
w
indow

s and the traffic lights, and turned into a sidestreet 

leading to the M
ew

s. lie slow
ly approached the dignified, 

red brick, G
eorgian m

ansion w
hich adjoined the M

ew
s. A

 

lig
h
t w

as b
u
rn

in
g
 o

n
 an

 u
p
p
er flo

o
r, b

u
t th

e rest o
f th

e 

house w
as in darkness. W

ithout stopping, he turned tow
ard 

a n
arro

w
 g

reen
 w

o
o
d
en

 d
o
o
r w

h
ich

 m
ask

ed
 th

e serv
ice 

entrance. H
e turned its w

rought iron latch, opened it, and 

quietly closed it behind him
. H

e w
as in a narrow

, cem
ent 

w
alkw

ay betw
een the G

eorgian m
ansion and a neighboring 

h
o
u
se o

f sim
ilar d

im
en

sio
n
s. T

h
eir b

rick
 w

alls, p
artially

 

covered by clim
bing ivy, rose on each side, disappearing 

like m
edieval battlem

ents in the darkness above. 

H
e m

o
v
ed

 cau
tio

u
sly

 d
o
w

n
 th

e w
alk

w
ay

, tak
in

g
 

care n
o
t to

 stu
m

b
le o

v
er trash

 can
s o

r litter. T
h
e fain

t, 

m
usty odor of old brick, crum

bling slow
ly in dam

pness and 
shadow

, enveloped him
. 

T
he w

alkw
ay ended in tw

o shallow
 brick steps lead-

ing dow
nw

ard to the garden. H
e could see enough now

 to 

orient him
self. A

 chilling draft of w
ind told him

 he had left 

the shadow
 of the house. A

 branch of a sm
all ornam

ental 

tree clu
tch

ed
 b

riefly
 at h

is co
at an

d
 th

en
 sn

ap
p
ed

 b
ack

-

w
ard

 as h
e p

u
sh

ed
 b

ey
o
n
d
 it. T

h
e d

ark
er sh

ad
o
w

 o
f th

e 

b
rick

 w
all stan

d
in

g
 b

etw
een

 h
im

 an
d
 h

is sm
all g

ard
en

 

lo
o
m

ed
 ah

ead
. H

e h
ad

 fo
rg

o
tten

 h
o
w

 h
ig

h
 it w

as. O
f 

course, he had never planned to clim
b it. 

H
e w

alked along the w
all until he cam

e to the large 

m
agnolia that rose up beside it and shaded his garden. Its 

lo
w

est lim
b
 w

as ab
o
u
t tw

o
 feet ab

o
v
e h

is o
u
tstretch

ed
 

fingers. H
e found an ornam

ental urn and dragged it over to 

the tree. U
pended, it provided him

 w
ith a precarious perch 

from
 w

hich he could pull him
self into the tree. In another 

m
inute he w

as above the w
all and had landed w

ith a thud 
in his garden. 

H
e stood crouched, his feet stinging and his breath 

com
ing in little pants. H

e heard no sound. 

S
o
ftly

, h
e m

o
v
ed

 o
v
er to

w
ard

 h
is F

ren
ch

 d
o
o
rs. 

T
hey w

ere bolted from
 the inside, part of his precautions 

sin
ce Jig

g
s h

ad
 b

een
 assau

lted
, an

d
 th

ey
 w

o
u
ld

 b
e h

ell to
 

o
p
en

 w
ith

o
u
t n

o
ise. H

e reach
ed

 o
u
t in

 th
e d

ark
n
ess an

d
 

140  

to
u

ch
ed

 th
em

. W
ith

 a stab
b

in
g

 su
rg

e o
f fear, h

e realized
 

th
at th

ey
 w

ere ajar. H
e tu

rn
ed

 aw
ay

 in
 p

an
ic an

d
 th

en
 

realized for the first tim
e that he had no w

ay to rescale the 

w
all behind him

. T
he only w

ay out w
as through his front 

door, and that door w
as guarded by the police. 

H
is h

eart p
o
u
n
d
ed

 p
ain

fu
lly

. H
ad

 Jig
g
s left th

e 

d
o
o
rs o

p
en

? H
ad

 so
m

eo
n
e b

ro
k
en

 in
? W

ere th
ey

 in
sid

e 

w
aitin

g
 fo

r h
im

? H
e w

aited
, tw

o
, th

ree, fo
u
r m

in
u
tes. 

T
h
ere w

as n
o
 so

u
n
d
 ex

cep
t th

e m
u
rm

u
r o

f th
e traffic o

n
 

W
isconsin A

venue in the distance. A
n airplane struggling 

fo
r altitu

d
e after its tak

e-o
ff fro

m
 N

atio
n
al A

irp
o
rt d

o
w

n
 

th
e riv

er ro
ared

 o
v
erh

ead
, fifteen

 h
u
n
d
red

 feet ab
o
v
e, 

its n
av

ig
atio

n
al lig

h
ts flash

in
g
 in

 th
e m

ist, its en
g
in

es 

creatin
g
 a sy

m
p
ath

etic v
ib

ratio
n
 in

 th
e F

ren
ch

-w
in

d
o
w

 

fram
es. H

e 
ran

 h
is fin

g
ers o

v
er th

e w
in

d
o
w

 p
an

es. T
h
ey

 

w
ere not broken. A

 further exam
ination revealed no indica-

tions that the bolts had been forced. H
e exhaled his breath 

in relief. 
Jiggs m

u
st h

av
e fo

rg
o
tten

 to
 lo

ck
 u

p
. T

h
e rap

id
 

b
eatin

g
 o

f h
is h

eart su
b
sid

ed
. H

e cau
tio

u
sly

 d
rew

 th
e 

F
ren

ch
 d

o
o
rs o

p
en

 an
d
 step

p
ed

 in
to

 h
is liv

in
g
 ro

o
m

. T
h
e 

d
y
in

g
 fire in

 th
e firep

lace rem
in

d
ed

 h
im

 th
at o

n
ly

 tw
o
 

hours before this frightening and alien place had been his 

h
o
m

e an
d
 san

ctu
ary

. H
e w

alk
ed

 carefu
lly

 in
to

 th
e b

ath
-

ro
o
m

 an
d
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 h
is to

o
th

 b
ru

sh
 an

d
 a safety

 razo
r in

to
 

h
is p

o
ck

et. T
h
en

 h
e w

alk
ed

 o
v
er to

 h
is p

u
llm

an
 k

itch
en

 

and pulled the coffee cannister tow
ard him

. H
e took off the 

lid, felt am
ong the ground coffee w

ith his fingers, and ex-

tracted a flat rectangle of bills w
rapped in a clear sheet of 

plastic. H
e placed the bills in his w

allet. N
ow

 how
 in hell 

d
id

 h
e g

et o
u
t o

f h
ere? 

• A
 fit of coughing erupted outside his door, follow

ed 

by the sound of a nose being vigorously blow
n. H

e hadn't 

h
eard

 v
o
ices—

th
at m

ean
t o

n
e p

o
licem

an
 o

n
 g

u
ard

. T
h
ey

 

ev
id

en
tly

 ex
p
ected

 th
at h

e w
o
u
ld

 co
m

e to
 h

is fro
n
t d

o
o
r 

like an unsuspecting lam
b and m

eekly subm
it to arrest. If 

it hadn't been for Jiggs's w
arning, he w

ould have done just 

that. 

1
4
1
 



A
 gun barrel jam

m
ed hard into the sm

all of his back 
an

d
 a h

an
d

 clam
p

ed
 o

v
er h

is m
o

u
th

. "D
o

n
't m

o
v

e an
d

 
don't speak, B

aylor. I'm
 on your side," a voice w

hispered. 
B

aylor nodded his assent. 
T

he hand left his m
outh and the pressure of the gun 

barrel eased. "T
urn around." 

B
aylor turned around slow

ly. A
 C

hinese m
an about 

half a head shorter than he sm
iled up at him

. "M
y nam

e is 
W

ong," he said in a hushed voice. 
"I cam

e here to talk w
ith you and got trapped w

hen 
the police arrived. I opened the doors onto the garden, but 
there's no w

ay to get over that ten foot w
all." 

"H
ow

 did you get in?" B
aylor hissed. 

"I broke in, of course." W
ong shook his head depre-

ciatingly. "Y
our locks are toys. I relocked the front door 

from
 the inside. T

hat has inhibited the police. T
he stupid 

jerks now
 need a search w

arrant to enter." 
"W

hat do you w
ant?" 

"T
hat can w

ait. F
irst, w

e have to get out of here. 
Y

ou didn't com
e over that w

all and w
ander around in here 

in
 th

e d
ark

 ju
st to

 su
rren

d
er y

o
u

rself to
 th

e p
o

lice?" 
"N

o." 
"G

ood. T
here is only one cop. Y

ou step over to your 
front door, open it, yaw

n, and act like you are surprised to 
see h

im
. In

v
ite h

im
 in

, b
u
t d

o
n
't tu

rn
 o

n
 th

e lig
h
t. I'll 

knock him
 out w

ith this blackjack as he passes the door." 
B

aylor hesitated. "W
hat if you run out on m

e? T
hen 

I've had it." 
"R

un, w
here?" 

"O
.K

. I'll take a chance." 
"D

o it now
." 

B
aylor w

alked over to the door and threw
 it open. 

H
e forced a yaw

n before speaking to the startled patrol-
m

an standing in the darkness. "H
ello, there, officer. Y

ou 
surprised m

e. Is som
ething w

rong?" 
"Y

ou B
aylor?" T

he patrolm
an asked gruffly. 

"Y
es, of course." 

"W
hy didn't you answ

er our dem
and at your door 

an
 h

o
u
r ag

o
? W

e raised
 u

p
 th

e w
h
o
le n

eig
h
b
o
rh

o
o
d
." 
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"I w
as asleep. I took som

e sleeping pills about m
id- 

afternoon." 
"Y

ou're under arrest." 
"I'm

 w
hat?" 

"Y
ou're under arrest, feller." 

B
aylor low

ered his voice. "C
om

e inside, officer. I 
don't w

ant m
y neighbors to hear this." H

e turned his back 
on the policem

an and w
alked into the deeper darkness of 

his livingroom
. T

he policem
an hesitated im

perceptibly and 
then follow

ed him
 inside. 

B
aylor had not turned around w

hen he heard the 
fall of the policem

an's helm
et and the thud of the black-

jack
. H

e sp
u
n
 ab

o
u
t to

 see th
e k

n
ees o

f th
e p

atro
lm

an
 

buckle beneath him
 and his body collapse onto the floor, 

carry
in

g
 a sm

all tab
le u

n
d

er a w
all m

irro
r w

ith
 h

im
. 

"H
elp m

e lift him
 free of the doorw

ay," W
ong said 

calm
ly. T

hey lifted the body of the patrolm
an and deposited 

it in the center of the room
. T

hey then hurried out into the 
alley of the M

ew
s softly closing and locking the door be-

h
in

d
 th

em
. W

o
n
g
 g

estu
red

 w
ith

 h
is p

isto
l. "T

h
is w

ay
, 

B
aylor." "I thought you w

ere on m
y side?" 

"I feel better w
ith a gun. It saves argum

ents and I 
haven't m

uch tim
e." 

"W
e're friends if I let you order m

e about?" 
"S

om
ething like that. M

y car is parked at the next 
corner. Illegally." W

ong sm
irked. "I hope I don't have a 

tick
et. W

e are g
o

in
g

 to
 tak

e a rid
e. I w

an
t to

 talk
 w

ith
 

you." 
"W

hat if I say, 'no'?" 
"I'll place you under citizens' arrest and turn you 

over to the police. T
hey w

ant you for m
urder." 

"I know
 that. H

ow
 do you know

 it?" 
"A

 little bird told m
e. T

hey w
on't like you slugging 

th
e co

p
 eith

er. T
h
ey

'll p
ro

b
ab

ly
 ro

u
g
h
 y

o
u
 u

p
 a b

it." 
"Y

ou speak E
nglish real good," B

aylor said w
ryly. 

"I should. I w
as born in the B

ronx." 
B

aylor shrugged. "L
et's go." 
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W
ong sw

ung into the outbound traffic on W
isconsin 

A
v
en

u
e. "Y

o
u
're in

 a to
u
g
h
 sp

o
t, B

ay
lo

r. Y
o
u
 n

eed
 a 

friend." "I see it th
at w

ay
, to

o
. M

ay
 I lig

h
t a cig

arette?" 

"C
o ahead." 

B
aylor exhaled sm

oke. "W
ho are you, W

ong?" 

W
ong turned w

ith a cold glance and a hard sm
ile. 

"I'm
 the guy that killed F

rank B
ennington, and you're the 

guy that's going to hang for it if you don't do just w
hat I 

tell you to do." 
B

aylor's m
outh turned dry w

ith shock and his heart 

began to race. H
e couldn't trust him

self to speak. H
e stared 

at W
ong in horror-stricken disbelief. 

W
ong w

as silent for a m
om

ent. "T
hat sunk in?" he 

asked brutally. 
"Y

es." B
aylor's voice w

as m
uffled. 

"G
ood. It saves tim

e if w
e understand one another. 

Y
ou and B

ennington w
ere poking your noses in w

here they 

didn't belong. B
ennington w

orried us. W
e think that he 

w
as a C

IA
 agent. Y

ou don't w
orry us. Y

ou're just the patsy, 

the sucker. Y
ou're lucky. T

hat's w
hy you're still alive and 

B
ennington is dead." 

B
aylor cleared his throat. "I see." 

"N
o
w

, y
o
u
 are w

an
ted

 fo
r m

u
rd

er. Y
o
u
 h

av
e n

o
 

place to go. It's the end of the line? R
ight?" 

B
aylor m

um
bled. "R

ight." 

"Y
o
u
're n

o
t w

o
rth

 an
y
th

in
g
 to

 an
y
b
o
d
y
. R

ig
h
t?" 

"R
ight." 

"B
ut you're w

orth som
ething to m

e." 

"O
h?" 

"I m
ade a little m

istake w
hen I killed B

ennington. I 

stopped him
, but I stopped m

yself too, understand?" 

"N
ot exactly." 

"M
y bosses w

ant to know
 w

ho w
as behind B

enning-

ton. N
ow

 he's dead and I can't find out." 

"Y
es. I see that." 

"L
u
ck

y
 y

o
u
. Y

o
u
 can

 h
elp

 m
e fin

d
 o

u
t w

h
o
 w

as 

behind B
ennington." 

"I don't know
. I thought he w

as on his ow
n." 

"S
u
re y

o
u
 d

id
. N

o
w

 y
o
u
 k

n
o
w

 d
ifferen

t. W
h
at I  

w
ant from

 you is this, B
aylor. N

ose around. If B
ennington 

w
as C

IA
, his control m

ay try to contact you. L
ead m

e to 

him
. S

et him
 up." 

"F
or w

hat?" 
"T

en thousand bucks and no m
urder rap." 

"Y
ou control the police?" 

"N
ot exactly, but I can arrange for a guy to confess 

to the crim
e." 

"T
ough on him

." 
"S

om
ebody has to get screw

ed." 

B
aylor drew

 in a last lungful of sm
oke and extin-

guished his cigarette in an ash tray protruding from
 the 

dashboard. "O
.K

. I'll play along. I have no choice. W
hat if 

I get arrested?" 
"D

on't. Y
ou can't earn your m

oney and your am
-

nesty from
 the clink." 

"W
here do I live? W

hat do I use for m
oney?" 

"H
ere's tw

o C
 notes. L

ive around. I'll drop you at a 

m
otel up the line that doesn't ask questions." W

ong handed 

him
 a card. "T

here's the nam
es of three or four others. 

K
eep m

oving. O
ne night in each. F

our days ought to be 

enough for you to find out if you're going to live or not." 

"D
o I tell you w

here I am
? H

ow
 do I reach you?" 

W
ong grinned. "D

on't be foolish, L
ittle R

ed R
iding-

hood. W
hy should I tell you w

here I am
? Y

ou show
 up at 

these m
otels. If I w

ant to talk to you, I w
ill. If you don't 

show
 up," he shrugged, "w

ell, then, w
e've both got reasons 

to be disappointed. T
he only difference is that m

ine aren't 

fatal." B
aylor sighed trem

ulously. "O
.K

." 

"R
ight." W

ong sw
ung into the curb side. "U

p there a 

hundred yards is your pad for tonight. G
et going." 

B
aylor got out of the car and w

alked up the street to 

the m
otel. 
H

e bought a package of cigarettes from
 a dispensing 

m
achine in the sm

all lobby and turned to the registration 

clerk. "D
o you have a single?" 

T
he clerk glanced at a plyw

ood board filled w
ith red 

tagged keys on brass hooks. "O
ne night?" 

"I think so." 



"A
ny luggage?" 

"I just flew
 in. T

he airline lost it. I hope it w
ill show

  
up tom

orrow
." 	

, 
 

"T
ough luck. I'll have to charge you in advance. T

he 

house rule w
hen there's no luggage." 

"O
.K

. H
ow

 m
uch?" 

"N
ine dollars." 

B
ay

lo
r p

aid
 th

e clerk
 an

d
 receiv

ed
 th

e k
ey

. H
e 

w
alked to the rear of the m

otel and clim
bed an outside 

stairw
ay to a second floor balcony. H

is room
 w

as the third 
from

 the stairw
ay. H

e inserted the key in the red pressed-

plyw
ood door and sw

ung it open. T
he room

 had a faint, 

m
usty sm

ell. C
losing the door as he flicked on the light 

sw
itch

, h
e tu

rn
ed

 o
n
 an

 electric h
eater in

 th
e w

all. Its 

m
etal reflector popped and crackled as the electric coils 

began to glow
 red. 

H
e sat d

o
w

n
 o

n
 th

e th
in

 b
eig

e co
tto

n
 b

ed
sp

read
 

w
ith

 w
h
ite co

tto
n
 tu

fts. T
h
e b

ed
 sw

ay
ed

 an
d
 creak

ed
 

under his w
eight as he buried his face in his hands and 

began to trem
ble uncontrollably. 
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SE
V

E
N

T
E

E
N

 

E
 sat o

n
 th

e ed
g
e o

f th
e b

ed
 u

n
til h

e h
ad

 sm
o
k
ed

 

h
alf o

f th
e p

ack
ag

e o
f cig

arettes. W
h
en

 h
e h

ad
 

snubbed out the last, he w
as still as frightened and as con-

fused as w
hen he had lit the first. T

he electric heater and 

the cigarette sm
oke had m

ade the room
 oppressively hot 

and close. H
e had to get out. H

e had to get out. 
S

lipping on his coat, he opened his door onto the 

balcony and looked about. T
he traffic w

as m
oving im

per-

sonally up the nearby w
et street. A

 fam
ily of five w

as m
ov-

ing into a ground floor room
. T

he father closed the trunk 

lid of their sedan w
ith a soft thum

p and joined his noisy 

fam
ily. T

he open door to their room
 closed on the babble 

of their voices. E
verything seem

ed innocent enough. T
he 

norm
ality of everybody else's w

orld filled him
 w

ith self-pity 

fo
r h

is o
w

n
 p

red
icam

en
t. It to

o
k
 less th

an
 a m

in
u
te to

 

descend the stairs to the ground level and w
alk out into the 

street. H
e fo

u
n
d
 an

 all-n
ig

h
t co

u
n
ter restau

ran
t a few

 

hundred feet aw
ay from

 the m
otel. H

e m
oved back to the 

en
d
 o

f th
e co

u
n
ter w

h
ere a p

ay
 telep

h
o
n
e h

u
n
g
 o

n
 th

e 

w
all. H

e inserted a coin and dialed a num
ber. 
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I 

"D
arling, don't m

ention nam
es and places." 

T
here w

as a short, sharp intake of breath at the other 
end of the line. "W

here have you been? I've been w
orried 

sick." "It's a long story. I'm
 at a m

otel over the D
.C

. line 
in M

aryland. Just a m
inute." H

e glanced at the m
atches he 

had obtained at the m
otel w

ith his cigarettes and gave her 
the nam

e and address. "C
an you take a taxi and m

eet m
a 

here? I'm
 in 6B

." 
"W

hy don't you com
e here?" 

"T
hat's w

hat I w
ant to talk about." 

"It w
ill take m

e about a half hour." 
"I'll be looking for you." 
H

e sat dow
n at the counter and ordered a cup of 

hot coffee. A
fter tw

enty m
inutes, he left a coin and w

alked 
out onto the sidew

alk. H
e had covered about a hundred 

yards and w
as about to turn into the m

otel grounds w
hen 

h
e n

o
ticed

 tw
o

 p
atro

l cars o
f th

e M
o

n
tg

o
m

ery
 C

o
u

n
ty

 
police. H

e w
alked on by, forcing him

self to m
aintain the 

sam
e pace, then ducked into an alleyw

ay and cautiously 
w

orked his w
ay back. F

rom
 the alley loading platform

 of a 
closed drugstore, he could see over the grapestake fence 
that surrounded the m

otel property. T
w

o patrolm
en w

ere 
standing on the balcony talking. T

he door to his room
 w

as 
standing open, the light spilling onto the balcony. S

o m
uch 

for W
ong and his secure m

otels. T
he police had broadcast 

his description already and the room
 clerk had tattled. 

A
 taxi drew

 up in front of the m
otel and Jiggs got 

o
u
t. S

h
e p

aid
 th

e d
riv

er an
d
 tu

rn
ed

 to
w

ard
 th

e m
o
tel. 

B
a
y
lo

r w
e
t h

is lip
s. H

o
w

 in
 h

e
ll d

id
 h

e
 w

a
rn

 h
e
r 

off? 
T

hey w
ould notice her in a m

inute, question her, 
dem

and her address, perhaps arrest her. T
hen he w

ould be 
all alone w

ith absolutely no place to go. Jiggs w
alked by 

the squad cars w
ith no indication of interest and into the 

m
otel office. B

aylor stood on tip-toe, just able to see one 
co

rn
er o

f th
e o

ffice. S
h

e w
alk

ed
 o

v
er to

 th
e 

cigarette 
m

achine and obtained a package of cigarettes. T
hen she 

turned, reem
erged into the street, and disappeared dow

n 

1
4

s  

the sidew
alk. H

e gave a ragged sigh of relief. S
he'd seen 

them
 first! 

B
aylor w

alked cautiously out of the alley and turned 
dow

n a curving tree-lined street w
hich led into a residen-

tial district. T
w

enty blocks aw
ay he reem

erged into a com
-

m
ercial street and hailed a taxi. H

e asked to be dropped on 
a corner tw

o blocks from
 Jiggs's apartm

ent. H
e w

alked 
dow

n the brick G
eorgetow

n sidew
alk, past the bay w

in-
dow

s of three-story V
ictorian houses, until he cam

e to 

Jiggs's address. 
F

rom
 behind the grillw

ork of iron bars that covered 
her w

indow
s, light glow

ed through draw
n curtains to illu-

m
inate faintly the entrance below

 street level. H
e w

alked 
dow

n the three steps half-hidden beside the ornate iron 
staircase leading to the upper floors and across a short w

alk 
of w

hite gravel. T
here w

as an interval of silence after his 
light tap on the door. 

"T
ony?" 

"Y
es." 

T
he door flew

 open. S
he threw

 her arm
s about him

 
as she drew

 him
 inside. "O

h, T
onyl" she breathed. "Y

ou big 
lug! W

hat kind of a gam
e are you playing?" 

H
e kissed her and held her tightly. "I should have 

com
e here in the first place. I've been acting like m

ore of a 
dam

ned fool than usual." 
S

he m
ade him

 take off his dam
p coat and fixed him

 
a drink. "I w

as scared to death. I thought that the police 
had arrested you. A

ll that I could think of w
as to com

e 

hom
e and w

ait." 
"T

hey just m
issed m

e. I saw
 them

 as I cam
e back 

from
 telephoning you." 

"W
hat w

ere you doing, w
ay out there in M

aryland? 
I thought you w

ere com
ing directly here after I telephoned 

you at the hospital?" 
"I. didn't w

ant to involve you, Jiggs., B
esides, I had 

to go hom
e to get som

e m
oney." 

"Y
ou w

ent hom
e?" 

"I w
en

t o
v
er th

e b
ack

 w
all fro

m
 th

e n
eig

h
b
o
r's 

garden. I got m
y m

oney and a toothbrush and discovered a 
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gunm
an by the nam

e of W
ong hiding in m

y livingroom
." 

Jiggs gasped. "T
ony!" 

"W
ong and I knocked out the cop that w

as guarding 
the front door and escaped. H

e suggested that I hide out at 
the m

otel." 
"W

ho is W
ong? A

 pal of yours?" 
"H

e says that he killed F
rank B

ennington, but that 
I'm

 going to hang for it." 
"H

e's no pal." 
B

aylor slow
ly shook his head. "N

o pal. N
obody's a 

pal of T
ony B

aylor." H
e looked up at her. "I'm

 beat. I can't 
even get angry tonight at W

ong for killing F
rank." 

"Y
ou need to go to bed, chum

. Y
ou don't even m

ake 
sense." "D

on't I know
 it." H

e laid back on the sofa w
ith his 

arm
 under his head and fell fast asleep. S

he covered him
 

w
ith a blanket and m

ade her bed on a rubber m
attress be-

side a sm
all coal fire. 

S
he gave him

 fried eggs and bacon for breakfast. 
A

fter h
is th

ird
 cu

p
 o

f b
lack

 co
ffee an

d
 a cig

arette, h
e 

began to feel better. 
"W

hy don't you tell the police about W
ong?" she 

asked. "T
hey w

on't believe m
e." 

"W
hy not? T

hey m
ay know

 all about W
ong. B

en-
nington probably isn't the first person he's killed." 

"I'm
 sure of that. Y

ou should have seen his eyes." H
e 

shivered. 
S

he w
aited, looking at him

 expectantly. • 
"T

h
is is a little b

it b
ig

g
er th

an
 th

e M
etro

p
o
litan

 
P

olice," he said at last, slow
ly. 

"It's m
urder and they w

ant you. T
hat's big enough 

for m
e." 
"O

.K
. I'll call O

'B
rien at H

om
icide. H

e seem
ed like a 

square shooter." H
e slipped on his topcoat. "I'll call him

 
from

 a pay telephone. T
here's less chance that he can trace 

the call." 
H

e w
alked out into a bright, sunny w

inter's day. A
 

cold northw
est w

ind w
as blow

ing, but the sky w
as a clear, 

1
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azu
re b

lu
e. H

e b
reath

ed
 d

eep
ly

 o
f th

e d
ry

 air as h
e 

w
alked, his exhalations m

aking little w
hite clouds before 

his face w
hich w

ere soon dissipated by the w
ind. 

H
is ears w

ere tingling w
hen he reached the gasoline 

filling station on M
 S

treet and stepped into the glass tele-
phone booth against a retaining w

all. H
e leafed through 

the dog-eared telephone book hanging from
 a chain inside 

the booth and dialed police headquarters. 
"H

om
icide please." 

"O
ne m

inute." 
"H

om
icide." 

"I'd like to talk w
ith S

ergeant O
'B

rien." 
"O

'B
rien? Just a m

inute." T
he voice becam

e half 
m

uffled as the speaker turned aw
ay. "O

'B
rien on duty? I 

got a call in. O
.K

." T
he voice becam

e louder. "Just a m
o-

m
en

t, sir. S
erg

ean
t O

'B
rien

 w
ill b

e rig
h
t w

ith
 y

o
u
." 

B
aylor w

aited for over a m
inute, then he heard the 

fam
iliar, flat voice. "O

'B
rien." 

"T
his is B

aylor, S
ergeant." 

"B
aylor?" O

'B
rien's voice w

as sharp. "A
re you com

- 
ing in?" 

"N
o. I didn't kill B

ennington. Y
ou know

 that." 
"Y

ou better give yourself up, B
aylor. Y

ou've already 
slu

g
g
ed

 a co
p
. H

e's in
 th

e h
o
sp

ital w
ith

 a serio
u
s co

n
- 

cussion." 
"Y

ou ever hear of a guy called W
ong?" 

"N
o." 

"H
e slugged the cop and he told m

e he killed B
en- 

nington." 
"N

o kiddin'. T
hen bring him

 in w
ith you. W

e'll sort 
it all out." 

"W
hy are you so hot after m

e all of a sudden? Y
ou 

could have arrested m
e at the P

ress B
uilding, or the other 

night after the girl w
as shot. D

o you think that I did that 
too?" 

O
'B

rien had been off the line. "W
hat w

as that again, 
B

aylor?" he asked in an easy voice. 
"A

re you trying to trace this call?" 
"N

ow
 w

hy w
ould I w

ant to do that?" 
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"I'm
 sig

n
in

g
 o

ff, O
'B

rien
. I d

id
n

't d
o

 it an
d

 I'm
 n

o
t 

g
o
in

g
 to

 g
iv

e m
y
self u

p
. C

h
eck

 o
u
t th

is W
o
n
g
 th

in
g
." 

"L
o
o
k
, so

n
, h

an
g
 o

n
. D

o
n
't b

e a d
am

n
 fo

o
l. A

fter 
last night, w

e got orders to shoot you on sight. T
urn your-

self in to m
e. Y

ou'll get a square shake and you'll be safer. 
W

e g
o
tta p

ro
v
e o

u
r case, y

o
u
 k

n
o
w

. Y
o
u
're en

titled
 to

 a 
law

yer." 

B
a
y

lo
r c

o
u

ld
 h

e
a
r sire

n
s in

 th
e
 d

ista
n

c
e
. H

e
 

slam
m

ed up the telephone and bolted out of the telephone 
booth. H

e ran across to the gas pum
ps w

here a grey station 
w

ag
o

n
 w

as b
ein

g
 filled

. T
h

e o
w

n
er h

ad
 step

p
ed

 in
to

 th
e 

m
en's room

 and the keys w
ere in the ignition sw

itch. B
ay- 

lor slid into the driver's seat. T
he big car w

as m
oving for-

w
ard alm

ost as the engine roared into life. T
he gas pum

p 
h
o
se clattered

 to
 th

e g
ro

u
n
d
 as g

aso
lin

e b
eg

an
 to

 p
o
u
r 

forth over the drivew
ay. A

s he sw
ung the car into M

 S
treet, 

B
ay

lo
r co

u
ld

 see th
e startled

 face o
f th

e atten
d

an
t in

 th
e 

rearv
iew

 m
irro

r. H
e tro

d
 h

eav
ily

 o
n

 th
e accelerato

r an
d

 
headed up river tow

ard C
hain B

ridge. 
H

e sw
u
n
g
 acro

ss C
h
ain

 B
rid

g
e in

to
 V

irg
in

ia an
d
 

took the G
eorge W

ashington M
em

orial P
arkw

ay back to-
w

ard
 W

ash
in

g
to

n
. T

h
ere w

as n
o

 in
d

icatio
n

 th
at h

e w
as 

being follow
ed, so he m

oderated his speed and joined the 
inflow

ing traffic of the later com
m

uters. E
ntering W

ashing-
to

n
 b

y
 th

e F
o

u
rteen

th
 S

treet B
rid

g
e, h

e left th
e car in

 a 
p
ark

in
g
 g

arag
e n

ear T
en

th
 an

d
 F

 S
treets an

d
 en

tered
 an

 
old four-story brow

nstone office building. T
he groundfloor 

p
assag

ew
ay

 w
as h

u
n

g
 w

ith
 th

e sig
n

s o
f th

e ten
an

ts, law
-

yers, engravers, clothing salesm
en, and accountants. A

s he 
rem

em
b

ered
 fro

m
 an

 effo
rt to

 g
et a gift engraved som

e 
m

onths before, the tenants rarely appeared and there w
as a 

pay telephone on each floor. 
T

h
e p

ale, d
isp

irited
 o

p
erato

r o
f an

 an
cien

t o
p

en
 

cag
e elev

ato
r to

o
k

 h
im

 to
 th

e fo
u

rth
 flo

o
r. A

fter sev
eral 

effo
rts w

ith
 an

 an
tiq

u
e ro

tary
 h

an
d

 co
n

tro
l, th

e o
p

erato
r 

p
laced

 th
e elev

ato
r m

o
re o

r less ev
en

 w
ith

 th
e flo

o
r an

d
 

lab
o
rio

u
sly

 o
p
en

ed
 th

e slid
in

g
 w

ro
u
g
h
t-iro

n
 d

o
o
r. A

 flat 
m

etallic sum
m

ons from
 a buzzer indicated that there w

as 
another passenger w

aiting on the ground floor and w
ith a 
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resigned shake of his head, the operator took the elevator 
dow

n again. A
s the uncovered w

hite bulb in the elevator 
car's ceiling w

inked dow
nw

ard, B
aylor turned and w

alked 
rap

id
ly

 d
o

w
n

 th
e fo

u
rth

 flo
o

r h
allw

ay
 to

 th
e telep

h
o

n
e. 

F
irst thum

bing through a w
orn telephone book, he 

called the R
ed O

nion. A
 sleepy subdued voice answ

ered. 
"I'd like to speak w

ith R
osie D

aw
n." 

"S
h

e ain
't h

ere. It's o
n

ly
 1

0
 A

.M
. for G

od's sake." 

"I'm
 sorry. It's very im

portant that I speak w
ith her. 

W
hen w

ill she be in?" 
"S

h
e's g

o
n

n
a reh

earse a n
ew

 n
u

m
b

er, lik
e, n

o
o

n
- 

tim
e." "T

hanks. I'll telephone then." 
"S

ave your tim
e. S

he don't take no phone calls. D
rop 

around. If she know
s you, she'll see you. O

therw
ise, you're 

n ow
here,  bud." 

"T
hanks again." B

aylor hung up and glanced at his 
w

rist w
atch

. It w
as ten

 m
in

u
tes p

ast ten
. W

h
ere co

u
ld

 a 
fugitive w

anted for m
urder hide for tw

o hours? It w
as too 

risky to go back to Jiggs's apartm
ent in G

eorgetow
n for an 

h
o

u
r's v

isi t. T
h

e m
o

v
ie h

o
u

ses d
id

n
't o

p
en

 u
n

til elev
en

-
thirty. H

is O
ffice. T

hey'd never think to look for him
 at his 

o
ffice. If h

e co
u
ld

 g
et in

 an
d
 o

u
t w

ith
o
u
t b

ein
g
 seen

, h
e 

• co
u
ld

 sit in
 h

is o
ffice w

ith
o
u
t tu

rn
in

g
 o

n
 th

e lig
h
ts. H

is 
office w

as only three blocks from
 the R

ed O
nion. 

H
e sto

p
p
ed

 alo
n
g
 F

 S
treet an

d
 b

o
u
g
h
t a cheap hat 

an
d
 a p

air o
f d

ark
 su

n
 g

lasses. T
h
e w

in
d
o
w

 o
f a n

o
v
elty

 
sto

re cau
g

h
t h

is ey
e. H

e w
en

t in
sid

e an
d

 b
o

u
g

h
t a h

eav
y

 
b

ro
w

n
ish

 red
 m

o
u

stach
e w

ith
 ad

h
esiv

e b
ack

in
g

. It w
as 

corny, but he needed som
ething to get up and dow

n in the 

P
ress B

uilding elevator—
just enough to avoid the recogni-

tio
n
 o

f casu
al acq

u
ain

tan
ces. If h

e m
et C

h
arley

 D
ig

g
s o

r 
som

eone else w
ho knew

 him
 w

ell, he w
as sunk. 

H
e en

tered
 th

e N
atio

n
al P

ress B
u
ild

in
g
 au

to
m

atic' 
elevator w

ith his hat, glasses, and m
oustache in place and 

felt an hysterical urge to laugh. T
he problem

 w
as he'd had 

no experience in running from
 the law

. H
e w

as an am
ateur 

fu
g
itiv

e an
d
 h

e felt lik
e a d

am
n
 fo

o
l. T

h
e m

o
u
stach

e 
itched. It probably looked phony. H

e m
ust be going nuts to 
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put on a thing like that. O
nly one person entered the ele-

v
ato

r b
etw

een
 th

e lo
b

b
y

 an
d

 h
is flo

o
r, a p

reo
ccu

p
ied

 
m

iddle-aged w
om

an w
ith a frow

n on her face. S
he got on 

at th
ree, p

u
sh

ed
 a flo

o
r b

u
tto

n
, an

d
 g

o
t o

ff at six
. S

h
e 

didn't look at B
aylor. S

he had her ow
n troubles. 

B
aylor w

alked dow
n the fam

iliar corridor, his heart 
pounding w

ildly. H
e approached his office door. If anyone 

appeared, he w
ould w

alk on by. N
o one appeared. H

e in-
serted his key in the door and ducked inside. H

e w
as safe 

u
n
til h

e h
ad

 to
 leav

e. H
e ex

h
aled

 h
is b

reath
 an

d
 w

ip
ed

 a 
dam

p brow
 w

ith a handkerchief. 
H

e sat in his fam
iliar chair and lit a cigarette, inhal-

in
g

 it g
ratefu

lly
. P

erh
ap

s h
is silh

o
u

ette co
u

ld
 b

e 
seen 

ag
ain

st th
e lig

h
t fro

m
 th

e w
in

d
o

w
s? H

e h
u

rried
ly

 g
o

t u
p

 
and adjusted the blinds behind him

, casting the office into 
an even deeper gloom

. 
T

he hands on his w
rist w

atch crept around the dial 
w

ith agonizing slow
ness. A

 film
 of perspiration reform

ed on 
h

is face. R
ealizin

g
 th

at h
e w

as still w
earin

g
 h

is co
at, h

e 
took it off and rem

oved the sun glasses. H
e did not rem

ove 
th

e m
o
u
stach

e. It m
ig

h
t n

o
t b

e p
o
ssib

le to
 g

et th
e d

am
n
 

thing on again. 

It w
as eleven-thirty. H

e could leave soon. A
 shadow

 
appeared on the other side of the frosted glass door. A

 key 
w

as fitted into the lock. B
aylor seized the m

arble base of his 
d

esk
 p

en
, sp

ran
g

 fro
m

 h
is ch

air, an
d

 flatten
ed

 h
im

self 
against the w

all beside the door. T
he shadow

 w
as having 

som
e trouble w

ith his key. T
he door opened and closed and 

a fig
u
re step

p
ed

 in
to

 th
e ro

o
m

. It ten
sed

 as it sm
elled

 th
e 

odor of B
aylor's cigarettes and spun around. It w

as C
harley 

D
iggs. H

e lo
o
k
ed

 at B
ay

lo
r, a series o

f em
o
tio

n
s ran

g
in

g
 

from
 em

barrassm
ent to fear crossing his face. "H

i, T
ony," 

he croaked. "W
hat's w

ith the m
oustache?" 

B
ay

lo
r sw

u
n

g
 th

e m
arb

le p
en

 b
ase ag

ain
st D

ig
g

s's 
sk

u
ll an

d
 th

e little n
ew

sp
ap

erm
an

 co
llap

sed
 to

 th
e flo

o
r. 

"S
o
rry

, C
h
arley

," B
ay

lo
r w

h
isp

ered
. "It w

as y
o
u
 o

r m
e." 

R
etriev

in
g
 h

is h
at, co

at, an
d
 su

n
 g

lasses, B
ay

lo
r 

glanced outside the door cautiously and then w
alked boldly 
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dow
n the hallw

ay to the elevators w
hich w

ere full w
ith the 

noonday crow
d. H

e left the building unnoticed and w
alked 

up F
ourteenth S

treet tow
ard the R

ed O
nion. 

H
e p

o
u
n
d
ed

 b
risk

ly
 w

ith
 h

is k
n
u
ck

les o
n
 th

e 
w

ooden fram
e of the shabby black vinyl upholstered door 

w
h

ich
 w

as stu
d

d
ed

 w
ith

 o
rn

am
en

tal b
rass n

ailh
ead

s. H
e 

to
o
k
 o

ff th
e g

lasses an
d
 th

e false m
o
u
stach

e w
h
ile h

e 
w

aited. T
he door opened. B

aylor recognized the tough face 
o

f th
e o

w
n

er. H
is ey

es w
ere red

 rim
m

ed
 an

d
 h

e h
ad

 n
o

t 

yet shaven. 
"Y

eah?" 
"I'd

 lik
e to

 sp
eak

 w
ith

 R
o
sie D

aw
n
. I u

n
d
erstan

d
 

that she's rehearsing." 
"S

he know
 you?" 

"Y
es." 

"W
hat's the nam

e?" 
"S

essena." 
T

he ow
ner looked at him

 suspiciously. "O
.K

. C
om

e 
o
n
 in

. I'll ask
. If y

o
u
're g

iv
in

' m
e a lin

e, o
u
t y

o
u
 g

o
. W

e 
can't have guys w

ith ideas disturbin' the dancers." 
B

aylor stepped inside and w
aited in the gloom

 near 
the door. R

osie D
aw

n w
as practicing a dance routine to a 

slow
 rhythm

 played on an upright piano by a thin sallow
 

m
an in a w

hite sleeveless shirt. W
hen she had finished, the 

o
w

n
er sp

o
k

e to
 h

er. S
h

e g
lan

ced
 in

 B
ay

lo
r's d

irectio
n

, 
n
o
d
d
ed

, an
d
 cam

e slo
w

ly
 o

v
er to

 h
im

, p
attin

g
 h

er 
ion,  

nodded, 
 a h

an
d

 to
w

el. 
"W

h
at's th

e b
ig

 id
ea, u

sin
g
 S

essen
a's n

am
e?" .  

"I h
ad

 to
 talk

• w
ith

 y
o

u
 an

d
 y

o
u

 d
o

n
't k

n
o

w
 m

y
 

nam
e." "O

h?" 
"I've got to talk to S

essena right aw
ay. W

here can I 

find him
?" 

"Y
o
u
 w

ere in
 h

ere th
e o

th
er n

ig
h
t, w

eren
't y

o
u
?" 

"Y
es. Y

o
u
 to

o
k
 m

e to
 S

essen
a u

n
ask

ed
. N

o
w

 I'm
 

asking." "W
hy?" 

"I'm
 in trouble. H

e can help m
e." 

"H
e know

 about it?" 
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"Y
es." 

S
he hesitated. 

"P
lease. I'm

 desperate." 
H

er voice w
as not unkind. "Y

ou're scared, aren't 
you?" "Y

es." 
"T

ell you w
hat. L

et's have a cup of coffee and a 
cigarette and I'll think it over." S

he left him
 and returned 

w
ith tw

o chipped cups filled w
ith coffee. "Sit dow

n. T
ake a 

load off your feet." S
he m

otioned tow
ard a chair. 

B
ay

lo
r sat clo

w
n

 acro
ss th

e tab
le fro

m
 h

er an
d

 
sipped the black coffee. S

he took one of his cigarettes and 
let him

 light it. "T
he other night w

hen you w
ere in here. It 

w
as your first tim

e?" 
"Y

es." 
"Y

ou asked about W
illiam

s. Y
ou a friend of his?" 

"N
o, I'm

 a new
spaperm

an. I w
as interested in him

 
for a story angle." 

"T
he cops after you?" 

"Yes." 
S

he nodded. "I can alw
ays tell. G

uys on the lam
 

give off a certain som
ething. Y

ou know
?" 

H
e shook his head. 

"W
hat they w

ant you for?" 
H

is eyes m
et hers. "M

urder." 
H

er eyes didn't flinch. "W
ell?" 

"I didn't do it." 
S

h
e h

eld
 h

is g
aze fo

r a m
o
m

en
t. "I b

eliev
e y

o
u
. 

W
hat does S

essena think?" 
"H

e know
s I didn't." 

H
er long, strong fingers pushed out her cigarette. 

"O
.K

. I'll tell him
 about it. C

an you com
e here at 10 P

.M
. 

tonight?" 
"Y

es." 
"I'll ask S

essena to be here." 
"T

ell him
 it's got to be tonight." 

"O
.K

." 
"If he show

s and I'm
 not here, forget it. It'll be too 

late." 

"O
.K

." 
H

e got up to leave. 
"Y

ou got som
e m

oney, fall guy?" 
"Y

es. B
ut thanks a lot." 

S
h

e n
o

d
d

ed
. "Y

o
u

 can
 h

o
le u

p
 u

n
til to

n
ig

h
t?" 

"Y
es. I'm

 O
.K

." 
"T

ake it easy." 
"I w

ill." 
H

e stepped outside and hailed, a taxi. H
e got out a 

lock from
 Jiggs's apartm

ent and, after loitering to be cer-
in he w

as not being follow
ed, rapidly w

alked the rem
ain-

no distance. S
he had left the door unlocked and a note. 

he'd be back in tw
o hours. H

e sat dow
n and lit a ciga-

ttte. H
e h

ad
 n

in
e h

o
u

rs to
 w

ait. H
e sig

h
ed

 h
eav

ily
. 

essena w
as hiS only chance. 
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E
IG

H
T

E
E

N
 

T
H

E
 M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 w
as lo

o
k
in

g
 p

en
siv

0
 

out of the w
indow

 w
ith his hands elapsed behind hi 

back w
hen E

rnie S
essena entered his office. H

e spuke ovei 

his shoulder. 
"S

it dow
n, E

rnie." 	
• 

S
essen

a sat d
o
w

n
 o

n
 th

e so
fa an

d
 lit a cig

arette 

"H
ow

's your W
ax W

orks case com
ing along?" 

"S
talled. N

o inform
ation is being passed. T

hey'v 

gone to ground." 

T
h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 tu
rn

ed
 aro

u
n
d
 an

 

looked at S
essena. H

is eyes w
ere pinched and his face had 

a grey, closed look. "W
e are going to call it a day on that 

one, E
rnie." 

S
essena stared at him

, his cigarette dangling lim
ply 

from
 one side of his m

outh. H
e cleared his throat. "Y

ou're 

calling m
e off?" 

"W
e are closing the W

ax W
orks file and you are 
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going on extended leave. I'll reassign you w
hen you get 

back." "W
ell, I'll be dam

ned. T
hey finally sw

ung the politi- 

cal axe." 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk adjusted the papers on 

his desk. H
is voice sounded sm

othered. "I have orders from
 

top-side to shelve this case. W
e are em

barrassing high gov-

ernm
ent officials w

ith a fishing expedition. If you have con-. 

crete evidence against W
illiam

s or others, let m
e have it 

and I'll try to reverse the decision. If you don't, this is it. 

N
o m

ore frigging around." 
"Y

ou know
 dam

n w
ell that I haven't tied it together 

yet, and you know
 equally w

ell that our suspicions are w
ell 

founded on circum
stantial evidence. If this involved a John 

D
oe, w

e w
ouldn't call it off." 

T
he M

an B
ehind the D

esk rem
ained silent. 

"W
hat about F

rank B
ennington?" S

essena added 

bitterly. "W
hat about him

?" 
"W

hy w
as he killed?" 

"I can think of a dozen reasons that don't involve 

the H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee. F

rank had been 

around a long tim
e." 

S
essena savagely ground out his cigarette in an ash-

tray and got up. "I've had m
y suspicions in this case and 

m
y w

orking hypothesis. T
hey involve W

illiam
s, P

robar, 

and others as yet unnam
ed. T

hey unfortunately involve the 

H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices C
om

m
ittee. I w

asn't certain how
 

h
ig

h
 w

e h
ad

 to
 g

o
 in

 th
is th

in
g
, b

u
t I d

id
n
't d

o
u
b
t th

at 

w
e'd go as high as. w

e had to go to protect the national 

security. A
re you telling m

e that w
e've gone too high and 

th
at n

o
w

 w
e h

av
e to

 q
u
it? D

o
 w

e o
n
ly

 g
o
 after ju

n
io

r 

spies?" "E
rnie," the w

ords w
ere spoken in a tired, subdued 

voice, "don't debate this thing w
ith m

e. I've expressed m
y 

feelings top-side and I w
as given a direct order. I'm

 giving 

you a direct order. S
tarting right now

 you are on leave and 

have no assigned duties." 
Sessena stood glow

ering. 
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