
"A
re you going to be insubordinate?" 

"N
o," S

essena drew
 a deep trem

ulous breath, "I'm
 

going outside and vom
it." 

H
e telephoned E

d H
anson at the F

B
I from

 a phone 
booth in M

cL
ean. "M

r. H
anson is out of the city on busi-

ness, M
r. S

essena," his secretary said. "W
e don't know

 
w

here he can be reached." 
"T

here's no w
ay to contact him

?" 
"I'm

 afraid
 n

o
t. H

e left su
d
d
en

ly
 last ev

en
in

g
. Is 

there any m
essage?" 

"Y
eah, w

hen he gets back tell him
 E

rnie S
essena 

said he know
s w

here he can get guts cheap." H
e slam

m
ed 

up the receiver and drove back to W
ashington. H

e had just 
entered his sm

all efficiency apartm
ent in a building off 

T
hom

as C
ircle w

hen the telephone rang. "E
rnie?" H

e rec-
ognized the voice of M

olly F
lannery. 

"S
it tight, sw

eetie, I'll call you right back. A
re you at 

the sw
eat shop?" 
"Y

eah, but—
" 

"T
en m

inutes." H
e hung up, left the apartm

ent, and 
w

alked around the corner to a pay telephone. H
e called the 

R
ed O

nion. "T
his is E

rnie," he said w
hen she answ

ered. 
"W

hat's all the m
ystery?" 

"M
y telephone m

ay be bugged." 
"N

o
 k

id
d
in

'? G
ee, I sh

o
u
ld

 h
av

e th
o
u
g
h
t o

f th
at. 

H
ow

 dum
b can you get?" 

"W
hat's on your m

ind?" 
"Y

ou know
 that guy you talked to in m

y dressing 
room

 the other night?" 
"Y

es." 
"H

e w
ants to talk to you again." 

"W
hen?" 

"T
onight, ten P

.M
." 

"T
ell him

 I'll be there." 
"W

ill do. T
ake care of yourself, E

rnie." 
"Sure." 
H

e sto
p
p
ed

 b
y
 a g

ro
cery

 sto
re to

 select a fro
zen

 
dinner. A

fter due consideration he chose turkey. H
e alw

ays 
chose turkey. A

 new
spaper's banner headline scream

ed 

3.6o  

B
A

Y
L

O
R

 W
A

N
T

E
D

 F
O

R
 B

E
N

N
IN

G
T

O
N

 M
U

R
D

E
R

 
from

 the new
s rack. S

essena grunted, pulled out a paper, 
and dropped it into the w

ire buggy he w
as pushing. T

hen 
he picked out tw

o artichokes, a pound of bacon, and a six- 

pack of beer. 

B
aylor w

as standing in the corner of the dressing 
room

 w
hen S

essena entered it. S
esscna closed and locked 

the door before m
oving close to B

aylor to speak. H
e kept 

his voice low
. "O

.K
. L

et's keep this short and sw
eet. W

hat's 

on your m
ind?" 

"I w
ant to w

ork w
ith you on the job F

rank B
enning-

ton and I started." 
"W

hy?" 
"T

he police have a w
arrant out for m

y arrest as the 
m

urderer of B
ennington. If you knew

 B
ennington, you 

know
 I didn't kill him

. M
aybe you're C

IA
 or F

B
I, and if 

you can break this case, you'll clear m
e. Y

ou're m
y only 

chance, so I'm
 w

ith you. If I've guessed w
rong, I've had it." 

H
e sm

iled sickly. 
S

essena carefully lit a cigarette and studied B
aylor. 

H
e grinned sardonically through the sm

oke. "L
ucky you. I 

am
 C

IA
, after a m

anner of speaking." 
B

aylor exhaled and som
e of the tension in his atti- 

tude eased. 
S

essena gazed at him
 im

passively. 
"U

ntil last night I had the cooperation of the police 
and the press on this B

ennington m
atter. N

ow
 I gather 

strings have been pulled up the line by V
IP

's that w
ant you 

out of the w
ay. I told you to stay out of it. N

ow
 they're 

going for your jugular." 
"T

h
ey

 can
't p

ro
v
e th

at I k
illed

 B
en

n
in

g
to

n
." 

S
essena snorted. "P

roof? W
ho needs proof? T

hey 
know

 dam
n w

ell that B
ennington w

as killed by a C
hinese 

R
ed operative by the nam

e of W
ong. Y

our problem
 is that 

of staying alive—
not proving your innocence. Y

ou'll never 

com
e to trial, junior. T

his is a different gam
e." 

B
aylor nodded. "W

ong contacted m
e last night. H

e 

said that he had killed B
ennington but that I w

ould hang 
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fo
r it. 

u
n

less I led
 h

im
 to

, B
en

n
in

g
to

n
's C

IA
 co

n
tro

l." 
S

essena gave a tight-lipped sm
ile. "S

o you thought 
of m

e?" "Y
o

u
 d

o
n

't th
in

k
 I'v

e th
ro

w
n

 in
 w

ith
 W

o
n

g
, d

o
 

you?" B
aylor looked aghast. 

"N
o

. T
h

ere's n
o

 fu
tu

re fo
r y

o
u

 in
 w

o
rk

in
g

 w
ith

 
W

ong. Y
ou're sm

art enough to see that." 
"I think I know

 the C
IA

 angle. E
spionage, isn't it?" 

S
essena nodded. "Y

es. B
ennington w

as a C
IA

 agent. 
W

e w
ere trying to put this thing together." 
"A

nd I w
as the patsy," B

aylor spoke w
ithout bitter-

ness. 
"B

en
n
in

g
to

n
 w

as also
 a n

ew
sp

ap
erm

an
, as y

o
u
 

k
n

o
w

. H
e w

o
u

ld
 h

av
e p

lay
ed

 sq
u

are w
ith

 y
o

u
 o

n
 th

e 
scoop. It just w

ould have been a bigger story than you ex-
pected. W

e w
ere using you, I adm

it that, but you w
ould 

have had your story. I'm
 sorry about the m

urder rap. W
e 

didn't foresee that." 
"I'm

 w
illing to cooperate w

ith the C
IA

. A
nd I'm

 still 
after the new

s story. A
s a principal, I can w

rite real inside 
stuff. S

o m
aybe it's all for the best." 

"T
he C

IA
 has dropped the case and I've been or-

dered on leave." 
"W

hy?" B
aylor's face w

hitened. 
"P

olitical pressure. T
he backlash of the C

ongres-
sional hearings. C

hrist only know
s w

hy the chicken is the 
national bird inside W

ashington and the eagle outside." 
B

aylor sm
iled w

eakly. "T
hat just leaves m

e, doesn't 
it? A

 confused fugitive from
 so-called justice." 

"N
ot exactly." S

essena gestured to him
self w

ith the 
extended thum

b of his right hand. 
"B

ut you're off the case." 
"T

he C
IA

 dropped it. T
he F

B
I chickened out. S

es-
sena's available. I've been ordered on leave, but I have a 
peculiar idea of w

hat to do for rest and relaxation. I don't 
like to drop a case w

hen it's getting interesting. I've never 
dropped a case due to political pressure. A

ll I need to carry 
on is a partner as stupid as I am

. Y
ou seem

 w
ell qualified." 

H
e grinned. 

B
ay

lo
r felt a su

d
d
en

 retu
rn

 o
f co

n
fid

en
ce an

o
. ' 

ginned back. "Y
ou tell m

e how
 w

e can get these bastards 
an

d
 I'm

 y
o
u
r m

an
. I'm

 aw
fu

lly
 tired

 o
f b

ein
g
 p

u
sh

ed
 

around." 
"W

e have only one chance, and that is to obtain iron- 
clad evidence, adm

issible in a court of law
, and to get it in 

a hurry. W
e're clay pigeons as long as w

e can't prove our 
suspicions. It w

on't be a stalem
ate. If they stop us, it's just 

a m
atter of tim

e until they destroy us, T
hey w

on't be safe 
until they do, Y

ou aren't their im
m

ediate problem
. A

s 
W

ong indicated to you, they're digging deeper. T
hey w

ant 
the C

IA
 connection. T

hey w
ant m

e. T
hen they destroy 

you." S
essena paused. "S

o, w
e haven't a hell of a lot of 

tim
e. W

e've got to break into the H
ouse A

rm
ed S

ervices 
C

om
m

ittee office on the H
ill tom

orrow
 night and see w

hat 
w

e can find in the records. T
hen w

e have to go across tow
n 

and do the sam
e in the office of attorney P

robar." 
B

aylor nodded. "P
robar and his w

ife tried to buy m
e 

off as soon as I got interested in the C
om

m
ittee." 

"It follow
s. N

ow
, there's no problem

 getting into the 
R

ayburn B
uilding during the day. Y

ou're know
n up there 

and you're w
anted by the police so you'll have to play it 

coy. I'm
 not. I can m

ove around. S
hortly before five tom

or-
row

 afternoon, I'll enter the building w
ith m

y junior G
-m

an 
housebreaking kit in a briefcase. I'll lay low

 w
herever I'm

 
able, until nine, m

aybe in the m
en's can. I'll then com

e 
dow

n to the parking garage under the building and let you 
in. T

he garage entrance is on the C
 S

treet side. T
here are 

just a few
 guards around the building, m

ostly uniform
ed 

ornam
ents w

ith flat feet, thick heads, and politicians for 
b
ro

th
ers-in

-law
. W

e can
 p

ro
b
ab

ly
 av

o
id

 th
em

. If n
o
t, 

they'll be easy to take out. W
e'll break into the C

om
m

ittee 
office and leave through the parking garage. I'll have a 
rented car parked over on C

 S
treet." 

S
essena sized up B

aylor. `W
ear gloves. K

eep that 
snap brim

m
ed hat. G

et a pair of, glasses w
ith plain lenses. 

It w
ill add ten years to your age. W

alk a little stooped and 
shuffle. T

he police are looking for a flam
ing youth in a 

souped-up sports car. Incidentally, ditch that car." 
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"T
he police have already taken care of that. T

hey'vct 
im

pounded it." 
"I didn't know

 that. It's just as w
ell. Y

ou haven't am
 

use for it." 
"H

ow
 about a false m

oustache?" 
"F

orget it. W
here are you staying?" 

"W
ith m

y girl friend. N
o one pairs us together. O

ur 
thing is of recent vintage." 

"H
ow

 about her neighbors?" 
"T

hey couldn't care less. T
he building is a hangout 

for G
eorgetow

n kooks." 
"W

e'll try
 to

 arran
g
e so

m
eth

in
g
 b

etter." S
cssen

a 
punched B

aylor playfully on the upper arm
. "W

e're going 
to

 h
av

e fu
n

, Ju
n

io
r. N

o
w

 g
et g

o
in

g
 an

d
 w

atch
 y

o
u

rself. 
Y

o
u

're w
an

ted
. I'm

 g
o

in
g

 to
 h

an
g

 aro
u

n
d

 h
ere a w

h
ile." 

S
essena stood near a bank of self-service elevators in 

th
e R

ay
b
u
rn

 B
u
ild

in
g
. It w

as fiv
e m

in
u
tes to

 n
in

e. H
e 

punched the elevator call button. A
 car arrived. H

e pushed 
th

e b
u
tto

n
 fo

r th
e g

arag
e lev

el. H
e step

p
ed

 o
u
t in

to
 a 

cavernous, low
-ceilinged room

 and m
oved quickly dow

n a 
line of parked autom

obiles to the C
 S

treet entrance. B
aylor, 

stan
d
in

g
 in

 th
e d

ark
n
ess, resp

o
n
d
ed

 to
 h

is q
u
ick

 g
estu

re. 
T

hey returned together to the floor on w
hich the C

om
m

it-
tee's office w

as located. 
"T

h
e secu

rity
 in

 th
is b

u
ild

in
g

 is p
ractically

 n
o

n
-

ex
isten

t," S
essen

a said
. "T

h
e C

IA
 h

as o
ften

 co
m

p
lain

ed
 

about it. N
ow

 it's paying off. W
alk dow

n the hallw
ay like 

w
e ow

ned the place--a couple of adm
inistrative assistants 

w
orking late." 

A
t the door of the darkened office, S

essena inserted 
a jim

m
y and w

ith a few
 deft m

ovem
ents opened the door. 

T
o a casual observer, he m

ight have been inserting an ill-
fitting key. "D

uck soup," he said under his breath. "Inside." 
T

hey stood a m
om

ent in the darkened reception room
 lis-

tening. "I'll take the offices to the right, you take those to 
th

e left. G
o

 th
ro

u
g

h
 ev

ery
th

in
g

 fast. D
o

n
't w

o
rry

 ab
o

u
t 

n
eatn

ess. W
e d

o
n

't m
in

d
 if th

ey
 k

n
o

w
 th

at w
e'v

e b
een

 
llere." 
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"W
h

at h
av

e th
ey

 sto
len

 fro
m

 th
e P

en
tag

o
n

?" 
"B

acteriological secrets, germ
 w

arfare." 
B

aylor w
histled under his breath. "R

eal nasty stuff?" 
"A

s nasty as it can get," S
essena nodded soberly. "In 

a d
ifferen

t k
in

d
 o

f w
o

rld
, I'd

 b
e ash

am
ed

 th
at th

e U
n

ited
 

S
tates had such secrets to steal." 

S
h
o
rtly

 after ten
 o

'clo
ck

 th
ey

 h
ad

 fin
ish

ed
. "W

h
at 

have you got?" S
essena asked. 

"N
othing. N

ot a dam
n thing." 

"I h
ad

 to
 o

p
en

 a little to
y
 safe in

 th
e file ro

o
m

. 
N

othing there either. I really didn't think there w
ould be, 

but I had to look. T
hey aren't careless. B

ut the exercise is 
w

o
rth

w
h
ile. It w

ill w
o
rry

 th
e h

ell o
u
t o

f th
em

 th
at w

e 
broke in. T

hey'll w
onder if they did leave som

ething vital 
lying about." 

T
hey exited through the parking garage w

ithout in- 
cident and drove across tow

n to P
robar's law

 office build-
in

g
 o

n
 C

o
n
n
ecticu

t A
v
en

u
e. S

essen
a p

ark
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 th

e 
co

rn
er o

n
 L

 S
treet. "T

h
is m

ay
 tak

e a little d
irect actio

n
," 

S
essena said. "T

he building is open all night, but there's a 
g
u
ard

 w
h
o
 sits at a tab

le in
 th

e lo
b
b
y
. H

e's su
p
p
o
sed

 to
 

sig
n

 ev
ery

o
n

e in
 an

d
 o

u
t. W

e'll w
alk

 in
 an

d
 y

o
u

 sig
n

 a 
couple of nam

es, say Jones and E
dw

ards. M
aybe w

e'll get 
aw

ay
 w

ith
 it. If n

o
t, I'll h

av
e m

o
v

ed
 b

eh
in

d
 h

im
 an

d
 I'll 

slu
g
 h

im
 if h

e g
iv

es u
s an

 arg
u
m

en
t. S

tan
d
 b

etw
een

 th
e 

guard and the street door so a casual passerby doesn't see it 
from

 the street." 
T

he guard w
as a sleepy-eyed, elderly m

an. 
"G

o
o

d
 ev

en
in

g
, g

en
ts," h

e said
, y

aw
n

in
g

 as th
ey

 
w

alked in. "Y
ou of the building?" 

"Y
es. W

e're law
y
ers. P

ro
b
ar, W

ilts, an
d
 T

h
em

e." 
"R

ig
h

t. I k
n

ew
 I. seen

 y
o

u
 aro

u
n

d
. Ju

st sig
n

 th
e 

book.", B
aylor signed their nam

es. 
"W

o
rk

in
g

 late, eh
?" th

e g
u

ard
 said

. H
e tu

rn
ed

 th
e 

b
o
o
k
 aro

u
n
d
 to

 lo
o
k
 at it. "S

ay
, th

is ain
't q

u
ite rig

h
t." 

S
essena m

oved slightly behind the guard, his body 
tense. "W

hat isn't right?" B
aylor asked. 
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"Y
ou forgot to w

rite the tim
e in that colum

n there," 
T

he guard pointed w
ith a gnarled finger. 

B
ay

lo
r lau

g
h

ed
. "S

o
 I d

id
. W

h
at tim

e is it, D
ad

?' 
"T

en
 tw

en
ty

-fiv
e." T

h
e g

u
ard

 said
, g

lan
cin

g
 at a 

large pocketw
atch. 

"R
ig

h
t." B

ay
lo

r w
ro

te th
e fig

u
res in

 th
e b-ook and 

turned to S
essena. "C

om
e on, E

lm
er. W

e'll never get that 
brief done." 

S
essen

a tu
rn

ed
 to

 h
im

 in
 th

e elev
ato

r. "E
lm

er?" 
"N

o
 o

n
e w

o
u

ld
 ch

o
o

se E
lm

er as a p
h

o
n

y
 n

am
e. It 

lent verisim
ilitude." 

"O
.K

. O
.K

. Y
ou've beaten m

e dow
n w

ith logic and 
big w

ords." 
S

essen
a h

ad
 little tro

u
b

le w
ith

 th
e d

o
o

r to
 P

ro
b

ar, 
W

ilts, and T
hem

e. "T
urn on the lights, Junior. R

em
em

ber, 
w

e're here as legal eager beavers." 
"R

ight, E
lm

er." 
T

hey ignored the offices opening off both sides of a 
lo

n
g
 h

allw
ay

 lead
in

g
 to

 th
e left fro

m
 th

e recep
tio

n
 ro

o
m

 
an

d
 en

tered
 a larg

e w
aln

u
t p

an
eled

 co
rn

er o
ffice to

 th
e 

rig
h
t o

f th
e recep

tio
n
 ro

o
m

. S
essen

a sto
o
d
 lo

o
k
in

g
 at th

e 
score or m

ore of the autographed pictures of the great and 
near-great inscribed to P

hilus P
robar displayed on the w

alls 
and on tw

o library tables. "H
e's quite an operator, isn't he? 

A
nyone from

 the sticks w
ould think that he ran the U

nited 
S

tates governm
ent from

 this office." 
"Y

ou don't have to be from
 the sticks to believe that. 

H
e's cut you and m

e dow
n to size." 

S
essena w

alked over to a large picture of S
am

 F
en- 

ester in
 a silv

er fram
e sittin

g
 alo

n
e o

n
 a tab

le. H
e lean

ed
 

o
v
er an

d
 read

 th
e in

scrip
tio

n
. " `T

o
 m

y
 d

ear frien
d
 an

d
 

m
entor, P

hilus P
robar.' " "V

ery touching., W
ell, let's get to 

w
ork." In

 a h
alf h

o
u

r th
ey

 w
ere read

y
 to

 leav
e. S

essen
a 

held up his briefcase. "I've got correspondence here w
hich 

m
en

tio
n

s W
illiam

s sev
eral tim

es. T
h

ere's also
 reco

rd
s o

f 
th

ree b
an

k
 acco

u
n
ts P

ro
b
ar o

p
erates as a tru

stee fo
r F

en
-

ester. A
gain, nothing conclusive, but P

robar w
ill clim

b the 
w

alls w
hen he discovers that this stuff is m

issing." 
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B
ay

lo
r d

id
 n

o
t fo

rg
et to

 fill in
 th

e tim
e as th

ey
 

checked out. 
"T

hank you, gents," the guard said genially. 
"T

hank you, sir," B
aylor answ

ered. 
T

h
ey

 w
alk

ed
 aro

u
n

d
 th

e co
rn

er to
 th

e car. 
"Y

o
u

'd
 b

etter m
o

v
e in

 w
ith

 m
e, B

ay
lo

r," S
essen

a 
said

. "It's safer an
d
 w

e can
 w

o
rk

 b
etter th

at w
ay

. I called
 

the firm
 today and hinted that I w

as off to N
ew

 O
rleans to 

drink absinthe and look up a broad-ass gal I knew
 in the 

F
rench Q

uarter. I m
oved out of m

y apartm
ent into a tw

o-
w

eek sublet in a live and let live neighborhood on the edge 
of the N

egro district. M
olly F

lannery, R
osie D

aw
n to you, 

found it for m
e. It w

ill m
ake a good headquarters until w

e 
settle this thing." 

B
aylor patted 'his pocket. "A

t your service. I have a 
tooth brush and a razor. T

hat's all I need for the m
om

ent, 
other than luck." 

"W
e're g

o
in

g
 to

 m
ak

e o
u

r o
w

n
 lu

ck
," S

essen
a 

grow
led. "A

ll you need is th
e to

o
th

 b
ru

sh
 an

d
 th

e razo
r." 
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N
IN

E
T

E
E

N
 

E
S

S
E

N
A

 
g
estu

red
 to

w
ard

 a tab
le in

 h
is n

ew
ly

 ren
ted

 

apartm
ent. "I've been through our sw

ag. I'm
 not sur-

p
rised

 th
at w

e d
o
n
't h

av
e m

u
ch

. W
h
at I h

o
p
ed

 to
 fin

d
 

w
as a lead as to the location of headquarters for this thing. 

E
v
en

 sp
ies n

eed
 ad

m
in

istrativ
e b

ack
u
p
. W

h
ere d

o
 th

ey
 

photograph the data they steal? W
here do they analyze it 

and reduce it to m
icrodots? W

here are their codes, the rec-

o
rd

s, th
e acco

u
n
ts? E

v
en

 a sp
y
m

aster lik
e P

ro
b
ar can

't 

operate out of a hat and leave no traces." 

H
e lit a cigarette and inhaled its sm

oke thoughtfully. 

"P
robar lives on a large, rather rem

ote estate. T
hat's a real 

possibility. It w
ould fit. T

hey could tuck aw
ay a real opera-

tions central in all of that concrete and garden." 

B
ay

lo
r sat d

o
w

n
 o

n
 a sw

ay
b
ack

ed
 d

ay
b
ed

 th
at 

creaked under his w
eight. "H

ow
 do w

e get inside P
robar's 

h
o
u
se? I w

as th
ere at a v

ery
 civ

ilized
 tete a tete o

v
er 

luncheon not too m
any days ago, and I got the im

pression 

that it could be buttoned up very tight indeed. H
igh w

alls, 
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iro
n
 g

ates, ro
v
in

g
 d

o
g
s, th

at so
rt o

f th
in

g
, a tw

en
tieth

-

century W
uthering H

eights." 
S

essena nodded. "A
dd electrified fences, alarm

s, and 

guards, and you probably have the picture just right." H
e 

poured each of them
 a cup of coffee from

 an electric coffee 

pot on a round table covered w
ith a red and w

hite checked 

o
il clo

th
 an

d
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 in
to

 a scratch
ed

 o
ak

 m
issio

n
-sty

le 

ch
air. H

is ey
es ro

am
ed

 id
ly

 o
v
er th

e ro
o
m

's so
iled

 b
eig

e 

w
allpaper and fixed on a spider w

eb in an upper corner of 

the room
. A

 fly w
as still struggling in it w

eakly, seeking to 

free itself fro
m

 an
 earlier m

isstep
. A

 cru
m

m
y
 ro

o
m

, h
e 

thought, and it sm
ells as crum

m
y as it looks. H

e sipped the 

strong, alm
ost bitter, black coffee and looked at the new

s-

paper he had bought earlier. 
"A

m
 I still o

n
 th

e fro
n
t p

ag
e?" B

ay
lo

r ask
ed

. 

"I w
as h

o
p
in

g
 y

o
u
'd

 b
e b

ack
 am

o
n
g
 th

e n
ew

s o
f 

tariff n
eg

o
tiatio

n
s an

d
 m

in
o
r p

o
litical scan

d
als. It w

o
u
ld

 

m
ak

e it a h
ell o

f a lo
t easier. U

n
fo

rtu
n
ately

, y
o
u
 are still 

front-page new
s though you now

 rank after an A
rizona air 

crash
." S

cssen
a fo

ld
ed

 b
ack

 th
e n

ew
sp

ap
er to

 an
 in

sid
e 

page. 
B

ay
lo

r y
aw

n
ed

 an
d
 stretch

ed
. "I'm

 th
in

k
in

g
 ab

o
u
t 

som
e sleep. M

aybe w
e'll get a bright idea in the m

orning." 

"I've got the bright idea right now
," S

esscna said, sit- 

ting up m
ore erectly and gesturing at the new

spaper w
ith 

h
is co

ffee cu
p
. "O

ld
 lad

y
 P

ro
b
ar h

as h
er h

o
u
se o

n
 th

e 

annual charity tour of 'W
ashington's G

reat H
ouses' tom

or-

row
." H

e beam
ed at B

aylor. "H
ow

 w
ould you like to take 

that in?" 
"I w

o
u
ld

n
't g

et in
sid

e th
e d

o
o
r b

efo
re th

ey
 n

ab
b
ed

 

m
e. T

he P
robars know

 m
e. T

hey probably know
 you too. 

B
esides, you look too m

uch like a cop." 

"Is th
at su

p
p
o
sed

 to
 b

e a co
m

p
lim

en
t?" S

essen
a 

asked evenly. 
"I'm

 ju
st b

ein
g
 realistic. W

e'd
 n

ev
er m

ak
e it as a 

team
." S

essen
a n

o
d
d
ed

. "I h
av

e to
 ag

ree w
ith

 y
o
u
. W

h
at 

ab
o
u
t th

is g
irl frien

d
 o

f y
o
u
rs? C

an
 w

e u
se h

er? C
an

 w
e 

trust her?" 
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"Jiggs?" 
"T

he one you're shacked up w
ith." 

"T
hat's Jiggs. S

he's a brick." 
"I w

as thinking that if you w
ent as a pair you m

ight 
not be noticed. T

one her dow
n to the m

ouse-like w
ife bit. 

Y
ou can w

ear your elem
entary disguise of tonight. P

retend 
you're a round-shouldered architect." 

"A
 round-shouldered architect?" 

"Y
ou get the idea." 

B
aylor sm

iled. "E
lm

er, you floor m
e. Y

ou divide 
architects into erect and round-shouldered?" 

"I have other categories. W
hat I m

ean is, be diffi-
dent, quiet, don't m

eet the eyes of others. If you suggest 
that you aren't im

portant, no one w
ill notice you. In other 

w
ords, be round-shouldered. It helps to keep you in the 

role." "O
h." 

"T
his Jiggs. D

oes she love you?" 
B

aylor flushed. "T
hat's a dirty w

ord in G
eorgetow

n." 
"O

.K
. S

he loves you to the extent that you're em
bar-

rassed because you're such a heel. Is she loyal?" 
"Y

es, and honorable and obedient, too." 
"C

an you telephone her?" 
"Y

es." 
"O

.K
. T

elephone her from
 a pay telephone. G

ive 
her the num

ber and tell her to go out and call that num
ber 

from
 another pay telephone. If w

e're lucky, they haven't 
got her telephone line bugged, but if they have, this w

ill 

throw
 them

 off. H
ave you tw

o ever hit any of the after-
hour night spots in this part of tow

n?" 

"W
e d

ro
p
p
ed

 in
to

 a p
lace n

ear h
ere a co

u
p
le o

f 
w

eek
s ag

o
. It's called

 Jack
so

n
's H

o
le, an

d
 it su

re w
as. 

In
terracial, h

o
m

o
sex

u
al, h

ip
, tu

rn
ed

 o
n
, y

o
u
 n

am
e it." 

"T
ell her w

e'll m
eet her there. D

on't m
ention the 

nam
e. Just identify it as the dum

p you w
ent slum

m
ing in. 

Is it near here?" 
"F

our blocks aw
ay." 

"C
an she take care of herself? W

e're bringing her 
out late into a tough part of tow

n." 
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"A
s w

ell as anyone." 
"T

ell her to carry a big handbag. F
ill it w

ith w
hat 

she needs to stay fem
inine for a few

 days. S
he's m

oving in 

w
ith us. D

on't m
ention m

e. W
e'll surprise her." 

"W
ill d

o
. S

h
e'll b

e g
lad

 to
 b

e a p
art o

f th
is." 

S
essena glanced at his w

ristw
atch. "T

here's no ac-

counting for tastes, but w
e need her. It's three A

.M
. W

hen 

do they close?" 
"T

hat's square talk, baby," B
aylor grinned. "T

hese 

cats never sleep. T
he police never touch the place. B

y defi- 

nition, that w
ould be police brutality." 

"W
e'll m

eet her there at four. C
all from

 the phone 

booth dow
n on the corner. I'll tag along and cover you." 

Jackson's H
ole w

as jam
m

ed w
hen they entered, yet 

the atm
osphere w

as strangely subdued, alm
ost passive. T

he 
five or six tables at the edges of the single room

 w
ere full 

and the bar along one w
all crow

ded. O
n a sm

all platform
 

in the center, a sallow
, bearded N

egro plucked tonelessly at 
a guitar w

hile a pale, anem
ic w

hite girl w
ith long oily dark 

hair sang short disconnected phrases in a m
onotone, m

ore 
or less in com

pany to passages on the guitar. M
ost of the 

crow
d w

as N
egro, though all races w

ere represented. S
es-

sen
a n

o
d
d
ed

 to
 a p

o
w

erfu
l N

eg
ro

 ab
o
u
t six

 feet th
ree 

d
ressed

 in
 a p

lu
m

 co
lo

red
 co

at. H
e w

o
re a v

an
 D

y
k
e 

beard. "Y
ou Jackson?" 

"T
he sam

e." 
S

essena slipped him
 a ten dollar bill and w

inked. "I 

need a table. A
 girl is going to join us in a few

 m
inutes. 

A
ny chance?" 

Jackson pocketed the ten dollars. "I'll set up another 

table. S
upply and dem

and. W
e just com

press those stand-
ing a little m

ore." H
e brought his tw

o huge hands together 

and grinned. "O
ne thing w

e got is togetherness." 
T

hey got a sm
all table that tipped uncertainly and 

three sprung w
ire chairs. S

essena hooked one leg over the 

third chair to keep it from
 w

alking aw
ay w

ith som
e m

em
-

ber of the sw
eaty crow

d that jostled about them
. 
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H
e sipped beer out of the bottle ignoring the cloudy 

g
lass h

e h
ad

 b
een

 fu
rn

ish
ed

. "N
ice cro

w
d
. Jo

y
o
u
s life. 

W
hat w

ould you say they w
ere high on?" 

B
aylor shrugged, "P

ot, L
S

D
, alcohol, banana peel, 

dope, aspirin, m
aybe just the rich, ripe air." 

S
h
o
rtly

 after fo
u
r 

A
.M

. 
Jig

g
s arriv

ed
. S

h
e w

as 
d
ressed

 in
 b

lack
 d

an
cin

g
 tig

h
ts u

n
d
er a p

o
lo

 co
at an

d
 

looked frightened. S
he tightly gripped a large black hand-

bag. 
"I'm

 sorry to bring you into a neighborhood like this 
at this tim

e of night," B
aylor said, holding a chair for her 

w
ith difficulty in the m

illing crow
d. 

"It isn
't th

at, I th
in

k
 I'v

e b
een

 fo
llo

w
ed

." S
h
e said

 
u

n
d

er h
er b

reath
. H

er g
reen

 ey
es fran

k
ly

 ap
p

raised
 S

es-
sena. "W

ho are you?" 
"E

rnie. I'm
 on your side." 

"W
elco

m
e to

 W
ash

in
g

to
n

's m
o

st ex
clu

siv
e cliq

u
e. 

T
here aren't m

any of us left." S
he squeezed S

essena's hairy 
hand and sm

iled at him
. 

"W
ho do you think follow

ed you?" B
aylor lit a ciga-

rette for her across the table. 
"T

hat m
an by the door." 

B
ay

lo
r an

d
 S

essen
a fo

llo
w

ed
 h

er ey
es to

 a d
ap

p
er 

N
egro of about thirty w

ho stood leaning against the w
all by 

the door. H
is eyes w

ere half closed. H
e seem

ed to be w
atch-

ing the girl in the center of the room
 sniging her toneless. 

phrases. "W
here did he start follow

ing you?" 
"I first n

o
ticed

 h
im

 at a sto
p

 lig
h

t at F
ifteen

th
 an

d
 

"M
aybe he w

as trying for a pickup." 
"M

aybe. If so, he'll go aw
ay." 

T
h
ey

 o
rd

ered
 h

er a b
eer. 

"W
e'll leav

e in
 a m

in
u
te," S

essen
a said

. "If h
e fo

l-
low

s us, I'll drop back and take care of him
. I'll m

eet you 
at the apartm

ent." 
Jig

g
s stared

 at h
im

 w
id

e-ey
ed

. "W
ill y

o
u

 b
e all 

right? H
e looks dangerous to m

e." 
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K
." 

• 

S
essena grinned. "N

o strain, little lady. N
o strain at 

all." 
T

he m
an at the door pushed him

self aw
ay from

 the 
w

all he had been leaning against and w
alked in an indolent 

and loose-jointed m
anner through the crow

d tow
ard them

. 
H

e took a chair from
 a nearby table and sat dow

n next to 
Jiggs. H

e grinnned broadly at B
aylor, show

ing even w
hite 

teeth, but said nothing. 
S

essen
a's ey

es stu
d

ied
 h

im
 fo

r a m
o

m
en

t an
d

 th
en

 
dropped to his ow

n hands w
hich w

ere folded before him
. 

T
he silence continued for som

e m
om

ents. 
"W

h
at's o

n
 y

o
u
r m

in
d
?" S

essen
a ask

ed
 at last, h

is 
eyes still on his hands. 

T
h
e N

eg
ro

's g
rin

 w
id

en
ed

, b
u
t h

e d
id

n
't resp

o
n
d
. 

"W
e are g

ettin
g

 u
p

 in
 th

irty
 seco

n
d

s an
d

 leav
in

g
," 

S
essen

a said
. "If y

o
u
 try

 to
 cau

se tro
u
b
le, I'll b

reak
 y

o
u
 

into little pieces." 
T

he N
egro's eyes flicked, but the grin rem

ained fixed 
o
n
 h

is face. H
e cleared

 h
is th

ro
at an

d
 sp

o
k
e in

 strid
en

t 
to

n
es o

v
er th

e so
u
n
d
s o

f th
e ro

o
m

. "H
ey

, lo
o
k
 at th

ese 
honkies) If you don't w

ant to sit w
ith a N

egro, M
r. C

harlie, 
w

hy do you com
e to our part of tow

n?" 
T

h
e g

u
itar p

lay
er an

d
 th

e sin
g
er sto

p
p
ed

 as a h
u
sh

 
fell over the room

. T
he N

egro pushed back his chair w
hich 

toppled over w
ith a crash. H

e appeared to be shaking w
ith 

an
g
er, an

d
 h

e p
o
in

ted
 a fin

g
er at S

essen
a. "T

h
ere sits 

W
hitey," he taunted. "H

e's had his foot on our neck for so 
lo

n
g

, h
e can

't b
eliev

e w
e're try

in
g

 to
 g

et u
p

. W
ell, h

ere's 
one black m

an that thinks he's just as good as W
hitey!" H

e 
leaned over and spat in S

essena's face. 
S

essena turned to B
aylor, the spittle running dow

n 
o
n
e ch

eek
, an

d
 sp

o
k
e in

 an
 icy

, au
th

o
ritativ

e v
o
ice. "G

et 
the girl out of here. I'll follow

. T
his is probably one of the 

opposition's goons trying to create a incident so he'll have 
an excuse to carve us up." 

B
ay

lo
r an

d
 Jig

g
s g

o
t to

 th
eir feet b

u
t th

e N
eg

ro
 

blocked their w
ay. "R

un back to your big houses and your 
rich neighborhoods. Y

ou're laid out and you've been slum
- 
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m
ing, and now

 it's tim
e to go hom

e." H
e shouldered B

aylor, 
ram

m
ing an elbow

 into his stom
ach. "D

on't you touch m
e, 

M
r. C

h
arlie! I w

o
n
't tak

e it. I strik
e b

ack
!" T

w
o
 to

u
g
h
 

N
egroes 

detached 
th

em
selv

es fro
m

 th
e b

ar an
d

 m
o

v
ed

 
tow

ard them
 m

enacingly as the first N
egro spun around to 

sw
ing a right fist into B

aylor's groin. 
A

n iron bar descended w
ith a crunch on the N

egro's 
w

rist as he sw
ung. H

e cried out w
ith pain. H

is hand jerked 
helplessly below

 the shattered bone. Jackson stood tow
er-

ing o
v
er h

im
. "I d

o
n
't k

n
o
w

 w
h
o
 y

o
u
 are, M

ister, b
u
t 

y
o
u
're n

o
 ace. Y

o
u
're n

o
t fro

m
 th

is n
eig

h
b
o
rh

o
o
d
 an

d
 

you're no part of the M
ovem

ent. Y
ou're just trouble. Y

ou're 
bad for business. T

his bar is for everyone. S
o get out!" 

T
h
e N

eg
ro

 h
eld

 h
is b

ro
k
en

 w
rist w

ith
 h

is g
o
o
d
 

hand. "U
ncle T

om
!" H

e spat in a voice heavy w
ith pain. 

"H
e's for W

hitey! G
et him

!" T
he last w

as shouted not to the 
silent, aw

e-struck crow
d, paralyzed by the sudden violence, 

but to the tw
o m

en m
oving in from

 the bar. Jackson turned 
around and threatened them

 w
ith his iron bar. "S

tay w
here 

you are. C
over them

," he said to the barm
an w

ho had laid 
a saw

ed off shot gun across the bar. O
ver his shoulder he 

spoke quietly to S
essena. "G

et out of here. T
here's a door 

at the end of the bar. It leads into the alley. R
un like hell. I 

think these are B
lack P

anther cats." 
S

essena, B
aylor, and Jiggs ran tow

ard the alley door 
as the tw

o m
en edged aw

ay from
 Jackson and then bolted 

for the street door. T
he alley w

as dark and littered w
ith 

boxes, broken glass, and paper. T
hey stood outside the 

door, orienting them
selves, T

here w
as a rustling in som

e 
paper and tw

o rats scurried aw
ay into the darkness. "D

ow
n 

the alley," S
essena said urgently. "T

hose tw
o goons w

ill 
'round the corner from

 the street any second. I'll see you 
at hom

e. B
eat it." 	

. 
Jiggs and B

aylor ran headlong dow
n the alley, w

hile 
S

essena took a knife from
 inside his coat and m

oved deeper 
into the shadow

s as he peered tow
ard the street. T

he goons 
w

o
u
ld

 b
e silh

o
u
etted

 ag
ain

st th
e lig

h
t, h

e th
o
u
g
h
t w

ith
 

satisfaction. E
asy targets. 
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H
e joined B

aylor and Jiggs an hour later. T
he sleeve 

of his coat w
as torn and he w

as lim
ping. "A

re you hurt 
badly, E

rnie?" Jiggs asked solicitously, taking his arm
 as he 

hobbled into the room
. 

"A
 little routine knife w

ork on the other side, strike 
tw

o of theirs. N
o casualties on our side," S

essena said, eas-
ing him

self into a chair. "B
ut I stum

bled on som
ething in 

that G
od dam

ned alley and tw
isted m

y ankle." 
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T
W

E
N

T
Y

 

j
iccs filled

 an
 en

am
eled

 m
etal b

asin
 w

ith
 steam

in
g
 

hot w
ater and gently im

m
ersed S

essena's ankle. "T
hat 

w
ill m

ak
e y

o
u
 m

o
re co

m
fo

rtab
le," sh

e said
 in

 m
o
th

erly
 

tones. "Y
ou'll have to keep your w

eight off it." 

S
essen

a p
u
t a p

iece o
f g

u
m

 in
to

 h
is m

o
u
th

. "F
in

-

ish
ed

 fo
r d

irect actio
n
 an

d
 g

rad
u
ated

 to
 th

e m
asterm

in
d
 

categ
o
ry

 b
y
 a p

iece o
f slip

p
ery

 g
o
o
k
 in

 o
n
e o

f W
ash

in
g
-

ton's lousy alleys." H
e turned to B

aylor. "D
id you fill her 

in?" 
"I to

ld
 h

er th
e w

h
o
le sto

ry
. I th

o
u
g
h
t sh

e d
eserv

ed
 

to know
 w

hy she's risking her life." 
S

essen
a g

lan
ced

 at th
e sm

all, red
-h

ead
ed

 g
irl an

d
 

sp
o
k
e d

ry
ly

. "I th
in

k
 sh

e k
n
ew

 th
e an

sw
er to

 th
at b

efo
re 

she heard the story. R
ight, sis?" 

Jiggs blushed. "T
he C

IA
 know

s all. If you can't go 

back, E
rnie, you can alw

ays w
rite advice to the lovelorn." 

"W
ho's lovelorn?" 

"N
o
t m

e," Jig
g
s said

 h
ap

p
ily

. "I'm
 h

av
in

g
 a b

all." 

S
essen

a p
o
u
red

 m
o
re h

o
t w

ater in
to

 th
e b

asin
 an

d
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w
inced as he shifted position. "It's nearly six A

.M
. A

fter six 

hours of luxurious sleep, you tw
o are going on the W

ash-

in
g
to

n
 H

o
u
se T

o
u
r. If w

e're lu
ck

y
, y

o
u
 can

 g
et in

to
 th

e 

P
robar house w

ith the group. If w
e're even luckier, you can 

leav
e th

e g
ro

u
p
 u

n
n
o
ticed

 an
d
 h

id
e u

n
til th

e h
o
u
se h

as 

settled dow
n for the night. T

hen your job is to go over the 

p
lace, ro

o
m

 b
y
 ro

o
m

, lo
o
k
in

g
 fo

r ev
id

en
ce o

f th
e o

p
era-

tio
n
s o

f th
is sp

y
 rin

g
. W

h
atev

er is th
ere to

 fin
d
 m

u
st b

e 

found tonight. W
e w

on't have a second chance." 
"W

hat are w
e looking for?" Jiggs asked. 

"F
iles, lists, photographs, receipts, transm

itters, pho-

tographic equipm
ent, anything that can tie P

robar into the 

espionage at the P
entagon. B

ring m
e that bag," he gestured 

tow
ard a corner. "I w

ant to give both of you a short course 

in
 h

o
u
seb

reak
in

g
, b

u
rg

lary
, an

d
 m

ay
h
em

, alo
n
g
 w

ith
 th

e 

tools that m
ake it easier." H

e looked at them
 seriously. "I'm

 

so
rry

 th
at I w

o
n
't b

e th
ere to

 b
ack

 y
o
u
 u

p
 as I p

lan
n
ed

, 

b
u
t th

is m
ay

 b
e th

e situ
atio

n
 th

at calls fo
r th

e in
sp

ired
 

am
ateur." 

"G
ifted am

ateur, E
lm

er," B
aylor grinned. 

Is h
is n

am
e E

lm
er?" 

"N
o, Jiggsy. I call him

 that because E
rnie is such a 

long nam
e." 

"Y
ou both are nuts." 

"F
air com

m
ent." 

T
hey joined the first group on the house tour w

hich 

left fro
m

 a G
eo

rg
eto

w
n
 ch

u
rch

 b
y
 b

u
s at tw

o
 P.M

. T
he 

group ran to dow
agers in flow

ered hats and elderly m
en in 

carefully unpressed, im
m

aculate tw
eed jackets. Jiggs, in her 

b
lack

 tig
h
ts an

d
 a sw

eater u
n
d
er h

er p
o
lo

 co
at, w

o
re n

o
 

m
ake-up and concealed her red hair under a closely draw

n 

b
lack

 w
o
o
l scarf. B

ay
lo

r w
o
re h

is g
lasses w

ith
 th

e p
lain

 

lenses and a dusty, rather shapeless felt hat. In one pocket 

of his coat he w
as aw

are of the unfam
iliar bulk of S

essena's 

p
isto

l. In
 th

e o
th

er w
as a co

m
p
act b

u
rg

lar's k
it an

d
 a 

cam
era w

ith a sensitive lens. T
hey rem

ained quietly at the 

rear o
f th

e to
u
rin

g
 g

ro
u
p
, sp

eak
in

g
 to

 each
 o

th
er in

fre-

q
u
en

tly
. T

h
ey

 w
ere u

n
n
o
ticed

 b
y
 th

e rem
ain

d
er o

f th
e 
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g
ro

u
p
 w

h
o
 h

ad
 fo

u
n
d
 n

u
m

ero
u
s acq

u
ain

tan
ces to

 w
h
o
m

 
they could prattle happily about antiques as w

ell as trans-
planted E

uropean architecture and gardens. 
T

he bus craw
led slow

ly around G
eorgetow

n, K
alo-

ram
a, and S

pring V
alley before it m

oved tow
ard F

oxhall 
R

o
ad

. T
h

ey
 d

ro
v

e th
ro

u
g

h
 th

e g
reat iro

n
 g

ates o
f th

e 
P

ro
b
ar estate at fo

u
r-tw

en
ty

 an
d
 sto

p
p
ed

 in
 fro

n
t o

f th
e 

house. T
h

e to
u

r, co
n

fin
ed

 b
eh

in
d

 red
 v

elv
et ro

p
es, w

as 
lim

ited to the dow
nstairs room

s. T
his w

as the last house on 
the tour, and tea w

as to be served in the breakfast room
 by 

hostesses of the ladies auxiliary of the sponsoring charity. 
A

fter tea, they w
ere to leave the house by a side door and 

w
alk around the corner to the w

aiting bus for the return to 
G

eorgetow
n. 

T
hey trailed into the building behind the group and 

follow
ed them

 along w
ell-cordoned w

alkw
ays through the 

larg
e, o

p
u
len

t ro
o
m

s. In
 each

 ro
o
m

 an
 alert, h

ard
-faced

 
m

an
 sto

o
d
 w

atch
in

g
 n

o
 o

n
e an

d
 ev

ery
o
n
e, h

an
d
s clasp

ed
 

loosely behind his back. P
lain clothes professionals, B

aylor 
th

o
u

g
h

t, h
ired

 to
 p

ro
tect th

e h
o

u
se d

u
rin

g
 th

e to
u

r. O
r 

w
ere th

ey
 p

erm
an

en
t m

em
b
ers o

f P
ro

b
ar's g

o
o
n
 sq

u
ad

? 
A

fter last night, there w
ere a few

 vacancies. B
aylor grinned 

w
ith satisfaction. 

In
ex

o
rab

ly
 th

ey
 m

o
v

ed
 th

ro
u

g
h

 th
e ro

o
m

s to
w

ard
 

tea and an ignom
inious exit. T

here w
as no opportunity to 

leav
e th

e g
ro

u
p
. E

v
en

 lin
g
erin

g
 in

 o
n
e o

f th
e ro

o
m

s w
as 

unw
ise. It w

ould be noticed. T
hey filed into the breakfast 

room
. D

iggs turned concerned eyes to his. "W
h

at are w
e 

going to do, T
ony?" she asked in a,. low

 voice. 
B

aylor sm
iled at her brilliantly as if he w

ere m
aking 

light conversation and spoke softly. "W
hen I w

as here for 
lunch, I rem

em
ber the butler bringing up a bottle of w

ine 
th

ro
u
g
h
 th

at d
o
o
r o

p
en

in
g
 o

ff th
e h

allw
ay

 lead
in

g
 to

 th
e 

k
itch

en
 w

in
g

. T
h

e d
o

o
r m

ay
 o

p
en

 o
n

to
 a stairw

ay
 to

 th
e 

cellars. I'm
 going to create a little-confusion. T

hanks to the 
serving of refreshm

ents, w
e aren't cordoned off here. L

et's 
'et o

u
r tea an

d
 d

rift o
v

er b
y

 th
e h

allw
ay

. T
h

e in
stan

t th
e 

cro
w

d
 is d

istracted
, w

e'll ru
n
 d

o
w

n
 th

e h
allw

ay
 an

d
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through the door. I hope to G
od it's unlocked. If it's locked 

or w
e're noticed, pretend w

e just reacted nervously to ex-
citem

ent, thought it w
as a bom

b or som
ething." 

D
iggs nodded and laughed lightly as if he had said 

som
ething am

using. T
hey received their tea from

 a sm
iling 

h
o
stess b

y
 th

e tea u
rn

 w
h
o
 sm

iled
 an

d
 b

esto
w

ed
 u

p
o
n
 

them
 a little Junior L

eague pleasantry. T
hey drifted back 

tow
ard the hallw

ay. B
aylor took his cup from

 the saucer, 
p

laced
 it in

 th
e p

alm
 o

f h
is rig

h
t h

an
d

, an
d

 g
av

e it an
 

u
n
d
erh

an
d
 to

ss o
v
er th

e h
ead

s o
f th

e ch
atterin

g
 g

ro
u
p
 

to
w

ard
 th

e h
o

stess b
y

 th
e tea u

rn
. It arced

 h
ig

h
 in

 th
e air 

and then fell, creating a loud, unexpected explosion of hot 
tea and china in the m

iddle of the tea table. "N
ow

!" B
aylor 

said. T
hey turned on their heels and ran dow

n the hallw
ay. 

O
n
 reach

in
g
 th

e d
o
o
r, B

ay
lo

r w
ren

ch
ed

 at its k
n
o
b
. T

h
e 

door opened. H
e closed it quietly and quickly behind them

. 
T

hey plunged dow
n the stairs into the darkness. A

t the foot 
of the steps, they paused to listen. O

ver their rapid breath-
in

g
 th

ey
 co

u
ld

 sen
se ex

citem
en

t an
d
 h

ear rap
id

 fo
o
tfalls 

above them
. B

ut the door to the cellar rem
ained shut, and 

th
e cellar lig

h
ts d

id
 n

o
t flare in

to
 su

d
d
en

 b
rig

h
tn

ess. 
"T

h
at w

as a lo
n

g
 sh

o
t," B

ay
lo

r w
h

isp
ered

 after a 
m

om
ent. "W

e m
ay get aw

ay w
ith it." 

T
hey w

aited. F
ive m

inutes passed. T
hey could hear 

the group leaving. T
here w

as a jum
bled shuffling of feet, 

then silence. 
"D

o
 y

o
u
 th

in
k
 th

ey
 saw

 u
s?" D

ig
g
s ask

ed
, h

er lip
s 

touching his ear. "W
ill they com

e after us now
?" 

"I don't know
. L

et's find a place to hide." H
e turned 

on a flashlight. Its beaw
s penetrated only a short w

ay into 
th

e cav
ern

o
u
s sp

aces u
n
d
er th

e h
o
u
se. "F

o
llo

w
 m

e," h
e 

said
, m

o
v

in
g

 slo
w

ly
 aw

ay
 fro

m
 th

e stairs. T
h

ey
 w

alk
ed

 
cautiously dow

n a center passagew
ay about fourteen feet 

w
ide. T

he cellar w
as broken up into com

partm
ents by thick 

w
alls of brick w

hich supported the m
ain beam

s and joists. 
S

o
m

e o
f th

ese co
m

p
artm

en
ts h

ad
 b

een
 fin

ish
ed

 o
ff w

ith
 

h
eav

y
 o

ak
 d

o
o

rs fo
r sto

rag
e p

u
rp

o
ses. O

th
ers rem

ain
ed

 
open to the center passagew

ay. A
s they passed, B

aylor tried 
each door. E

ach opened onto unexceptional accum
ulations 
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