
leav
e, eh

? W
ell th

en
, P

alm
er. O

h
, h

e is? A
ll d

ay
. W

ell, 
dam

n it, w
ho's here? W

illiam
s? A

ll right. A
sk him

 to com
e 

in and see m
e. Y

es, right now
." H

e turned to B
aylor. "W

ell, 
w

e'll set up the other interview
s another day, next w

eek if 
you'd like. W

e'll schedule them
 half an hour apart for, say, 

h
alf a d

ay
. I th

in
k
 th

at w
o
u
ld

 d
o
 it. M

ean
w

h
ile, I'll ru

n
 

young W
illiam

s by you. It w
ill give us a better idea of the 

problem
. T

his chap is a new
 boy, been around less than a 

y
ear, b

u
t h

e's b
rig

h
t. S

h
arp

 as a tack
, clean

 as a h
o
u
n
d
's 

tooth. N
am

e is B
art W

illiam
s, spent tw

o or three years in 
th

e P
eace C

o
rp

s in
 T

h
ailan

d
 b

efo
re jo

in
in

g
 u

s h
ere. H

e 
handles a lot of the liaison w

ith the A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
-

m
ittee staff and w

ith the B
W

 boys out at F
ort D

etrick." 
"B

W
?" 

"B
acteriological w

arfare." 
A

 slim
, solem

n-looking young m
an w

ith coldly ap-
praising dark eyes entered. H

e sm
iled briefly at C

ham
bers. 

"G
ood m

orning, C
olonel. I understand that you w

ish to see 
m

e." 
"T

h
is is M

r. B
ay

lo
r, W

illiam
s. H

e ed
its a w

eek
ly

 
n
ew

s sh
eet ab

o
u
t W

ash
in

g
to

n
. H

e w
an

ts to
 d

o
 a p

iece 
about our relationship w

ith the C
ongress, particularly the 

H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee. I think it's a good idea. 

W
e w

ant to show
 M

r. B
aylor how

 w
ell w

e build our case 
w

ith the C
ongress." 

W
illiam

s turned slow
ly tow

ard B
aylor and w

et his 
lips. "W

hat gave you this idea, M
r. B

aylor? W
e don't think 

w
e're very new

sw
orthy here." 

"T
h
e d

efen
se o

f th
is co

u
n
try

 an
d
 p

articu
larly

 th
e 

state of our m
ilitary science and research are very im

por- 
tant, M

r. W
illiam

s. I'm
 certain m

any of m
y readers w

ill be 
interested in the relationship betw

een the C
om

m
ittee and 

this office." 
W

illiam
s sat dow

n 
relationship?" 

C
olonel C

ham
bers 

program
 to the C

ongress, 
b
een

 say
in

g
. I ju

st to
ld

 M
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sh
arp

 o
n
es. W

h
at's th

e m
atter? Y

o
u
 b

een
 o

u
t cattin

g
 all 

night?" W
illiam

s forced a sm
ile. "N

o. A
s a m

atter of fact last 
n

ig
h

t w
as th

e n
ig

h
t I m

et w
ith

 m
y

 S
co

u
t tro

o
p

. It's ju
st 

that after several m
onths of handling classified m

aterial, I 
can't get used to a new

spaper interview
." 

"T
h

at's w
h

y
 I'm

 h
ere, W

illiam
s," C

h
am

b
ers said

 
testily. "I'll speak up if you get onto delicate ground. F

ire 
aw

ay, B
aylor." 

B
ay

lo
r to

o
k
 o

u
t a n

o
te b

o
o
k
 an

d
 raised

 h
is ey

es to
 

W
illiam

s'. "W
hat are your duties here in the P

entagon, M
r. 

W
illiam

s?" 
W

illiam
s g

av
e a n

erv
o
u
s an

d
 d

ep
reciatin

g
 little 

lau
g

h
. "O

h
, I'm

 sm
all fry

, M
r. B

ay
lo

r, a clerk
 really

. I 
correlate data, organize inform

ation for the higher ups, that 
sort of thing." 

"A
re you cleared for top secret inform

ation?" 
W

illiam
s fidgeted. "Y

es." 
B

aylor sm
iled. "T

hen you aren't so unim
portant after 

"N
o, I really am

. U
nim

portant, that is. I really don't 
know

 w
hat goes on." 

"F
or G

od's sake, W
illiam

s," C
olonel C

ham
bers inter- 

jected, "w
e know

 you aren't C
hairm

an of the Joint C
hiefs 

of S
taff, but w

e m
ust pay you for som

ething. D
on't be so 

dam
n m

odest. T
ell B

aylor w
hat you do and how

 you do it. 
W

e'll decide if it's unim
portant." 

"W
ho are your contacts w

ith the C
om

m
ittee?" B

ay- 
lor asked. 

"T
he C

om
m

ittee?" 
"T

he H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee." 

W
illiam

s p
aled

. "N
o

 o
n

e, n
o

t a so
u

l, I . . ." h
e p

u
t 

a hand to his forehead and got to his feet. "It's no use, C
ol- 

onel. I m
ust be com

ing dow
n w

ith the flu, I'm
 feeling very 

ill. I apologize. E
xcuse m

e." H
e turned and hurried out of 

the room
. 

D
u
rin

g
 th

e b
rief silen

ce C
o
lo

n
el C

h
am

b
ers stared

 
after W

illiam
s, a discom

fited expression on his face. T
hen 
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o
n

 th
e ed

g
e o

f h
is ch

air. "W
h

at 

in
terru

p
ted

. "H
o
w

 w
e sell o

u
r 

W
illiam

s. C
hrist, just w

hat I've 
r. B

ay
lo

r y
o

u
 w

ere o
n

e o
f th

e 

all." 



h
e g

lan
ced

 at B
ay

lo
r an

d
 sh

o
o

k
 h

is h
ead

 as h
e relit h

is 
pipe. "D

id you ever see anything like that? T
he guy m

ust 
be crackers." 

"It's p
ro

b
ab

ly
 th

e flu
, as h

e say
s," B

ay
lo

r said
. 

"S
om

etim
es it affects you that w

ay just before the chills hit. 
N

ervousness and a sluggish m
ind." 

"I suppose so. W
ell, w

e've still got a good idea, B
ay-

lor, even if W
illiam

s w
asn't m

uch of a subject for an inter-
v

iew
. L

et m
e g

iv
e y

o
u

 a rin
g

 n
ex

t w
eek

. W
e'll set u

p
 

interview
s in depth w

ith som
e boys w

ho have their heads 
screw

ed on right." 
B

aylor handed him
 his card. "T

here's the nam
e and 

telep
h

o
n

e n
u

m
b

er, C
o

lo
n

el. I'll lo
o

k
 fo

rw
ard

 to
 h

earin
g

 
from

 you." 
C

ham
bers took it, gave his quick sm

ile, and held out 
his hand. "I'll be in touch. A

ll the best. R
eal people. I like 

that." 

T
E

N
 

, D
  

D
  3 A

Y
L

O
R

 w
alk

ed
 o

u
t in

to
 th

e p
ark

in
g

 lo
t an

d
 slip

p
ed

 
 b

e
h

in
d

 th
e
 w

h
e
e
l o

f th
e
 M

o
rg

a
n

. H
e
 sa

t fo
r a

 
m

om
ent gazing through the w

indshield w
ithout seeing, a 

little sm
ile on his face. W

illiam
s had been scared to death. 

T
here w

as so
m

eth
in

g
 th

ere. H
e h

ad
 a lead

 at last. W
h

y
 

w
as W

illiam
s afraid? W

hy w
as R

aaff afraid? A
 spatter of 

co
ld

 w
in

ter rain
 h

it th
e w

in
d

sh
ield

, an
d

 h
e tu

rn
ed

 o
n

 th
e 

w
ip

ers as h
e started

 th
e en

g
in

e. H
e w

aited
 fo

r th
e en

g
in

e 
to

 w
arm

 u
p
, an

d
 th

en
 sw

u
n
g
 o

u
t o

f th
e p

ark
in

g
 lo

t in
 th

e 
direction of the F

ourteenth S
treet B

ridge and W
ashington. 

T
he hallw

ay in the N
ational P

ress B
uilding sm

elled 
of fresh paint. In the distance, tw

o painters in w
hite over-

alls slow
ly covered the old sea-sick green w

alls w
ith a new

 
shade of sea-sick green. E

x nihilo nihil fit, from
 nothing 

com
es nothing. H

e grinned as he rem
em

bered old P
rudy, 

h
is h

ig
h

-sch
o

o
l L

atin
 teach

er, an
d

 h
is fav

o
rite n

u
g

g
et o

f 
R

om
an w

isdom
. H

e w
ondered w

here he w
as now

. H
e w

as 
still grinning w

hen he opened his office door and flipped on 
the light. T

he grin quickly faded. S
low

ly he shut the door 
behind him

 and looked around, flushing angrily. T
he files 

8 o 
8 i 



on the floor and the jim
m

ied desk draw
ers w

ere O
.K

., w
ar 

w
as w

ar, and the play w
as getting rough. B

ut the bastards 
had gratuitously sm

ashed his typew
riter. H

e sw
ore under 

his breath and picked up the telephone. 
"S

o-S
ecure L

ock C
om

pany? T
his is B

aylor in the 
N

ational P
ress B

uilding. I just w
ant to report that I don't 

feel so secure. S
om

eone just burgled m
y office and the 

doorlock w
as no good at all. O

.K
. O

.K
., w

e w
on't go into 

that, just put on a new
 lock and give m

e all of the keys. A
ll 

right, then, all of the keys except the one you have to give 
the building superintendent. T

he J. E
dgar H

oover w
ill be 

fine, though I'd rather have one endorsed by F
ingers F

en-
ton. I don't know

 how
 m

uch H
oover know

s about locks. 
T

om
orrow

 is O
.K

." H
e hung up, took off his coat, and be-

gan to straighten up his office. 
H

e w
aited until the rush-hour traffic w

as over before 
heading for G

eorgetow
n. Jiggs w

ould be cooking a rack of 
lam

b roast using a w
onderful F

rench recipe of m
ustard, 

bay leaves, and several other things she archly described as 
"secret ingredients." H

e pulled into the M
ew

s shortly be-
fore seven. T

he earlier rain had turned into a slush storm
, 

and he turned up his coat collar as he hurried tow
ard his 

door. T
hough the lights w

ere on, his gay knock brought no 
response. H

e fished in his pocket w
ith num

bed hands, fitted 
the key, and opened the door. T

he room
 w

as ablaze w
ith 

light, but there w
ere no cooking odors and there w

as no 
Jiggs. H

e shrugged, hung up his coat and hat, and poured 
him

self a drink. T
he roast, som

e potatoes, and a package of 
frozen spinach had been laid out on the kitchen sideboard. 
T

he spinach had been there for som
e tim

e, it w
as com

-
pletely thaw

ed. W
ith a little frow

n, he w
alked over to the 

telephone and called her apartm
ent. W

hen her telephone 
had rung several tim

es, he hung up. H
e stood in the m

iddle 
of his living room

 and finished his drink, then w
ent tow

ard 
the bathroom

 door to get a dish tow
el from

 the closet to 
w

ipe up the w
ater from

 the spinach. H
e opened the door 

and froze. Jiggs lay gagged and bound in the bathtub, her 
g

reen
 ey

es b
lazin

g
. H

e h
u

rried
ly

 b
en

t o
v

er h
er an

d
 re-

m
o
v
ed

 th
e g

ag
. - 
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"W
ell, A

unt Jem
im

a, w
hat took you so long?" she 

asked bitingly. 
"I d

id
n
't k

n
o
w

 y
o
u
 w

ere h
ere, su

g
arp

lu
m

, o
r I 

w
ould have rushed right in." H

e lifted her from
 the tub 

and carrying her into the living room
 laid her on the sofa. 

"W
h
at h

ap
p
en

ed
?" h

e ask
ed

, u
n
ty

in
g
 th

e b
o
n
d
s an

d
 

rubbing her arm
s and legs to restore the circulation. 

"It's obvious w
hat happened," she said shortly, ac-

cepting a cigarette. "Y
ou're really asking, 'how

 did it hap-
pen?' " "Y

es, teacher." 
"I d

o
n
't k

n
o
w

," sh
e said

 an
ticlim

atically
. "I w

as 
fondling a package of spinach in that foul little kitchen of 
yours and `pow

,' zunk,"bang,' I'd had it. I w
oke up in that 

bathtub and I've been there ever since. I don't think I w
as 

even raped. It's dam
n hum

iliating." 
"N

ow
, now

." H
e kissed her. 

"It w
asn't you, w

as it?" she asked suspiciously. 
"I w

ould have raped you." 
S

h
e g

ig
g
led

 an
d
 th

en
 lo

o
k
ed

 at h
im

 serio
u
sly

. 
"W

hat's it all about, T
ony?" 

• 
"I w

ish
 I co

u
ld

 say
," h

e said
. H

e th
o
u
g
h
t o

f h
is 

office. T
he bastards had spent a busy afternoon. B

ut thank 
G

od Jiggs hadn't been hurt. 
"S

houldn't w
e call the police?" she asked. 

"W
hy? It w

ould just ruin a lovely evening. E
very-

tim
e I report a crim

e the police act as if I'm
 disturbing the 

peace. L
et's get dinner. I'm

 starving." 
"P

eople shouldn't do things like that. It isn't nice." 
Jiggs w

as still highly offended. 
"I agree, but w

ould you really w
ant to go through 

life, a m
em

ber of that hopeless m
inority in W

ashington w
ho 

have never been the victim
s of a m

ajor crim
e? N

ow
 you 

belong to the 'in' group." 
"In, out, w

hat w
ere you drinking?" 

"S
cotch and soda." 

"It m
akes you very philosophical. Y

ou'd better fix m
e 

one." 
"C

om
ing up." 
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S
he w

atched him
 fix it from

 the sofa. "A
ren't w

e at 
least going to get even?" 

H
e handed her the drink. "Y

es, w
e're going to get 

even." S
he m

et his hard eyes and touched his set m
outh 

w
ith a tentative forefinger. "I'll fix you a very nice dinner," 

she purred. 

B
efore going up to his office in the N

ational P
ress 

B
uilding the next m

orning, he stepped into one of the free-
standing glass telephone booths placed at intervals along F

 
S

treet's new
 tree-lined m

all. H
e nodded happily at a police-

m
an standing about fifty feet aw

ay, his breath m
isty w

hite 
in the January cold, and taking out his book club m

em
ber-

ship card dialed the first seven num
bers. 

"W
ee T

ots B
ook C

lub," a fem
inine voice answ

ered. 
B

ennington had a sense of hum
or. 

"I'd like to speak to M
r. B

ennington, please." 
"A

re you a m
em

ber?" 
"Y

es." 
"M

ay I have your m
em

bership num
ber?" 

B
aylor gave the rest of the num

bers on the card. 
"M

r. B
ennington w

ill call you w
ithin five m

inutes. 
W

hat is your num
ber?" 

B
aylor gave it to her and hung up. 

H
e stood in the cold telephone booth stam

ping his 
feet and occasionally exchanging an encouraging sm

ile w
ith 

the policem
an. T

he telephone rang at last. H
e picked it up. 

"B
aylor." 

"H
ow

 are you, boy?" 
"I've nearly frozen m

y balls off w
aiting for your call 

back. I'm
 in one of these urban renew

al phone booths on F
 

S
treet." B

ennington laughed. "It's w
inter, boy. T

hose booths 
w

ere erected for the sum
m

er festival tim
e w

hen all of us 
peasants dance arm

 in arm
 in the streets." 

"I th
o
u
g
h
t it w

o
u
ld

 b
e m

o
re secu

re to
 talk

 fro
m

 
here." 84  

"G
etting security conscious, eh? G

ood. W
e don't 

w
ant to get scooped." 

"In
 th

e last few
 d

ay
s, I'v

e b
een

 m
u
g
g
ed

 o
n
 th

e 
street, m

y office has been ransacked, and m
y girl friend 

knocked out in m
y apartm

ent. S
om

ebody up there doesn't 
like m

e." 
B

ennington w
histled. "Y

ou m
ust be on to som

e- 
thing." "I follow

ed the P
entagon suggestion you gave m

e." 
"H

ow
 did it go?" 

"O
ther than one of the A

rm
y inform

ation officers, 
I'v

e o
n
ly

 talk
ed

 to
 a m

in
o
r P

en
tag

o
n
 clerk

, b
u
t h

e g
o
t 

nervous as hell w
hen I m

entioned the A
rm

ed S
ervices 

C
om

m
ittee. H

e pretended to be ill and ran for it." 
"W

ho w
as it?" 

"A
 fellow

 nam
ed W

illiam
s." 

"N
ever heard of him

." 
"H

e's sm
all tim

e, but I think he know
s som

ething. I 
think I should check him

 out." 
T

here w
as a silence. "O

.K
." B

ennington said at last. 
"C

heck him
 out, but don't crow

d him
, if you know

 w
hat I 

m
ean." "I w

on't." 
"H

ow
's the m

oney?" 
"I'm

 all right." 
"I'll send you another five hundred." 
"Y

ou're all heart." 
"T

ony, you m
ight do one m

o
re th

in
g
 to

 p
u
t a little 

m
ore pressure on this thing." 

"N
am

e it." 
"W

h
y
 d

o
n
't y

o
u
 p

lace an
 item

 in
 y

o
u
r n

ex
t n

ew
s 

sheet asking w
hy som

eone connected 
w

ith
 th

e H
o
u
se 

A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee is w
orried?" 

"T
h
at's a g

o
o
d
 id

ea. Y
o
u
 d

o
n
't m

in
d
 so

m
e o

f th
e 

story leaking in m
y new

s sheet?" 
"H

ell, no. If it builds your circulation, w
hy not?" 

"I appreciate it, F
rank." 

"A
nything else?" 
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"N
ot now

." 
"Y

ou're doing good w
ork, boy. K

eep crow
ding and 

this thing w
ill break w

ide open." 
"W

ill do." 
"G

ood boy." 
B

ay
lo

r sto
m

p
ed

 b
y
 th

e p
o
licem

an
 o

n
 h

is w
ay

 to
 a 

co
ffee sh

o
p

. T
h

e p
o

licem
an

 g
rin

n
ed

. "W
e d

o
n

't see to
o

 
m

any of you snow
 birds." 

"I think I overdid it." 
R

evived by a cup of black coffee, he slipped into a 
telephone booth at the rear of the restaurant and called the 
H

ouse A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee. 
"I'd like to speak w

ith B
oyd R

aaff." 
"O

ne m
om

ent." 
"R

aaff speaking." 
"T

his is B
aylor." 

"L
ay

 o
ff m

e, B
ay

lo
r," R

aaff's v
o
ice d

ro
p
p
ed

 to
 an

 
urgent, intense w

hisper. 
"W

h
at's b

u
g

g
in

g
 y

o
u

, B
o

y
d

? Y
o

u
'd

 b
etter tell 

papa." "L
isten, you fink, lay off!" 

"I can't, B
oyd." 

"L
o
o
k
. I'll see y

o
u
 in

 an
 h

o
u
r in

 th
e ro

tu
n
d
a o

f th
e 

C
ap

ito
l," R

aaff w
h
isp

ered
. "Y

o
u
'll see m

e attach
ed

 to
 a 

sightseeing group. join the group and ignore m
e. I'll con-

tact you w
hen I think it's safe." 

"S
afe?" 

"S
afe, you stupid idiot. W

hat kind of a gam
e do you 

think this is?" T
he line w

ent dead. 
It w

as an hour later and a little past ten w
hen B

aylor 
w

alked into the rotunda of the C
apitol. U

nder the soaring 
C

apitol dom
e w

hich arched one-hundred-eighty feet above 
the m

arble floor, the voices of the scores of tourists in the 
ro

tu
n
d
a ech

o
ed

 an
d
 reech

o
ed

, lik
e a ch

o
ru

s o
f g

h
o
stly

 
voices m

urm
uring in the vaulted vastness. B

aylor looked 
about. T

hree groups of tourists w
ere gathered around tour 

g
u
id

es. A
t th

e o
u
ter ed

g
e o

f th
e g

ro
u
p
 b

efo
re a h

u
g
e 

painting depicting the baptism
 of P

ocahontas, B
aylor could 

m
ak

e o
u
t th

e fig
u
re o

f B
o
y
d
 R

aaff. H
e w

alk
ed

 casu
ally

 
to

w
ard

 th
e g

ro
u
p
, g

azin
g
 at th

e fresco
 at th

e to
p
 o

f th
e 

d
o
m

e an
d
 at th

e frieze b
elo

w
 it lik

e an
y
 carefree v

isito
r. 

T
h
e g

u
id

e w
as tellin

g
 th

e sto
ry

 o
f P

o
cah

o
n
tas an

d
 h

er 
ro

m
an

ce w
ith

 Jo
h
n
 R

o
lfe in

 sten
to

rian
 to

n
es as B

ay
lo

r 
q

u
ietly

 jo
in

ed
 th

e o
u

ter frin
g

e. In
 a few

 m
in

u
tes as th

ey
 

circled the rotunda, B
oyd R

aaff had edged beside him
. 

"N
ow

 look, B
aylor," he said w

ithout greeting or pre- 
am

b
le in

 a v
o

ice v
ib

ran
t w

ith
 em

o
tio

n
. "M

y
 life is in

 
danger. If you keep trying to contact m

e, I'm
 going to get 

it. S
o leave m

e alone." H
is lips trem

bled as he continued to 
look tow

ard the guide. 
"If the stakes arc that high, R

aaff, you m
ust know

 a 
lot." 

"I k
n
o
w

 so
m

eth
in

g
, b

u
t it's n

o
t w

h
at I k

n
o
w

. It's 
w

h
at th

ey
 th

in
k
 I k

n
o
w

. Y
o
u
'v

e b
een

 w
arn

ed
 o

ff. If y
o
u
 

learn the story, you'll never live to tell it. B
e sm

art. F
orget 

it. It's too big for the likes of you and m
e." 

"D
oes it involve the P

entagon?" 
R

aaff w
et his lips. "L

eave m
e alone, G

od dam
n you. 

I've got nothing for you. N
othing." H

e turned and w
alked 

hurriedly off tow
ard S

tatuary H
all on his w

ay to the H
ouse 

side of the C
apitol. 

T
h

e to
u

r g
ro

u
p

 w
as stan

d
in

g
 b

efo
re th

e p
ain

tin
g

 
depicting the em

barkation of the pilgrim
s and the tireless 

guide w
as extolling the virtues of M

iles S
tandish w

hen B
ay-

lo
r ed

g
ed

 aw
ay

 an
d
 h

ead
ed

 fo
r th

e east p
o
rtico

 an
d
 th

e 
parking space in w

hich he had left the M
organ. 

T
he telephone rang at G

lenw
ood. 

"I sh
o

u
ld

 lik
e to

 sp
eak

 to
 M

rs. P
ro

b
ar, p

lease." A
 

tense m
an's voice responded to the slightly accented greet- 

ing of the upstairs m
aid. 

"W
ho shall I say is calling?" 

"M
r. B

oyd R
aaff." 

"O
ne m

om
ent, please." 

"Y
es, B

oyd?" M
rs. P

robar's positive contralto cam
e 

over the w
ire. 

8
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"I have to see you im
m

ediately." 
"B

ut, darling, I'm
 just ready to leave for E

lizabeth 
A

rden's." 
"Im

m
ediately." T

he voice w
as insistent. 

T
here w

as a m
om

ent's silence. 
"V

ery w
ell," M

rs. P
robar's voice had an edge of an-

noyance. "I feel rather put out w
ith you, dear. Y

ou know
 

one w
aits a w

eek or m
ore for an appointm

ent. I shan't look 
m

y best at the ball tonight." 
"It's nearly lunch tim

e. I'll m
eet you at F

oudor's." 
"V

ery w
ell." S

he hung up w
ith a look of vexation on 

her face, then shrugged and resum
ed fastening her ear-

rings. R
aaff w

as fin
ish

in
g
 h

is seco
n
d
 m

artin
i as sh

e 
appeared. H

e gave her a quick, nervous sm
ile and arose 

politely as the w
aiter held her chair. 

"M
adam

e?" 
"A

 sherry, please. V
ery dry." S

he turned to R
aaff as 

she rem
oved her gloves. "B

oyd, w
hatever is the m

atter? It's 
not like you to have nerves." 

"D
arw

in, I'm
 really w

orried about all of this. T
here 

m
ust be som

e other w
ay to handle it." 

S
he let him

 light her cigarette and sm
iled at him

 
archly. "R

eally, darling? T
here is only one w

ay I know
 of." 

"I'm
 in

 n
o
 m

o
o
d
 fo

r sm
all talk

," h
e g

lo
w

ered
. 

"B
ring m

e another m
artini," he said abruptly to the w

aiter 
w

ho had just put dow
n the sherry before M

rs. P
robar. 

"M
onsieur." 

"Y
ou are in a m

ood." 
"D

am
n
 it, I'm

 afraid
 o

f b
ein

g
 fo

u
n
d
 o

u
t. T

h
en

 
w

here w
ill w

e be?" 
S

h
e lau

g
h
ed

 lig
h
tly

 an
d
 co

n
fid

en
tly

. "Is th
at all, 

darling? W
here is your sense of intrigue?" S

he sipped her 
sherry and gazed at him

 m
ockingly over the edge of the 

glass. "T
hat's so m

uch of it, darling. It's no trick for a m
an 

and a w
om

an to tum
ble into bed together. It's the risking 

all for it that m
akes it such exciting fun. D

anger heightens 
sexual aw

areness. D
on't you know

 that?" 
R

aaff gestured im
patiently. "T

his dam
n snotty kid, 

 
 

B
aylor, is nosing around the C

om
m

ittee. W
hat if he finds 

out?" "H
e's nearly your age, darling, and how

 can he find 
out? B

oth P
hi and I have sized him

 up. H
e's a foolish, fop-

pish, neo-G
eorgetow

n type. H
e probably can't find his cuff 

links in the m
ornings. H

e w
ears little ones of gold w

ash 
w

ith single zircons set in them
." S

he laughed m
aliciously. 

"H
is p

reten
ses are so

 o
b
v
io

u
s. I w

o
u
ld

n
't w

o
rry

 ab
o
u
t 

him
." "I'm

 not so sure. H
e's a new

spaper type and rough- 
ing him

 up didn't seem
 to stop him

." 
S

he laughed. "B
oyd, really! H

e's no m
ore a new

s-
paperm

an than I am
. B

esides," her m
outh turned dow

n 
cruelly, "w

hen the tim
e com

es w
e'll handle him

. M
ean- 

w
h
ile, h

e's ju
st a little m

an
 d

an
cin

g
 o

n
 th

e en
d
 o

f a 
string." "If P

hilus finds out, he'll kill us both." 
H

er eyes glittered. "H
e w

on't find out. T
hat's the 

point. W
e have good reason to see one another discreetly. 

E
ven if others notice and w

onder, P
hi thinks he know

s w
hy 

w
e m

eet. H
e w

ould be the last m
an in the w

orld to hear 
gossip about us or pay attention to it. H

e'd w
arn m

e first, 
don't you see? F

or draw
ing public attention to our friend-

ship." S
he laughed at the thought. "It w

ould be so ironic. 
P

oor, brilliant P
hi. T

he first to know
 and the last to under- 

stand." R
aaff finished his m

artini. "P
erhaps w

e should or- 
der." 

"T
hat's a good boy. O

rder oysters and steak. T
hat 

w
ill m

ake you m
anly and virile." 

H
e sm

iled. "I deserved that. Y
ou are the dam

ndest 
w

o
m

an
, D

ar. I w
o
rry

 w
h
en

 I'm
 alo

n
e. I'm

 tak
in

g
 su

ch
 

risks, but w
hen I'm

 w
ith you, it all seem

s so reasonable and 
w

orthw
hile." 

"I now
 w

hat I w
ant. R

ight now
, I w

ant you." 
"R

ig
h
t n

o
w

?" H
e lo

o
k
ed

 ab
o
u
t th

e restau
ran

t in
 

m
ock concern. 

"A
fter lunch. Y

ou've ruined one afternoon for m
e. 

N
ow

 you can provide m
e w

ith another." S
he sm

iled. "O
f 
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co
u
rse, after th

ree m
artin

is, y
o
u
 m

ay
 b

e so
m

ew
h
at d

is-
appointing." 

"H
av

e I h
ad

 th
ree?" 

"T
he color of your school-boy com

plexion tells m
e 

"Y
ou have sharp eyes." 

"A
n
d
 sh

arp
 claw

s. In
stead

 o
f w

o
rry

in
g
 ab

o
u
t th

at 
little B

aylor boy or about P
hi, w

hy don't you w
orry about 

m
e, darling. I'm

 m
uch m

ore dangerous." 
"A

 m
agnificent tigress." 

"In
 o

r o
u
t o

f b
cd

." 
H

e o
rd

ered
 fo

r th
em

. "W
h
ere sh

all w
e g

o
, to

 a 
hotel?" "W

e'll drive out in m
y car. I know

 a secluded side-
road up the river." 

"T
hat's pretty elem

ental for a V
assar girl w

ho lives 
o
n
 F

o
x
h
all R

o
ad

." H
e sm

iled
 m

o
ck

in
g
ly

, b
u
t h

is ey
es 

sparkled. 
"I am

 elem
ental, darling. T

hat's how
 I get m

y kicks." 
S

h
e p

u
t o

u
t a b

o
n
y
, h

eav
ily

 rin
g
ed

 h
an

d
. "B

u
t I d

o
 lo

v
e 

you, B
oyd. I really do." H

er eyes bored into his. "I need a 
m

an
 lik

e y
o
u
 to

 tak
e risk

s fo
r m

y
 lo

v
e. P

h
i d

o
esn

't k
n
o
w

 
the m

eaning of the w
ord." 

"R
isk?" 

"N
o, love. H

e runs risks, but not for m
e, not for us, 

not even for him
self." 

"H
e's dedicated to the cause," R

aaff said dryly. 
"H

e's train
ed

 an
d
 d

iscip
lin

ed
. T

h
at's b

etter th
an

 
dedication." 

"I'm
 n

o
t lik

e th
at. I th

in
k
 o

f y
o
u
 an

d
 m

e.".  
"I k

n
o
w

. T
h
at's w

h
y
 I lo

v
e y

o
u
. Y

o
u
're m

in
e. P

h
i 

isn't m
ine. H

e's theirs." 
"A

re you his?" 
"H

e lik
es to

 th
in

k
 so

, an
d
 if th

at's w
h
at h

e lik
es to

 
th

in
k
, w

h
o
 am

 I to
 d

isillu
sio

n
 h

im
?" S

h
e m

ad
e a m

o
ck

 
shudder. "H

e's alm
ost pathological about losing anything 

he thinks is his." 
"A

re you m
ine?" 

"A
t the m

om
ent, darling." 

90  

"T
hat's enough for m

e." 
"A

nd that's w
hy I love you and com

e running w
hen 

you call m
e, abandoning even m

y hairdresser." 
A

s they laughed together B
oyd R

aaff felt the last of 
h
is d

o
u
b
ts leav

e h
im

. H
o
w

 co
u
ld

 h
e g

o
 w

ro
n
g
 w

ith
 a 

w
om

an like this? 
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 B
ay

lo
r g

o
t b

ack
 to

 h
is o

ffice, h
e telep

h
o

n
ed

 
,
 

a sandw
ich shop and ordered a pastram

i sandw
ich 

on rye and a double portion of black coffee. H
e then dialed 

a typew
riter rental service and arranged for a typew

riter to 
be delivered that afternoon. A

bout four o'clock, he finished 
w

o
rk

 o
n
 h

is n
ew

s sh
eet an

d
, p

u
ttin

g
 h

is feet u
p
 o

n
 h

is 
d
esk

, h
e lit a cig

arette. T
h
e sm

o
k
e cu

rled
 u

p
 to

w
ard

 th
e 

ceilin
g
 as h

e sat th
in

k
in

g
, a slig

h
t fro

w
n
 o

n
 h

is face. H
e 

to
o
k
 h

is w
allet o

u
t o

f h
is p

o
ck

et an
d
, ex

tractin
g
 a card

, 
d

ialed
 a n

u
m

b
er o

n
 it. W

h
en

 th
e P

en
tag

o
n

 sw
itch

b
o

ard
 

answ
ered he asked for an extension num

ber. 
"Janice?" 
"Y

es." 
"T

his is T
ony B

aylor. Y
ou know

 the as T
aylor and as 

C
aylor." 

T
h
ere w

as a g
ig

g
le. "G

ee. I d
id

n
't th

in
k
 y

o
u
'd

 call. 
S

orry about the nam
e. I'm

 lousy on nam
es." 

"I said I w
ould call." 

"W
ell, I k

n
o

w
, b

u
t so

 m
an

y
 fello

w
s ju

st p
ro

m
ise 

anythin
g." 

9
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"A
re you free tonight?" 

"I g
o

t a d
ate, b

u
t I co

u
ld

 b
reak

 it. H
e's a d

ro
o
p
 

anyw
ay." 
"W

ould you?" 
"S

ure." 
"W

here should I pick you up?" 
S

he gave him
 an address and apartm

ent num
ber in 

A
rlington. 

"I'll be by about seven-thirty. O
.K

.?" 
"O

.K
. S

ee you, hon. S
w

eet of you to rem
em

ber." 
T

h
ey

 h
ad

 d
in

n
er at a steak

 h
o

u
se in

 W
ash

in
g

to
n

 
and spent the rest of the evening visiting alm

ost identical 
night clubs w

ith rock-and-roll m
usic and go-go girls. T

he 
g
irls sh

u
ffled

 an
d
 w

rith
ed

 in
 sm

all elev
ated

 cag
es at th

e 
corners of the room

 to the repetitious and prim
itive beat of 

th
e fo

u
r m

u
sician

s. T
h
e m

u
sic, am

p
lified

 to
 th

e lim
its o

f 
audition, together w

ith the pulsating of colored lights, im
-

m
ersed the audience in a surfeit of light and sound that ex-

tinguished all other sensations. 
Jan

ice g
y
rated

 o
n
 th

e tin
y
 d

an
ce flo

o
r a fo

o
t o

r so
 

aw
ay from

 B
aylor w

ith the ecstatic, m
esm

erized expression 
o
f th

e tru
e b

eliev
er. B

ay
lo

r w
ip

ed
 h

is b
ro

w
 w

ith
 a h

an
d
-

kerchief. H
e could drop dead and this chick w

ould hardly 
know

 the difference. S
till, it m

ade an effort at conversation 
unnecessary and that w

as a real plus. H
e w

inced w
hen he 

thought of the disconnected banalities they had exchanged 
earlier acro

ss th
eir steak

s an
d
 b

ak
ed

 p
o
tato

es in
 a b

asic 
E

n
g

lish
 v

o
cab

u
lary

 th
at d

id
n

't ex
ceed

 tw
o

 h
u

n
d

red
 an

d
 

fifty
 w

o
rd

s. M
o
st d

ay
s th

is jig
g
lin

g
 g

am
in

 o
p
p
o
site h

im
 

p
ro

b
ab

ly
 m

ad
e d

o
 w

ith
 fifty

 w
o

rd
s an

d
 ten

 slan
g

 ex
p

res-
sions. A

t one o'clock in the m
orning he drove her back to 

A
rlin

g
to

n
. S

h
e lay

 b
ack

 ag
ain

st th
e seat lik

e a p
ersp

irin
g
 

ath
lete after a w

o
rk

o
u
t. "B

o
y
! T

h
at w

as m
arv

y
l I su

re 
w

o
u
ld

 lik
e to

 b
e a g

o
-g

o
 g

irl. Im
ag

in
e g

ettin
g
 p

aid
 fo

r 
frugging! W

hat a ball!" 
"W

hy don't you? Y
ou're better looking and a better 

dancer than those gals up there." 
S

he sm
iled at him

 and hugged his arm
. "Y

ou think 

9
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so, hon? Y
ou're really sw

eet. I couldn't do it, though. M
y 

m
other w

ould kill m
e. N

o kidding." 
"T

hat's the public's loss." 
"S

w
eet. I really like you, T

ony. I really do. Y
ou're 

real groovy." 
H

e to
o
k
 h

is ey
es fro

m
 th

e ro
ad

 an
d
 m

et h
ers. 

"L
ucky m

e." 
"W

hen w
ill I see you again?" 

"S
o
o
n
, I h

o
p
e. I'm

 w
o
rk

in
g
 o

n
 a n

ew
s sto

ry
. It 

d
o
esn

't leav
e m

e m
u
ch

 tim
e. I w

as lu
ck

y
 to

 g
et o

u
t 

tonight." 
"Is that w

hat you w
ere in to see C

olonel C
ham

bers 
about?" "Y

es." 
S

h
e h

u
g
g
ed

 h
is arm

 ag
ain

. "G
ee, I w

ish
 I co

u
ld

 
help, then you could take m

e out on the tow
n m

ore often." 
H

e sto
p

p
ed

 at a sto
p
lig

h
t an

d
 lean

ed
 o

v
er an

d
 

kissed her cheek. "D
o you m

ean that?" 
"Sure." 
"W

ell, if you w
ant to do a little checking for m

e, it 
w

ould save m
e som

e footw
ork and w

e'd be able to have a 
little m

ore tim
e together." 

"L
ike w

hat?" 
"L

ike all you can learn about a clerk in the R
 and D

 
section by the nam

e of B
art W

illiam
s." 

S
he giggled. "Ice-cream

 pie." 
"Ice-cream

 pie?" 
"T

hat's w
hat us girls call him

." 
"O

h." 
"W

hat's he done?" 
"N

othing. I just w
ant to know

 his background as 
color for the story." 

"W
hy don't you ask him

?" 
H

e laughed. "Y
ou don't know

 m
uch about new

s-
paper w

ork. T
hat w

ould give the story aw
ay." 

"It w
ould? T

hat's as clear as m
ud. B

ut, I'll take your 
w

ord for it." 
H

e sto
p
p
ed

 o
u
tsid

e h
er ap

artm
en

t b
u
ild

in
g
. S

h
e 

leaned over and kissed him
 on the m

outh. "O
.K

., I'll do it. 

94  

If you w
ant to know

 the dirt in the P
entagon, ask us girls." 

H
e got out of the M

organ and w
alked w

ith his arm
 

about her to the apartm
ent entrance. "I'll call you tom

or-
row

 afternoon, Janice." 
"C

an w
e go dancing?" 

"T
hat depends on how

 m
uch w

ork I do tom
orrow

 
and how

 m
uch help I get from

 you." 
"O

h, boy. I'll turn the joint upside dow
n." 

H
e kissed her once m

ore and drove off to G
eorge-

tow
n. H

e overslept the next m
orning and didn't get to his 

office until after ten. W
hen he pushed on the door, it gave 

about ten inches, then hit an obstacle. H
e pushed harder 

and the obstacle gave. F
orcing his body sidew

ise, he sidled 
into the office and flicked on the light. T

o his left against 
the partially opened door w

as a body. H
e knew

 instinc-
tively that it w

as dead. L
eaning over, he looked into the 

grey, vacant face and the vacant, staring eyes. It w
as F

rank 
B

ennington. 
B

aylor quickly closed the door and stood still, breath-
ing in short, shallow

 gasps. H
e fought not to be sick. H

e 
w

alked over to a w
indow

 and raised it, gulping in the cold 
air through his open m

outh. H
e began to trem

ble uncon-
trollably and sat dow

n heavily in his sw
ivel chair. H

e sat 
th

ere fo
r so

m
e m

in
u
tes in

 h
is co

at w
ith

 th
e ch

ill w
in

d
 

b
lo

w
in

g
 in

 th
e w

in
d
o
w

, h
is m

in
d
 n

u
m

b
ed

 w
ith

 sh
o
ck

. 
F

rank B
ennington, dead. H

e had never seen a dead m
an 

b
efo

re. H
e g

o
t u

p
 fro

m
 h

is ch
air an

d
 g

in
g

erly
 felt fo

r 
B

ennington's pulse, but the cold stiffness of the w
rist re-

pelled him
 and he quickly dropped it. S

itting dow
n again, 

he finally lit a cigarette after tw
o unsuccessful efforts. T

hen 
he picked up the telephone and called the H

om
icide B

u-
reau of the M

etropolitan P
olice. 

It w
as nearly half an hour before tw

o detectives ap-
peared. B

y that tim
e, B

aylor had gained a m
easure of con-

trol over him
self. A

t least he had stopped trem
bling. 

T
he tw

o detectives pushed by the door w
hen B

aylor 
opened it at their knock. T

he older of the tw
o, a stocky 
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grey haired m
an w

ith an open, Irish face, looked dow
n at 

B
ennington im

passively. "Y
ou know

 w
ho this w

as?" 
"It w

as F
ran

k
 B

en
n
in

g
to

n
, a freelan

ce w
riter." 

"F
riend of yours?" 

"I knew
 him

." 
T

he older m
an looked B

aylor in the face for the first 
tim

e. "W
ho are you?" 

"I'm
 B

aylor. I'm
 the one w

ho telephoned." 
T

h
e d

etectiv
e lo

o
k
ed

 at a n
o
teb

o
o
k
. "R

ig
h
t. I'm

 
O

'B
rien

, S
erg

ean
t o

u
t o

f H
o
m

icid
e. T

h
is is D

etectiv
e 

B
lount." 

B
aylor nodded. 

O
'B

rien squatted beside the body and ran a prac-
ticed eye over the huddled figure. "W

hat m
ade you think it 

w
as hom

icide?" L
ight blue eyes sought his. 

"W
ell, I don't know

. H
e's dead isn't he? I thought 

som
eone killed him

." 
T

h
e b

lu
e ey

es h
eld

 h
is. "W

h
y

? W
h

y
 n

o
t a h

eart 
attack or a stroke?" 

"W
ell, if he cam

e in here and just died, how
 did he 

get in?" O
'B

rien put a cigar in his m
outh. "H

e got in here 
o

n
e w

ay
 o

r th
e o

th
er, d

id
n

't h
e? D

id
 h

e h
av

e a k
ey

?" 
"N

o." 
"H

ow
 w

ell did you know
 him

?" 
"Just casually. I knew

 him
 for about ten days. W

e 
had lunch together once." 

"F
unny he'd die inside your office and no key to get 

O
'B

rien took out his notebook again. 
"T

his your office?" 
"Y

es." 
"H

om
e?" 

"T
he M

ew
s, G

eorgetow
n." 

"K
now

 w
here B

ennington lives?" 
"N

o." 
"N

ext of kin, other friends?" 
"N

o." 
O

'B
rien snapped his notebook shut and sat on the 

edge of the desk chew
ing on an unlit cigar w

hile B
lount 

leaned against a w
all until the identification detail arrived. 

B
ay

lo
r th

en
 step

p
ed

 o
u
t in

to
 th

e h
allw

ay
 to

 give 
them

 
ro

o
m

 in
 h

is sm
all o

ffice. A
 little cro

w
d

 h
ad

 g
ath

ered
. 

C
harley D

iggs had w
alked up the hallw

ay from
 his 

office. "W
hat is it, T

ony?" 
"A

 fellow
 nam

ed F
rank B

ennington. H
e's dead." 

D
iggs w

histled. "H
eart attack?" 

"M
aybe. I don't know

." 
F

lash bulbs exploded behind the closed frosted glass 
door. 

"F
or a m

inute, there, I thought it w
as you," D

iggs 
said. 

"It could have been." 
"C

ould have been?" 
"I m

ean, w
hen do w

e know
 our num

ber is com
ing 

O
'B

rien
, B

lo
u
n
t, an

d
 th

e id
en

tificatio
n
 d

etail 
em

erged from
 the office as tw

o am
bulance attendants w

ith 
a stretcher appeared. "W

e're rem
oving the body, M

r, B
ay-

lor. Y
ou can use your office now

, if you w
ish. I appreciate 

your cooperation. D
on't leave tow

n w
ithout advising m

e of 
your w

hereabouts. Y
ou'll be a m

aterial w
itness w

hen w
e 

have the inquest." 
B

aylor nodded and w
atched the grim

 little proces-
sion disappear tow

ard the elevators. 
C

h
arley

 D
ig

g
s sn

ap
p
ed

 h
is fin

g
ers. "S

ay
, T

o
n
y
. 

H
ere's a story right in the N

ational P
ress B

uilding and I'm
 

asleep on it. C
om

e on, w
hat's the scoop?" 

in." 
B

aylor nodded. 
O

'B
rien turned to B

lount. "G
et on the phone and 

have the Identification B
ureau send over a detail—

a pho-
to

g
rap

h
er an

d
 a fin

g
erp

rin
t m

an
." H

e tu
rn

ed
 b

ack
 to

 
B

aylor. "T
here's no sign of violence, but w

e'll go through 
the routine so w

e can m
ove the body. If w

e can't find a 
w

ound, w
e m

ay have to order an autopsy." H
e took a piece 

of chalk and began outlining the position of the body. "Y
ou 

touch anything?" 
"T

he door, the w
indow

, and the telephone." 

up?" 
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