
of garden furniture, gardening tools, discarded china, and 

o
ld

 b
o
o
k
s. E

v
en

 th
e d

o
o
r to

 th
e w

in
e cellar fell o

p
en

 

easily. "W
e'll h

id
e in

 th
e ro

o
m

 w
ith

 th
e g

ard
en

 to
o
ls,", 

B
ay

lo
r w

h
isp

ered
. "In

 m
id

w
in

ter n
o
 o

n
e w

ill b
e lik

ely
 to

 

use it." T
hey entered a room

 sm
elling faintly of fertilizer, 

lo
am

, an
d
 in

secticid
es an

d
 sat d

o
w

n
 o

n
 a p

ile o
f g

u
n
n
y
-

sacks to w
ait. C

om
plete silence had settled over the house. • 

"H
o
w

 lo
n
g
 m

u
st w

e w
ait, T

o
n
y
?" Jig

g
s ask

ed
 n

er-

vously. "A
n
' h

o
u
r o

r so
, p

erh
ap

s lo
n
g
er. If th

e P
ro

b
ars are 

d
in

in
g
 o

u
t to

n
ig

h
t—

an
d
 sin

ce th
e h

o
u
se to

u
r w

as h
ere 

to
d
ay

, I su
sp

ect th
at th

ey
 are—

th
e serv

an
ts w

ill retire to
 

their w
ing soon. If the P

robars return here for dinner, w
e'll 

be w
orking late." 

S
he w

iggled next to him
. "I don't m

ind."1 

"N
either do I." 

"I w
ish I could have a cigarette." 

"S
o
 d

o
 I, b

u
t n

o
t a ch

an
ce. T

h
ey

 m
ig

h
t n

o
tice th

e 

sm
ell." A

fter a few
 m

inutes Jiggs began to trem
ble. 

"W
hat's the m

atter, honey?" 

"I think w
e're out of our class, T

ony. W
hat can peo- 

ple like us do to stop people like this? T
hey're so rich, so 

pow
erful, so ruthless." 	

• 

"W
e'll k

n
o
w

 w
h
en

 th
e n

ig
h
t is o

v
er, Jig

g
sy

. B
u
t 

rem
em

ber, I haven't a choice. E
ven if I called it quits right 

now
, I couldn't go back to m

y little niche and leave it up to 

S
essena. I'm

 w
anted for m

urder." 

Jig
g
s sq

u
eezed

 h
is h

an
d
 in

 th
e d

ark
. "I fo

rg
o
t. I'm

 

doing this for T
ony B

aylor, not 'w
orld freedom

.' It sort of 

brings it dow
n to m

y size." 
H

e drew
 her to him

 and kissed her on the tip of her 

nose. "T
hanks." 

"I can't help it if I think sm
all. I'm

 no Joan of A
rc. I 

just bite and scratch for people I like." 
"L

ike?" 
"L

ove." 
H

is firm
 lips-  pressed against her soft yielding ones, 
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and they lay back together on the dusty sacks. "T
here are 

w
orse w

ays to pass the tim
e," he m

urm
ured. 

"S
o
rt o

f p
o
rtab

le en
tertain

m
en

t." S
h
e b

it h
is ear 

gently. "B
etter?" 

"U
h huh. T

his I know
." 

W
h
en

 h
e lo

o
k
ed

 at th
e rad

iu
m

-illu
m

in
ated

 d
ial o

f 

his w
ristw

atch it w
as seven-thirty. "W

e're going to have to 

go to w
ork, sw

eetheart, N
o m

ore m
oonlight and roses in an 

indoor potting shed." 
S

he stretched and stroked the back of his neck W
ith 

her finger tips. "I am
 beginning to like it here." 

H
e got to his feet and held out a hand for her in the 

darkness. "U
p w

e go." 
"W

hat do w
e do now

?" 
"W

e'll h
av

e to
 fin

d
 a w

ay
 o

u
t o

f th
is cellar. T

h
e 

stairs w
e cam

e d
o
w

n
 are to

o
 clo

se to
 th

e serv
an

ts' w
in

g
. 

W
e m

ight be seen." T
hey reentered the center passagew

ay 

o
f th

e cellar. A
t th

e far en
d
, it b

ran
ch

ed
 sh

arp
ly

 to
 th

e 

right. H
eavy steel bulkheads reaching from

 the floor to the 

ceiling blocked their w
ay. 

"W
hat are those?" Jiggs w

hispered. 
B

ay
lo

r p
lay

ed
 h

is flash
lig

h
t ab

o
u
t. "I th

in
k
 th

at is 

the exterior of one side of the sw
im

m
ing pool. A

s I rem
em

-

b
er it fro

m
 th

e d
ay

 I h
ad

 lu
n
ch

 h
ere, th

ere w
as an

 in
d
o
o
r 

p
o
o
l an

d
 a so

lariu
m

 in
 a w

in
g
 o

p
p
o
site th

e b
reak

fast 

room
. " Jiggs shivered. "L

et's hope it doesn't spring a leak. 

T
h
ere m

u
st b

e to
n
s o

f w
ater b

eh
in

d
 th

o
se steel w

alls." 

B
aylor m

oved about. "Y
es, here's the w

ater heater 

and the filtering system
." H

e placed one hand on a narrow
 

steel lad
d
er w

h
ich

 ro
se u

p
 to

w
ard

 th
e ceilin

g
 ad

jacen
t to

 

o
n
e o

f th
e steel b

u
lk

h
ead

s. "H
o
ld

 th
is lig

h
t, Jig

g
sy

, I'm
 

going to clim
b this. It m

ay be the pool area." 
Jig

g
s p

lay
ed

 th
e lig

h
t b

eam
 o

n
 h

im
 as h

e clim
b
ed

. 

A
t th

e to
p
 o

f th
e lad

d
er h

e p
au

sed
 an

d
 th

en
 d

escen
d
ed

 

again. "T
here's a trapdoor up there that I im

agine leads to 

the pool. I need som
ething to pry it open. W

ait here until I 

can look in the garden tool room
." 

1
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"W
ait, nothing," Jiggs said positively. "I'll go w

ith 
you." 

T
hey returned in a few

 m
inutes w

ith a tw
elve-inch 

p
ru

n
in

g
 k

n
ife m

o
u
n
ted

 o
n
 th

e en
d
 o

f a six
-fo

o
t p

o
le. Its 

cu
rv

ed
 en

d
 an

d
 in

sid
e ed

g
e w

as razo
r sh

arp
. B

ay
lo

r 
m

o
u
n
ted

 th
e lad

d
er ag

ain
 an

d
 w

o
rk

ed
 w

ith
- th

e k
n
ife 

ag
ain

st th
e trap

d
o
o

r w
h
ile Jig

g
s h

eld
 th

e lig
h

t b
eam

 o
n

 
h

im
 fro

m
 th

e fo
o

t o
f th

e lad
d

er. S
h

e co
u

ld
 h

ear m
etal 

scrap
e ag

ain
st m

etal, th
en

 w
ith

 a g
ratin

g
 so

u
n

d
 th

e trap
 

d
o
o
r o

p
en

ed
. B

ay
lo

r so
u
n
d
lessly

 raised
 it a crack

. H
e 

pushed it open and disappeared from
 view

. 
"H

eyl" she said in alarm
 under her breath. S

hoving 
th

e flash
lig

h
t in

to
 h

er co
at p

o
ck

et, sh
e h

u
rried

ly
 clim

b
ed

 
u

p
 th

e lad
d

er after h
im

. S
h

e em
erg

ed
 in

to
 a h

u
g

e q
u

iet 
ro

o
m

. T
h

ere w
as th

e so
u

n
d

 o
f ru

n
n

in
g

 w
ater, an

d
 in

 th
e 

light of a quarter m
oon, she sensed alm

ost as m
uch as she 

saw
 th

e sw
im

m
in

g
 p

o
o
l b

efo
re h

er. W
ater w

as g
u
sh

in
g
 

fro
m

 th
e m

o
u
th

 o
f a sto

n
e h

ead
 at th

e en
d
 o

f th
e p

o
o
l. 

B
ay

lo
r ex

ten
d

ed
 h

is h
an

d
 an

d
 h

elp
ed

 h
er th

ro
u

g
h

 th
e 

trapdoor. 
"I think w

e can enter the house from
 here. W

e're on 
the opposite side of the house from

 the servants' w
ing." O

n 
three sides, the pool w

as enclosed by great glass w
indow

s 
w

hich rose from
 ground level, and, curving inw

ard, form
ed 

a p
o
rtio

n
 o

f th
e ro

o
f. T

h
e fo

u
rth

 sid
e o

f th
e g

reat ro
o
m

, 
ru

n
n

in
g

 alo
n

g
 th

e len
g

th
 o

f th
e p

o
o

l an
d

 n
earest to

 th
e 

h
o
u
se, w

as a w
in

d
o
w

less w
all. In

 th
is w

all th
ey

 fo
u
n
d
 a 

d
o

o
r. It o

p
en

ed
 n

o
iselessly

 in
to

 a lo
n

g
 g

allery
 w

ith
 w

in
-

d
o
w

s o
n
 th

e left sid
e an

d
 a series o

f d
o
o
rs lead

in
g
 to

 
changing room

s on the right. T
heir footfalls as they m

oved,  
cau

tio
u

sly
 alo

n
g

 w
ere m

u
ffled

 b
y

 w
o

v
en

 m
attin

g
 o

n
 th

e 
floor. 

A
t the end of the gallery, they 'clim

bed a short flight 
of stairs <

.%
(1 entered the house. T

hey w
ere in a w

ood pan-
elled library w

hich they had seen briefly on the house tour 
from

 a cordoned alcove. A
 single lam

p had been lit near a 
reading chair in the corner, casting a sm

all puddle of light 
in

 th
e sh

ad
o

w
s. T

h
ey

 sto
o

d
 im

m
o

b
ile an

d
 listen

ed
. T

h
e 

sh
o
rt p

en
d
u
lu

m
 o

f a clo
ck

 o
n
 th

e m
an

tel sw
u
n
g
 q

u
ick

ly
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back and forth, the sound of its ticking am
plified in the si-

len
ce. A

t th
e o

th
er en

d
 o

f th
e h

o
u
se, th

ey
 co

u
ld

 h
ear th

e 
voices and laughter of the servants. T

he P
robars w

ere out 
and the help w

as relaxing. A
 telephone rang shrilly in the 

distance. S
om

eone answ
ered it on the second ring. 

B
aylor put his m

outh close to Jiggs' ear. "Y
ou take 

o
n
e h

alf o
f th

is ro
o
m

. I'll tak
e th

e o
th

er h
alf. If y

o
u
 see 

anything interesting, let m
e know

. W
e'll try to do all of the 

room
s, if our luck holds." 
"W

h
at ab

o
u

t th
e k

itch
en

 an
d

 th
e serv

an
ts' w

in
g

?" 
"T

hat's im
possible, but there's only one chance in a 

th
o

u
san

d
 th

at w
h

at w
e are lo

o
k

in
g

 fo
r is in

 th
e serv

an
ts' 

w
in

g
. If it ex

ists, it's in
 th

is en
d

 o
f th

e h
o

u
se u

n
d

er lo
ck

 
and key." 

T
h

ey
 ex

am
in

ed
 th

e lib
rary

 an
d

 th
e d

raw
in

g
 ro

o
m

s 
on the first floor. T

hen they silently m
ounted the heavily 

carpeted m
ain staircase to the second floor and entered one 

by one the bedroom
s opening off a center hall w

hich ran 
the length of the house. T

hey w
ere uninterrupted, except 

for a short, breathless w
ait in a closet w

hile a m
aid turned 

dow
n the beds in each of the tw

o bedroom
s opening off a 

sm
all sitting room

. 
It w

as past nine o'clock w
hen B

aylor shook his head 
in discouragem

ent. "N
othing. N

ot a dam
n thing." 

"H
ow

 about secret passages, T
ony?" Jiggs said, her 

eyes shining. 
"Y

o
u
'v

e b
een

 read
in

g
 to

o
 m

an
y
 ro

m
an

tic n
o
v
els. 

T
h

is h
o

u
se w

as b
u

ilt in
 th

e fifties, lo
n

g
 after secret p

as-
sages." "W

e b
u

ilt air-raid
 sh

elters in
 th

e fifties," sh
e said

 
stubbornly. "W

hat if they built an air-raid shelter and used 
it as a co

m
m

an
d
 p

o
st? T

h
e co

n
tracto

r w
o
u
ld

n
't k

n
o
w

 th
e 

difference and they could hire servants that w
ouldn't know

 
it existed." 

B
ay

lo
r stared

 at h
er. "Y

o
u

 k
n

o
w

, Jig
g

sy
, m

ay
b

e 
you're right. A

n air-raid shelter w
ould be a perfect excuse 

for all they w
ould need, separate ventilation and electrical 

sy
stem

s, rad
io

 an
ten

n
ae, firep

ro
o
f d

o
o
rs. If it ex

ists, it 
w

ould have to open off one of the ground floor room
s. L

et's 

183 



g
o
 th

ro
u
g
h
 th

em
 ag

ain
 an

d
 see if w

e can
 fin

d
 so

m
e u

n
-

acco
u
n
ted

 fo
r sp

ace th
at co

u
ld

 co
n
ceal th

e en
tran

ce." 

T
hey returned quietly to the first floor and carefully 

p
aced

 o
ff th

e ro
o
m

s. O
th

er th
an

 p
ro

v
id

in
g
 fo

r sh
allo

w
 

sto
rag

e clo
sets an

d
 d

eep
 set w

in
d
o
w

s, th
e w

alls w
ere of 

conventional thickness. "A
ll that's left is the pool house," 

B
aylor w

hispered. "T
hen w

e've had it." 
T

h
ey

 reen
tered

 th
e p

o
o
l h

o
u
se. In

 th
e d

ark
n
ess, to

 

the sound of w
ater splashing into the pool, they paced off 

th
e in

terio
r o

f th
e w

in
d
o
w

less w
all. B

ay
lo

r w
o
rk

ed
 w

ith
 

o
n
e o

f th
e g

lass d
o
o
rs o

p
en

in
g
 in

to
 th

e g
ard

en
 an

d
 u

n
-

bolted it. H
e slipped outside and paced off the exterior of 

the w
indow

less w
all. H

is voice held an edge of excitem
ent 

w
hen he reentered the pool house. "T

his series of cabinets," 

he gestured, "is against a w
all eighteen inches thick, but in 

the corner opposite the gallery, the w
all sw

ings outw
ard in 

an arc. T
here is a space several feet w

ide to be accounted 

fo
r. It m

ay
 ju

st h
o
ld

 m
ach

in
ery

 fo
r th

e p
o
o
l o

r it m
ay

 b
e 

th
e en

tran
ce to

 th
e u

n
d
erg

ro
u
n
d
 ro

o
m

 th
at w

e're lo
o
k
in

g
 

for." H
e ran his hands over the sm

ooth m
arble panels that 

covered that portion of the w
all. "N

othing," he m
uttered. 

H
e began his exam

ination again using the flashlight spar-

ingly. A
fter fifteen desperate, fruitless m

inutes, he straight-

ened up and w
iped his face w

ith a handkerchief. "T
here's 

got to be a door here som
ew

here, but w
here in hell is it?" 

"It m
ay be electrical," Jiggs said. "W

here's the light 

sw
itch? It m

ight be on the sam
e panel." S

he m
oved aw

ay 

in the darkness. 
T

h
e o

v
erh

ead
 lig

h
ts • o

f th
e g

reat ro
o
m

 su
d
d
en

ly
 

flared
 o

n
, m

o
m

en
tarily

 b
lin

d
in

g
 th

em
. A

s B
ay

lo
r's ey

es 

adjusted to the light, he found him
self looking across the 

en
d
 o

f th
e p

o
o
l at a tall, g

o
o
d
-lo

o
k
in

g
 m

an
 w

h
o
 h

ad
 en

-

tered
 b

y
 th

e g
allery

 d
o
o
r. Jig

g
s, seek

in
g
 th

e lig
h
t sw

itch
, 

h
ad

 m
o
v
ed

 b
ey

o
n
d
 th

e d
o
o
r b

efo
re it o

p
en

ed
 an

d
 w

as 

behind the m
an, staring w

hite faced over his shoulder. H
e 

looked fam
iliar to B

aylor. It w
as B

oyd R
aaff. 

"H
ow

 are things on the H
ill?" B

aylor asked inanely. 

H
is forced grin felt w

ooden. "I see you didn't get m
urdered 

by the boogey-m
en." 
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"I w
en

t to
 a lo

t o
f tro

u
b
le to

 frig
h
ten

 a little sen
se 

into you, B
aylor. T

oo bad it failed. E
ither I'm

 a bad actor 

or you are hopelessly stupid. L
eaving that trapdoor into the 

cellar open suggests that you're stupid." 
"R

ight now
 I feel pretty stupid." 

"I w
o
u
ld

 th
in

k
 so

. Y
o
u
 w

ere a fo
o
l to

 co
m

e h
ere, 

B
aylor. Y

ou w
ere a fool to press your luck w

hen you didn't 

even know
 w

hat the score w
as." 

"I know
 w

hat the score is now
." 

"Y
our side is losing." 

"It looks that w
ay." 

R
aaff g

estu
red

 w
ith

 a p
isto

l h
e h

eld
 in

 h
is h

an
d
. 

"M
ove over here. W

e're going bye-bye." 
O

ut of the corner of his eye, B
aylor could see Jiggs 

inching along the edge of the pool tow
ard R

aaff. H
e forced 

h
im

self to
 lo

o
k
 straig

h
t ah

ead
. "W

h
ere are. w

e g
o
in

g
?" 

"T
hat's no concern of yours, B

aylor. A
ll you need to 

know
 is that this is the end of the line." 
"Y

ou treat m
e right and you m

ight learn som
ething 

in
terestin

g
." H

e co
u
ld

 sen
se Jig

g
s o

n
ly

 a few
 feet aw

ay
. 

"R
eally? Y

ou have nothing to tell us." 

"I know
 w

hat the C
IA

 is doing about you." 

R
aaff laughed. "S

o do I. N
othing." H

e gestured w
ith 

the pistol. "M
ove. I'm

 in a hurry." 
Jiggs had edged close enough. S

he threw
 herself on 

R
aaff, thrusting his gun arm

 up and sinking her teeth into 

the forearm
 as she w

rapped both legs about his torso. R
aaff 

g
av

e a startled
 cry

 o
f p

ain
. T

h
e g

u
n
 d

ro
p
p
ed

 in
to

 th
e 

sw
im

m
in

g
 p

o
o
l. H

e stag
g
ered

 a m
o
m

en
t b

efo
re h

e flu
n
g
 

Jiggs from
 him

. S
he struck her head on the pool's coping 

an
d
 ro

lled
 o

v
er o

n
ce b

efo
re ly

in
g
 still, o

n
e h

an
d
 trailin

g
 

over the pool's edge into the w
ater. 

B
ay

lo
r h

ad
 m

o
v
ed

 rap
id

ly
 aro

u
n
d
 th

e p
o
o
l to

w
ard

 

R
aaff, but before he could reach him

 he had recovered. H
e 

w
hipped out a knife and, crouching, began to m

ove tow
ard 

B
aylor. H

is handsom
e face w

as distorted and his eyes w
ere 

sw
o
llen

, th
e p

u
p
ils d

ilated
 in

 h
o
m

icid
al fu

ry
. "F

irst y
o
u
, 

then the.girl," he said thickly. 
B

ay
lo

r b
eg

an
 to

 retreat. S
o
m

ew
h
ere—

h
e g

lan
ced
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frantically around him
. H

is eyes fell on the pruning knife 
th

at h
e h

ad
 u

sed
 to

 p
ry

 o
p
en

 th
e trap

d
o
o
r to

 th
e p

o
o
l 

house. H
e ran and seized it as R

aaff lunged for him
 w

ith 
the knife. B

aylor sw
ung the clum

sy six-foot shaft in a w
ide 

arc, tw
isting his body to gain m

axim
um

 m
om

entum
. T

he 
razor-sharp inside edge of the hooked knife caught R

aaff in 
the center of the neck. It sliced effortlessly into the jugular 
vein before it stopped. T

he im
pact, and R

aaff's forw
ard 

m
om

entum
, w

renched the handle from
 B

aylor's hands. 
R

aaff staggered another step forw
ard, a stricken look on his 

face, then w
ith the long handle of the pruning knife ex-

tending grotesquely from
 his half severed head, ho fell 

sidew
ise into the pool. A

 heavy red stream
 of blood gush-

in
g

 fro
m

 h
is n

eck
 m

ad
e a b

ro
ad

, trailin
g

 rib
b

o
n

 in
 th

e 
w

ater above the body as it settled to the bottom
. 

B
aylor stared aghast at the body in the pool. A

s he 
recovered from

 his sense of personal danger and realized 
w

h
at h

e h
ad

 d
o
n
e, a w

av
e o

f n
au

sea sw
ep

t o
v
er h

im
. 

H
e fought to keep from

 retching, H
e took several deep 

breaths, then ran around the pool to Jiggs and scooped 
w

ater from
 the pool to her face. S

he stirred as her eyes flut-
tered open. "W

hat? W
hat?" A

s recollection flooded over 
her she sat up abruptly. "W

here is he?' 
B

aylor gestured to the dark figure at the bottom
 of 

the pool. 
Jiggs stared. "Is he—

?" 
"Y

es." 
S

h
e p

aled
, p

u
t a b

an
d
 to

 h
er m

o
u
th

, an
d
 th

en
 

gaining control of herself, drew
 a trem

ulous breath. "G
ood. 

I didn't like him
." B

aylor began to strip dow
n. "W

hat are 
you going to do, T

ony?" 
"I'm

 going in after R
aaff," he said, his voice still 

unsteady. 
"W

hy, for G
od's sake? H

e's dead." 
"I w

an
t to

 see w
hat be had on him

. K
eys m

aybe. 
W

e m
ay need them

." 
"O

h." 
B

ay
lo

r g
ritted

 h
is teeth

 an
d

 d
o

v
e n

ak
ed

 in
to

 th
e 
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bloodied w
ater. H

e tow
ed R

aaff's body to the shallow
 end, 

felt through his pockets, and rem
oved a set of keys. T

hen 
he let him

 sink again, the body com
ing to rest at the three 

foot depth, the pruning knife handle protruding upw
ard at 

an angle out of the w
ater. 

B
aylor sw

am
 to the uncontam

inated part of the pool 
and cleansed him

self, then he pulled him
self up onto the 

pool's coping, breathing in little gasps. 
Jiggs rubbed the side of her head as B

aylor dressed. 
"I think I'm

 going to have a goose-egg." 
"H

ow
 do you feel?" 

"O
.K

. T
he dizzy feeling is leaving." 

"O
h, for G

od's sake," he said. 
"W

hat?" 
B

ay
lo

r b
ro

u
g
h
t h

is h
an

d
 o

u
t o

f h
is co

at p
o
ck

et. 
"H

ere's the gun S
essena gave m

e. I forgot all about it." 
Jiggs began to laugh w

eakly. "O
h, T

onyl" 
B

aylor grinned shakily. "A
ctually, the pruning knife 

w
as better than the gun even if it w

as gory. T
he gun w

ould 
have at tracted attention." 

Jiggs nodded, the tension escaping from
 her as both 

tears and laughter. 
"M

aybe S
essena is right. It's the inspired am

ateur 
w

e need. N
ot the gifted am

ateur," B
aylor added bleakly. 

Jiggs kissed him
. "C

om
e on, tough guy. It's a long 

night. Inspired or gifted or clubfooted. W
e're all w

e got." 
H

e hugged her. "Just before R
aaff w

alked through 
that door, you said som

ething very intelligent, Jiggs. W
hat 

w
as it?" 

S
he thought. "I said that the hidden door m

ight be 
electrical." 

B
aylor took out R

aaff's keys and exam
ined them

. H
e 

held up a three-inch piece of m
etal, one-eighth of an inch 

square w
ith a slightly fluted end. "T

his m
ay be a device for 

turning on an electrical sw
itch." T

hey m
oved around the 

edge of the pool house looking for a sm
all hole into w

hich 
the m

etal w
ould fit. In the glow

 of the electric lights they 
could see for the first tim

e that the pool house w
as deco- 
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rated in designs resem
bling. B

yzantine m
osaics in silver and 

gold on blue m
arble. B

iblical figures in bas-relief decorated 
the huge w

indow
less w

all. 
T

hey slow
ly exam

ined the w
all again. "I still can't 

find anything this gadget w
ould fit in," B

aylor said desper-
ately. Jiggs w

as looking at the w
ater flooding out of the 

gaping m
outh of the stone head at the end of the pool. It 

w
as the head of L

ucifer. "Isn't that ugly? It fits the place 
exactly." 

B
aylor contem

plated it m
orosely. "H

ot fire should be 

com
ing out of the m

outh, not w
ater. O

r lightening bolts." 

H
is expression changed and his inspection of the L

ucifer 

head becam
e m

ore intense. H
e turned to Jiggs, a note of 

elation in his voice. "I think I've got the answ
er. T

here's a 

sm
all h

o
le in

 th
e p

u
p
il o

f L
u
cifer's ey

e." W
ith

 sh
ak

in
g
 

hands, he inserted the thin shaft of m
etal. It w

ent into the 

hole easily and stopped. H
e tried to turn it but it refused to 

budge. H
e hesitated, then pushed the m

etal inw
ard w

ith a 

sharp thrust. T
here w

as a very distinct click. S
om

e tw
enty 

feet aw
ay, the m

arble panelled w
all sw

ung slightly ajar. 

"W
e've found it. W

e've found it!" Jiggs's voice w
as 

exultant. She kissed B
aylor on the cheek. T

hey sw
itched off 

the pool house lights and sw
ung the panelled w

all all the 

w
ay open. A

 circular iron staircase curved dow
n into a w

ell 

about tw
enty feet deep. A

t the bottom
 of the staircase w

as 

a steel door. B
aylor fum

bled w
ith R

aaff's keys in the light 

of the flashlight and found one to fit the lock. T
he door slid 

open noiselessly on finely honed ball bearings. B
aylor 

groped for a light sw
itch and flipped it on. T

he glow
 of 

light revealed a room
 about fifteen feet square w

ith radio 

receiving and transm
itting equipm

ent3  filing cabinets, and a 
lo

n
g
 lab

o
rato

ry
 ty

p
e w

o
rk

 b
en

ch
. A

 b
ro

ad
 g

rin
 sp

read
 

slow
ly over his face and seizing Jiggs under the arm

s, he 

lifted
 h

er h
ig

h
 in

 th
e air an

d
 k

issed
 h

er o
n
 th

e lip
s. 

"W
e've got them

!" he said exultantly. "W
e've got 

them
!" A

 hurried inspection of the room
 revealed a sm

all 
photographer's 

d
ark

 ro
o
m

 an
d
 n

u
m

ero
u
s co

m
p
licated
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pieces of photography equipm
ent including a series of 

pow
erful lens. 

T
h
e filin

g
 cab

in
ets w

ere lo
ck

ed
, b

u
t h

e so
o
n
 

opened them
 w

ith a jim
m

y from
 the kit of burglar tools 

S
essena had given him

. H
urriedly he rifled through the 

files, extracted several, and laid them
 on the laboratory 

table for closer inspection. A
fter several m

inutes of careful 

exam
ination, he turned to Jiggs. "I'm

 going to photograph 

these w
ith S

essena's cam
era. B

ring that portable light over 

here, Jiggsy, and then hold these pages flat under the light 

w
hile I click aw

ay." 
"W

hat are they?" 
"R

ecords of the organization, assignm
ents of agents, 

am
ounts paid. N

o nam
es m

entioned, only num
bers, but it 

m
ay m

ake sense to S
essena. T

hen there are a lot of notes 

on bacteriological w
arfare. I'm

 going to photograph the in-

terior of this room
, all of its equipm

ent and as m
any pages 

of these files as I can. T
hen w

e'll take a few
 original pages 

along for fingerprints." 
T

hey w
orked steadily for fifteen m

inutes. "W
e're 

done, Jiggs. W
e have all w

e need." B
aylor said w

ith a re-

lieved sigh. H
e found a briefcase on a shelf and dropped 

the cam
era and the extracted files into it. 

"L
et's go, T

ony," Jiggs begged, an urgent note in her 

voice. "I'm
 getting nervous." 

"W
e're on our w

ay, darling, laden w
ith treasure," 

B
aylor replied gaily. H

e reached to close the briefcase. 

"N
ot just yet, B

aylor," a low
, calm

 voice spoke be-

hind them
 at the door. B

aylor spun around. P
hilus P

robar, 

dressed in a dinner jacket w
as sm

iling at him
 cordially. 

H
ad it not been for the pistol he held in his right hand, he 

m
ight have been paying a social call. H

e spoke over his 

shoulder. "C
om

e dow
n, D

ar. It's our friend, B
aylor and a 

rather attractive young thing w
hom

 I haven't m
et." 

T
he sound of footsteps cam

e from
 the m

etal stair-

w
ay and M

rs. P
robar appeared, carefully lifting the skirt 

of a form
al green dinner dress. H

er eyes and the set of her 

lips revealed a cold rage w
hich she m

ade no effort to hide. 

S
he sat dow

n very deliberately on a stool before the radio 

1
8
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transm
itter and stared m

alevolently at B
aylor and Jiggs. 

P
robar rem

ained standing in an alm
ost indolent atti-

tude. H
e lit a cigarette w

ith his left hand, keeping the gun 
steady in his right. "W

ell, now
," he draw

led. "Y
ou 

h
a
ve

 

been a busy young gent since w
e had lunch together." H

e 
slow

ly exhaled cigarette sm
oke and m

ade a little gesture 
w

ith his gun. "I see you have been going through m
y files. 

I adm
ire your enterprise, B

aylor. Y
ou have, w

ith som
e in-

genuity, m
anaged to fatally enm

esh yourself and this young 
lady in affairs m

uch too im
portant for you to com

prehend. 
A

 pity. T
he very qualities that attracted M

rs. P
robar and 

m
e have been your undoing. O

f course, the alarm
 light that 

w
e fo

u
n
d
 flash

in
g
 in

 o
u
r b

ed
ro

o
m

 o
n
 o

u
r retu

rn
 fro

m
 

dinner played its part." 
"W

ho is this forlorn little bird w
ho has becom

e en-
snared w

ith you, T
ony?" M

rs. P
robar's eyes slow

ly travelled 
up and dow

n Jiggs's figure. 
"A

 friend." 
"I w

as w
ondering w

hy she w
ould get involved in 

this stupid adventure of yours. I suppose she loves you." 
Jiggs's eyes flashed. "I have m

y loves and hates." 
P

robar sm
iled at her. "S

pirit! I like that. U
nfortu-

nately, spirit can help or hurt. It led you into a hopeless 
snare, little bird, and it w

on't help you to get out again. It 
is irrelevant." H

e yaw
ned. "A

 lot of things are irrelevant. 
Y

ou are both irrelevant." H
e m

oved the pistol. "S
tep over 

here, B
aylor. I alw

ays take the rudim
entary precautions." 

H
e deftly frisked B

aylor and found S
essena's pistol. H

is 
eyebrow

s arched. "R
ather a good choice, B

aylor. I m
ay 

have underestim
ated you." H

e dropped the pistol into his 
pocket and ran an exploratory hand over Jiggs. "V

ery nice. 
I have definitely underestim

ated you, B
aylor. W

e'll leave 
now

, as w
e all cam

e, through the pool house. W
e'll sort out 

later this chaos you have m
ade of our records." 

B
aylor and Jiggs led the w

ay up the ladder to the 
pool house w

ith an alert P
robar im

m
ediately behind them

 
and M

rs. P
robar follow

ing. 
"W

e are going to take you into the countryside," 
P

robar said easily w
hen they all w

ere standing beside the 

pool now
 bathed again in the glow

 of the electric lights. 
"W

hat w
e do w

ith you then rather depends on the circum
-

stances. A
t best, you w

ill return m
entally prepared to con-

fess to any crim
es w

e m
ight suggest. A

t the w
orst, you w

ill 
die." H

e turned to M
rs. P

robar. "Y
ou'd better find B

oyd. 
W

e are going to need him
. S

o like him
 to sleep through all 

of this." "I can help you there," B
aylor said evenly. "H

e's in 

the pool." 
T

he P
robars looked at him

 questioningly, then their 
eyes follow

ed his to the shallow
 end of the pool w

here the 
pruning knife handle projected upw

ard from
 the dim

 shape 
beneath the surface of the w

ater. 
M

rs. P
robar's face turned uncom

prehendingly to 
B

aylor's. A
s she slow

ly realized w
hat she had seen, she 

gave a strangled cry and began to run dow
n the pool side 

tow
ard the grotesque shadow

 at its end. S
he stopped on 

th
e ed

g
e o

f th
e p

o
o
l n

ear th
e b

o
d
y
 an

d
 sh

o
u
ted

 in
 a 

hoarse, cracked voice, "Y
ou're lying, dam

n you! It's a lie! 
T

hat is not a—
not a person!" 

H
er w

o
rd

s rev
erb

erated
 h

o
llo

w
ly

 in
 th

e v
au

lted
 

room
. N

o one answ
ered. S

he stood in a strained attitude of 
indecision, staring into the w

ater, then she threw
 her eve-

ning w
rap and purse from

 her w
ith a convulsive gesture 

and jum
ped into the w

aist deep pool. S
he pushed fran-

tically through the blood stained w
ater. S

he hesitated on 
reaching R

aaff's body, then bent dow
n and lifted it tow

ard 
the surface. W

hen she saw
 his lifeless distorted features 

and the gaping w
ound in the neck w

ith the pruning knife 
still w

edged in its center, she em
itted a terrible sound, half 

a cry of anguish and half a cry of anim
al rage. S

he took the 
w

et face b
etw

een
 h

er h
an

d
s an

d
 b

en
d
in

g
 o

v
er tried

 to
 

cradle it against her breast. 
"M

y
 d

arlin
g
, m

y
 lo

v
e, m

y
 sw

eeth
eart, m

y
 b

ab
y
, 

w
h
at h

av
e th

ey
 d

o
n
e to

 y
o
u
? W

h
at h

av
e th

ey
 d

o
n
e?" 

S
he lost her footing on the slippery pool floor in her 

agitation, and the corpse floated aw
ay from

 her as she fell 
sidew

ise, her head disappearing m
om

entarily below
 the 

surface. S
he em

erged coughing and gagging, her dress and 
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coiffure in ruins. P
robar stood at the pool's edge near B

ay-

lo
r an

d
 Jig

g
s starin

g
 at h

er in
 am

azem
en

t, h
is face ash

en
 

w
hite. "D

arw
in," he called in a firm

 but em
otional voice. 

"C
om

e to your senses. T
here is nothing that you can do." 

S
h
e g

azed
 u

p
 at h

im
 d

u
m

b
ly

 fro
m

 th
e w

ater, th
en

, 

w
ith one brief backw

ard glance at R
aaff's body she w

alked 

through the shallow
 w

ater to the ladder and clim
bed up to 

th
e p

o
o
l's d

eck
. S

h
e b

en
t o

v
er an

d
 retriev

ed
 h

er p
u
rse. 

W
hen she had straightened and began to w

alk tow
ard them

 

sh
e h

ad
 w

h
at ap

p
eared

 to
 b

e a sm
all w

ater p
isto

l in
 h

er 

hand. H
er eyes fastened on B

aylor w
ith a hom

icidal m
alev-

olence. "Y
ou G

od dam
ned ghoul," she said in a low

, choked 

v
o
ice, saliv

a b
u
b
b
lin

g
 at th

e co
rn

er o
f h

er m
o
u
th

. "Y
o
u
 

b
astard

! Y
o
u
 k

illed
 th

e fin
est m

an
 th

at ev
er w

alk
ed

 th
is 

earth." P
ro

b
a
r g

la
n
c
e
d
 a

t th
e
 w

a
te

r p
isto

l a
n
d
 sp

o
k
e
 

sh
arp

ly
. "D

arw
in

. N
o
t th

at. N
o
t h

ere. C
o
m

e to
 y

o
u
r 

senses." S
he continued to advance on B

aylor. "D
o you know

 

w
hat is in this w

ater pistol?" she snarled. "S
arin, the great 

n
erv

e d
estro

y
er d

ev
elo

p
ed

 b
y
 th

e U
n
ited

 S
tates fo

r its 

ch
em

ical w
arfare an

d
 sto

len
 fo

r C
h
in

a an
d
 th

e p
eo

p
le's 

revolution by us. O
ne drop in either of your eyes and you 

w
ill d

ie th
e d

eath
 y

o
u
 d

eserv
e in

 o
n
e m

in
u
te." H

er face 

tw
isted

 in
to

 a p
assio

n
-w

rack
ed

 g
rim

ace in
ten

d
ed

 fo
r a 

sm
ile. "I'm

 g
o
in

g
 to

 sh
o
o
t S

arin
 in

to
 y

o
u
r eyes, 

B
aylor. 

Y
our vision w

ill blur and dim
, your nose w

ill run, your chest 

w
ill feel as if there is a steel band across it. Y

ou w
ill drool 

an
d
 sw

eat an
d
 v

o
m

it. Y
o
u
 w

ill tw
itch

 an
d
 jerk

. Y
o
u
 w

ill 

have a convulsion and, at last, far too soon for m
y enjoy-

m
ent, you w

ill die. It w
ill only last. a m

inute or tw
o, B

aylor, 

but for you it w
ill be hell beyond your m

ost fevered im
ag-

inings. F
or m

e, it w
ill be the sw

eetest revenge available on 

this earth. Y
ou killed m

y lover. M
y baby." T

ears began to 

stream
 dow

n her face. 
D

iggs stared at her aghast. "Y
ou're insane." 

P
ro

b
ar, ig

n
o
rin

g
 h

is p
riso

n
ers, m

o
v
ed

 to
w

ard
 h

is 

w
ife, his face livid. "Y

ou? In love w
ith R

aaff? Y
ou loved 

that w
orth:css bastard?" 
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S
h
e b

arely
 ack

n
o
w

led
g
ed

 h
is p

resen
ce. "S

h
u
t u

p
! 

W
hat do you know

 about m
en like B

oyd R
aaff? C

om
pared 

to
 h

im
 y

o
u
 are a co

ld
, sex

less, u
n
im

ag
in

ativ
e clo

d
." 

P
ro

b
ar's face flu

sh
ed

 a d
eep

 p
u
rp

le. "S
ilen

ce!" h
e 

sh
o
u
ted

 in
 a h

o
arse v

o
ice. H

e raised
 h

is g
u
n
 h

an
d
le to

 

strik
e h

er acro
ss th

e face. In
stin

ctiv
ely

, sh
e reco

iled
 an

d
 

raised her w
ater pistol. A

s he struck her, an innocent look-

ing stream
 of colorless liquid shot from

 the gun and struck 

P
ro

b
ar in

 th
e ey

es. H
e scream

ed
 an

d
, d

ro
p
p
in

g
 h

is g
u
n
, 

claw
ed at both eyes w

ith his fingers. H
e staggered a step or 

tw
o and fell to his knees gagging and retching. W

hile M
rs. 

P
robar lay half stunned from

 his blow
, B

aylor fell upon her 

an
d
 w

ren
ch

ed
 th

e leth
al w

ater p
isto

l fro
m

 h
er g

rasp
. H

e 

then quickly turned and picked up P
robar's gun w

hich had 

fallen on the pool deck and retrieved S
cssena's pistol from

 

P
robar's pocket. 

M
rs. P

ro
b
ar stru

g
g
led

 to
 h

er feet. S
h
e sto

o
d
 a m

o
-

m
en

t sh
ak

in
g
 w

ith
 im

p
o
ten

t rag
e, h

er face streak
ed

 w
ith

 

lin
es o

f m
ascara w

h
ich

 m
ark

ed
 th

e co
u
rse o

f h
er tears. 

T
urning aw

ay, she picked up her sodden skirts and began 

to run like a w
et, ungainly ostrich tow

ard the door leading 

to the underground room
. B

efore B
aylor reacted, she half 

slid and half fell dow
n the curving staircase into the w

ell. 

A
t its b

o
tto

m
 sh

e reach
ed

 fo
r a h

eav
y
 sw

itch
 co

n
cealed

 

under the staircase and having pulled it forw
ard, looked up 

at B
aylor like a w

ayw
ard child from

 a sitting position. "D
e-

stru
ctio

n
 d

ev
ice," sh

e g
ig

g
led

 in
san

ely
. "D

estru
ctio

n
 d

e-

vice." H
er hand sw

ept up to cover her m
outh and she sw

al-

low
ed convulsively. T

he distinctive, bitter odor of cyanide 

w
afted up the staircase. 

B
aylor tum

bled dow
n the stairs and, stepping over 

th
e b

o
d
y
 o

f M
rs. P

ro
b
ar, d

ash
ed

 in
to

 th
e u

n
d
erg

ro
u
n
d
 

ro
o
m

. W
ith

 o
n
e co

n
tin

u
o
u
s m

o
tio

n
 h

e sco
o
p
ed

 u
p
 th

e 

b
riefcase, tu

rn
ed

, an
d
 lep

t b
ack

 u
p
 th

e stairs. A
t th

e to
p
, 

he seized Jiggs's hand and, pulling her after him
 as he ran, 

plunged through the unbolted pool door and dow
n a grav-

elled garden path faintly illum
inated by the w

inter m
oon. 

T
hey had reached the edge of the w

oods at the foot 

o
f th

e g
ard

en
 w

h
en

 th
ey

 felt a b
last o

f h
eat an

d
 h

eard
 a 

1
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great roar and shattering of glass behind them
. F

lam
es lept 

up into the dark sky from
 the pool house to light their w

ay 

as th
ey

 tu
rn

ed
 an

d
 fled

 b
reath

lessly
 th

ro
u
g
h
 th

e trees to
-

w
ard the river. 

T
W

E
N

T
Y

-O
N

E
 

E
R

N
IE

 S
esscna stared dow

n at the picture negatives and 

	
 th

e p
ap

ers o
n
 th

e tab
le b

efo
re h

im
. H

e ran
 a h

an
d
 

through his hair and grim
aced. 

"N
o good, E

rnie?" B
aylor asked anxiously. 

"A
s far as it g

o
es, an

d
 as I see it, I th

in
k
 w

e h
av

e 

co
n
clu

siv
e p

ro
o
f th

at th
e P

ro
b
ars w

ere sp
ies fo

r th
e C

h
i-

nese C
om

m
unists and that B

oyd R
aaff w

as a principal lieu-

tenant. H
e controlled W

illiam
s and told him

 w
hat to bird 

d
o
g
 o

n
 at th

e P
en

tag
o
n
 an

d
 at F

o
rt D

etrick
. W

h
ile ‘V

il-

R
am

s k
n
ew

 R
aaff, it ap

p
ears th

at h
e d

id
 n

o
t k

n
o
w

 th
e 

P
robars." 

H
e p

u
sh

ed
 at th

e d
iso

rd
ered

 p
ile b

efo
re h

im
. "T

h
e 

spy ring did pass top secret inform
ation on our bacteriolog-

ical research to the C
hinese. It's all here." H

e stood silently 

fo
r a m

o
m

en
t, d

issatisfied
. "T

h
ere's ju

st o
n
e asp

ect o
f it 

that bothers m
e. T

he ring seem
ed to have an infallible in-

stin
ct fo

r w
h
at w

as im
p
o
rtan

t an
d
 w

h
at w

asn
't. W

illiam
s 

could only pull and photograph a few
 files w

ithout detec-

tion. H
e chose a w

inner every tim
e. H

ow
 did he do that?" 
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"Y
ou said that R

aaff told him
 w

hat to photograph," 

B
aylor rem

inded him
. 

"H
o
w

 d
id

 R
aaff alw

ay
s ch

o
o
se a w

in
n
er? F

Ie w
as 

only a C
om

m
ittee staff m

em
ber." 

"M
ay

b
e M

r. P
ro

b
ar in

stru
cted

 R
aaff," Jig

g
s in

ter-

jected. "H
ow

 w
ould P

robar know
?" S

essena lit a cigarette 

and stared m
orosely out of the w

indow
. "W

e aren't at the 

bottom
 of this yet, kiddos." 

"M
aybe R

utledge helped. H
e certainly tried to keep 

m
e aw

ay from
 the C

om
m

ittee," B
aylor said. 

S
essen

a slo
w

ly
 sh

o
o
k
 h

is h
ead

. "N
o
. R

u
tled

g
e 

couldn't sw
ing it. I think he's in the clear." H

e frow
ned and 

then continued slow
ly. "T

he reason R
aaff knew

 w
hat to tell 

W
illiam

s to
 p

h
o
to

g
rap

h
 in

 th
e B

W
 files w

as th
at secret 

testim
ony in executive session w

as given before the C
om

-

m
ittee on the subject. I learned a few

 days ago from
 A

rm
y 

Intelligence that there is a direct correlation betw
een docu-

m
ents passed to the R

eds and secret testim
ony given before 

the C
om

m
ittee. T

he only reason R
aaff and W

illiam
s could 

select vital inform
ation to photograph from

 the P
entagon 

files is because R
aaff learned about it during testim

ony be-

fore the C
om

m
ittee." 

A
 slo

w
 g

rin
 sp

read
 o

v
er S

essen
a's face an

d
 h

e 

jabbed a finger in the air at B
aylor and Jiggs. "T

he selec-

tive process didn't occur w
hen R

aaff told W
illiam

s w
hat to 

photograph, it occurred w
hen the C

om
m

ittee decided upon 

the secret testim
ony it w

ould hear. P
robar got the B

W
 data 

through R
aaff and W

illiam
s only because the C

om
m

ittee 

ask
ed

 fo
r secret testim

o
n
y
 o

n
 th

e B
W

 m
atters in

 w
h
ich

 

P
robar w

as interested. If the C
om

m
ittee had been investi-

g
atin

g
 arm

y
 h

o
u
sin

g
 o

r arm
y
 p

ro
cu

rem
en

t p
ro

ced
u
res, 

P
robar w

ould have been now
here." 

"W
h
o
 ch

o
o
ses th

e su
b
jects th

e C
o
m

m
ittee in

v
esti-

gates?" B
aylor asked. 

"T
he chairm

an." 
"S

am
 F

enester?" 

S
essena nodded. "It has to be F

enester. N
o one but 

the C
hairm

an had the control over the staff and the subject 
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m
atter th

at w
as req

u
ired

 to
 m

ak
e th

is esp
io

n
ag

e g
am

b
it 

w
ork." "H

o
w

 ab
o
u
t an

o
th

er m
em

b
er o

f th
e C

o
m

m
ittee? 

V
etnik or O

rm
e for instance. T

hey w
ere egging F

enester on 

at the C
IA

 hearings." 
S

essena shook his head. "N
o, this has lasted too long. 

T
hey m

ight have persuaded or cajoled F
enester into doing 

w
hat they w

anted once or tw
ice, but over a period of sev-

eral w
eeks? N

o, w
hoever handled this w

as his ow
n m

an. It 

h
ad

 to
 b

e th
e ch

airm
an

. P
ro

b
ar w

as o
u
r sp

y
, Ju

n
io

r, b
u
t 

C
o
d
 h

elp
 u

s n
o
 o

n
e less th

an
 S

am
 F

en
ester m

ay
 b

e o
u
r 

spym
aster. T

he hell of it is w
e don't know

 if he is or not." 

"Y
ou just said he w

as." 
"L

o
g
ic say

s h
e is. If y

o
u
'll p

ard
o
n
 th

e ex
p
ressio

n
, 

I'v
e k

n
o
w

n
 in

 m
y
 g

u
t fo

r so
m

e tim
e it w

as F
en

ester, b
u
t 

w
e don't know

 it in the sense of resolving all doubt, in the 

sense of concrete proof. W
e can't hang him

 because he w
as 

a frien
d
 o

f P
ro

b
ar. H

alf o
f C

o
n
g
ress w

ere frien
d
s o

f 

P
robar. P

robar m
anaged trust accounts for F

enester. W
ell, 

w
h
y
 n

o
t? P

ro
b
ar w

as h
is law

y
er. E

v
ery

th
in

g
 can

 b
e ex

-

p
lain

ed
 aw

ay
, ev

en
 h

is cu
rren

t effo
rt o

n
 th

e H
ill to

 d
is-

cred
it th

e F
B

I an
d
 th

e C
IA

. I say
 it's F

en
ester b

ecau
se it 

co
u
ld

n
't b

e an
y
o
n
e else b

u
t F

en
ester, b

u
t th

at isn
't p

ro
o
f. 

N
o one gives a dam

n w
hat E

rnie S
essena thinks about one 

of the giants of the C
ongress." 

Jiggs turned from
 drying the breakfast dishes, a dish 

cloth in her hands. "I think you're w
rong, E

rnie. M
r. F

en-

ester can't be involved. H
e's a very im

portant m
an. I don't 

believe for one m
inute that C

ongressm
en becom

e spies." 

"T
hey don't, Jiggs, at least they haven't as far as w

e 

know
, but they could." A

 sad ghost of a sm
ile touched his 

lips. "Y
ou see, it's the m

oney, sis. S
om

e m
en w

ill do any-

thing for m
oney, even C

ongressm
en. In espionage, m

illions 

of dollars change hands every day. It's one of the w
orld's 

b
ig

 in
d
u
stries. A

fter all, w
h
y
 n

o
t? W

h
y
 sh

o
u
ld

 w
e in

 th
e 

U
nited S

tates spend less on espionage, the practice of the 

elem
entary techniques of survival in a jungle w

orld, than 

w
e spend on cigarettes? A

nd rem
em

ber, our enem
ies don't 

recruit spies from
 am

ong our leading citizens, including in- 
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cum
bent C

ongressm
en. T

hey know
 that our leaders in poli-

tics, labor, education, and business can't be recruited for a 

shoddy ill-paid adventure. W
hat they do recruit are am

bi-

tious and restless young m
en and w

om
en w

hom
 they can 

train and finance as they are m
aking their careers. 

"T
hey do try to elect spies to the C

ongress. W
hy 

not? If S
am

 F
enester is their m

an, he is m
any tim

es m
ore 

valuable than an aircraft carrier or a squadron of airplanes. 

If it takes fifteen or tw
enty years and ten or tw

enty m
illion 

dollars judiciously spent to create a S
am

 F
enester, w

hat of 

it? It's w
orth it." 

"B
ut F

enester is so rich, so pow
erful, so w

ell know
n. 

E
ven if he w

ere a spy, w
hy is he still a spy? H

e's got it 

m
ade." "B

ecause he can't stop. H
e can't risk being exposed. 

O
ne thing leads to another. W

hen he began, he w
as a no-

body. N
o doubt he rose in politics because of the under-

cover m
oney and the contacts furnished by the C

om
m

u-

nists. A
fter a few

 years, a tim
e m

ay have com
e w

hen he 

w
ished that he w

as on his ow
n. H

e didn't need help. H
e 

w
as becom

ing M
r. B

ig. B
ut it w

as too late. H
e w

as their 

creature. H
e couldn't break aw

ay w
ithout destroying him

-

self. It probably w
as the sam

e for the P
robars. T

hey didn't 

alw
ays live on F

oxhall R
oad." 

Jig
g
s n

o
d
d
ed

 u
n
h
ap

p
ily

. "It so
u
n
d
s ju

st aw
fu

l. I 

didn't know
 that the w

orld w
as like that." 

S
essena ground out his cigarette. "O

f course, w
e can 

drop it here and no one w
ill criticize us. If F

enester is in-

volved, he'll accept an unspoken arm
istice. H

e'll call the 

dogs off us. W
e can em

erge into the sun today from
 this 

crum
m

y apartm
ent and be w

elcom
ed back into polite soci-

ety. T
he police and the F

B
I w

ill again resum
e building 

their case against W
ong for the m

urder of B
ennington. 

T
h
ey

 k
n
o
w

 d
am

n
 w

ell th
at h

e d
id

 it an
d
 th

at y
o
u
 d

id
n
't. 

Y
ou have m

ore than enough dirt for a P
ulitzer P

rize story. 

I have m
ore than done m

y duty. T
he E

stablishm
ent w

ill be 

relieved that w
e didn't push farther and discover the hor-

rible, the ultim
ate truth. W

ashington prefers that som
e 

th
in

g
s not be proved. It can live w

ith unresolved doubts, 

but naked unpalatable truth touching highly placed per-

sons and institutions, w
ell, that's som

ething else again. 

H
ave w

e had enough? D
o

, w
e resolve the last doubt? O

r do 

w
e forget it?" 

B
aylor slow

ly shook his head. "N
o, w

e don't forget 

it. W
e don't have the big boy. It's our reaching tow

ard the 

high places that shook the E
stablishm

ent and pulled the 

F
B

I and the C
IA

 off the case. It w
as reaching too high that 

m
ade us• fugitives in the capital of our ow

n country. T
hat's 

the big story, E
lm

er. Y
ou think that it took S

am
 F

enester 

to suck that vital inform
ation from

 the P
entagon top secret 

files to the A
rm

ed S
ervices C

om
m

ittee w
here R

aaff and 

W
illiam

s could get their hands on it. I think it took a F
en-

ester to
 p

u
ll th

e F
B

I an
d
 th

e C
IA

 o
ff th

e case. P
ro

b
ar 

w
asn't big enough for that. W

e can't have these suspicions 

of Fenester and then leave him
 alone. If he is the spym

aster, 

w
e have to pull him

 dow
n, w

e have to prove that a spy 

can
't g

et aw
ay

 w
ith

 treaso
n
 n

o
 m

atter h
o
w

 h
ig

h
ly

 h
e's 

placed, no m
atter how

 m
uch influence he has. W

e have to 

prove that such a m
an is not above the law

 m
erely because 

m
ost people haven't the courage to believe the w

orst and 

investigate him
." 

S
essena grinned at him

. "W
e go all the w

ay or bust 

a gut trying, right?" 
"R

ight!" B
aylor looked elated. 

Jiggs shivered. "A
fter the last tw

o nights, I'm
 shat-

tered. I hope there isn't any m
ore blood." 

A
 thought struck B

aylor and he grinned w
ryly as his 

elation slow
ly drained aw

ay. "H
ow

 do w
e get to F

enester, 

E
lm

er? H
e w

on't m
ake a m

ove now
. H

e's heard of the ex- 

plosion and the fire at the P
robars'. T

he bodies in the ashes 

w
ill be identified. H

e know
s that his spy ring is destroyed. 

H
e m

ay even guess w
hy, but he'll go to ground. H

e'll w
ait, 

sitting in his citadel atop C
apitol H

ill. It'll pay him
 to w

ait. 

In five or ten years he m
ay be S

peaker of the H
ouse. H

e 

m
ight even be P

resident of the U
nited S

tates." H
e sm

iled 

bleakly at S
essena. 

"O
h, it's not as bad as all that," S

essena draw
led. 

"W
e have W

illiam
s." 
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