
"N
o scoop, C

harley. T
he poor bastard just cam

e to 
the N

ational P
ress B

uilding to die, like the elephants do in 
their A

frican graveyards." 
C

harley's eyes sparkled. "S
ay, that's an angle, T

ony, 
a dam

ned good story line." 
"D

on't m
ention it," B

aylor said w
earily. 

T
W

E
L

V
E

 

m
etronom

e ticked back and forth hypnotically in the 
C

IA
 office. T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk w

atched its 
arm

 sw
ing, his big hands folded before him

 on the desk. 
T

in
y

 th
o

u
g

h
t lin

es creased
 th

e sk
in

 b
etw

een
 h

is ey
es. 

"W
ho is it for?" E

rnie S
essena asked from

 the sofa. 
"L

in
d

a. T
h

e k
id

 is b
eco

m
in

g
 q

u
ite a m

u
sician

." 
"H

ow
 old is she?" 

"T
hirteen tom

orrow
. It's her birthday." 

T
he m

etronom
e ticked on. F

inally, the M
an B

ehind 
the D

esk cleared his throat and stopped the sw
ing of the 

arm
. H

e looked at S
essena. "O

f course, you realize that 
everything has changed," he said into the silence. "T

his is a 
new

 ball gam
e. W

as it m
urder?" 

S
essena nodded. "N

o doubt about it. P
oison. W

e'll 
know

 w
hat kind w

ithin the hour." 
"W

e have to bring the F
B

I into this now
." 

"Y
es." 

"B
ennington w

as a good m
an." 
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S
essena lit a cigarette. "N

ot so good that he didn't 
catch it." 

T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk grunted. "Y
ou're a cold-

blooded bastard." 
"T

hat's part of the job description." 
"W

h
o

 are y
o

u
 g

o
in

g
 to

 talk
 w

ith
 at th

e F
B

I?" 
"E

d H
anson." 

"D
on't m

ention your suspicions of P
robar. K

eep that 
betw

een us girls." 
"O

.K
." 

"W
hat about B

aylor?" 
S

essena shrugged. "'H
e's on his ow

n. H
is pal is stone 

cold. T
here's no m

ore m
oney. H

e'll probably chicken out." 
"A

n
d

 if h
e d

o
esn

't? W
h

at if h
e g

ets in
 th

e w
ay

?" 
"T

hen w
e'll have to take him

 out tem
porarily. A

m
a-

teu
rs' n

ig
h

t is o
v

er o
n

 th
is o

n
e. W

e'v
e lo

st o
n

e o
f o

u
r 

boys." T
h

e face o
f th

e M
an

 B
eh

in
d

 th
e D

esk
 w

o
re a 

w
intery grin. "I seem

 to detect just a faint suggestion of 
hum

an em
otion." 

S
essena got to his feet. "G

o to hell," he said gruffly, 
looking out of the w

indow
. T

hen he ground out his ciga-
rette and left the room

. 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk looked after him

 for a 
m

om
ent w

ith a w
orried expression. T

hen he set the m
etro-

nom
e ticking again. T

he sound w
as strangely soothing. H

e 
m

ight buy one for the office. 
E

d H
anson picked up E

rnie S
essena at the corner of 

T
hirteenth and F

 S
treets and pulled his grey sedan back 

into traffic. "I don't see w
hy w

e couldn't discuss this at m
y 

office, E
rnie," he said plaintively. "I som

etim
es think you 

cloak-and-dagger boys overdo it." 
"Y

our office m
ay be bugged. In fact, it probably is," 

S
essena answ

ered dourly. 
H

anson laughed shortly. "S
ee w

hat I m
ean?" 

"W
e think som

eone is selling out to the C
hinks, E

d. 
W

e've already lost one of our m
en, right here in W

ashing-
ton," S

essena said brutally. "Y
ou w

ant to stop kidding and 
hear the facts?" 

1
0
0
 

H
anson glanced at S

essena briefly and then looked 
back to the traffic before him

. "L
et's hear the facts. A

ll 
droll rem

arks are w
ithdraw

n and apologized for." 
"D

rive out tow
ard M

ount V
ernon. W

e can pull off 
on one of the overlooks by the river and talk this thing 
out." 

"R
ight." 

T
hey sat silently in the parked car after S

essena had 
finished talking. 

"W
hen did B

ennington get it?" H
anson asked. 

"L
ast night. T

hey found the body in B
aylor's office 

this m
orning." 
"M

aybe B
aylor did it." 

"N
o chance. N

o m
otive. T

he guy is a pigeon. W
e 

checked him
 out thoroughly before B

ennington contacted 
him

." "B
ennington learned too m

uch and w
as killed by the 

spy ring. Is that your theory?" 
"Y

es." 
H

anson squeezed his low
er lip betw

een a thum
b 

and forefinger and gazed sidew
ise at the saturnine visage 

of the m
an -beside him

. "Y
ou played this pretty cute, E

rnie. 
W

ould you have let us in on this if one of your operatives 
hadn't been killed?" 

"E
ventually. T

his thing involves W
ashington, m

aybe 
b
ig

tim
e W

ash
in

g
to

n
, E

d
. W

e h
ad

 to
 b

e d
am

n
 certain

 
som

ething w
as w

rong, very w
rong, before w

e could bring 
in the F

B
I. S

ince the police told m
e that B

ennington w
as 

m
urdered by cyanide, our suspicions are confirm

ed and 
w

e're bringing you in on it." 
"M

any thanks," H
anson said dryly. H

e shrugged. 
"C

ould be espionage. B
ut w

hat does one m
urder prove, 

m
ore or less? M

aybe B
ennington w

as tatting around, or 
had som

e deals on the side. It w
ouldn't be the first tim

e." 
S

essena spoke w
ith exasperation. "G

od dam
n it, E

d, 
he w

as clean. H
e w

as our m
an." 

H
anson shook his head. "A

 C
IA

 agent is m
urdered. 

T
o

o
 b

ad
. W

e d
o

n
't lik

e th
at. N

o
 siree. W

e accep
t y

o
u

r 
assurance that all C

IA
 agents are brave and clean. B

ut that 

1
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d
o
esn

't m
ean

 h
e w

as m
u
rd

ered
 b

y
 an

 in
tern

atio
n
al sp

y
 

ring. N
o siree, it don't. N

o indeedy. W
e F

B
I boys are just 

h
o
m

eb
red

, h
o
m

esp
u
n
 d

o
m

estic ty
p
es, an

d
 w

e d
o
n
't h

av
e 

m
uch truck w

ith all them
 exotic foreigners. O

ur m
inds run 

to
 sim

p
le th

in
g

s lik
e jealo

u
s w

o
m

en
, g

reed
y

 p
artn

ers in
 

crim
e, or cuckolded husbands." 

S
essen

a stared
 straig

h
t ah

ead
 th

ro
u

g
h

 th
e w

in
d

-
shield and out over the darkening river. "C

hrist! A
nd you 

w
onder w

hy w
e didn't bring you guys in on this at the be-

g
in

n
in

g
." H

e b
ro

u
g
h
t h

is h
an

d
s to

g
eth

er. "S
tay

 o
u
t o

f it, 
then, if you are so dam

n afraid of the political overtones. 
S

tay
 o

u
t o

f it! B
u

t, b
y

 G
o

d
, w

h
en

 th
e C

IA
 h

as th
is case 

crack
ed

 o
p
en

 an
d
 th

e p
ress an

d
 th

e p
u
b
lic ask

 w
h
y
 th

e 
F

B
I w

as sittin
g

 o
n

 th
eir b

u
reau

cratic asses, lo
o
k
in

g
 

ev
en

 m
o
re stu

p
id

 th
an

 u
su

al, o
n
e E

rn
ie S

essen
a w

ill tell 
them

!" H
anson cleared his throat. "W

e aren't going to stay 
o
u
t o

f it, E
rn

est. B
en

n
in

g
to

n
 is d

ead
. T

h
at's a fact. W

e'll 
notify the M

etropolitan P
olice that there's a F

ederal angle, 
and w

e'll put it under w
raps w

ith the press until w
e know

 
so

m
e o

f th
e an

sw
ers. Y

o
u
 m

ay
 b

e rig
h
t—

m
ay

b
e b

ig
tim

e 
W

ashington is in this up to their necks. T
im

e w
ill tell. B

ut 
to E

d H
anson, this is a policem

an's job involving hom
icide, 

nothing m
ore." 

S
essen

a p
u

t a cig
arette b

etw
een

 h
is lip

s an
d

 stared
 

gloom
ily out over the river. "O

.K
. C

heck out the hom
icide. 

I'll keep w
orking on the rest of it." 

"H
as th

e P
en

tag
o
n
 rep

o
rted

 an
y
 d

ata m
issin

g
?" 

H
anson asked. 

"N
o. A

nd w
e haven't asked them

." 
"W

ouldn't it be interesting to know
 if your spy ring 

is spying?" H
anson asked dryly. 

"Y
es, it w

ould." S
essena bit off the w

ords. "A
nd now

 
that w

e're getting the brilliant m
inds and facile tongues of 

th
e F

B
I in

to
 th

is, I h
av

e n
o
 fu

rth
er in

h
ib

itio
n
s ab

o
u
t d

is-
cu

ssin
g
 it w

ith
 an

y
b
o
d
y
 in

clu
d
in

g
 th

e P
en

tag
o
n
. I k

n
o
w

 
w

e'll soon find out that B
ennington m

erely choked to death 
o
n
 th

e o
liv

e in
 h

is m
artin

i, an
d
 th

at ev
ery

 o
th

er asp
ect o

f 
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th
e case flo

w
s fro

m
 a S

p
an

ish
-A

m
erican

's o
v

erw
ro

u
g

h
t 

m
ind." H

anson started the autom
obile. "Y

ou fellow
s out at 

M
cL

ean m
ust have interesting days. It's good to know

 that 
you're there. O

ur first line of defense against invaders from
 

outer space." 
S

essen
a h

u
n

ch
ed

 d
o

w
n

 in
 h

is co
at an

d
 rem

ain
ed

 • 
silen

t d
u

rin
g

 th
e d

riv
e b

ack
 to

 W
ash

in
g

to
n

. "D
ro

p
 m

e at 
F

ifteen
th

 an
d
 P

en
n
," h

e said
 cu

rtly
 as th

ey
 en

tered
 th

e 
city

. H
e tu

rn
ed

 to
 H

an
so

n
 as h

e g
o
t o

u
t o

f th
e car. "T

h
is 

conversation w
as an official notification to the F

B
I, E

d, of a 
m

atter w
hich in the opinion of the C

IA
 is of grave im

por-
tance. W

e aren't going to reduce it to w
riting, and I don't 

give a good G
od dam

n if you treat it like a routine hom
i-

cide or, for that m
ailer, if you act on it or not. Just stay out 

of m
y w

ay because I'm
 going to blast anyone involved in 

this right out of the w
ater!" 

H
anson w

inced as the door slam
m

ed. 

M
ajor B

run of A
rm

y Intelligence had a thin, aqui-
line face w

ith high cheekbones. U
nder a receding hairline 

an
d

 b
u

sh
y

 b
ro

w
s, h

is ey
es w

ere sh
arp

ly
 alert. H

e w
as in

 
civilian clothes and seated across from

 S
essena at a table in 

a sm
all Italian restaurant on E

ighteenth S
treet. T

hey w
ere 

drinking chianti from
 a bottle w

rapped in straw
 placed in 

th
e cen

ter o
f th

e tab
le. A

 b
ask

et h
eld

 sev
eral slices o

f 
so

u
rd

o
u

g
h

 b
read

. It w
as fo

u
r-th

irty
 in

 th
e aftern

o
o

n
, an

d
 

the restaurant w
as em

pty except for a sleepy-eyed w
aiter 

w
ho w

as standing at som
e distance gazing out on the street 

through a w
indow

 sm
eared and dulled by a w

inter of cook-
in

g
 an

d
 artificial h

eat. B
ru

n
 tu

rn
ed

 h
is w

in
e g

lass in
 h

is 
h
an

d
 an

d
 lo

o
k
ed

 in
ten

sely
 acro

ss th
e tab

le at S
essen

a. 
"Y

ou called this one, M
r. S

essena," he said in a quick 
staccato

 w
h

ich
 w

as m
u

ted
 b

y
 h

is effo
rt to

 k
eep

 h
is v

o
ice 

low
. "H

ow
 did you get on to it?" 

"I'm
 not at liberty to give you all of the details, but 

w
e had reason to believe that there w

as a leak from
 your R

 

and D
 section to the C

hinese R
eds." 
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B
ru

n
 n

o
d

d
ed

. "A
 leak

 th
ere is. F

u
n

n
y

 d
am

n
 th

in
g

. 
O

ur boys in S
aigon have been checking it out at that end 

fo
r o

v
er a m

o
n
th

. N
ev

er th
o
u
g
h
t to

 alert u
s h

ere, at th
e 

font, so to speak." 
"W

hat is the leak?" 
"B

acteriological w
arfare secrets. B

W
 w

e call it. W
e 

h
av

e so
m

e v
ery

 ad
v
an

ced
 research

 g
o
in

g
 o

n
 u

p
 at F

o
rt 

D
etrick near F

redrick, M
aryland. W

e also have program
s 

at P
ine B

luff, A
rkansas, E

dgew
ood A

rsenal in M
aryland, at 

R
ocky M

ountain A
rsenal in D

enver and elsew
here. B

ut the 
leak

 seem
s to

 b
e o

u
t o

f D
etrick

, d
ata o

n
 a n

erv
e g

as, 
Incaps,' that is, incapacitating chem

icals such as B
Z

, dis-
ease germ

s, and the delivery system
s or agents. R

ussia is 
pretty advanced in this field, but the C

hinese are now
here. 

It m
akes sense that they w

ould go all out to steal our B
W

 
data." "D

id you follow
 m

y suggestion and com
pare the in-

fo
rm

atio
n

 leak
ed

 w
ith

 th
e su

b
ject m

atter o
f secret testi-

m
ony on the H

ill before the H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

-
m

ittee?" 
B

run shifted uneasily. "Y
es. T

he inform
ation reach-

ing the C
hinese is all inform

ation w
e have touched on one 

w
ay

 o
r an

o
th

er in
 testim

o
n

y
 b

efo
re th

at C
o

m
m

ittee." 
"A

ny correlation in tim
ing?" 

"A
 direct correlation." 

"H
ow

 do you think it is done?" 
"I've given the thing som

e thought, and I've particu-
larly considered the tim

e elem
ent. T

he C
hinese get the in-

form
ation w

ithin a w
eek or ten days after testim

ony on the 
H

ill, but never before the testim
ony." 

"N
ever before?" 

"N
ever." 

"W
hat do they get?" 

"S
aigon says it's data, even copies of blueprints and 

experim
ents." B

run looked bleak. 
"C

o
u

ld
 th

ey
 g

et th
is fro

m
 th

e C
o

n
g

resIo
n

al. C
o

m
-

m
ittee?" 

"N
o. O

ur testim
ony is general in nature—

not tech- 

104  

nical. T
he C

om
m

ittee w
ould not have this detailed infor-

m
ation in its possession." 

"S
o

, it h
as to

 co
m

e fro
m

 th
e R

 an
d

 D
 files at th

e 
P

entagon or at F
ort D

etrick?" 
"T

here's no other w
ay." 

"B
u
t th

ere is th
e co

rrelatio
n
 w

ith
 testim

o
n
y
?" 

"D
efinitely." 

"W
h

at d
o

es th
at su

g
g

est to
 y

o
u

?" S
essen

a ask
ed

. 
"It su

g
g
ests th

at so
m

eo
n
e o

n
 th

e co
m

m
ittee o

r its 
staff alerts som

eone at the P
entagon about w

hat to look for 
and the confederate in the P

entagon then extracts the files 
and photographs them

. T
he inform

ation is then relayed to 
th

e C
h
in

ese, p
ro

b
ab

ly
 th

ro
u
g
h
 S

aig
o
n
 an

d
 H

o
n
g
 K

o
n
g
." 

S
essena sat back in his chair. "T

hat's exactly w
hat I 

think." B
run sipped his w

ine. "T
here is one thing m

ore. T
he 

flow
 of inform

ation stopped last w
eek. Inform

ation testified 
o
n
 at a co

m
m

ittee h
earin

g
 tw

o
 w

eek
s ag

o
 h

as n
o
t b

een
 

transm
itted. It's hot stuff too. N

ecessary to m
ake som

e of 
the earlier inform

ation useful." 
"I'm

 not surprised," S
essena said. "T

hey've had their 
w

ind up recently." H
e lit a cigarette. "T

ell m
e, no clue as 

to how
 the inform

ation has been passed?" 
B

run, shrugged. "T
here are scores of w

ays, as you 
know

. M
icrodots, radio transm

issions, through concealm
ent 

in im
ported goods, couriers, diplom

atic pouches. T
ransm

is-
sio

n
 is n

o
 p

ro
b
lem

, esp
ecially

 w
h
en

 th
ere are p

o
rts lik

e 
S

aigon, M
acao, H

ong K
ong, even S

ingapore. A
ll it takes is 

m
oney and an organization." 

"W
h

o
 d

o
 y

o
u

 th
in

k
 is th

e co
n

tact in
 th

e R
 an

d
 D

 
section?" 

"W
e h

av
e n

o
 id

ea. N
o
n
e at all. Y

o
u
 see th

e d
am

n
 

thing stopped before w
e in W

ashington even knew
 it w

as 
going on. E

verybody w
ith any access to classified data is 

u
n
d
er su

sp
icio

n
. U

n
fo

rtu
n
ately

, th
at's a sm

all arm
y
. Y

o
u
 

can't have research w
ithout som

e elem
ent of trust in the re-

search personnel. T
hat's w

hy w
e have clearances for secret 

and top secret inform
ation. It's a calculated risk." 
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S
essena nodded. "S

o the fox has gone to ground?" 
"I w

ould say so. Y
es." B

run replied. 
"I'll see w

hat I can do about flushing it," S
essena 

said. "W
e'll keep in touch, M

ajor." 

E
d H

anson sat beside E
rnie S

essena at the end of an 
otherw

ise em
pty row

 of counter stools and w
olfed his ham

-
burger. "I sure do like these exotic places you like to get 
together in, E

rnest." 
S

essen
a p

u
t so

m
e su

g
ar in

 h
is b

lack
 co

ffee. "If 
you've done even the plodding police w

ork of w
hich you 

are capable, you m
ay have guessed w

hy I'm
 being care-

ful." 
"Y

es indeedy. A
 very sticky business indeed it be-

com
es." "W

hat have you got?" 
"W

e've put a tail on this fellow
 W

illiam
s you m

en-
tioned." "A

nd?" 
"W

illiam
s seem

s rather a precious type but nothing 
w

rong there that w
e can see." 

"W
h
at ab

o
u
t B

ay
lo

r? D
o
es h

e attract atten
tio

n
?" 

H
an

so
n
 w

ip
ed

 h
is m

o
u
th

 o
n
 a p

ap
er n

ap
k
in

 an
d
 

sw
allow

ed a m
outhful of coffee. "It turns out w

e've run 
across him

 a tim
e or tw

o before this." 
"H

ow
?" 

"W
e keep a routine surveillance on a thin, sleepy-

eyed C
hink, nam

e of W
ong. H

e w
orks for the S

outh C
hina 

S
ea T

rading C
om

pany of N
ew

 Y
ork. It's a C

hinese C
om

-
m

u
n

ist fro
n

t th
at h

as in
terested

 u
s fo

r a lo
n

g
 tim

e. W
e 

h
av

en
't clo

sed
 it d

o
w

n
 b

ecau
se th

ey
 p

ro
v

id
e u

s su
ch

 a 
w

onderful opportunity for travel and sightseeing. 
"G

o on." 
"W

o
n

g
 p

ick
ed

 u
p

 B
ay

lo
r n

early
 a w

eek
 ag

o
 an

d
 

tailed him
 for a few

 days. T
w

o days ago W
ong sw

itched to 
B

ennington and dropped B
aylor." 

S
essena shot an intent look at H

anson. "D
o you still 

think this is a routine hom
icide?" 

T
he F

B
I m

an laughed. "N
o indeedy, especially since 
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I've learned from
 our detail assigned to cover W

ong that 
h

e w
as rig

h
t o

n
 to

p
 o

f B
en

n
in

g
to

n
 th

e n
ig

h
t h

e w
as 

m
urdered." 	

• 
"A

ny m
ore on that?" 

"It looks like B
ennington w

as knocked slightly silly 
by a judo chop and a capsule of cyanide forced dow

n his 
throat. T

he body w
as then deposited in B

aylor's office to 
scare him

 off." 
"D

id W
ong do it?" 

"P
robably, but I am

 truly em
barrassed to say, E

r-
nest, that w

e don't know
. O

ur m
an lost W

ong and B
en-

nington at the crucial m
om

ent." 
"I hope you have a better m

an on W
ong now

. T
his 

is n
o

w
 a h

ell o
f a lo

t m
o

re th
an

 ro
u

tin
e su

rv
eillan

ce." 
"W

e do, E
rnest. H

e w
on't shake us again." 

A
 counterm

an drifted dow
n to them

 and filled their 
coffee cups. "W

e're filling up, fellow
s. I'll have to open this 

end of the counter soon." 
"T

hanks, Joe. W
e're nearly finished," S

essena said. 
H

e turned to H
anson. "T

he P
entagon has lost vital infor-

m
ation, E

d. B
acteriological w

arfare secrets to the C
hinese 

R
eds. T

here's a probable tie-in to the H
ill." 

"W
illiam

s?" 
"A

rm
y Intelligence hasn't zeroed in on anyone yet 

and I'm
 not prom

pting them
. I don't extend to them

 the 
childlike trust I give to you." 

E
d grinned. "Y

ou still think it's W
illiam

s?" 
"A

bsolutely. T
his w

hole thing has developed from
 

our original suspicions of W
illiam

s. T
he big problem

 is, 
w

ho else is involved? H
ow

 high up do w
e go?" 

"W
hat's going on now

?" 
"N

othing, dam
n it 

"T
hat doesn't m

ake it easy, does it?" 
"T

his is one of the nasty ones, E
d. I've felt that from

 
the beginning. I'm

 floundering on this one and I've lost a 
m

an." "I'm
 sorry about that, E

rnest." 
"Y

eah, w
ell," S

essena rubbed his chin and stared at 
the counter. "It's got m

e a little on edge, E
d, you know

?" 
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"S
ure, E

rnest. H
ell, I read you like a book. W

hy do 
you think I put up w

ith your lousy taste in food?" 
S

essena grinned. "Y
ou get w

hat I can pay for, and 
that runs to ham

burgers and beans." 
"O

h, you're paying for this?" 
"Y

eah
. B

u
t I'm

 n
o

t g
o

in
g

 to
 m

ak
e it a h

ab
it." 

"T
hank G

od for that." 
T

H
IR

T
E

E
N

 

3,
 

D
 

A
Y

L
O

R
 sat slum

ped in a chair in his apartm
ent. H

is 
I—)  telep

h
o
n
e w

as o
ff th

e h
o
o
k
 an

d
 h

e h
ad

 a sp
lit-

ting headache. H
e had returned hom

e from
 his office as 

soon as he had been released by the police and could shake 
off C

harley D
iggs. H

is high state of excitem
ent on arrival, 

w
hich had set him

 pacing aim
lessly up and dow

n his single 
room

, had now
 in m

idafternoon left him
, supplanted by a 

sense of deep depression, apathy, and grow
ing apprehen-

sion. W
hat in G

od's nam
e had he gotten into? W

hat did he 
do now

? W
ith B

ennington gone, he suddenly realized that 
he w

as in over his depth. H
e w

as no big tim
e new

spaper-
m

an. W
hy pretend that he w

as? W
as the P

ulitzer prize 
w

orth being m
urdered for? It w

on't do you any good post-
hum

ously, and you w
on't w

rite the story posthum
ously 

either. H
e felt an alm

ost hysterical urge to laugh. H
e w

ent 
into his bathroom

 and took tw
o aspirins. B

ennington w
as 

dead. W
hat had the poor bastard done to deserve that? H

e 
had tried to dig up the dirt on the C

ongress, that's w
hat. A
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surge of w
arm

ing anger flow
ed through B

aylor. A
nd the 

body had been delivered to him
 as a w

arning to lay off. A
 

final w
arning, m

aybe. T
hey had tried to buy him

 off; they 
had roughed him

 up; now
 they had m

urdered B
ennington. 

If m
urder w

as m
eant to frighten him

, it w
as succeeding. 

H
e w

as scared to death. 
B

ut he w
as fighting m

ad, too. W
ho in the hell do 

th
ey

 th
in

k
 th

ey
 are? H

e ran
 a to

n
g

u
e o

v
er h

is d
ry

 lip
s. 

W
hat in hell do they think I am

? H
e lit a fresh cigarette 

from
 the one in his hand and extinguished the old butt in 

an overflow
ing ashtray. 

A
 light tap cam

e on the door. H
e ignired it. It cam

e 
again, heavier and m

ore insistent. H
e looked through a 

sm
all o

n
e-w

ay
 v

iew
er in

 th
e cen

ter o
f th

e d
o

o
r. It w

as 
Jig

g
s. H

e u
n

lo
ck

ed
 th

e d
o

o
r an

d
 o

p
en

ed
 it. S

h
e h

ad
 a 

basket over one arm
 and an afternoon new

spaper tucked 
under it. S

he hurried in, a w
orried frow

n on her pert face. 
A

s B
aylor shut the door, she put the basket and new

spaper 
dow

n and em
braced him

. 
"T

ony, darling. A
re you all right?" 

"O
h, sure. C

onsidering everything." 
"B

ut w
hy w

as this dead m
an in your office? It's all 

over the afternoon papers." 
"W

e w
ere w

orking on som
ething together." 

S
he held him

 at arm
s length and looked earnestly 

into his eyes. "W
hat is this all about, T

ony? T
hey break 

into your apartm
ent and slug m

e. T
hey kill the m

an you're 
w

orking w
ith. It m

ust be frightfully im
portant." 

H
e reach

ed
 fo

r th
e n

ew
sp

ap
er. "N

ew
sm

an
 M

u
r-

dered In P
ress B

uilding" the headline scream
ed over the by-

line of C
harley D

iggs. W
ell, C

harley got his scoop, B
aylor 

thought w
ryly. "L

ike the elephant returning by instinct to 
his ancient burial ground, F

rank B
ennington, veteran new

s-
paperm

an, cam
e back to the N

ational P
ress B

uilding to 
die," the story read. "A

pparently m
urdered, B

ennington 
w

as found. . . ." B
aylor threiv the new

spaper on the floor. 
"I even gave D

iggs the story-line," he said in a tired voice. 
H

e turned to the little red-head beside M
in and kissed her 

on the lips. 

1
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"T
hanks for rallying around, Jiggs. W

hat's in the 
basket?" 

"S
upper, aspirin, an ice pack, a bottle of S

cotch, and 
a 2

z-calib
re p

isto
l. If w

e're g
o
in

g
 to

 h
av

e a sieg
e, I'm

 
ready." B

aylor laughed for the first tim
e in hours and felt 

better. "Y
ou w

onderful, w
onderful gal. L

et's break out the 
bottle." H

e fixed them
 S

cotch and sodas. S
he curled up be- 

side him
 in the chair. A

fter a tim
e she said, "W

ant to tell 
m

e about it?" 
"I don't .know

. I don't w
ant to get you involved." 

"I am
 involved, and if I'm

 going to get bopped from
 

tim
e to tim

e, I think I deserve to know
 w

hy." 
H

e squeezed her. S
he alm

ost spilled her drink. "B
en- 

nington and I w
ere w

orking on an exposé of a C
ongres-

sional com
m

ittee on the H
ill. S

ince w
e began it, they've 

attacked m
e on the street, torn up m

y office, broken into 
m

y apartm
ent, roughed up m

y girl friend, and m
urdered 

m
y
 p

artn
er. I g

u
ess th

ey
 d

o
n
't lik

e u
s n

o
sin

g
 aro

u
n
d
." 

"E
xpose of w

hat?" 
"T

hat's the m
addening part. I don't know

 w
hat I'm

 
trying to expose. B

ennington had som
e idea, but he didn't 

tell m
e. B

u
t it is w

o
rth

 k
illin

g
 fo

r to
 k

eep
 co

v
ered

 u
p
. 

T
hat's a big story in anybody's book. T

he other day, B
en-

nington gave m
e a lead at the P

entagon. A
 chap I m

et at 
th

e P
en

tag
o
n
 w

h
o
 w

o
rk

s w
ith

 th
e C

o
m

m
ittee staff o

n
 

P
entagon m

atters acted like the classic case of the guilty 
conscience. T

he staff of the C
om

m
ittee is scared to death. I 

know
 there's a great story, if I can only break it!" 
"It m

ay break you, like it did B
ennington." 

"T
here's that, of course," B

aylor nodded soberly. 
"W

hy don't you chuck it, T
ony?" Jiggs asked. "It isn't 

w
orth getting killed over. I don't w

ant a dead hero on m
y 

hands." "I'm
 no hero. I'm

 scared to death. I never thought it 
w

ould turn out like this." 
"Y

ou don't even know
 w

hat it's all about, darling, 
T

hat's w
hy you are alive. B

ennington m
ust have know

n 
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m
o

re an
d

 th
ey

 k
illed

 h
im

. S
tay

 ig
n

o
ran

t, stay
 aliv

e." 
B

ay
lo

r fin
ish

ed
 h

is d
rin

k
 an

d
 lifted

 h
im

self o
u
t o

f 
the chair. "L

et's have supper." 
"A

re you angry?" 
"N

ope. Just hungry. S
om

ehow
, I feel better. I don't 

know
 w

hether it's the S
cotch or your w

holesom
e, vibrant 

sex." 
"S

upper is pastram
i." 

"W
onderful." 

"A
nd potato salad." 

"G
reat." 

"A
nd coleslaw

." 
"G

ood." 
"A

nd beer—
im

ported, even." 
"Y

ou are a dear." 
T

h
ey

 ate o
n
 a tab

le b
y
 th

e fire an
d
 fin

ish
ed

 w
ith

 
cafe espresso. 

"It is good to be alive," B
aylor said into the fire. "M

y 
day ended better than F

rank B
ennington's." 

"I w
ouldn't think about it," Jiggs said. 

"I have to think about it. W
hen I w

alk through that 
d
o
o
r ag

ain
 an

d
 g

et in
to

 th
e M

o
rg

an
, I h

av
e to

 k
n
o
w

 
w

h
eth

er I'm
 g

o
in

g
 th

ro
u
g
h
 it as a lio

n
 o

r as a lam
b
." 

Jig
g
s lo

o
k
ed

 at h
im

 so
lem

n
ly

 o
v
er th

e rim
 o

f h
er 

coffee cup. "Y
ou know

 som
ething, T

ony?" 
"W

hat?" 
"Y

o
u
're g

o
in

g
 th

ro
u
g
h
 th

at d
o
o
r lik

e a lio
n
. It's 

w
ritten all over you." 

"Y
o
u
 k

n
o
w

, y
o
u
're rig

h
t," h

e said
 after a m

o
m

en
t. 

"W
hy? W

hy is it w
orth it?" 

H
e lo

o
k
ed

 at h
er as h

e fram
ed

 h
is an

sw
er. "I'v

e 
been trying to sort that out. I guess it's because they think 
I'm

 so sm
all, so unim

portant, so insignificant, that they can 
buy m

e off or kick m
e around, or frighten m

e aw
ay. 'G

et 
lost' they say. 'D

isappear, sm
all tim

er.' W
ell, I'm

 not quite 
that sm

all. I'm
 going to hold on and w

e'll see w
ho com

es 
out on top." H

is voice quavered slightly and his hand shook 
as he lit a cigarette. "B

esides, F
rank B

ennington looked m
e 
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u
p
 fo

r th
is jo

b
. H

e b
eliev

ed
 in

 m
e. A

n
d
 th

ey
'v

e k
illed

 

F
rank B

ennington." 

A
s he em

erged from
 the elevator on his floor of the 

N
atio

n
al P

ress B
u
ild

in
g
 at n

in
e th

e n
ex

t m
o
rn

in
g
 an

d
 

w
alk

ed
 d

o
w

n
 th

e g
reen

 h
allw

ay
 to

 h
is o

ffice, th
e d

rab
 

sam
eness of his surroundings depressed him

. A
 m

urder :bat 
w

as o
n
 th

e fro
n
t p

ag
es o

f all th
e city

's n
ew

sp
ap

ers h
ad

 
left th

is su
n
less co

rrid
o
r callo

u
sly

 u
n
to

u
ch

ed
. H

e felt re-
duced in size, m

erely an expendable and replacable tenant 
o
f o

n
e o

f th
e cu

b
icles o

p
en

in
g
 o

ff th
e p

assag
ew

ay
 to

 h
is 

right and to his left. H
is passing w

ould be even less of an 
event than F

rank B
ennington's. T

he N
ational P

ress B
uild-

in
g

 w
o

u
ld

 rem
o

v
e th

e slig
h

tly
 y

ello
w

ed
 letterin

g
 o

f h
is 

n
am

e fro
m

 th
e ten

an
ts' reg

ister in
 th

e lo
b
b
y
 an

d
 in

 d
u
e 

tim
e replace it w

ith another nam
e in new

 w
hite letters. A

 
few

 m
inor bookkeeping entries, and he w

ould be disposed 
of for good and som

e other poor bastard w
ith delusions of 

his ow
n im

portance w
ould w

alk this w
ay. 

H
is o

ffice sm
elled

 stale w
ith

 a fain
t su

g
g
estio

n
 o

f 
S

ergeant O
'B

rien's cigars still present in the air. H
e flung 

open a w
indow

 and stared out over the nearby roof-tops. 
T

he roof of the parking garage next door w
as cracking and 

peeling. W
ell, w

hat in hell w
asn't? 

H
e telephoned the police m

orgue to find out w
here 

B
ennington's funeral w

ould be. A
fter being relayed from

 
extension to extension, he finally reached som

eone w
ith an 

an
sw

er. T
h
ey

 d
id

n
't k

n
o
w

. T
h
e fam

ily
 h

ad
 claim

ed
 th

e 
body after the autopsy, and that w

as that. 
H

is ren
ted

 ty
p

ew
riter sat accu

sin
g

ly
 o

n
 its stan

d
. 

T
here w

as still a living to be m
ade and issues of 

B
aylor's 

B
it to be com

posed. L
uckily he m

ade a practice of holding 
back som

e item
s w

hich w
eren't perishable as filler for vaca-

tion periods. H
e could put out one or tw

o creditable issues 
before the subscribers realized that he w

asn't really there. 
S

ittin
g

 d
o

w
n

 at th
e ty

p
ew

riter, h
e stared

 at its d
u

ll, b
lack

 
keys, then he w

rote as his lead sentence, "W
hat is som

eone 
on the H

ouse A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee so w
orried about 
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these days, and w
ho are the friends that are trying to pro- 

tect h
im

?" L
ig

h
tin

g
 a cig

arette, h
e g

azed
 th

ro
U

g
h
 th

e 
sm

oke curling up from
 its tip at the sentence. T

his w
as 

B
ennington's last suggestion on tactics. It w

ould at least let 
P

robar and his goons know
 that they hadn't frightened off 

T
ony B

aylor. H
e w

as still in the gam
e. T

hey had no w
ay of 

know
ing that his m

outh w
as thy and that his knees had a 

tendency to shake. 
D

ialing the exchange of the P
entagon, he asked for 

an extension num
ber and w

aited to hear the fam
iliar, al-

m
ost childish voice. "Janice?" 

"Y
es?" 

"T
his is T

ony." 
S

he giggled happily. "I thought it w
as, but I didn't 

w
ant to ask." 

"A
 lot has happened since the night before last." 

"O
h?" 

"Y
ou don't read the new

spapers?" 
"W

hat's in the new
spapers?" 

"N
o

th
in

g
. F

o
rg

et it. Y
o

u
're b

etter o
ff th

at w
ay

." 
"O

.K
." 

"H
ow

 about som
e m

ore dancing tonight?" 
"T

hat w
ould be dream

y." 
"I'll pick you up about eight-thirty." 
"C

om
e by at seven and I'll give you som

ething to 

"I'm
 afraid of girls w

ho cook." 
"O

h, I'm
 not a very good cook, T

ony," she assured 
him

 anxiously. "It w
ould be, like, a T

V
 dinner." 

"I'll b
e b

y
 at eig

h
t-th

irty
 after d

in
n
er," h

e said
 

firm
ly. "O

.K
." 

"S
tay sw

eet." 
S

he giggled and he hung up. 
H

e w
as fin

ish
in

g
 th

e last article fo
r 

B
a
y
lo

r's
 B

it 
w

hen C
harley D

iggs opened the door and looked in. "I 
figured you w

ould at least have the door locked." 
"W

hat good w
ould that do? It w

as locked before 
B

ennington's body w
as dum

ped in here." 

1
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C
h
arley

 d
ro

p
p
ed

 in
to

 th
e ex

tra ch
air an

d
 let th

e 
door fall shut behind him

. "Y
ou said that before, T

ony. 
W

ouldn't it be safer at least to adm
it to the possibility that 

you left the door unlocked?" 
B

ay
lo

r sh
ru

g
g

ed
. "A

n
y

b
o

d
y

 can
 g

et in
to

 th
ese 

offices. I can't see that it m
akes m

uch difference." 
C

harley yaw
ned and slum

ped dow
n in his chair, re- 

garding B
aylor through half-closed eyes. "I'm

 running m
y 

ass off on this story. I'm
 w

orn out." 
"M

y sym
pathy." 

C
harley l000ked up at a corner of the ceiling. "Y

ou 
said you w

ere w
orking on a new

s story?" 
"Y

es." 
"C

an't you give m
e a slant on that?" 

"Y
ou know

 better than to ask that, C
harley. Y

ou'll 
read

 all ab
o
u
t it in

 th
e n

ew
sp

ap
ers w

h
en

 I h
av

e th
e 

story." C
harley looked only m

ildly discom
fited. "D

oes this 
m

urder tie in w
ith the new

s story you w
ere w

orking on?" 
"I have no idea. P

robably not." -  
"It's a fu

n
n

y
 th

in
g

, T
o

n
y

. In
 its w

ay
, th

is is a b
ig

 
story, a big break for m

e, by-line and all of that, but the 
story has a peculiar w

ay of receding. T
he police are play-

ing it very cool—
no inform

ation available, no fam
ily color 

or background on B
ennington. T

he story is dying after one 
day. E

ven m
y editor has chopped up m

y copy, and m
oved 

it off the front page. W
hat's going on?" 

"P
ossibly nothing. W

hat's another m
urder now

adays, 
m

ore or less? Y
ou and I aren't experienced crim

e reporters. 
It looks like a bigger story to us than it does to an editor. 
H

e h
as a rich

 lo
d
e o

f crim
e to

 w
o
rk

 ev
ery

 tw
en

ty
-fo

u
r 

hours in W
ashington." 

"I'd
 h

ate to
 th

in
k
 th

at so
m

eo
n
e is sittin

g
 o

n
 th

is 
story and that you know

 w
hy." 

B
aylor addressed a heavy m

anila envelope to his 
printer and put his copy for B

aylor's B
it into it. H

e looked 
at C

harley D
iggs as he licked the glue on the envelope 

flap. 
"B

eat it." 
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"T
ell m

e I'm
 w

rong." 

"L
ook, C

harley. W
rite your story, follow

 your leads, 
but leave m

e out of it. I feel like a short tem
pered son-of-a. 

bitch these days and I don't w
ant to act like one. Y

ou've 
been a friend, of sorts." 

"T
h
ro

w
 m

e o
u
t. T

h
at w

o
u
ld

 m
ak

e g
o
o
d
 co

p
y
." 

B
aylor got up, slipped on his coat, and flipped the 

lig
h

t sw
itch

. H
e o

p
en

ed
 th

e d
o

o
r an

d
 tu

rn
ed

 to
 C

h
arley

. 
"I'm

 leav
in

g
. A

re y
o
u
 co

m
in

g
 o

r sh
o
u
ld

 I lock you in?" 
C

h
arley

 m
o
v
ed

 th
ro

u
g
h
 th

e d
o
o
r. "I'm

 so
rry

 to
 

needle you, T
ony, but I can't leave you out of it. T

he body 
w

as found in your office." 
"I'm

 just an innocent bystander." 
"T

hat's just banal enough to be quotable." 
"G

o ahead." 

B
aylor sat dow

n w
ith Janice at their tiny table in the 

rock-and-roll joint. "I'm
 beat!" he said, grinning and w

iping 
his brow

 w
ith a handkerchief. 

Jan
ice to

o
k
 o

u
t a sm

all co
m

p
act an

d
 to

u
ch

ed
 h

er 
nose and cheeks lightly w

ith a pow
der puff. "Y

ou're really 
w

ith it, T
ony. B

oy, am
 I glad you cam

e into the P
entagon. 

W
e're livin' it up." 

"L
et's have a drink." 

"S
ure." 

T
h
ey

 d
ran

k
 th

e so
ft d

rin
k
s th

irstily
. "I d

o
n
't th

in
k
 

y
o

u
're to

o
 o

ld
 fo

r m
e," Jan

ice said
, co

ck
in

g
 h

er h
ead

 at 
him

. 

"T
oo old for w

hat?" 
"Y

ou know
, too old." 

"Y
ou don't like m

y dancing?" 
"O

h, no. I love it. Y
ou're groovy." 

"L
et's leav

e it at th
at." 

"R
ightee-o," she said happily. 

"A
ny dope on B

art W
illiam

s?" 
Janice grim

aced. "I-T
e's one of these squares. G

ood-
looking, but square, you know

?" 
"I've m

et him
." 

"Y
eah. I forgot. W

ell, I h
av

en
't g

o
t m

u
ch

, b
u
t h

ere 
1
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it is. S
he opened her sm

all purse and pushed a card w
ith 

som
e notes on it tow

ard him
. 

B
aylor glanced over it. "H

e sounds like a boringly 
upright citizen." 

"T
urn over the card." 

B
aylor sm

iled. "H
e goes to w

atch the exotics at the 
B

ed O
nion?" 
"T

hat's the gossip." 
"D

oes he have a girl friend there?" 
"H

o
p
e. H

e ju
st w

atch
es. H

e's th
at k

in
d
, I 

S
quare. Y

ou know
." 

B
ay

lo
r slip

p
ed

 th
e card

 in
to

 h
is p

o
ck

et. "T
h
an

k
s, 

Janice." "D
o:A

 m
ention it." S

he sprang to her feet and m
o-

tioned to him
, her arm

s beginning to pum
p in tim

e to the 
m

usic. "C
om

e on. T
here goes that beatl" 

1
17 

guess. 



F
O

U
R

T
E

E
N

 

T
IIE

 follow
ing night B

aylor sat in the M
organ out-

sid
e th

e R
ed

 O
n
io

n
. H

e h
ad

 p
ark

ed
 th

e M
o
rg

an
 

earlier in the evening one door aw
ay so that he could ob-

serve the entrance to the night club w
hen he w

as ready 

through the w
indshield. It w

as cold and w
et. G

usts of rain 

shook the sm
all car and caused w

ater to drip dow
n from

 

the several places w
here the top w

as not w
eather tight. 

B
aylor w

as chilled to the bone w
hen W

illiam
s w

alked up 

th
e street an

d
 en

tered
 th

e R
ed

 O
n
io

n
. It w

as elev
en

 

o'clock. A
fter a short interval, B

aylor got out of the car 

stiffly, and follow
ed his quarry inside. 

A
 w

ave of w
elcom

ing w
arm

th enveloped him
, com

-

pounded of hum
an sw

eat, tobacco sm
oke, and alcohol. H

e 

left his coat w
ith a scantily clad, big-bosom

ed, hatcheck 

girl and turned to a heavy-set, double-chinned m
an in a 

soiled and w
rinkled dinner jacket tw

o sizes too sm
all for 

him
. "A

 table in the rear, please." 

T
he m

an shrugged and led him
 to the rear of the 

room
 w

here he gestured tow
ard an em

pty table. B
aylor 

sat dow
n. 

"W
e g

o
t b

etter tab
les u

p
 fro

n
t," th

e m
an

 said
 

gruffly. "N
o cover and the drinks are one price." T

he w
orn 

m
aterial of his jacket reflected the colored lights from

 the 

stage as he bent over B
aylor. 

"T
his w

ill do fine." 
"O

.K
. M

ac, ju
st d

id
n
't w

an
t y

o
u
 to

 feel ab
u
sed

." 

B
aylor ordered a S

cotch and soda from
 a sloe-eyed 

w
aitress and studied his surroundings. H

e recognized W
il-

ham
s alone at a table near the stage, vigorously applauding 

one of the dancers as she finished her act. S
he gave a good-

natured w
iggle in his direction, w

inked at the orchestra 

leader, and sat dow
n at W

illiam
s' table. B

aylor's drink 

arrived and he sipped it slow
ly, w

atching W
illiam

s. H
is 

face w
as anim

ated and he seem
ed in an exuberant m

ood. A
 

funny guy. It w
as as if he w

ere on guard everyw
here ex-

cept in this dum
p. T

he girl, a rather good-looking blonde, 

seem
ed to hang on his every w

ord. T
hey w

ere like a couple 

of sw
eethearts. H

e tried to identify his em
otions. T

hey put 

him
 off. W

hy? B
ecause it w

as phony, that w
as it. It w

as 

phony. S
om

eone w
as play acting. W

as it the m
an or the 

w
om

an? O
r both? 

T
he hovering w

aitress m
oved in. "Y

ou w
ant another 

drink, honey?" 
"Y

es, bring it along." 
"T

hat w
as S

cotch and soda?" 
"It w

as m
eant to be." 

"Y
ou w

ant a friend, honey? Y
ou don't have to sit 

alone, you know
. T

he dancers w
ill com

e over and join you 

for a drink." 
"I'm

 fine. T
ell m

e, w
ho is the girl that just finished 

h
er d

an
ce, th

e o
n
e sittin

g
 at th

e tab
le w

ith
 th

e g
o
o
d
-

looking young guy?" 
."T

hat's R
osie D

aw
n." 

"She's good." 
"O

ne of the best, hon." 
"H

ow
 about getting her over here?" 

"N
o chance w

hile she's w
ith another custom

er. B
e- 

sides, he's a big spender." S
he looked disparagingly at B

ay-

lor's single glass. 

f 
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