into a m

ixing bow
l and began to beat them

. H
er turned 

back and the violence inflicted on the eggs w
ordlessly put 

the question. 
B

aylor got out of bed and put his arm
s around her 

w
aist, cupping both of her firm

 breasts in his hands. 
"T

hat w
as business." 

"I'll bet!" 
"N

o kidding, she's a new
s source." 

"W
hat isn't?" 

H
e kissed her behind the car. "S

he's a high society 
dam

e w
ho assem

bles interesting political types at her par- 
ties. T

hey're the new
s sources." 
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Jiggs pouted. "L
ike the night before last?" 

"D
arling, I attended a dinner at the A

pex C
lub. N

o-
body's done anything m

ore exciting there than raise an 
eyebrow

 since the adm
inistration of the first P

resident 
Johnson." 

"I've never heard of it." 
"Y

ou see?" 
S

he turned and kissed him
 on the tip of his nose. 

"Y
ou'll get pneum

onia, standing there in the altogether. 
G

et dressed. T
he eggs w

ill be scram
bled in tw

o m
inutes." 

In thirty seconds he w
as singing in the show

er. 

T
he w

rought iron gates of G
lenw

ood w
ere open. 

B
aylor sw

ung the M
organ off F

oxhall R
oad and into a 

w
hite, gravelled drive that circled an island of blue spruce, 

hem
lock, and yew

 screening the F
rench provincial m

ansion 
from

 the street. A
 pert m

aid in a black uniform
 accented in 

lace took his driving coat and green velvet hat w
ith the 

feather before show
ing him

 into a large draw
ing room

 
overlooking a form

al garden. T
hrough an artfully cut break 

in the trees, the P
otom

ac R
iver lay like a tarnished strip of 

steel along the low
er edge of the V

irginia hills rising gently 
from

 the river valley, touched here and there by w
inter 

sunlight, until they disolved into an indefinite horizon. 
"M

adam
e w

ill be w
ith you in one m

om
ent, sir." 

"T
hank you." H

e w
andered over to the fire burning 

quietly behind a carved m
antel of fruitw

ood and turned to 
face out into the room

. 
D

arw
in P

robar entered, her broad m
outh curved in 

a w
elcom

ing sm
ile w

hich cast the angular face into m
us-

cular ridges and depressions. "T
ony, how

 sw
eet of you to 

com
e. N

ow
 don't throw

 m
y age back at m

e by calling m
e 

`M
rs. P

robar.' G
ood heavens, it w

ould ruin, absolutely ruin, 
m

y
 d

ay
. It's 'D

ar.' " S
h
e ex

ten
d
ed

 h
er h

an
d
 an

d
, as h

e 
responded, turned quickly, draw

ing it aw
ay alm

ost before 
he had touched it. 

"N
ow

. W
here is the sherry? M

arie alw
ays m

akes m
e 

guess, oh, there it is. Y
ou like sherry? G

ood. I can't m
ix 

cocktails and the staff is no help at all so w
e do w

ith sherry 
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w
h

en
 P

h
i isn

't h
ere." S

h
e m

o
tio

n
ed

 h
im

 to
w

ard
 th

e w
in

-
dow

. "H
ow

 do you, like our view
? I think w

e w
ere sim

ply 
ingenious to cut out those trees so that w

e can see the river 
valley. O

f course, if the population explosion continues and 
they build row

s of those frightful little houses for the little 
folk all over the w

ooded hills, w
e shall just have to close it 

up again. M
eanw

hile, apres m
oi le deluge." S

he poured 
tw

o glasses of sherry and handed him
 one. "T

his is a tete a 
tete so I thought after our aperitifs w

e w
ould have lunch in 

th
e b

reak
fast ro

o
m

. It is, h
o
'w

 w
o

u
ld

 o
n

e say
, 'lin

e p
etite 

cham
bre pour m

es am
is.' D

o you speak F
rench?" 

"Y
es, I do." 

S
h

e tu
rn

ed
 in

 su
rp

rise. "Y
o

u
 d

o
? H

o
w

 m
arv

elo
u

s! 
B

ut I believe P
hi told m

e you w
ont to school in the M

id-
dlew

es t?" 
"W

e som
etim

es study foreign languages w
est of the 

m
ountains." 

"O
f co

u
rse y

o
u

 d
o

," sh
e said

 in
 a p

lacatin
g

 v
o

ice. 
"H

ow
 silly of m

e." 
T

he breakfast room
 w

as a cheerful room
 of yellow

 
and w

hite. T
hey w

ere served jellied m
adrilene, filet of sole 

bonne fem
m

e, and a chocolate souffle at a little table by a 
w

indow
. T

he harsh cold of the w
inter light w

as m
uted into 

a so
ft g

lo
w

 as it filtered
 th

ro
n
g
h
 tran

slu
cen

t cu
rtain

s o
f a 

fine natural linen. T
he w

ine w
al a light, dry riesling of ex-

cellent quality. 
M

rs. P
ro

b
ar w

atch
ed

 h
im

 acro
ss th

e tab
le. "Y

o
u

 
understand and appreciate nice things, don't you?" 

"Y
es, I do." 

"B
u
t, fo

rg
iv

e m
e if I say

 it, y
o
u
 are a p

o
o
r y

o
u
n
g
 

m
an and can't have them

 very often." 
"I hadn't noticed." 
"H

ow
 charm

ing!" S
he took a C

igarette from
 a sm

all 
silver dish on the table and w

aited for him
 to light it. "I've 

annoyed you, haven't I?" 
"I assum

e you m
eant to annoy m

e. I doubt that you 
could be that insulting by accident." 

"O
h
, I have an

n
o
y
ed

 y
o
u
 an

d
 an

g
ered

 y
o
u
 an

d
 I 
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didn't m
ean to, really I didn't. It's just that you have such 

potential, m
y
 d

ear, an
d
 y

o
u
 n

eed
 a p

atro
n
. Y

o
u
 see, y

o
u
 

are m
issing a generation or tw

o. Y
ou can struggle and save 

and schem
e and perhaps , at th

e en
d
 o

f y
o
u
r life y

o
u
 w

ill 
have constructed the platform

 of m
oney, influence, friends, 

and connections from
 w

hich your son can project him
self, 

but it w
ill be too late for you. W

ith taxes as they are, w
ith 

all of those greedy little m
en running about trying to find 

new
 w

ays to tax, perhaps it w
ill require the efforts of both 

you and your son to provide this platform
 for your grand-

son or, perhaps, the B
aylors m

ay never m
ake it at all. P

er-
haps it's too late already." 

B
aylor looked at her. "P

otential for w
hat?" 

"F
o
r su

ccess, m
y
 d

ear. It co
u
ld

 tak
e m

an
y
 fo

rm
s. 

T
h
is is th

e cap
ital o

f th
e m

o
st p

o
w

erfu
l n

atio
n
 in

 th
e 

w
orld—

the opportunities are sim
ply endless." 

"If one has a patron." 
S

h
e reach

ed
 acro

ss th
e tab

le. "O
h
, T

o
n
y
, T

o
n
y
, 

relax. D
on't be such a P

uritan. N
o one is trying to buy you! 

Y
o
u
 h

av
e y

o
u
r little n

ew
s sh

eet an
d
 a few

 b
elo

n
g
in

g
s, 

but w
here are you going? W

hat are you trying to accom
-

plish?" "I d
o

n
't k

n
o

w
, y

et, b
u

t a n
u

m
b

er o
f p

eo
p

le seem
 

anxious to see that I don't acccom
plish it." 

"N
o

t I. H
ere I'm

 try
in

g
 to

 b
e y

o
u

r frien
d

 an
d

 y
o

u
 

m
ake it so difficult." S

he pouted. 
"L

et us say you becom
e m

y patron. W
hat then?" 

"I'll be your friend. Y
ou'll receive invitations to the 

right places, an opportunity to m
eet and to know

 the right 
p
erso

n
s. A

n
d
 I'll see th

at y
o
u
 m

eet so
m

e lo
v
ely

 y
o
u
n
g
 

girls." "I know
 som

e lovely young girls." 
"O

f co
u
rse y

o
u
 d

o
. S

w
eet, g

ay
 little th

in
g
s fro

m
 

n
o
w

h
ere, w

ith
 n

o
 b

ack
g
ro

u
n
d
. T

h
ey

 co
m

e an
d
 g

o
 in

 a 
m

an
's life. I q

u
ite u

n
d

erstan
d

. N
o

, T
o

n
y

, I am
 talk

in
g

 
ab

o
u
t th

e g
irls o

n
e m

arries. Y
o

u
 m

u
st m

ak
e an

 ad
v

an
-

tageous m
arriage, m

y dear. Y
ou require social position and 

m
o
n
e
y
. A

n
d
, o

f c
o
u
rse

, I'm
 th

in
k
in

g
 o

f th
e
 y

o
u
n
g
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w
o
m

an
—

it w
o
u
ld

 b
e ad

v
an

tag
eo

u
s to

 h
er as w

ell. S
h
e 

w
o
u
ld

 h
av

e a v
irile, g

o
o
d
lo

o
k
in

g
 h

u
sb

an
d
 w

ith
 talen

t, 
am

b
itio

n
, an

d
 th

e so
cial g

races. I'm
 certain

 th
at I co

u
ld

 
m

ake you a good m
atch." 

"A
n

d
 w

h
at w

o
u

ld
 y

o
u

 w
an

t o
f m

e, M
ad

am
e P

a-
to

n
n
e?" 

"F
riendship. L

oyalty. S
teadfastness." 

H
e fin

ish
ed

 h
is w

in
e an

d
 ro

se. "I th
in

k
 w

e sh
o

u
ld

 
leave things as they are." 

"W
ouldn't you like som

e coffee before you go? W
e 

could discuss som
ething trivial and you could think about 

w
hat I've said." 

"N
o, thank you." 

T
he bright, sm

iling expression she had projected all 
through luncheon disappeared and her face closed inw

ard. 
It w

as an
 o

ld
er, h

ard
er face w

ith
 a d

eterm
in

ed
 set to

 th
e 

jaw
 an

d
 a co

m
p

ressio
n

 ab
o

u
t th

e lip
s su

g
g

estin
g

 cru
elty

. 
S

h
e rem

ain
ed

 seated
 an

d
 ex

ten
d

ed
 h

er h
an

d
. "Y

o
u

 are 
young. M

arie w
ill show

 you out." 

T
he parking garage near the N

ational P
ress B

uilding 
w

as busy w
ith a long line of autom

obiles w
aiting to enter. 

H
e sw

ung the M
organ into the garage through the exit en-

tran
ce an

d
 left it ag

ain
st th

e far w
all w

ith
 th

e k
ey

s in
 it 

w
h
ere, b

y
 p

rearran
g
em

en
t, th

e p
ark

in
g
 atten

d
an

t w
o
u
ld

 
pick it up w

hen the rush w
as over. H

e had just entered his 
office w

hen the telephone rang. 
"P

artner? T
his is F

rank B
ennington. I'd like to drop 

by." 
"A

n
y

tim
e, F

ran
k

. I w
as w

o
n

d
erin

g
 w

h
en

 y
o

u
'd

 
check in." 

"F
ifteen m

inutes?" 
"R

ight." 
B

ennington low
ered him

self into B
aylor's'extra chair 

and bit off the end of a cigar. "H
ow

's it going?" 
"I'v

e b
een

 n
o

sin
g

 aro
u
n
d

. I h
av

en
't p

ick
ed

 u
p

 an
y

-
th

in
g
 y

et, b
u
t so

m
eo

n
e tried

 to
 b

u
y
 m

e o
ff so

 I m
u
st b

e 
close to som

ething." 
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B
en

n
in

g
to

n
 d

rew
 o

n
 th

e cig
ar as h

e h
eld

 it in
 th

e 
flam

e of a kitchen m
atch. "B

uy you off?" 
"W

ell, it w
asn

't q
u
ite th

at cru
d
e, b

u
t th

at w
as th

e 
idea." "W

ho?" 
"P

hilus P
robar. W

hen I said 'no' to him
, his w

ife had 
a g

o
 at it." 

"T
hat's the big tim

e attorney isn't it?" 
"T

he sam
e." 

B
ennington dropped the dead m

atch into a chipped 
glass ashtray. H

e looked at B
aylor intently. "W

hat do you 
m

ake of it?" 
"P

robar seem
s to know

 C
ongressm

an F
enester and 

the m
em

bers of his C
om

m
ittee w

ell. H
e introduced m

e to 
them

 at a party the other night." 
"P

robar's party?" 
"Y

es." 
"Y

ou're getting around." 
"Y

es." 
"Interesting." 
"I thought so." 
"W

hat are you planning to do next?" 
"I thought I'd talk to the political opposition and to 

som
e of the form

er em
ployees of the C

om
m

ittee. M
aybe 

I'll get som
e leads." 

B
ennington nodded. "T

hat sounds sensible." 
"H

ow
 are you doing?" B

aylor asked. 
"P

retty w
ell. I've got tw

o red hot bits of inform
ation. 

If I can
 fit th

em
 to

g
eth

er, w
e can

 really
 g

et ro
llin

g
." 

"A
nything you can tell m

e?" 
"N

ot just yet. I don't w
ant to throw

 you off the scent 
w

ith
 a p

h
o

n
y

 lead
. L

et m
e ch

eck
 it o

u
t a b

it fu
rth

er an
d

 
then w

e'll com
pare notes." B

ennington gazed at the ceiling 
for an interval, calculating. "I have one suggestion for you. 
Y

ou m
ight visit the O

ffice of R
esearch and D

evelopm
ent of 

th
e D

ep
artm

en
t o

f th
e A

rm
y

 at th
e P

en
tag

o
n

. Ju
st n

o
se 

around—
say you're interested in background for your new

s 
sheet. If you get a lead, that's good, but even if you don't, 
it w

ill help m
e on an angle I'm

 w
orking on." 
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"O
.K

. W
ill do." 

B
ennington looked around him

. "It w
ould be easy to 

bug this office." 
"I guess it w

ould." 
"N

ow
 that you've m

oved in enough to get a guy like 
P

robar interested in you, w
e'd better play it close to the 

vest." "W
hatever you say." 

"L
et's assum

e that the office is going to be bugged 
and the telephone tapped. I w

on't contact you here again. 
If I w

ant to talk w
ith you, I'll send you a piece of third 

class junk m
ail w

ith a thirty cent stam
p on it—

the one w
ith 

the picture of M
arse R

obert E
. L

ee. W
hen you get it, go to 

a pay telephone and dial the first seven num
bers on this 

book club m
em

bership card." H
e took a card out of a card 

case and handed it to B
aylor. "A

n answ
ering service w

ill 
tell you w

here to find m
e if you give them

 the rest of the 
num

bers on the m
em

bership card." 
B

aylor grinned. "Y
ou m

ust like cloak-and-dagger 
stuff, figuring out som

ething like that." 
"T

he closer you get to a big story in this tow
n, T

ony, 
th

e ro
u
g
h
er th

e g
am

e g
ets. T

h
is is ju

st a sen
sib

le p
re-

caution. B
esides, w

e'd look like a couple of boobs if w
e got 

our scoop and then had it stolen out from
 under us." 

B
aylor took the card. "W

hat if I w
ant to talk w

ith 
you?" "C

all the sam
e num

ber in the sam
e w

ay, but save 
that for a real em

ergency. Y
ou'd better type your nam

e on 
the card. W

e don't w
ant it to look suspicious if som

eone 
goes through your w

allet." 
"R

ight." 
"H

ow
's the m

oney?" 
"O

.K
. I haven't spent anything yet." 

B
ennington took five new

 one hundred dollar bills 
from

 his w
allet. "T

ake this. T
he gam

e is speeding up. Y
ou 

can't anticipate the expense item
s you m

ay have." 
"T

elephone calls are a dim
e." 

"T
hat's the least of it." H

e looked around him
. "It's a 
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cosy office, kid. Just rem
em

ber it w
ill b

e an
 in

fo
rm

atio
n
 

sieve from
 now

 on." 
"I'll live like a goldfish." 
"T

hey'll probably bug your apartm
ent, too." 

"T
hat's the hard part. I use the apartm

ent for other 
things." "Y

ou'd better sleep around." 
"It w

on't be the sam
e." 

"It never is." 
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N
IN

E
 

H
E

N
 B

ennington had left, B
aylor telephoned B

oyd 
R

aaff, th
e ran

k
in

g
 staff m

em
b

er o
f th

e m
in

o
rity

 
party for the H

ouse A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee and m
ade 

an appointm
ent to see him

 at ten o'clock the next m
orning. 

John R
utledge w

as standing just inside the doorw
ay 

o
f th

e C
o

m
m

ittee o
ffices as h

e en
tered

. "G
o

o
d

 m
o

rn
in

g
, 

B
aylor, are you here to see m

e?" 
"Y

ou know
 I'm

 not." 
"I th

o
u
g
h
t w

e u
n
d
ersto

o
d
 each

 o
th

er th
e o

th
er 

day." "W
e did. Y

ou're trying to deny m
e access to the staff 

o
f th

e C
o

m
m

ittee an
d

 I am
 try

in
g

 to
 g

et acro
ss to

 y
o

u
 

politely that you can go to hell." 
R

u
tled

g
e flu

sh
ed

. "I h
o
p
e th

at y
o
u
r n

ew
s sh

eet is 
m

o
re accu

rate o
n
 o

th
er m

atters th
an

 y
o
u
 are ab

o
u
t th

is. I 
can

 see th
at y

o
u

're a tro
u

b
lem

ak
er. T

h
e less I talk

 w
ith

 
you, the better." 

B
o

y
d

 R
aaff w

as a h
an

d
so

m
e, v

ital m
an

 in
 h

is th
ir-

ties. Ile g
reeted

 B
ay

lo
r w

ith
 a h

an
d

sh
ak

e an
d

 a q
u

izzical 
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g
rin

. "Y
o
u
 seem

 to
 h

av
e R

u
tled

g
e stirred

 u
p
, B

ay
lo

r. H
e 

w
arned m

e not to see you, that's w
hy you got the appoint-

m
ent. I never can control m

y curiosity." 
"R

utledge is a w
ould-be suppressor of inform

ation. 
H

e's afraid
 I'll g

et th
e rig

h
t an

sw
ers to

 th
e w

ro
n

g
 q

u
es-

tions." "S
uch as?" 

"S
om

eone on their C
om

m
ittee is guilty of som

ething. 
W

hat are the details?" 
R

aaff threw
 back his head and laughed. "W

here did 
you learn that approach?" 

"A
 corrrespondence course I took once. 'H

ow
 to be-

com
e a W

ashington correspondent and add three inches to 
your chest expansion.' " 

"Y
o

u
 m

u
st h

av
e flu

n
k

ed
 o

n
 th

e ch
est ex

p
an

sio
n

. 
H

ow
 did you do on the W

ashington correspondent part?" 
"I ru

n
 a w

eek
ly

 n
ew

s sh
eet called

 B
a
ylo

r's B
it." 

"N
ot quite the sam

e thing, is it?" 
"N

o, but it entitles m
e to ask questions." 

"C
igarette?" H

e extended a package of cigarettes. 
"T

hanks." 
R

aaff studied him
. "S

o you're going to blow
 the roof 

off the C
om

m
ittee?" 

"If I can
." 

"A
nd I'm

 supposed to help you?" 
"I hope so." 
R

aaff chuckled. "W
ould that I could, it w

ould please 
m

y narrow
 partisan soul no end. U

nfortunately, there's no 
story. If there's a m

odel of civic rectitude in the C
ongress, 

it's S
am

 F
enester, and the other m

em
bers m

easure up too. 
M

r. F
enester w

ouldn't have it any other w
ay." 

"Y
ou believe that?" 

"It's true. Y
ou're barking up the w

rong tree." 
B

aylor sat silently for a m
om

ent. "R
utledge and you 

m
ust have a beautiful friendship." 

"F
riendly enem

ies." 
"W

ith enem
ies like that, w

ho needs friends?" 
R

aaff sh
o
v
ed

 th
e p

ack
ag

e o
f cig

arettes at h
im

. 
"D

on't forget your cigarettes on your w
ay out." 

6
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B
a
y
lo

r h
e
sita

te
d
 a

n
d
 th

e
n
 re

a
c
h
e
d
 fo

r th
e
m

, 
"T

hanks. I'd hate to run out." 
H

e w
aited until he w

as back in the office to exam
ine 

the cigarette package. In it w
as a note scraw

led in pencil 
on a torn piece of onion skin paper. "I can't talk here. M

eet 
m

e for a drink at the C
arlton bar at 5:30 P

.M
." 

It w
as six-fifteen and B

aylor w
as on his third m

artini 
w

h
en

 R
aaff d

ro
p

p
ed

 d
o

w
n

 b
esid

e h
im

. "I'll h
av

e a d
ry

 
gibson on the rocks," he said to the w

aiter. "S
orry to keep 

you w
aiting." 
"T

hat's O
.K

. G
lad you cam

e. I thought I w
as going 

to be a lonely drunk." 
R

aaff's gibson cam
e. H

e sipped it and took a m
outh-

ful of salted peanuts from
 a plate on the sm

all table before 
them

. "W
hat's the scoop?" B

aylor asked. 
R

aaff settled into the cushioned seat and low
ered his 

v
o
ice as h

e lean
ed

 to
w

ard
 h

im
. "I p

ro
b
ab

ly
 sh

o
u
ld

n
't b

e 
talking w

ith you, B
aylor. It's dangerous as hell for both of 

u
s, b

u
t I th

in
k

 ......R
aaff's v

o
ice trailed

 o
ff an

d
 b

lo
o

d
 

drained from
 his face as he stared across the barroom

. 
B

ay
lo

r q
u
ick

ly
 g

lan
ced

 in
 th

e sam
e d

irectio
n
, b

u
t 

could see nothing. "W
hat's the m

atter?" 
R

aaff reach
ed

 fo
r h

is d
rin

k
, d

o
w

n
ed

 it, an
d
 g

o
t to

 
h
is feet. "N

o
th

in
g
, I d

o
n
't . . . I'v

e ch
an

g
ed

 m
y
 m

in
d
." 

H
e hurried off w

ithout a backw
ard glance. 

B
ay

lo
r sat v

ery
 still, lo

o
k
in

g
 o

v
er th

e cro
w

d
 in

 th
e 

barroom
, noticing the scurrying w

aiters, but he could iden-
tify

 n
o
 o

n
e w

h
o
 m

ig
h
t so

 frig
h
ten

 R
aaff. H

e 
had 

been 
frig

h
ten

ed
. T

h
e atm

o
sp

h
ere o

f fear still h
u
n
g
 in

 th
e air 

about him
. H

e shrugged his shoulders and ordered another 
drink. H

e w
as in a reflective and sober m

ood. H
e ate din-

ner alone in a sm
all restaurant on W

isconsin A
venue. L

eav-
in

g
 th

e M
o
rg

an
 p

ark
ed

 o
n
 a sid

e street, h
e w

in
d
o
w

 
shopped along a row

 of G
eorgetow

n specialty' stores until 
he reached P

 S
treet. It w

as n
in

e-th
irty

. H
e sto

p
p
ed

 in
 at 

th
e S

av
ile B

o
o
k
 S

to
re an

d
 b

ro
w

sed
 am

o
n
g
 its sh

elv
es o

f 
b
o
o
k
s u

n
til a clerk

 p
o
litely

 rem
in

d
ed

 h
im

 th
at it w

as ten
 

o'clock and that the store w
as closing. H

e paid for a paper-
back book and stepped into P S

treet. 
O

ut on the brick sidew
alk under the bare branches 

o
f th

e trees, h
e d

ecid
ed

 to
 w

alk
 h

o
m

e. T
h
e g

ro
u
n
d
 w

as 
clear of snow

 after tw
o days of m

ild, sunny w
eather and it 

w
as a fin

e, clear n
ig

h
t. T

h
e lig

h
ts in

 th
e w

in
d

o
w

s o
f th

e 
bookstore w

ere extinguished, leaving him
 in the shadow

s 
th

ro
w

n
 b

y
 th

e g
lare o

f lig
h
ts fro

m
 W

isco
n
sin

 A
v
en

u
e a 

hundred or m
ore feet aw

ay. H
e turned aw

ay from
 the busy 

avenue and the light and began his w
alk hom

e. 
T

he street w
as deserted. H

is footfalls echoed on the 
an

cien
t h

an
d
m

ad
e b

rick
 o

f th
e p

av
em

en
t. M

o
st o

f th
e 

houses w
ere already dark in a city of sober bureaucrats and 

early
 risers. T

h
o
se few

 h
o
u
ses w

ith
 lig

h
ts sh

ield
ed

 th
em

 
behind draw

n shades. A
 faint, chill breeze m

oved dow
n the 

street, scatterin
g

 d
ry

 leav
es an

d
 an

 erran
t b

read
 w

rap
p

er, 
rem

inding him
 that though it w

as m
ild, it w

as the season of 
w

in
ter an

d
 th

e su
n

 w
as stru

g
g

lin
g

 n
o

rth
w

ard
 fro

m
 its 

solstice in the southern hem
isphere. 

W
ith

o
u
t w

arn
in

g
, h

e w
as y

o
k
ed

 fro
m

 b
eh

in
d
 an

d
 

throw
n violently to the pavem

ent. T
he figure standing over 

him
 kicked him

 in the side. H
is head w

as taken by the hair 
an

d
 sw

u
n
g
 sid

ew
ise ag

ain
st an

 eig
h
teen

th
-cen

tu
ry

 sto
n
e 

m
ounting block at the curb. T

hen blackness engulfed the 
w

orld. H
e reg

ain
ed

 co
n
scio

u
sn

ess after a few
 m

in
u
tes, 

spraw
led face dow

n alongside the m
ounting block. S

trug- 
gling w

ith difficulty to his feet, he sat dow
n on the block 

until a w
ave of dizziness and nausea left him

. A
 m

an and a 
w

om
an, chatting gaily, cam

e dow
n the street, fell silent as 

they saw
 B

aylor's figure sitting in the shadow
s, and hurried 

by w
ithout speaking after a suspicious stare. 

H
e finally arose and began to brush him

self off. O
ne 

tro
u
ser leg

 w
as to

rn
 an

d
 h

is k
n
ee b

ru
ised

. H
is rib

 cag
e 

ach
ed

. A
 fin

e trick
le o

f b
lo

o
d
 ran

 fro
m

 h
is h

air d
o
w

n
 h

is 
cheek in front of his right ear and into his collar, w

et and 
sticky. H

e touched his inside coat pocket w
here he kept his 

w
allet an

d
 w

as su
rp

rised
 to

 fin
d

 it w
as still th

ere. A
fter a 

quick inspection of the w
allet, his other pockets, his w

rist 

7
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w
atch, and his ring finger, he realized he had not been 

robbed. H
e w

alked the rem
aining three blocks to the M

ew
s 

and let him
self into his apartm

ent. R
em

oving his clothes, 
he took a w

arm
 show

er and carefully inspected his body.in  
the bright light of the bathroom

. T
he dam

age w
as painful 

as hell but not serious, he concluded. H
e w

ould check in 
w

ith
 D

o
c G

illian
 in

 th
e m

o
rn

in
g
, b

u
t rig

h
t n

o
w

 h
e felt 

like tw
o aspirins and bed. H

e parted his hair gingerly. T
he 

blood had clotted around an inch-long cut. W
hen be put 

peroxide on it, it began to bleed again, but soon clotted. 
G

etting into a w
hite terry cloth dressing robe, he put the 

shirt w
ith the blood stained collar to soak. "D

am
n it," he 

thought. "T
hat's m

y S
ea Island cotton shirt, too." 

P
ouring som

e S
cotch into a tum

bler, he fell into a 
chair and drank deeply. T

hat w
as better. H

e began to feel 
like him

self again. H
e also began to get angry. H

e reached 
for the telephone and dialed the M

etropolitan P
olice. A

fter 
som

e delay, he w
as transferred to the precinct station. A

 
harried desk sergeant answ

ered. 
"I w

ant to report an assault." 
"O

.K
. W

hat's your nam
e?" 

"A
nthony B

aylor." 
"A

ddress?" 
"T

he M
ew

s, G
eorgetow

n." 
"T

elephone num
ber?" 

"L
ook, sergeant, don't you w

ant to hear about the 
crim

e?" "T
h

is is n
ecessary

 in
fo

rm
atio

n
. W

h
at's th

e n
u

m
- 

ber?" "W
E

 6-1212." 
"O

.K
., w

ise guy, try again." 
B

aylor hung up and w
hen the telephone rang, he 

took it off the hook. A
fter locking all of the w

indow
s and 

checking the door lock, he took another aspirin and w
ent to 

bed. 

H
e w

ent by taxi the next m
orning to the m

edical 
building on E

ye S
treet w

here D
oc G

illian had his office. 
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G
illian exam

ined him
 carefully and sat back erect on 

his little w
heeled stool. "N

othing serious. N
o concussion 

and no bones broken. I'll put a dressing, w
hich w

ill get you 
the attention and sym

pathy of your girl friends, on the 
scalp w

ound. T
hen you can be on your w

ay. D
id you re- 

port this to the police?" 	
• 

"I tried to report it, but it's not easy. I'll try again 
today." H

e took a taxi back to G
eorgetow

n, picked up the 
M

organ, and drove to the precinct station. H
e w

alked over 
to the desk sergeant w

ho peered dow
n at him

 from
 a raised 

counter of battered w
ood. 

"M
y nam

e's B
aylor. I w

as attacked last night on P
 

S
treet. I w

ant to report it." 
T

he sergeant reached for som
e papers to his left and 

shuffled through them
. "Y

ou call in last night?" 
"Y

es." 
"W

e got you clow
n as a crank call. T

he patrol is 
suppose to check you out." 

"I w
as the victim

." 
"O

.K
., O

.K
." T

he sergeant glanced over a report 
form

. "W
e got the essential info on you and I'll overlook 

th
e n

o
tatio

n
 th

at y
o
u
 w

ere n
o
n
co

o
p
erativ

e, sin
ce y

o
u
 

show
ed up here on your ow

n." 
"T

hank you." 
"W

hat happened?" 
"I w

as slu
g

g
ed

 an
d

 left ly
in

g
 u

n
co

n
scio

u
s o

n
 P

 
S

treet n
ear T

h
irty

-fo
u

rth
 S

treet last n
ig

h
t ab

o
u

t 1
0

:1
5

 
P

.M
. 

T
h
e serg

ean
t m

ad
e so

m
e n

o
tes. "W

ere y
o

u
 

robbed?" 
"N

o." 
T

he sergeant looked up. "Y
ou w

eren't robbed." 

"Y
ou have any idea w

ho did it?" 
"N

o." 
"H

ow
 m

any w
ere there?" 

"T
w

o
, I th

in
k
, b

u
t I'm

 n
o
t su

re. I d
id

n
't see any- 

body." 73 



"C
an

 y
o

u
 d

escrib
e th

e m
en

, d
id

 y
o

u
 h

ear th
eir 

voices, get any other im
pressions?" 

"N
o
. U

n
fo

rtu
n
ately

, th
ey

 w
ere b

eh
in

d
 m

e an
d
 I 

didn't see or hear anything." 
T

he sergeant scratched one ear. "W
hy w

ould som
e-

one attack you and not rob you?" 
"I don't know

." 
"Y

ou have any enem
ies?" 

"I don't think so." 
"W

hat business you in, M
r. B

aylor?" 
"I'm

 a new
spaperm

an." 
T

he sergeant nodded to him
self. "O

.K
., O

.K
. W

ell, I 
guess that does it. W

e know
 w

here to find you. W
e appre-

ciate your cooperation." 
B

aylor spent the next tw
o days getting out B

aylor's 
B

it for the w
eek and soaking his bruised body in a hot tub 

at hom
e. H

e also replaced all of the locks on his w
indow

s 
and doors w

ith locks the hardw
are m

an said w
ere burglar 

proof. "W
ith all of the crim

e and housebreaking in this 
tow

n, M
r. B

aylor, these are real hot item
s. I haven't had 

any com
plaints yet. I've got a full line for the w

ary hom
e-

ow
ner. W

ould you be interested in a peephole for your 
door, a siren you can set off in your pocket w

hen you're 
attacked, a pen w

ith tear gas, this pocket atom
izer filled 

w
ith old fashioned pepper?" 

"N
ot today, M

r. D
avis, but I'm

 glad to know
 you 

have a full line of household goods." 
"W

e aim
 to please the custom

er and right now
 he 

w
ants to buy a little elem

ental protection." 
"I can understand that," B

aylor pointed to the ban-
dage on his head. 

"Join the club," M
r. D

avis replied. "W
e w

ere robbed 
th

ree tim
es th

is last y
ear. It's g

ettin
g
 m

o
re lik

e o
ld

 
T

om
bstone, A

rizona, around here every day." 

T
he next m

orning he drove over K
ey B

ridge to V
ir-

ginia and dow
n the G

eorge W
ashington M

em
orial P

arkw
ay 

to the S
outh P

arking entrance of the P
entagon. H

e left the 

M
o
rg

an
 in

 th
e p

ark
in

g
 lo

t an
d
 en

tered
 th

e cav
ern

o
u
s 

building set squatly above the P
otom

ac. U
p the escalator 

and through long ribbons of hallw
ays lit w

ith strips of 
bluish florescent light, he reached an upper floor in the E

 
ring—

the outside layer of the concentric pentagons that 
m

ade up the fortress-like concrete com
plex. 

T
h
e w

alls ch
an

g
ed

 fro
m

 g
reen

 to
 b

eig
e an

d
 th

e 
w

oodw
ork from

 black to tan, signaling his entrance into a 
new

 departm
ent in the bureaucracy of w

arfare. N
am

es and 
num

bers on neatly lettered cards set in m
etal fram

es affixed 
outside the row

s of closed doors assured him
 that he w

as in 
D

epartm
ent-of-the-A

rm
y country and approaching the R

e-
search and D

evelopm
ent enclave. H

o found the door ho 
w

as seeking. O
pening it, he stepped into a crow

ded interior 
hallw

ay bordered on one side by a solid w
all dividing the 

section from
 the building's m

ain corridor and on the other 
by ply-board partitions setting off sm

all private offices. 
S

tenographers' desks filled the hallw
ay so that there w

as 
barely sufficient room

 for the steady stream
 of pedestrian 

traffic to pass. T
he girl nearest the door spoke up. "M

ay I 
help you?" 

"M
y nam

e is B
aylor. I'm

 a new
spaperm

an. I'm
 doing 

a background story for m
y new

s sheet. I w
onder if I can 

talk to your inform
ation officer?" 

"Just a m
in." T

he receptionist turned to the stenog-
rapher behind her. "T

his guy w
ants to talk to an inform

a-
tion officer. W

ho w
ould that be?" 

"C
olonel C

ham
bers, he's in the book." S

he did not 
look up from

 her typing. 
T

h
e recep

tio
n

ist to
o

k
 o

u
t a d

o
g

-eared
 telep

h
o

n
e 

book and thum
bed through it, slow

ly chew
ing a stick of 

gum
. "C

ham
bers, here w

e are. Y
our nam

e T
aylor?" 

"B
aylor." 

"R
ight-o." S

he dialed a num
ber. "I have a M

r. C
ay- 

lor to see C
olonel C

ham
bers. N

o, he doesn't have an ap-
pointm

ent, but he's cute looking." She w
inked at B

aylor and 
sm

iled, shifting her gum
. "R

ight-o, I'll send him
 along." S

he 
w

rote a room
 num

ber on a slip of paper and handed it to 
B

ay
lo

r. "T
h

ese g
als are sex

 starv
ed

. I g
et m

o
re g

u
y

s 
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appointm
ents that w

ay. T
hat is, if they're cute like you." 

B
aylor handed her his card. "T

hat's a good turn. 
G

iv
e m

e a rin
g
 w

h
en

 y
o
u
're in

 to
w

n
. I'll tak

e y
o
u
 to

 
lunch." S

he pouted. "Y
ou 

lunch? I like to dance." 
"O

.K
., w

rite your 
card. I'll call you." 

S
he giggled and 

chance." 
H

e glanced at the card. "S
o w

ill I, Janice. T
his is m

y 
lucky day." 

"G
o left outside the door, hon, to the next corridor. 

T
urn right, it's about five doors dow

n." 
"S

ee you, sw
eetness." 

"R
em

em
ber. It's a prom

ise." 
C

o
lo

n
el C

h
am

b
ers w

as a slig
h
t m

an
 o

f m
ed

iu
m

 
h
eig

h
t w

ith
 a san

d
y
 co

m
p
lex

io
n
. H

e to
u
ch

ed
 th

e fain
t 

shadow
 of a sm

all m
oustache w

ith a forefinger as B
aylor 

entered, sm
iled a quick, m

eaningless sm
ile, and held out 

his hand. "M
r. C

aylor? W
hat can I do for you?" 

B
ay

lo
r sat d

o
w

n
 in

 th
e ch

air th
at C

h
am

b
ers h

ad
 

g
estu

red
 to

w
ard

. "B
ay

lo
r. T

h
e g

irl o
u

tsid
e h

ad
 a little 

trouble getting it right. I'm
 the ow

ner and publisher of a 
w

eekly. W
ashington new

sletter called B
a

ylo
r's B

it. M
ost of 

m
y stuff is practical inform

ation of interest to the business- 
m

an w
ho w

ants to pursue that elusive buck in W
ashington. 

B
ut, every once in a w

hile, I run w
hat I call a background 

series. R
ight now

, I'm
 w

orking on one that w
ill tell m

y sub- 
scribers of the relationship betw

een the H
ouse A

rm
ed S

er- 
vices C

om
m

ittee and the A
rm

y's R
esearch and D

evelop-
m

ent S
ection." 
C

olonel C
ham

bers forehead w
rinkled. "W

hat m
akes 

you think w
e have any?" 

"Y
ou m

ust have program
s that you have to justify to 

the C
ongress for appropriations." 
"W

ell, y
es, w

e d
o
," C

h
am

b
ers said

 slo
w

ly
. "B

u
t 

th
at's p

retty
 involved. T

here's a budget request that's part 
o
f th

e w
h
o
le defense budget and that's negotiated w

ith the 
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B
ureau of the B

udget m
onths before it goes to the H

ill. 
T

hen w
e have a team

 that defends the program
 and the 

figures and tries to sell the C
ongress and the, tw

o com
-

m
ittees, A

rm
ed Services and A

ppropriations." 
"T

h
at's all in

terestin
g
," B

ay
lo

r said
. "I'd

 w
an

t to
 

cover that, but could I talk to som
e of the m

en that deal 
w

ith the A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee? I'd like to get som
e 

feel for the w
ay it really w

orks on the person-to-person 
level. W

e talk about the P
entagon and the C

ongress and 
the B

ureau of the B
udget as if they w

ere real. P
eople are 

real. N
othing else is. W

ho talks to w
hom

 about w
hat?" 

C
ham

bers nodded. "I see w
hat you m

ean, yes." H
is 

voice w
arm

ed. "T
hat is a fresh approach." H

e filled a pipe 
thoughtfully and lit it. "P

eople are real. Y
es, I like that. 

P
eo

p
le are real. I w

o
u
ld

 h
av

e to
 co

n
tro

l th
is strictly

, 
h

o
w

ev
er. I can

't h
av

e y
o

u
 w

an
d

erin
g

 ab
o

u
t th

e p
lace 

asking questions at random
. T

hat's w
hy w

e have an infor-
m

ation officer. W
e have to keep you out of the classified 

stuff." H
e drew

 on his pipe for a m
om

ent. "I'll tell you 
w

hat I'll do, M
r. B

aylor. I'll let you talk w
ith som

e of the 
boys right here in m

y office. T
hey w

on't be the seniors, I 
can

't ask
 th

at o
f th

em
, b

u
t th

ey
 w

ill b
e lm

o
w

led
g

eab
le 

juniors. I think you'll get the feel of it and a good story as 
w

ell. N
o
w

," h
e laid

 d
o
w

n
 h

is p
ip

e an
d
 search

ed
 in

 a 
draw

er for an antacid m
int, "I scratch your back and you 

scratch m
ine, fair enough?" 

B
aylor nodded. "F

air enough." 
"R

ight. N
ow

 m
y interest in the operation is this. I 

w
ant to get over to the tax-paying public how

 G
od dam

ned 
hard it is to get our m

oney for m
ilitary research and devel- 

opm
ent. It's a bare-boned, no-fat, no-nonsense program

, 
and w

e have to justify and fight for every penny. T
he pub-

lic in
terest is reco

g
n

ized
 an

d
 p

ro
tected

. W
e're ju

st real 
people doing our dam

nedest to create a defense structure 
for real people. T

hat's our story. T
hat's w

hat I w
ant to get 

across." "If that's the story, that's the story you'll get." 
"G

ood. G
ood." C

ham
bers spun around in his chair 

an
d
 p

ick
ed

 u
p
 a telep

h
o
n
e. "M

ary
, g

et m
e E

v
an

s. O
n
 

77 

ought to call m
e. B

esides, w
hat's 

nam
e and phone num

ber on the 

w
ro

te o
n
 th

e card
. "I'll tak

e a 


