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sw
itched on a light. "M

ake yourself at hom
e. I'll only be a 

sec: ,  
B

ay
lo

r sat d
o
w

n
 o

n
 a straig

h
t ch

air an
d
 lit a cig

a- 

rette. T
h
e ro

o
m

 w
as m

u
sty

 w
ith

 th
e o

d
o
r o

f ch
eap

 co
s-

m
etics. A

 battered theatrical trunk stood in one corner and 

a m
u
ch

 u
sed

 d
ressin

g
 tab

le w
ith

 a d
u
st o

f p
o
w

d
er an

d
 a 

sprinkling of hairpins on its surface filled one w
all. T

here 

w
as barely room

 to m
ove around. T

he door opened and in 

th
e m

o
ttled

 m
irro

r o
f th

e d
ressin

g
 tab

le B
ay

lo
r saw

 th
e 

bulk of a m
an. H

e m
oved quickly into the room

 and, spin-

ning the chair before the dressing table around, sat dow
n 

facin
g
 B

ay
lo

r. H
is sw

arth
y
, in

ten
se face w

as less th
an

 a 

foot aw
ay from

 B
aylor's. 

"M
y nam

e is S
essena, B

aylor. I w
as a good friend of 

F
rank B

ennington's. I k
n
o
w

 w
h
at y

o
u
 tw

o
 w

ere w
o
rk

in
g
 

on together." 
"O

h." 
"I'm

 taking a real chance in seeing you, even under 

th
ese circu

m
stan

ces, b
u
t th

is th
in

g
 is m

o
v
in

g
 fast an

d
 

there's no tim
e to finesse it. U

p to now
, you've perform

ed 

an im
portant service. N

ow
 it's tim

e for you to drop out. I'm
 

on your side. L
et m

e handle it." 
B

aylor sat back in his chair, a w
ry little sm

ile on his 

"Y
ou don't believe m

e, do you, B
aylor?" 

"N
o." 

"Y
o
u
're o

v
er y

o
u
r h

ead
. Y

o
u
 d

o
n
't ev

en
 k

n
o
w

 th
e 

object of the gam
e. G

et out w
hile you can. T

here's no new
s 

story here, just a dirty, dangerous situation that I'm
 trained 

to handle and you aren't." 
"N

o." 
"I tell y

o
u
 B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 w

as a frien
d
 o

f m
in

e. I'll 

handle it the w
ay he intended." 

"N
o." 

"W
hy not? W

hat's in it for you? B
ennington is dead. 

T
here w

on't be any m
ore m

oney." 
"W

ho in hell are you?" 
"It w

ould be sim
ple if I could tell you that, w

ouldn't 

lips. 

"H
ow

 big?" 
"O

h
, m

ay
b
e fifty

, six
ty

 d
o
llars, tw

ice a w
eek

." 
"H

e gets drunk?" 

"O
h
, a little h

ig
h
, m

ay
b
e. M

o
stly

 h
e sp

read
s it 

aro
u
n
d
. T

ip
s, b

u
y
in

g
 d

rin
k
s fo

r ev
ery

b
o
d
y
. H

e p
lay

s th
e 

b
ig

 sh
o
t fo

r an
 h

o
u
r o

r so
 an

d
 th

en
 fad

es o
u
t. B

ut I ask, 
`W

hat's in it for him
?' " 

B
ay

lo
r g

av
e h

er fiv
e d

o
llars. "A

fter h
e's g

o
n
e, ask

 

R
osie to com

e over." 
"O

.K
. hon. T

hanks. I'll get your S
cotch." 

T
h
e fiv

e ex
o
tic d

an
cers w

h
o
 p

ro
v
id

ed
 th

e R
ed

 

O
n
io

n
's "C

o
n
tin

u
o
u
s E

n
tertain

m
en

t" h
ad

 g
o
n
e th

ro
u
g
h
 

th
eir ro

u
tin

es all o
v
er ag

ain
 b

efo
re W

illiam
s left. A

 few
 

m
in

u
tes after h

is d
ep

artu
re, R

o
sie D

aw
n
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 in
to

 a 

chair at B
aylor's table. 

"I h
ear y

o
u
 b

een
 w

aitin
' fo

r m
e. A

m
 I th

at g
o
o
d
?" 

"Y
ou're that good. H

ow
 about a drink?" 

"O
n
e's o

n
 th

e w
ay

. T
h
e b

o
ss is n

ev
er asleep

 o
n
 h

is 

feet w
here pushin' the liquor is concerned." 

"Y
our boy friend really goes for this place, doesn't 

he?" 

R
osie sm

iled crookedly. "W
ell, that's how

 w
e stay in 

business." 
"H

is nam
e is W

illiam
s isn't it?" 

R
osie shifted in her chair. "I've got to go to the little 

girl's room
. C

om
e on, and you can w

ait for m
e in m

y dress-
ing room

." 
"D

ressing room
?" 

"I'm
 the headliner here now

. F
or laughs w

e call the 

six by eight closet I change in a dressing room
. T

he other 

g
als ch

an
g
e in

 th
e jo

h
n
." B

ay
lo

r h
esitated

. "Y
o
u
 w

an
t to

 

talk about W
illiam

s don't you?" R
osie asked w

ith a touch 

of im
patience. 

"Y
es." 

"T
hen com

e on." 

H
e fo

llo
w

ed
 h

er th
ro

u
g
h
 a d

o
o
r at o

n
e sid

e o
f th

e 

sm
all stage on w

hich a sm
all-boned C

hinese girl w
as per-

fo
rm

in
g
 u

n
d
e
r a

 b
lu

e
 lig

h
t. S

h
e
 o

p
e
n
e
d
 a

 d
o
o
r a

n
d
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I 

it? B
u
t I can

't. Y
o
u
'll h

av
e to

 tak
e m

y
 w

o
rd

 fo
r it th

at 

there's nothing m
ore you can do to help. Y

ou'll just m
uck it 

up." 
B

aylor hesitated, feeling S
essena's intensity and sin-

cerity. T
hen he slow

ly shook his head. 

"If you knew
 the w

hole story, you'd let m
e handle 

it." 
"T

hen tell m
e the w

hole story. M
aybe I'll give you a 

by-line." 
S

essena spread his hands. "O
.K

., kid. H
ave it your 

w
ay. K

eep plunging ahead even though you don't know
 

w
here you're going or w

hy. It m
akes m

y life m
ore com

pli- 

cated
 an

d
 it w

ill p
ro

b
ab

ly
 en

d
 y

o
u
rs. B

u
t h

av
e it y

o
u
r 

w
ay." H

e g
o
t u

p
 fro

m
 h

is ch
air, o

p
en

ed
 th

e d
o
o
r cau

-

tiously, and disappeared dow
n the passagew

ay. A
 breath of 

co
ld

, fresh
 air to

ld
 B

ay
lo

r h
e h

ad
 slip

p
ed

 o
u
t an

 alley
 

entrance. 
B

aylor w
aited. T

he m
uted bass sounds of the R

ed 

O
nion's orchestra throbbed through the w

all of the room
. 

H
e knew

 now
 that R

osie D
aw

n w
ouldn't return, and he 

soon got up from
 his chair, found the door into the alley, 

an
d
 w

alk
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 to

 F
o
u
rteen

th
 S

treet. H
e sat in

 th
e 

M
organ and sm

oked a cigarette. D
am

n it. H
e had given 

aw
ay his interest in W

illiam
s to R

osie D
aw

n and she had 

p
ro

b
ab

ly
 to

ld
 th

at g
o
o
n
 w

ith
 th

e fiv
e o

'clo
ck

 sh
ad

o
w

, 

S
essena. R

esult: he had been w
arned off again. T

his tim
e it 

w
as th

e "let m
e h

an
d
le it fo

r y
o
u
 o

ld
 p

al" b
it. T

h
e g

u
y
 

m
ust have been desperate. H

e stepped on the starter and 

the cold engine of the M
organ sputtered into life. A

fter he 

had w
arm

ed the engine enough for it to settle into a steady 
roar, he drove hom

e to G
eorgetow

n. 

H
e w

asn't surprised the next m
orning w

hen C
harley 

D
iggs practically w

alked in on his heels as he entered the 
office. "S

ay, T
ony. I just w

anted to ask, have the police 
ever requested you to sign a statem

ent about B
enning-

ton?" 

122  

"N
ot yet." 

"D
oesn't that seem

 rather strange?" 
"I hadn't thought about it. T

hey know
 w

here to find 

m
e w

hen they w
ant m

e." 
"F

unny, they'd just accept your oral statem
ent and 

let it go at that." 
B

aylor shrugged. "T
he police force is going to hell, 

C
harley. If they w

ere doing their job, I'd be under arrest, 

bound over w
ithout bail, and you'd have today's story, 

w
hich I gather has so far eluded you." 

"T
hat's a nasty w

ay to put it, T
ony." 

"I feel nasty. W
hat else is new

, or have I becom
e 

your sole interest in life?" 
"S

am
e old crap. W

ire service bread and butter item
s: 

ten
sio

n
 g

ro
w

s h
ere an

d
 th

ere; n
atu

re ru
n
s w

ild
 h

ere 

and there; prom
inent politician says he w

on't w
hen every-

body know
s dam

n w
ell he w

ill; C
ongress, having com

-

pleted its investigation proving that the D
epartm

ent of 

S
tate is staffed w

ith halfw
its, is starting an investigation 

this m
orning to prove that the C

IA
 is staffed w

ith dim
- 

w
its." "W

ho's after the C
IA

?" 
"T

h
e C

IA
 S

p
ecial S

u
b
co

m
m

ittee o
f th

e H
o
u
se 

A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee, old S
am

 F
enester him

self pre-

siding. Jesus, can you im
agine trying to testify w

ith those 

iceberg eyes boring into you? I'd be scared shitless." 
B

aylor tried to straighten in his chair casually and 

disguise his sudden, intense interest. A
ll of C

harley D
igg's 

antennae w
ere sensitively alert w

here T
ony B

aylor's re-

actions w
ere concerned. A

s a friend, C
harley no doubt 

h
o
p
ed

 h
e w

asn
't in

 tro
u
b
le, b

u
t if h

e w
ere in

 tro
u
b
le, 

C
harley m

eant to be first w
ith the story. 

"W
ell, that w

ill go over big in P
ocatello." 

"S
ho' nuff. A

nd it's politically safe. L
ike the D

epart-

m
ent of S

tate, the C
IA

 doesn't have a constituency. D
id 

you ever hear of an investigation of the A
rm

y? O
r the D

e-

partm
ent of A

griculture, or the D
epartm

ent of L
abor, or 

even the P
ost O

ffice? B
ut poor old S

tate has alw
ays been 

fair gam
e, and the C

IA
 lately is alm

ost as popular." 
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T
o
 B

ay
lo

r's relief, C
h
arley

 D
ig

g
s so

o
n
 ran

 o
u
t o

f 

conversation and left w
ith a final doe-eyed look of concern 

for B
aylor. In order to save tim

e, B
aylor left the M

organ in 

the garage and hailed a private taxi. O
utside, yellow

 letters 

painted on silver-blue proclaim
ed "T

he B
lue R

ocket C
ab 

C
om

pany." Inside, a sprung spring in the rear seat poked 

lasciv
io

u
sly

 in
to

 B
ay

lo
r's b

o
tto

m
 w

h
ile th

e en
tire rear o

f 

the car, m
inus the services of one of the shock absorbers, 

listed
 to

 th
e rig

h
t. P

ar fo
r th

e co
u
rse. O

n
e ad

v
an

tag
e w

as 

that w
hen they finally m

ade it to the m
arble fortress of the 

R
ayburn B

uilding, no one w
ould notice him

. N
o one w

orth 

n
o
ticin

g
 w

o
u
ld

 arriv
e in

 th
e so

le tax
icab

 o
f T

h
e B

lu
e 

R
ocket C

ab C
om

pany. 

A
s they proceeded up P

ennsylvania A
venue, som

e-

w
h
at o

n
 th

e b
ias lik

e a g
ian

t lan
d
 crab

, th
e d

riv
er p

u
ffed

 

genially on his cigar and adjusted the radio to his satisfac-

tio
n
. "Y

o
u
 d

o
in

g
 O

.K
., b

ack
 th

ere?" h
e called

 o
v
er th

e 

spirited sales pitch of the radio announcer. 
"G

reat." 
"W

hat's this w
ith them

 F
B

I's and C
IA

's?' 
"N

o idea." 
"Y

ou know
, w

e go along, no sw
eat, V

ietnam
, nude 

m
o
v
ie starlets, th

e S
en

ato
rs b

aseb
all team

, ju
st th

e g
o
o
d
 

old U
.S

.A
., and all of sudden, bang, police-state intim

ida-

tio
n
, th

e F
B

I try
in

g
 to

 tak
e o

v
er th

e co
u
n
try

, th
e C

IA
 

p
ay

in
' u

s all o
ff. I d

o
n
't g

et it. Y
esterd

ay
 n

o
th

in
'. T

o
d
ay

, 
that's all you hear." 

"I haven't been reading the new
spapers lately. T

hey 

give m
e heartburn." 
"T

ak
e y

o
u
r ch

o
ice, m

an
. N

ew
sp

ap
ers, T

V
, rad

io
, 

they're all plugging it." 
"I'll look into it right aw

ay." 

T
he hearing room

 w
as crow

ded w
hen he arrived at 

five m
inutes of ten. In view

 of the H
ouse rules against tele-

vising its com
m

ittee proceedings, he w
as surprised to see 

three 
o
r fo

u
r telev

isio
n
 cam

eras ab
o
u
t th

e ro
o
m

, th
eir 

h
eav

y
 cab

les ru
n
n
in

g
 at ran

d
o
m

 u
p
 an

d
 d

o
w

n
 th

e aisles. 

H
e w

alked over to John R
utledge w

ho w
as overseeing final 

12 4  

p
rep

aratio
n
s w

ith
 h

is u
su

al air o
f p

atrician
 d

etach
m

en
t. 

"T
elevision?" 

"G
ood m

orning, B
aylor. G

lad to see that you're com
- 

ing through the front door this m
orning." 

"A
ren't you violating the rules of the H

ouse against 

televised hearings?" 
"T

his is a m
eeting of the Joint W

atchdog C
om

m
ittee 

o
n
 th

e C
IA

. M
r. F

en
ester d

ecid
ed

 th
at in

 v
iew

 o
f th

e 

breadth of his inquiry, it w
as not desirable to hold hearings 

w
ith a H

ouse subcom
m

ittee. S
ince he is C

hairm
an as w

ell 

of the Joint S
enate and H

ouse C
om

m
ittee, he has decided 

to
 h

o
ld

 th
e h

earin
g
s b

efo
re th

e S
en

io
r C

o
m

m
ittee." 

"A
nd get on nationw

ide television." 
"Y

o
u
're a W

ash
in

g
to

n
 n

ew
s rep

o
rter, y

o
u
 tell m

e. 

C
ertainly you w

ouldn't fault him
 for that?" 

"I w
o
u
ld

n
't fau

lt h
im

 fo
r an

y
th

in
g
. M

r. R
u
tled

g
e 

—
not on the H

ill, anyw
ay." 

R
u
tled

g
e lo

o
k
ed

 at h
im

 w
ith

 a slig
h
t to

u
ch

 o
f in

- 

creased
 in

terest. "Y
o
u
 seem

 ju
st a little m

o
re p

ercep
tiv

e 

than w
hen w

e last m
et, M

r. B
aylor." 

"I've lived a little." 
"Ju

st so
. It's g

o
o
d
 to

 liv
e, isn

't it?" A
 fain

t, w
in

try
 

g
h
o
st o

f a sm
ile to

u
ch

ed
 R

u
tled

g
e's face as h

e tu
rn

ed
 

aw
ay. O

ne by one the S
enators and R

epresentatives com
- 

prising the Joint C
om

m
ittee entered the hearing room

 by a 

door leading directly to the dais on w
hich the C

om
m

ittee 

m
em

bers sat in a sem
icircle behind a huge judicial bench, 

looking out in a false im
plication of judgm

ent on the w
it- 

n
esses, n

ew
sp

ap
erm

en
, an

d
 au

d
ien

ce b
elo

w
 th

em
. T

h
e 

purpose of C
ongressional hearings, B

aylor thought w
ryly, is 

to
 o

b
tain

 in
fo

rm
atio

n
 w

h
ich

 w
ill en

ab
le th

e C
o
n
g
ress to

 

perform
 its legislative functions effectively, but the design 

o
f its h

earin
g
 ro

o
m

s su
g
g
ests a co

u
rt o

f in
q
u
iry

. In
 th

e 

h
an

d
s o

f an
 astu

te an
d
 ru

th
less ch

airm
an

, b
ath

ed
 in

 k
lieg

 

lig
h
ts an

d
 b

efo
re th

e telev
isio

n
 cam

eras, it can
 b

eco
m

e a 

S
tar C

ham
ber, prosecuting, condem

ning, and in the sense 

of adverse publicity, punishing the w
itnesses before it and 

the institutions or causes they represent. H
e had no doubt 
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in
 h

is m
in

d
 th

at C
o

n
g

ressm
an

 S
am

 F
en

ester in
ten

d
ed

 to
 

publicly punish the F
B

I and the C
IA

 in just this w
ay. G

od! 
If he just knew

 w
hyl 

T
here w

as a little stir of excitem
ent in the room

 and 
th

e larg
e, m

ajestic fig
u

re o
f C

o
n

g
ressm

an
 S

am
 F

en
ester 

strode purposefully across the dais. H
e stood a m

om
ent be-

hind the chairm
an's seat in the m

iddle of the dais, nodding 
so

lem
n

ly
 to

 th
e o

th
er m

em
b

ers as sev
eral p

h
o

to
g

rap
h

ers 
trained their flash cam

eras on him
. T

hen he sat dow
n and 

looked calm
ly out over the hearing room

 for a m
om

ent, his 
pow

erful face im
m

obile, his eyes serene. H
e w

as the m
aster 

o
f h

is elem
en

t, an
d

 h
e w

as in
 h

is elem
en

t. C
o

n
g

ressm
an

 
V

etn
ik

 lean
ed

 o
v
er an

d
 w

h
isp

ered
 a few

 w
o
rd

s in
to

 h
is 

rig
h
t ear. F

en
ester n

o
d
d
ed

. C
o
n
g
ressm

an
 O

rm
e lean

ed
 

over his shoulder and talked earnestly for a m
om

ent before 
h

e p
atted

 F
en

ester's m
assiv

e sh
o

u
ld

er an
d

 resu
m

ed
 h

is 
seat. 

A
s F

enester's huge right hand reached for the gavel, 
the already w

ell-lit dais w
as suddenly bathed in an intense 

b
lu

e-w
h

ite lig
h

t as th
e telev

isio
n

 cam
eras g

ro
u

n
d

 in
to

 
action. T

he gavel descended in one m
ajestic arc, and C

on-
g

ressm
an

 F
en

ester sp
o

k
e in

 a d
eep

, assu
red

 v
o

ice. "T
h

is 
h
earin

g
 h

as b
een

 called
 to

 lo
o
k
 in

to
 alleg

atio
n
s th

at o
u
r 

dom
estic and international security agencies, the F

ederal 
B

u
reau

 o
f In

v
estig

atio
n
 an

d
 th

e C
en

tral In
tellig

en
ce 

A
gency, respectively, are exceeding their directives set by 

th
is C

o
n

g
ress u

n
d

er ap
p

ro
p

riate leg
islatio

n
, an

d
 are en

-
gaged in activity w

hich endangers the civil rights and the 
constitutional im

m
unities of the people. A

s this is a m
ost 

serious m
atter and a subject of the highest public interest 

in
 a d

em
o

cracy
, th

ese h
earin

g
s are p

u
b

lic h
earin

g
s an

d
, I 

am
 in

fo
rm

ed
, w

ill b
e b

ro
u
g
h
t in

 w
h
o
le o

r in
 p

art to
 th

e 
people by radio and television. I w

ish to m
ake it clear that 

w
e are not here to pass judgm

ent on the professional com
-

petence or patriotic zeal of these agencies, but are m
erely 

exercising the prerogative of alert supervision of security 
ag

en
cies an

d
 th

eir p
o

lice fu
n

ctio
n

s th
at is essen

tial to
 a 

d
em

o
cracy

. If, .in
 th

e C
h

airm
an

's ju
d

g
m

en
t, th

is in
q

u
iry

  

m
oves into areas w

here the national security is jeopardized 
b
y
 p

u
b
lic h

earin
g
s, th

ese h
earin

g
s w

ill b
e ad

jo
u
rn

ed
 an

d
 

the C
om

m
ittee w

ill reconvene in E
xecutive S

ession w
ith 

the press and the public excluded. 
"T

he first w
itness w

ill be the D
irector•o£ the C

entral 
Intelligence A

gency." 
B

aylor w
alked over to the press table. T

he statem
ent 

o
f th

e D
irecto

r h
ad

 b
een

 m
im

eo
g

rap
h

ed
. H

e to
o

k
 a co

p
y

 

from
 a pile on the corner of the press table and sat dow

n. 

It w
ould take the D

irector fifteen m
inutes to read his state-

m
en

t. It w
as th

e q
u
estio

n
s an

d
 an

sw
ers, th

e in
terp

lay
 b

e-
tw

een F
enester and the D

irector, that B
aylor w

as eagerly 
anticipating. 

F
en

ester w
as b

ru
tal w

ith
 th

e D
irecto

r. In
 a w

ay
, it 

w
as a m

asterp
iece o

f p
arry

 an
d

 th
ru

st. A
lw

ay
s v

erb
ally

 
p
o
lite, alm

o
st to

 th
e p

o
in

t o
f p

u
n
ctilio

u
sn

ess, F
en

ester 
belied his w

ords by his inflections, his tim
ing, and his ex- 

pressions. T
he m

essage cam
e across clearly: this form

idable 
and pow

erful m
an w

as angered and alarm
ed, and he w

ould 
not hesitate to use his vast influence and authority to cripple 
o

r to
 d

estro
y

 th
e C

IA
 if h

e h
ad

 to
 d

o
 so

. T
h

e telev
isio

n
 

cam
eras, w

hich could convey only the appearances of w
hat 

they recorded, fram
ed this anger and alarm

 in term
s of an 

old-fashioned A
m

erican's concern for private liberty, and 
th

e th
reat to

 d
estro

y
 th

e C
IA

 as a sim
p

le assertio
n

 o
f th

e 
p
rim

acy
 o

f th
e p

eo
p
le an

d
 th

eir rep
resen

tativ
es o

v
er an

y
 

policy or security agency. 

B
ay

lo
r w

alk
ed

 b
ack

 fro
m

 th
e H

ill to
 th

e N
atio

n
al 

P
ress B

uilding oblivious to the light rain falling. H
e felt a 

peculiar sense of discom
fort, alm

ost of hum
iliation. W

hy? 
H

e entered his dingy office and hung his dam
p coat on the 

co
at tree. S

tan
d

in
g

 b
efo

re h
is d

esk
, h

e lit a cig
arette an

d
 

sto
o

d
 g

azin
g

 so
m

b
erly

 o
u

t o
f th

e rain
-streak

ed
 w

in
d

o
w

. 
W

h
at if h

e h
ad

 b
een

 h
ad

? T
h

is g
u

y
 S

essen
a w

ith
 th

e fiv
e 

o
'clo

ck
 sh

ad
o
w

 h
ad

 k
n
o
w

n
 o

r h
ad

 g
u
essed

 at th
e m

o
n
ey

 
B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 h

ad
 g

iv
en

 to
 h

im
. W

h
at if B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 h

ad
 

b
een

 an
 F

B
I o

r a C
IA

 ag
en

t? It ex
p
lain

ed
 a lo

t o
f th

in
g
s 

in
clu

d
in

g
 th

e sick
 sen

satio
n

 craw
lin

g
 o

u
t o

f th
e p

it o
f h

is 
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stom
ach. H

e ground out the cigarette viciously in an ash 
tray

 an
d
 ran

 a h
an

d
 th

ro
u
g
h
 h

is h
air w

ith
 a d

istrau
g
h
t 

m
otion. "Y

ou stupid bastard," he said to the reflection in his 
m

irror. "Y
ou stupid, gullible bastard." 

F
IF

T
E

E
N

 

E
 sm

oked six m
ore cigarettes before he decided that 

it w
asn

't all th
at b

ad
. H

e h
ad

 tw
o
 th

o
u
san

d
 

dollars of B
ennington's, tainted or otherw

ise, and a lead on 
one hell of a story. W

hy not stay w
ith it? If som

eone w
ere 

w
illing to kill B

ennington to keep it quiet, it w
as big enough 

to m
ake his reputation as an honest-to-G

od new
spaper-

m
an. 

H
e looked around in distaste at his little office. H

e'd 
break out of here. H

e'd show
 them

 w
ho w

as sm
all-tim

e. 
B

ennington's bosses m
ay not have w

anted a new
spaper-

m
an, but that w

as w
hat they sure as hell had got. 

H
is only hope w

as to hang onto W
illiam

s and try to 
break him

 dow
n or follow

 him
 to a better lead. H

e sighed 

and picked up the telephone. 
"G

uess w
ho?" 

"T
ony!" 

"I feel like som
e m

ore dancing. H
ow

 about you?" 

"R
ightee-o." 

"Seven-thirty?" 
"I can't w

ait." 

1
2
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H
e delayed until they stopped at an all-night ham

- 

burger drive-in after their dancing. "Janice, how
 w

ell do 
you know

 this guy W
illiam

s?" 
S

he squeezed catsup from
 a plastic container on the 

ham
burgers that rested on a m

etal tray by her w
indow

. 
W

e say hello at the w
ater cooler. T

hat's about all. H
e's shy 

w
ith girls." 

"H
o
w

 ab
o
u
t in

tro
d
u
cin

g
 m

e to
 h

im
 casu

ally
?" 

"I th
o
u
g
h
t y

o
u
 m

et h
im

 at C
o
lo

n
el C

h
am

b
ers' 

office?" "I did, but I'd like to m
eet him

 again w
here I can 

talk to him
 socially." 

S
he handed B

aylor a ham
burger heaped high w

ith 
lettuce, tom

atoes, and onions. 
"H

ow
 am

 I going to cat this?" 
"S

top talking and pretend no one is w
atching. H

old 
it in both hands or it'll squish out the sides." 

"W
here's the coke?" 

"O
ver here on the tray. W

hen you're thirsty give a 
holler and I'll hold it to your lips." 

B
aylor m

unched on the sandw
ich. "D

o you ever 
have office parties?" 

"T
om

orrow
 night, as a m

atter of fact." 
"D

oes W
illiam

s com
e?" 

"O
nce in a w

hile." 
"Invite m

e tom
orrow

 night and introduce m
e if he 

show
s up." 
"R

ightee-o." S
he turned and grinned at him

, then 

her expression seem
ed to fade aw

ay. S
he slum

ped forw
ard, 

her drink pouring sidew
ise out of a clenched paper cup 

onto the floor. H
e threw

 his sandw
ich out of his w

indow
 

w
ith a reflex m

otion and reached for her. H
e w

as dim
ly 

conscious that a jagged halo of glass had exploded in his 
w

indshield. 
"Janice! W

hat's w
rong?" 

T
h
e g

irl slid
 fo

rw
ard

 u
n
til h

er in
ert b

o
d
y
 w

as 

against the dashboard, B
aylor lifted her head and felt a 

w
arm

 sticky substance running dow
n from

 her hair onto 

her neck. B
lood. H

e turned, still holding her, and shouted 

1
3
0
 

out of the w
indow

. "H
elp, som

ebody. T
his girl has been 

shot." T
he nearest car w

as four parking spaces aw
ay. A

 

boy of high-school age looked out. "W
hatcha say, M

ister?" 
"T

h
is g

irl h
as b

een
 sh

o
t! P

lease call a d
o
cto

r." 

T
he boys eyes grew

 big. "N
o kiddin'?" 

"N
o kiddin'. F

or C
hrist's sake, hurry." 

V
oices cam

e from
 inside the parked car. "T

he guy 

says som
eone in his car is shot." A

n older m
an w

ith a con-

cerned face, w
hitish blue under the fluorescent lighting, hes-

itantly got out on the far side of the car and looked across 

its roof at the M
organ. 

"Y
ou say som

eone is shot?" 
"Y

es. S
hot. P

lease' get a doctor. P
lease." 

"O
.K

., fello
w

, h
o
ld

 o
n
. I'll call fro

m
 in

sid
e." H

e 

b
ro

k
e in

to
 a d

ead
 ru

n
 fo

r th
e d

o
o
r o

f th
e d

riv
e-in

 res- 

taurant. B
aylor sat in the M

organ holding Janice's inert form
. 

H
e pulled a handkerchief from

 his jacket pocket and tried 

to stop the blood that w
as trickling dow

n the side of her 

face. T
he w

ound appeared to be som
ew

here above her 

right ear, but since that side of her head w
as aw

ay from
 

him
, he could not be certain. S

he w
as still alive, though her 

breathing w
as shallow

. 
T

he w
hite-faced m

an appeared at his w
indow

. "I've 

called
 an

 em
erg

en
cy

 am
b
u
lan

ce an
d
 th

e p
o
lice. T

h
ey

 

should be right along. Is there anything I can do?" 
"N

o, thanks. I'm
 just trying to stop the flow

 of blood 

until the doctor arrives." 
"Y

es, the blood. I guess that's all you can do." T
he 

m
an stood staring at him

 anxiously. A
 sm

all crow
d had 

gathered som
e little distance aw

ay in the parking area. 

S
n
atch

es o
f th

eir ex
cited

 co
n
v
ersatio

n
 d

rifted
 o

v
er to

 

B
aylor. "W

hat happened?" 
"S

om
e gal is shot." 

"D
id he do it?" 

"I don't know
." 

"Is she dead?" 

1
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"I think so." 
"S

om
ebody ought to call the police." 

"I th
in

k
 th

e g
ray

-h
aired

 g
u

y
 stan

d
in

g
 b

y
 th

e car 
did." 

"Is he a cop?" 
"P

robably. O
ff duty, m

aybe." 
T

h
e so

u
n

d
 o

f a siren
 scream

in
g

 in
 th

e d
istan

ce b
e-

cam
e louder. A

 w
hite am

bulance w
ith flashing red lights 

careened into the parking area. T
he driver asked som

ething 
of the crow

d and pulled over beside the M
organ. T

he right 
d
o
o
r o

f th
e M

o
rg

an
 o

p
en

ed
 an

d
 an

 atten
d
an

t in
 a w

h
ite 

sm
ock looked in. "O

.K
. feller, let m

e have her." H
e drew

 
Jan

ice to
w

ard
 h

im
, p

ick
ed

 h
er u

p
 in

 p
o

w
erfu

l arm
s, an

d
 

laid
 h

er o
n

 a stretch
er th

e d
riv

er o
f th

e am
b

u
lan

ce h
ad

 
p
laced

 o
n
 th

e p
av

em
en

t b
esid

e th
e M

o
rg

an
. B

ay
lo

r g
o
t 

stiffly out of the other side of the car and w
alked around to 

Jan
ice. S

h
e lo

o
k

ed
 d

ead
 in

 th
e flu

o
rescen

t lig
h

t, b
u

t sh
e 

w
as still breathing in little gasps through thin, purple lips. 

T
h
e atten

d
an

t g
av

e h
er an

 in
jectio

n
 an

d
 tap

ed
 a h

eav
y
 

b
an

d
ag

e to
 th

e h
ead

 w
o
u
n
d
. H

e n
o
d
d
ed

 to
 th

e d
riv

er an
d
 

they lifted the stretcher into the am
bulance. 

A
 police squad car m

oved in behind the am
bulance. 

A
 u

n
ifo

rm
ed

 p
o
licem

an
 slid

 o
u
t fro

m
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e w
h
eel. 

"G
unshot, officer. A

 m
edical em

ergency. S
he's still 

alive." T
he am

bulance attendant said. 
T

h
e o

fficer lo
o

k
ed

 at B
ay

lo
r, h

is ey
es d

ro
p

p
in

g
 to

 
notice the blood on his clothing and then com

ing back to 
his face. "Y

ou w
ith her, m

ister?" 
"Y

es." 

T
he officer deftly ran his hands dow

n B
aylor's body 

to
 b

e certain
 h

e w
asn

't arm
ed

, th
en

 h
e n

o
d

d
ed

 to
 th

e 
am

bulance driver. "O
.K

., take her aw
ay." H

e nodded curtly 
to B

aylor. "S
tand easy over there by the squad car, m

ister." 
H

e tu
rn

ed
 an

d
 lo

o
k

ed
 in

sid
e th

e M
o

rg
an

, p
ro

b
in

g
 its in

-
terior w

ith a flashlight. Its beam
 lingered for som

e tim
e on 

th
e h

o
le in

 'th
e sh

attered
 w

in
d

sh
ield

. H
e straig

h
ten

ed
 u

p
 

an
d
 tu

rn
ed

 to
 B

ay
lo

r. H
is m

an
n
er w

as m
o
re relax

ed
. 

"L
et's see y

o
u

r d
riv

er's licen
se." H

e lo
o

k
ed

 at th
e 

card
 B

ay
lo

r h
an

d
ed

 h
im

 an
d

 th
en

 fix
ed

 it at th
e to

p
 o

f a 
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clipboard. "O
.K

., get in the squad car and let m
e have the 

story." T
he officer slipped in beside B

aylor and picked up 
th

e rad
io

 p
h

o
n

e. H
e rep

o
rted

 th
e in

cid
en

t an
d
 ask

ed
 fo

r 
an

o
th

er sq
u
ad

 car an
d
 a to

w
 tru

ck
. T

h
en

 h
e tu

rn
ed

 to
 

B
ay

lo
r. "W

e'll h
av

e to
 im

p
o
u
n
d
 y

o
u
r v

eh
icle as m

aterial 
evidence. A

fter w
e've looked it over, say in a day or tw

o, 
y
o
u
 can

 p
ick

 it u
p
. Y

o
u
'll h

av
e to

 rid
e d

o
w

n
 to

 h
ead

-
q
u
arters in

 th
e sq

u
ad

 car I'v
e called

 fo
r. T

h
ey

'll d
ecid

e 
w

h
eth

er to
 b

o
o
k
 y

o
u
 o

r n
o
t. Y

o
u
 are n

o
t req

u
ired

 to
 

answ
er m

y questions w
ithout a law

yer present. If you w
ant 

a law
yer and can't afford it, w

e'll see that you are furnished 
o
n
e. A

n
y
th

in
g
 y

o
u
 say

 m
ay

 b
e u

sed
 in

 ev
id

en
ce ag

ain
st 

you." T
he officer ended his m

onotonous litany. "O
.K

.? N
ow

, 
you w

ant to answ
er a few

 basic questions like w
ho you are 

an
d

 w
h

o
 th

e g
irl is an

d
 w

h
at y

o
u

 th
in

k
 m

ig
h

t h
av

e h
ap

-
pened, to save you tim

e at headquarters?" 
"S

ure." 
"O

.K
., by the num

bers." 
A

n
 h

o
u

r later h
e w

as sittin
g

 o
n

 a b
en

ch
 at p

o
lice 

headquarters at 30o Indiana A
venue. S

ergeant O
'B

rien of 
the H

om
icide B

ureau w
as standing before him

, legs apart, 
lo

o
k

in
g

 d
o

w
n

 at h
im

 q
u

izzically
 as h

e ro
ck

ed
 b

ack
 an

d
 

fo
rth

 o
n
 h

is h
eels. "Y

o
u
 h

av
e an

y
 id

ea w
h
o
 fired

 th
at 

shot?" "N
o." 

"It w
as a 3

o
-calib

re rifle slu
g
. W

e fo
u
n
d
 it in

 th
e 

shrubbery of the drive-in. W
ho w

as it for, you or the girl?" 
B

aylor shrugged. "H
ow

 can I know
? S

om
e crack-pot 

probably fired at random
." 

"Ju
st fire

d
 a

t a
 p

a
rk

e
d

 c
a
r fo

r th
e
 h

e
ll o

f it?
" 

"S
om

ething like that." 
"M

ay
b
e it w

as th
e sam

e g
u
y
 th

at h
ap

p
en

ed
 to

 d
e- 

liver a dead body to your office." 
"M

aybe." 
T

h
e serg

ean
t b

lew
 h

is n
o
se v

ig
o
ro

u
sly

 an
d
 sh

o
v
ed

 
the handkerchief back into his pocket. "W

ell, B
aylor. I'm

 
not w

orried if you aren't." 
"Y

ou m
ean I'm

 free to go?" 
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"W
h
y
 n

o
t? W

h
at h

av
e y

o
u
 d

o
n
e w

ro
n
g
, ex

cep
t 

m
aybe to duck?" 

"H
ow

 is the girl?" 
"S

he's going to live. T
he bullet just creased the side 

of her head." 
"T

hank G
od for that." 

S
erg

ean
t O

'B
rien

 lo
o
k
ed

 at B
ay

lo
r im

p
assiv

ely
. 

"T
here w

as good luck tonight all the w
ay around, but your 

appeal to the ladies m
ay be reduced w

hen they discover 
that you're accident prone." 

"I'll have to keep it a secret." 
"A

nd keep ducking." 
"L

et m
e k

n
o
w

 w
h
en

 y
o
u
 b

eg
in

 to
 g

et w
o
rried

." 
"P

rotective custody?" 
"S

om
ething like that." 

It w
as tw

o-thirty w
hen B

aylor got hom
e to G

eorge-
tow

n. H
e fell asleep across the bed in his clothes w

ith the 
light on. 

H
e aw

akened w
ith the sun stream

ing in his w
indow

s 
and a figure standing over his bed, silhouetted in the bright 
daylight. H

e rubbed his eyes and rose up on one elbow
. It 

w
as Jiggs. 

"Y
ou look like hell." 

"I feel like hell." 
"I'll fix

 b
reak

fast an
d
 y

o
u
 g

o
 b

ath
e an

d
 sh

av
e." 

"O
.K

." 
S

he w
aited until he had eaten and w

as drinking his 
second cup of coffee. "W

hat's going on?" 
"I w

as sitting in a drive-in last night w
ith a secre-

tary
 fro

m
 th

e P
en

tag
o

n
 w

h
en

 so
m

eo
n

e sh
o

t h
er w

ith
 a 

rifle." Jiggs hand flew
 up to her m

outh. "S
hot her. Y

ou 
m

ean they killed her?" 
"N

o, she's alive. T
he bullet just creased her skull, I 

suppose it's all over the m
orning papers, and tied in w

ith 
B

ennington's death because of m
e." 

D
iggs stared at him

. "N
o, T

ony, it isn't. T
here isn't a 

w
ord about it in the new

spapers." 

13 4  

"N
othing on the radio or T

V
?" 

S
he shook her head. 

H
e sat silently and sipped his coffee. 

"Y
ou're fishing in m

ighty deep w
aters, chum

." 
H

e nodded slow
ly. 

"T
he B

ennington m
urder has 

new
spapers too." 

"Y
es, C

harley D
iggs told m

e 
on him

." 
"S

om
eone w

ants this all very 
"Y

es." 
"S

om
eone big." 

"Y
es." 

"S
om

eone w
ants you dead." 

"Y
es" 

"S
om

eone big enough to control new
spaper stories?" 

"M
aybe." 

"T
hat's very, very big." 

"H
ow

 about another cup of coffee?" 
S

he poured it for him
. "W

hat are you going to do 

now
, T

ony?" 
"I don't know

. S
tick like glue to W

illiam
s, I guess. If 

I can
 ju

st stay
 in

 th
e g

am
e, I feel th

is th
in

g
 m

ay
 m

o
v
e 

tow
ard a clim

ax." 
"W

hat kind of a clim
ax?" 

"I don't know
. T

hat's the hell of it." 
"I'm

 scared, T
ony." 

"C
om

e sit over here w
ith m

e. W
e don't have to go 

anyw
here." 

S
he snuggled beside him

 on the sofa. "T
his is bet- 

ter," she said happily, then she suddenly turned her face 
into his chest and began to cry. "I don't w

ant you dead, 

T
ony." H

e hugged her to him
. "F

orget it, Jiggsy." 
B

ut she cried for som
e tim

e. 

Jiggs stayed w
ith him

 all day. B
y m

idafternoon, a 
heavy cloud cover had obscured the sun and a rising w

ind 
blew

 flurries of snow
 against the garden w

indow
. 
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H
e threw

 the flow
ers into a w

aste basket on his w
ay 

A
s h

e w
alk

ed
 th

ro
u

g
h

 th
e lo

b
b

y
, h

e h
eard

 a v
o

ice 
o

v
er th

e p
u

b
lic ad

d
ress sy

stem
. "M

r. A
n

th
o

n
y

 B
ay

lo
r, 

please contact the inform
ation desk." 

H
e w

alk
ed

 o
v
er to

 th
e in

fo
rm

atio
n
 d

esk
. "I'm

 A
n
- 

thony B
aylor." 

T
h

e
 m

id
d

le
-a

g
e
d

 w
o

m
a
n

 b
e
h

in
d

 th
e
 c

o
u

n
te

r 
glanced at a scraw

le d note. "Y
ou got a telephone call. Y

ou 
can take it on one of the house phones over there. Just give 

the operator your nam
e." 

j

It w
as Jig

g
s. "T

o
n

y
," sh

e said
 b

reath
lessly

. 'I'm
 

calling from
 a pay-phone clow

n at the drugstore. T
he police 

u
st d

ro
v
e u

p
 to

 y
o
u
r p

lace, siren
s, red

 lig
h
ts, an

d
 all. . 

T
h

an
k

 G
o

d
, I h

ad
 ju

st left an
d

 w
as o

n
 th

e n
ex

t co
rn

er 
w

hen they barrelled dow
n the street." 

"W
hat did they do?" 

"T
hey pounded on the door and raised general hell. 

T
he w

hole neighborhood turned out. T
hen they left, but a 

ferocious-looking m
an in a w

hite helm
et is w

aiting at the 
d

o
o

r. I su
p

p
o

se th
ey

'll b
e b

ack
 w

ith
 a search

 w
arran

t to
-

m
orrow

 and m
ake them

selves com
fortable inside." 

"I see." 
"T

h
e ru

m
o
r is th

at y
o
u
 are w

an
ted

 fo
r m

u
rd

er." 

"O
h." 

"Y
ou can't go hom

e, T
ony. Y

ou'd better com
e to m

y 

place."  "I shouldn't involve you." 
"I am

 in
v

o
lv

ed
, d

arlin
g

. I'v
e b

een
 in

v
o

lv
ed

 fo
r a 

long tim
e. B

esides it's a cold night and you have no other 

place to go." 
"O

.K
. I'll be there in a half hour." 

"H
ow

's Janice?" 
"S

he threw
 m

e out." 
"T

hat's nice." S
he blew

 him
 a kiss into the telephone 

an
d
 h

u
n
g
 u

p
. 

W
h
en

 d
ark

n
ess fell early

, th
ey

 d
rew

 th
e d

rap
eries 

and lit a fire in the fireplace. 
"H

ow
 about an om

elet?" she asked. 
"S

w
ell. L

et's d
o
 it n

o
w

. I h
av

e to
 g

o
 o

u
t ab

o
u
t 

seven." S
he looked at him

 apprehensively. "W
here?" 

"I w
an

t to
 call o

n
 Jan

ice at th
e h

o
sp

ital. V
isitin

g
 

hours are from
 seven to nine." 

"Janice?" 
"T

h
e P

en
tag

o
n

 secretary
 th

ey
 sh

o
t in

 m
y

 car." 
"O

h. Y
ou never m

entioned her nam
e." 

H
e ch

u
ck

ed
 h

er u
n

d
er th

e ch
in

. "S
h

e's ju
st a little 

creep
 I w

as try
in

g
 to

 u
se to

 g
et a lin

e o
n
 W

illiam
s. Y

o
u
 

don't have to use that tone of voice." 
S

h
e sm

iled
 an

d
 th

en
 h

er face g
rew

 serio
u

s. "P
o

o
r 

kid. S
he didn't deserve it, did she?" 

T
he snow

 flurries had becom
e a light rain as his taxi 

drew
 up to the im

personal entrance of the red brick hospi-
tal. H

e fo
u
n

d
 o

u
t Jan

ice's ro
o

m
 n

u
m

b
er at th

e recep
tio

n
 

d
esk

, to
o

k
 a self-serv

ice elev
ato

r to
 th

e fo
u

rth
 flo

o
r, an

d
 

w
alked dow

n a green corridor to her w
ard. S

he w
as lying 

acro
ss th

e ro
o
m

 fro
m

 h
im

 in
 a b

ed
 n

ear a w
in

d
o
w

. H
e 

w
alk

ed
 o

v
er to

 h
er p

ast th
e o

th
er b

ed
s an

d
 a few

 o
th

er 
visitors and laid a bouquet of flow

ers on a sm
all table by 

the bed. "H
ello, Janice, honey. H

ow
 are you?" 

H
er ey

es flu
ttered

 o
p
en

 an
d
 th

en
 w

id
en

ed
. S

h
e 

m
o
isten

ed
 h

er lip
s w

ith
 h

er to
n
g
u
e. "G

o
 aw

ay
, y

o
u
 b

u
g
 

m
e," she said in a w

eak voice. 
"I'm

 terribly sorry you w
ere hurt." 

"G
o aw

ay." H
er eyes filled w

ith tears. "Y
ou're just 

trouble." 
H

e hesitated. 
"If you don't go, I'll ring for a nurse." 
"A

ll right, I'll go." 
"T

ak
e y

o
u

r flo
w

ers w
ith

 y
o

u
. I d

o
n

't w
an

t th
em

." 
H

e reach
ed

 o
v
er an

d
 p

ick
ed

 u
p
 th

e flo
w

ers. "I am
 

really sorry." 
"G

o aw
ay." 

out. 
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S
IX

T
E

E
N

 

G
um

 of cold w
ind drove the rain under the roof of 

the hospital m
otor entrance. B

aylor stood shivering 

in a pool of light throw
n by the circular electric fixtures 

em
bedded in the roof's rough-textured concrete until a taxi 

cab sw
ung up a curving incline to the entrance, its w

ind-

shield w
ipers arching back and forth briskly, to discharge a 

passenger. H
e entered the stale w

arm
th of the taxi grate-

fu
lly

 an
d
 ask

ed
 th

e d
riv

er to
 tak

e h
im

 to
 th

e co
rn

er o
f 

W
isconsin and M

 in G
eorgetow

n. L
ighting a cigarette, he 

leaned back against the w
orn brow

n vinyl and w
atched the 

street lights flash by outside the rain-spattered w
indow

s. 

H
e had a cold, num

bing ache in his stom
ach and he 

could not think clearly. H
e w

as w
anted by the police for 

m
urder! W

hat in hell did you do w
hen you w

ere w
anted 

by the police for m
urder? W

here did you go? W
ho did you 

talk to? H
ow

 did you convince the police that it w
as all a 

h
o
rrib

le m
istak

e an
d
 th

at y
o
u
 w

ere in
n
o
cen

t? H
e h

ad
 

w
alk

ed
 o

u
t o

f h
is ap

artm
en

t an
 h

o
u
r ag

o
 an

d
 n

o
w

 h
e 

couldn't go back. H
e had the slightly dam

p clothes he w
as 
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w
earing and about tw

enty-five dollars in his w
allet. H

e 

couldn't go to his office. H
e couldn't show

 his face any-

w
here he w

as know
n. H

e w
as a m

an suddenly hunted. H
e 

w
as alone. 

N
ot entirely alone. Jiggs had offered to take him

 in. 

B
ut w

as that safe? W
as it fair to Jiggs? Jiggs said he had 

no choice. If he could just get hold of him
self and think 

this out. 
"Y

ou w
ant this side of W

isconsin or the other side?" 

T
he taxi driver asked. 

"O
ther side, please." H

e paid the fare and slow
ly 

w
alked up W

isconsin A
venue to a ham

burger stand. H
e 

straddled a stool and ordered a cup of coffee. A
t police 

headquarters, S
ergeant O

'B
rien had acted m

ore concerned 

for his safety than interested in him
 as a suspect in B

en-

nington's m
urder. W

hat had changed his m
ind? W

as som
e-

body trying to fram
e him

? M
urder B

ennington and convict 

B
aylor of the crim

e? T
hat w

ould take care of both of them
. 

H
e drained his cup and put it dow

n shakily on the saucer 

w
ith a little clatter. 

"S
om

e m
ore coffee, chum

?" T
he counterm

an looked 

at him
 expectantly, a S

ilex of coffee poised in one hand. 

"Y
es, please. H

it it again." 
"R

ight." 
H

e took out his w
allet. H

e didn't have tw
enty-five 

dollars. H
e had eighteen. H

idden in the coffee tin in the 

kitchen of his apartm
ent w

as the tw
o thousand dollars he 

had received from
 B

ennington. H
e needed that tw

o thou-

sand dollars. H
e also needed an extra shirt and his tooth- 

brush. Jiggs had said that the police apparently hadn't had 

a search w
arrant. T

hey had posted a m
an outside and left. 

H
e could go through the garden of the house next door, 

over his w
all, and enter his apartm

ent through the garden 

doors. T
he policem

an on the alley side w
ouldn't know

 the 

difference if he w
ere quiet. 

W
ith a plan for action he felt calm

er, alm
ost cheer- 

ful. H
e left a quarter on the counter and stepped out on 

W
isconsin A

venue. T
he rain had stopped. H

e w
alked up 

the w
et sidew

alks, reflecting the m
ulticolors of the shop 
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