
"W
illiam

s?" 
"Y

es, W
illiam

s." S
essen

a's v
o
ice p

u
rred

 o
v
er th

e 

n
am

e. H
e ex

h
aled

 cig
arette sm

o
k
e an

d
 lo

o
k
ed

 o
u
t o

f th
e 

dirty w
indow

 pensively. F
our boys w

ere noisily playing a 

p
rim

itiv
e g

am
e o

f so
ccer o

u
tsid

e in
 th

e clu
ttered

 street. 

"T
here is F

enester's w
eak link, because, you see: W

illiam
s 

m
ust die. H

e only know
s a little, but that little is too m

uch. 

C
ircu

m
stan

ces g
iv

e h
im

 a rep
riev

e. F
en

ester m
u
st m

o
v
e 

cautiously. B
ut sooner or later a hired killer, another W

ong, 

w
ill get W

illiam
s. H

ow
ever, w

hile he's still alive, I think I 
can use him

. 
"W

e have a double agent on the C
IA

 payroll w
ork-

in
g

 w
ith

 th
e R

u
ssian

s. H
e w

o
n

't k
n

o
w

 th
at I'v

e b
een

 su
s-

pended. I'll contact him
 w

ithin the next few
 hours and in-

struct him
 to tip off the R

ussians about the bacteriological 

w
arfare secrets th

e R
ed

 C
h
in

ese h
av

e b
een

 g
ettin

g
 fro

m
 

th
e P

en
tag

o
n
 th

ro
u
g
h
 W

illiam
s. H

e'll en
co

u
rag

e th
em

 to
 

contact W
illiam

s to buy the secrets for the S
oviet U

nion. 

W
illiam

s is cut off from
 his cash incom

e for m
ilitary secrets. 

H
e's scared. H

e needs quick m
oney to get aw

ay on, to hide 

out. H
e'll jum

p at the opportunity to sell the secrets again." 

"W
hen w

e have the doublecross set up and the tim
e 

for passing the inform
ation arranged, w

e'll have our double 

agent advise F
enester of it an hour or so beforehand. H

e'll 

b
e in

 a d
ilem

m
a. H

e k
n
o
w

s th
at to

 b
e safe h

e m
u
st b

e 

passive, do nothing m
ore at this tim

e. B
ut he doesn't know

 

how
 com

prom
ised he is. O

ther than a few
 surviving thugs 

like W
ong w

ho don't know
 about F

enester, the spy ring is 

d
estro

y
ed

 . . . ex
cep

t fo
r W

illiam
s, th

e w
eak

 lin
k
. F

en
-

ester can't let a w
eakling like W

illiam
s pass his inform

ation 

to the R
ussians. A

part from
 the value of the inform

ation, it 

m
ay lead the R

ussians to him
. H

e m
ight be com

prom
ised, 

even m
ade the paw

n in a C
old W

ar trade. H
e can't risk it. 

H
e'll h

av
e to

 m
o

v
e, an

d
 if h

e m
o

v
es, w

e'v
e g

o
t h

im
l" 

"W
h
at if h

e's in
n
o
cen

t?" Jig
g
s ask

ed
. "I still h

o
p
e 

that he is." 
S

essen
a sp

read
 h

is h
an

d
s. "In

 th
at case, h

e d
o
esn

't 

show
. W

e're proved w
rong, P

robar w
as the spym

aster, and 

w
e can all go hom

e and sleep nights." 
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"W
h
at d

o
 y

o
u
 w

an
t m

e to
 d

o
?" B

ay
lo

r ask
ed

. 

"N
o
th

in
g
. Ju

st tak
e care o

f Jig
g
s an

d
 w

ait h
ere fo

r 

your new
s scoop. I'll be in touch. T

his is m
y kind of w

ork." 

F
avoring his ankle only slightly, he m

oved about the room
, 

k
n
o
ttin

g
 a tie an

d
 slip

p
in

g
 o

n
 a jack

et an
d
 o

v
erco

at. H
e 

turned just before he w
ent out the door and w

inked. "H
ave 

fun and w
ish m

e luck." 
T

h
ey

 d
id

 n
o
t h

ear fro
m

 h
im

 th
e rest o

f th
at d

ay
 o

r 

n
ig

h
t. It w

as d
u
sk

 o
f th

e fo
llo

w
in

g
 d

ay
 w

h
en

 h
e re-

appeared, carrying a large paper sack filled w
ith groceries. 

"H
o
w

 are y
o
u
 as a co

o
k
, sis?" h

e ask
ed

 p
u
ttin

g
 

the sack dow
n on the table. 

"I'm
 a good cook." 

"I know
, I know

. B
ut I've got som

e really fancy stuff 

in this sack. A
re you a very good cook?" 

Jiggs looked into the sack. "I didn't know
 you w

ere 

a gourm
et, E

rnie." 
"I'm

 not, but tonight's the night. I thought w
e ought 

to
 g

et aw
ay

 fro
m

 th
e b

ean
s, b

aco
n

, an
d

 eg
g

s ro
u

tin
e." 

"H
ave they bought it?" B

aylor asked, an edge of ex-

citem
ent in his voice. 
S

essena rem
oved a jar of black caviar from

 the bag 

an
d
 to

ssed
 it at B

ay
lo

r. "T
h
ey

'v
e b

o
u
g
h
t it an

d
 th

ey
'v

e 

m
o
v
ed

 d
am

n
ed

 fast. I h
av

e to
 ad

m
ire th

o
se g

u
y
s. T

h
ey

 

h
av

e a g
o
o
d
 team

 an
d
 th

ey
 d

o
n
't w

aste tim
e. T

h
ey

'v
e 

bought out W
illiam

s. T
he inform

ation is to be passed to-

n
ig

h
t at elev

en
 o

'clo
ck

 at th
e b

u
s d

ep
o
t o

n
 T

h
irteen

th
 

S
treet." "T

he bus depot?" 
"A

 g
o
o
d
 ch

o
ice. S

ev
eral b

u
ses leav

e an
d
 d

ep
art at 

that hour, and the place w
ill be reasonably full of people, 

b
ag

g
ag

e, an
d
 p

ack
ag

es. N
o
 o

n
e w

ill n
o
tice th

e ex
ch

an
g
e 

under those circum
stances." 

"H
ow

 do they m
ake the exchange?" 

"T
he R

ussians invest tw
enty-five cents in a baggage 

locker. T
hey duplicate the key. W

illiam
s has one key, the 

R
u
ssian

s h
av

e th
e o

th
er. W

illiam
s g

o
es to

 th
e lo

ck
er, in

-

serts his key, opens it, and leaves a sm
all package of m

icro-

film
. H

e takes out an envelope w
ith his m

oney. H
e inserts 
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another quarter in the slot, rem
oves the key again, pockets 

it, an
d

 w
alk

s o
ff. A

 R
u

ssian
 ag

en
t, n

o
t o

u
r d

o
u

b
le ag

en
t 

b
u
t an

 ex
p
erien

ced
 g

u
n
m

an
 an

d
 ju

d
o
 ex

p
ert w

h
o
 can

 

handle fast breaking developm
ents, goes over to the locker. 

H
e w

ill in
sert th

e d
u
p
licate k

ey
, rem

o
v
e th

e p
ack

ag
e o

f 

m
icrofilm

, and the drop is com
pleted. T

he key rem
ains in 

the lock for som
e innocent traveler to use after he deposits 

his tw
o bits." 
"Just like that," B

aylor said. 
"Ju

st lik
e th

at." 
D

ig
g
s face w

as clo
u
d
ed

. "I d
o
n
't th

in
k
 w

e sh
o
u
ld

 
give the R

ussians inform
ation on germ

 w
arfare even if w

e 

trap M
r. F

enester. H
e isn't that im

portant." S
he shuddered. 

"I can
 still see th

at M
r. P

ro
b

ar d
y

in
g

. It's terrib
le, th

e 
things w

e've invented." 
"D

o
n

't w
o

rry
, sis. T

h
ese secrets are alread

y
 co

m
-

p
ro

m
ised

, th
an

k
s to

 F
en

ester. A
n
d
 d

o
n
't b

e to
o
 su

re th
at 

the R
ussians are actually going, to get them

." 

"W
hen w

ill F
enester be tipped off?" B

aylor asked. 
"A

bout nine-thirty. Y
ou kids stay here. I'll w

atch the 
last act at th

e b
u
s d

ep
o
t. If F

en
ester sh

o
w

s, I'll telep
h
o
n
e 

you the details and you can file your P
ulitzer P

rize story." 

"I h
av

e it all w
ritten

 ex
cep

t th
e en

d
in

g
," B

ay
lo

r 
grinned. 

"W
ho's going to publish it?" D

iggs asked. 
"C

harley D
iggs' w

ire service, if they bid high enough. 

I'll g
iv

e th
em

 first refu
sal sin

ce w
e're n

eig
h
b
o
rs in

 th
e 

N
ational P

ress B
uilding." 

"Y
ou left m

e out of it?" S
essena looked to B

aylor for 
reassurance. 

"E
x
cep

t as an
 u

n
id

en
tified

 h
ero

 k
n
o
w

n
 as E

lm
er." 

"G
ood." S

essena put an arm
 around D

iggs. "I have 

ab
o

u
t fo

u
r h

o
u

rs. H
o

w
 ab

o
u

t th
at g

o
u

rm
et - d

in
n

er?" 

C
o
n
g
ressm

an
 S

am
 F

en
ester, w

earin
g
 a b

lu
e silk

 
d
ressin

g
 g

o
w

n
, w

as stan
d
in

g
 at th

e F
ren

ch
 d

o
o
rs o

f h
is 

apartm
ent living room

 at the S
heraton P

ark H
otel looking 

o
u
t o

v
er W

ash
in

g
to

n
. F

ro
m

 th
e elev

atio
n
 at w

h
ich

 h
e 

stood, he could see the ribbon of lights along C
onnecticut 

A
v
en

u
e ru

n
n
in

g
 at a d

iag
o
n
al acro

ss th
e d

ark
en

ed
 city

 

to
w

ard
 th

e W
ash

in
g
to

n
 M

o
n
u
m

en
t g

lo
w

in
g
 d

im
ly

 in
 th

e 

m
ist and fog. V

ery faintly, he could see the lighted dom
e of 

th
e C

ap
ito

l farth
er o

v
er to

 h
is left. It w

as a g
o

o
d

 v
iew

, 

ev
en

 o
n
 an

 u
n
settled

 w
in

ter's n
ig

h
t. In

 th
e su

m
m

er, w
ith

 

the F
rench doors open and his arc of view

 w
idened as he 

stood on the little balcony, it w
as a great view

. 
H

e sipped bourbon and branch w
ater and puffed on 

a cigar contentedly. It w
as a dam

n good view
 in any sea-

so
n

, h
e d

ecid
ed

 w
ith

 a p
ro

p
rieto

ry
 n

o
d
 O

f h
is h

ead
. H

e 

fro
w

n
ed

 as th
e telep

h
o
n
e ran

g
. D

am
n
 it, th

ey
 h

ad
 o

rd
ers 

only to put through em
ergency calls after nine P

.M
., and it 

w
as nine-thirty. 

"F
en

ester." H
e sp

o
k

e h
is n

am
e w

ith
 a g

ru
ff d

o
w

n
-

w
ard inflection at the end. 

"I w
ant you to listen to som

ething, M
r. F

enester," a 

low
 voice said. 

"W
hat? W

ho is this?" 
T

he voice did not respond but a recorded conversa-

tion betw
een tw

o m
en cam

e over the telephone w
ire. A

fter 

th
irty

 seco
n
d
s th

e co
n
v
ersatio

n
 click

ed
 o

ff. T
h
ere w

as a 

brief interval of silence and then the low
 voice spoke again. 

"W
ould you like to hear the rest of that tape?" 

"Y
es." 

"W
here can I m

eet you?" 
F

enester puffed a m
om

ent on his cigar, his face like 

granite. "C
om

e here. W
alk right by the reception desk to 

the elevators. T
he w

om
an dow

n there is usually half asleep 

anyw
ay. S

ee that no one notices you. G
ot that? If they do, 

leave the building and telephone m
e again. G

ot that?" H
e 

repeated. 
"I u

n
d
erstan

d
. I'll b

e th
ere in

 ten
 m

in
u
tes, I'm

 

nearby." 
• 

F
enester slow

ly replaced the telephone in the cradle. 

H
e drained his glass and then w

alked purposefully into his 

b
ed

ro
o

m
, h

is cig
ar clen

ch
ed

 b
etw

een
 h

is teeth
. H

e 

em
erged a few

 m
inutes later fully dressed and stood in his 

living room
 near the vestibule leading to the hallw

ay door 

w
ith his feet slightly apart. F

or several m
inutes ho w

aited 

stoicly. A
t the first sound of the buzzer he m

ow
,: : ; ::ickly to 

the door and opened it. A
 nondescript, m

iddle-aged m
an of 
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average height stood before him
 carrying a sm

all tape re-

corder m
achine in one hand. 

"C
o
m

e. in
," F

en
ester said

 sh
o
rtly

, stan
d
in

g
 to

 o
n
e 

side. H
is visitor entered quickly and turned around to face 

him
. H

e m
ade no effort to take off his hat or coat. 

F
en

ester sh
u
t th

e d
o
o
r in

to
 th

e h
allw

ay
 an

d
 ap

-

praised the m
an before him

. "W
ho are you?" 

"Jam
es B

ro
w

n
 w

ill d
o
 fo

r a n
am

e. A
ll y

o
u
 n

eed
 to

 

know
 about m

e is that I have vital inform
ation for sale. W

e 

h
av

en
't m

u
ch

 tim
e, M

r. F
en

ester. T
h
is tap

e w
ill b

e o
f n

o
 

v
alu

e to
 y

o
u
 in

 an
o
th

er h
o
u
r. I'm

 risk
in

g
 co

n
sid

erab
le to

 

bring it to you, and I suggest that you listen to it at once." 

"T
urn it on." 

T
he tape turned soundlessly for a m

om
ent, then an 

A
m

erican voice spoke. "H
ello." 

"W
illiam

s?" 
"Y

es." 
"D

o you have the B
W

 inform
ation?" a voice w

ith a 

faint accent asked. 

"Y
es. I'v

e g
o
t it o

n
 m

icro
film

 as y
o
u
 req

u
ested

." 

"A
ll of it?" 

"E
verything w

e've passed on to the C
hinese during 

the last three years." 
"Y

ou have it in a single package?" 

"Y
es. It is about the size of a book and w

eighs tw
o 

or three pounds." 

"G
o
o
d
. N

o
w

 n
o
te th

is d
o
w

n
 carefu

lly
. It is im

p
o
r-

tant. T
onight at eleven o'clock you are. . . ." 

B
ro

w
n
 click

ed
 o

ff th
e reco

rd
er an

d
 lo

o
k
ed

 at F
en

-

ester's grim
 face. "W

ell?" 
"L

et's hear the rest of it." 

"T
h
e rest o

f it w
ill co

st y
o
u
 ten

 th
o
u
san

d
 d

o
llars." 

"I d
o
n
't k

eep
 th

at k
in

d
 o

f m
o
n
ey

 aro
u
n
d
 h

ere." 

"I happened to know
 that you do." 

F
en

ester p
u
ffed

 o
n
 h

is cig
ar an

d
 m

easu
red

 B
ro

w
n
 

w
ith his eyes. "Y

ou m
ay know

 m
ore than you should know

 

for your ow
n good." 

"I am
 a p

ro
fessio

n
al, M

r. F
en

ester. D
o
n
't try

 to
 

frighten m
e." 
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"H
ow

 do I know
 you w

on't be back for m
ore?" 

"Y
ou don't. B

ut I don't press m
y luck. I have other 

fish to fry." 
F

enester continued to eye him
 coldly. 

"It's at elev
en

 to
n
ig

h
t, M

r. F
en

ester. T
h
ere isn

't 

m
uch tim

e." 
F

enester turned and disappeared into his bedroom
. 

H
e reap

p
eared

 in
 a few

 m
in

u
tes an

d
 to

ssed
 a p

ack
ag

e o
f 

new
 bills tow

ard B
row

n. B
row

n caught it and put into his 

pocket. H
e clicked on the tape recorder. 

". . . to
 en

ter th
e b

u
s d

ep
o
t o

n
 T

h
irteen

th
 S

treet. 

T
h
ere is a ro

w
 o

f p
u
b
lic lo

ck
ers o

n
 th

e rig
h
t sid

e o
f th

e 

door as you enter. A
 m

essenger w
ill deliver an envelope to 

your hom
e w

ithin the hour. It w
ill contain the key to locker 

num
ber 12. Insert the key in the locker. 1.-ave your pack-

age, rem
ove the envelope you w

ill find in the locker, and, 

m
o
st im

p
o
rtan

t, p
lace an

o
th

er q
u
arter in

 th
e slo

t o
f th

e 

lo
ck

er an
d
 rem

o
v
e th

e k
ey

. T
ak

e it w
ith

 y
o
u
. L

eav
e th

e 

locker locked." 
"Is that all?" 
"T

hat's all you do. L
eave the rest to us." 

"It's fifty
 th

o
u
san

d
 d

o
llars I w

an
t. W

e ag
reed

 o
n
 

that." "It w
ill b

e in
 o

u
r en

v
elo

p
e. Y

o
u
 u

n
d
erstan

d
 th

e 

instructions?" 
"Y

es." 
T

h
e tap

e reco
rd

ed
 th

e click
 o

f th
e telep

h
o
n
e re- 

ceivers and spun silently. B
row

n turned off the m
achine. 

"T
hat's about it. V

alue for value received." 

F
enester pushed out his cigar in an ashtray. "A

ny of 

these people know
 you?" 

"N
o. I w

ork the other side of the street." 

"G
ood. A

s it happens, though I recognize his voice, I 

don't know
 w

hat this fellow
 W

illiam
s looks like. I'll give 

you another five thousand dollars to com
e to that bus depot 

w
ith m

e and point him
 out." 

"Y
o
u
 d

o
n
't n

eed
 m

e. Ju
st w

atch
 w

h
o
 o

p
en

s lo
ck

er 

"H
e'll never go near it if I'm

 on top of it, and if I'm
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too far aw
ay, I w

on't get over there in tim
e to intercept 

him
. I'm

 not a young m
an, you know

. I need som
eone to 

point him
 out to m

e as he com
es in the door." 

B
row

n hesitated. "C
ash?" 

"Y
o
u
'll h

av
e it in

 th
e car o

n
 th

e w
ay

 iito
 to

w
n
." 

B
row

n licked his dry lips w
ith his tongue. T

his five 

grand could be for him
self. "A

ll right." 

F
enester nodded curtly and disappeared again into 

the bedroom
. O

n reappearing, he show
ed B

row
n ano 

package of bills. "T
hat about breaks the bank." H

e studied 

B
row

n as he lit a fresh cigar and put the bills into his coat 

pocket. "It's not good for either of us to be seen together 

around here. Y
ou go out as you cam

e. I'll go dow
n to the 

g
arag

e, g
et m

y
 car, an

d
 p

ick
 y

o
u
 u

p
 o

n
 th

e co
rn

er o
f 

W
oodley R

oad and C
onnecticut." 

B
row

n sm
iled slightly. "I'm

 on m
y w

ay. It's a good 

night's w
ork." 

R
ain had begun to fall w

hen F
enester sw

ung into 

the curb to pick up B
row

n. "M
iserable night," B

row
n said 

getting in. "S
orry about getting you out in it." 

F
enester grunted. O

therw
ise he w

as silent as he con-

centrated on guiding the big sedan into the approaches of 

R
ock C

reek P
arkw

ay. Its headlights probed into the m
ist 

and rain as it dropped dow
n the incline off C

alvert S
treet 

into the narrow
 valley dividing G

eorgetow
n from

 W
ash-

ington. B
row

n gazed out of the w
ater-streaked w

indow
 be-

side him
. "R

ock C
reek is running a flood." 

"It alw
ay

s d
o
es w

ith
 a w

arm
 rain

 an
d
 a th

aw
 in

 

w
inter." F

enester extended a package. "C
igarette?" 

B
row

n absently reached for one. "T
hanks." 

"T
he lighter is on the dashboard." 

"G
ot it." 

"I drive this w
ay tw

ice a day. It's the quickest route 

dow
ntow

n or to the C
apitol." 

B
row

n held the lighter to his cigarette, a faint red 

glow
 illum

inating his face. "I know
 it avoids . . . ." H

e 

coughed and stiffened. 

F
enester glanced at him

, quickly rem
oved the ciga-
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rette from
 his m

outh w
ith one hand, and snuffed it out 

against the instrum
ent panel. H

e pushed tw
o w

indow
 but-

tons. A
 flood of cold, w

et air filled the autom
obile. H

is eyes 

m
oved up to the rearview

 m
irror. T

here w
ere no lights be- 

hind him
 and none before him

. H
e sw

ung the autom
obile 

over the curbing, across a bridle path, and onto a large plot 

of grass beside R
ock C

reek. T
hey w

ere shielded from
 the 

P
arkw

ay by a heavy stand of m
agnolia trees. H

e turned off 

the engine and the headlights. R
eaching over to B

row
n, he 

turned his head and peered into the vacant eyes w
ith a 

flashlight. 
"W

e shall w
ait another m

inute or so, M
r. B

row
n. 

Y
ou can hear m

e and can com
prehend, but you can't m

ove. 

Y
ou have inhaled through your cigarette a m

inute quantity 

of a new
 discovery in bacteriological w

arfare. It paralyzes 

tem
porarily, but it doesn't kill. A

m
erican technology alw

ays 

seeks the hum
ane w

eapon. W
e call them

 incaps. T
hey in-

capacitate. Y
ou w

ill not die from
 inhaling this chem

ical. 

Y
ou w

ill die by drow
ning, a m

uch m
ore pedestrian death. 

T
h
e p

o
lice w

ill n
o
 d

o
u
b
t rep

o
rt y

o
u
 as an

 u
n
id

en
tified

 

drunk w
ho fell into R

ock C
reek." 

F
enester's hands deftly ran through B

row
n's pockets. 

H
e extracted his w

allet and the package of bills he had 

g
iv

en
 to

 h
im

 earlier. H
e g

o
t o

u
t o

f th
e car w

ith
 a little 

grunt and w
alked around it to B

row
n's side. H

e opened the 

door and let B
row

n fall out sidew
ise onto the w

et turf. 

T
hen he bent over and, taking B

row
n under the arm

pits, 

dragged him
 to the nearby creek. H

e pushed him
 into the 

cold, sw
irling w

ater. T
he body hung at the edge of the bank 

for a m
om

ent. F
enester gave it a hard push w

ith one foot 

and it floated slow
ly dow

nstream
. 

E
rnie S

essena sat at the counter in the bus depot 

restaurant, a half-drunk cup of coffee before him
. T

hrough 

the glass w
alls that separated the restaurant from

 the w
ait- 

ing room
, he could see the row

 of baggage lockers that 

contained locker num
ber 12. T

he bus depot clock show
ed 

five m
inutes to eleven. 
T

h
e d

o
u
b
le d

o
o
rs to

 th
e street o

p
en

ed
 an

d
 C

o
n
- 
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gressm
an S

am
 F

enester w
alked through them

. H
e stood a 

m
o
m

en
t, b

lin
k
in

g
 in

 th
e b

rig
h
t lig

h
ts, o

rien
tin

g
 h

im
self. 

T
h
en

 h
e w

alk
ed

 o
v
er to

 th
e ro

w
 o

f lo
ck

ers. H
e lo

cated
 

lo
ck

er 1
2
 an

d
 lo

o
k
ed

 ab
o
u
t h

im
. R

eassu
red

, h
e sat d

o
w

n
 

nearby on the w
aiting room

 bench. H
e looked relaxed, but 

his eyes never left locker 12. B
oth of his hands rem

ained 

palm
 dow

n on his knees. 

It w
as tw

o m
inutes past eleven w

hen W
illiam

s en-

tered the bus depot. H
e looked frightened. H

e hesitated at 

th
e d

o
o
r, m

o
isten

ed
 h

is lip
s w

ith
 h

is to
n
g
u
e, an

d
 w

alk
ed

 

over to the lockers. F
enester got to his feet w

ith a cat-like 

agility and stepped up behind W
illiam

s. W
illiam

s seem
ed 

to
 flin

ch
 slig

h
tly

, b
u
t h

e d
id

 n
o
t tu

rn
 aro

u
n
d
. F

en
ester 

spoke intensely, then both m
en left the locker and w

alked 

dow
n a nearby flight of stairs. A

t its foot, an electric neon 

sign pointed to rest room
s and telephones. 

A
n
o
th

e
r p

a
tro

n
 o

f th
e
 re

sta
u
ra

n
t c

o
u
n
te

r g
o
t 

abruptly to his feet and left the restaurant. H
e ran rapidly 

dow
n the stairs after W

illiam
s and F

enester. S
essena recog-

n
ized

 th
e sto

ck
y
 fig

u
re o

f V
lad

im
ir S

h
ap

k
in

, o
n
e o

f th
e 

F
irst S

ecretaries o
f th

e E
m

b
assy

 o
f th

e S
o
v
iet U

n
io

n
. 

S
essen

a w
aited

 ten
 seco

n
d
s, th

en
 h

e leisu
rely

 fo
l-

low
ed the others dow

n the staircase. H
e turned left at the 

fo
o
t o

f th
e stairs. H

e saw
 n

o
 o

n
e. H

e w
alk

ed
 o

v
er to

 th
e 

m
en's room

. T
here w

ere tw
o entrances, one in a near w

all 

and one around a corner. H
e carefully pushed at the closest 

door. H
e w

as not surprised to find that it w
as blocked. H

e 

p
u
sh

ed
 at th

e o
th

er d
o
o
r. It g

av
e. S

essen
a to

o
k
 a p

isto
l 

fro
m

 h
is sh

o
u
ld

er h
o
lster an

d
 cau

tio
u
sly

 en
tered

. O
n
 h

is 

left w
as a lin

e o
f w

h
ite lav

ato
ries. H

e g
lan

ced
 in

 th
e 

m
irro

r o
v
er th

em
. T

h
ey

 reflected
 a ro

w
 o

f p
ay

 to
ilets 

around a corner. O
n the floor near the end of the lavatories 

w
as th

e b
o
d
y
 o

f W
illiam

s, face d
o
w

n
w

ard
 in

 a p
o
o
l o

f 

b
lo

o
d
. S

essen
a ed

g
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 th

e co
rn

er. T
h
e b

o
d
y
 o

f 

S
h
ap

k
in

 w
as cru

m
p
led

 in
 a co

rn
er ag

ain
st a refu

se co
n
-

tainer. 
. S

essen
a p

au
sed

, listen
in

g
, h

is ey
es rap

id
ly

 d
artin

g
 

over the sm
all, fetid room

. H
e didn't see F

enester. T
hen he 

h
eard

 
a
 fa

in
t g

a
g
g
in

g
 a

n
d
 a

 sa
w

in
g
 ra

sp
 o

f b
re

a
th

. 
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It cam
e from

 one of the pay toilets. H
e edged slow

ly 

dow
n the row

, his pistol draw
n, until he found its source. 

F
enester w

as on his knees, blood trickling from
 the side of 

h
is m

o
u
th

, stru
g
g
lin

g
 w

ith
 th

e w
rap

p
in

g
 o

f a p
ack

ag
e. It 

appeared that he w
as trying to unw

rap it so that he could 

flush its contents dow
n the toilet. 

S
essena's foot lashed out and caught F

enester under 

the chin. H
is head snapped back but he continued to cling 

to the package. H
e stared stupidly at S

essena, tried to rise 

to his feet, then collapsed, falling sidew
ise, his head strik-

ing the side of the toilet bow
l. A

 sm
ear of blood appeared 

on its side. S
essena leaned over him

. H
e w

as dead. 

S
essen

a w
alk

ed
 b

ack
 to

w
ard

 th
e d

o
o
r. H

e p
u
sh

ed
 

through it as a young m
an in blue jeans and a red and blue 

sport shirt tried to enter. In one hand he held a vest pocket 

rad
io

 fro
m

 w
h
ich

 th
e fran

tic v
o
ice o

f a rad
io

 h
u
ck

ster 

co
u
ld

 b
e h

eard
. W

h
en

 S
essen

a d
id

n
't m

o
v
e asid

e, h
e 

stopped. "W
hat's up?" 

"T
here's been an accident. T

his toilet is closed. D
o 

m
e a favor. R

un like hell and get a cop." 
"It's lik

e th
at, h

u
h
?" H

e sh
ifted

 th
e g

u
m

 in
 h

is 

m
outh and shoved out one hip in a relaxed stance. 

"It's like that." 
T

h
e y

o
u
n
g
 m

an
 sp

u
n
 aro

u
n
d
 an

d
 ran

 u
p
 th

e stairs. 

In a few
 m

inutes, he returned w
ith a uniform

ed policem
an. 

"Is there trouble here?" T
he policem

an asked. 

S
essena opened his w

allet and show
ed him

 his iden-

tificatio
n
. "T

h
is is a F

ed
eral m

atter. I w
an

t y
o
u
 to

 g
u
ard

 

this door and see that no one enters. I'll report it, and w
e'll 

take it off your hands as quickly as possible." 

"A
nyone inside need help?" 

"N
o. T

here are three corpses. T
hey equalized each 

other w
ith pistols equipped w

ith silencers. T
hey don't need 

help from
 anybody." 

S
essena stepped into a nearby telephone booth and 

dialed a num
ber. T

he fam
iliar voice of the M

an B
ehind the 

D
esk answ

ered. 
"I'm

 sorry to bother you at hom
e." 

"T
hat's all right, E

rnie. W
here are you?" 
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"T
he T

hirteenth S
treet B

us D
epot." 

"Just getting in from
 N

ew
 O

rleans?" 
"N

o. I've been pooping around W
ashington. I've got 

a present for you." 
"Y

ou aren't drunk, E
rnie?" 

"N
o. M

aybe that com
es later." 

"G
o on." 

"C
o

n
g

ressm
an

 S
am

 F
en

ester is d
o

w
n

 h
ere. D

ead
. 

H
is fingerprints are all over a package w

hich contains m
ost 

of the bacteriological w
arfare secrets of the U

nited S
tates." 

T
here w

as a long silence, then the voice, half sm
oth-

ered
, cam

e o
v

er th
e w

ire slo
w

ly
. "I'll b

e d
o

w
n

, E
rn

ie. I'll 
be there right aw

ay." 
"D

o that and bring your faint-hearted friends. Y
ou'll 

find F
enester in a pay toilet in the m

en's room
. H

e alw
ays 

w
ent first class." 

S
essena hung up, a broad grin on his face. H

e w
ent 

up the stairs to the street level and bought a fifty-cent cigar 
at th

e cig
arette co

u
n
ter. H

e lig
h
ted

 it carefu
lly

, ro
llin

g
 it 

d
elib

erately
 b

etw
een

 h
is fin

g
ers. H

e th
en

 retu
rn

ed
 to

 th
e 

telephone booth and dialed the telephone num
ber at w

hich 
T

ony B
aylor w

as w
aiting. 

2
1
0
 

IT
 W

A
S

 S
N

O
W

IN
G

 heavily outside the w
indow

s of the office 
in

 th
e C

IA
 b

u
ild

in
g

. T
h

e m
etro

n
o

m
e sw

u
n

g
 slo

w
ly

 b
ack

 
and forth before the M

an B
ehind the D

esk. 
E

rn
ie S

essen
a sp

o
k
e fro

m
 th

e so
fa. "I th

o
u
g
h
t th

at 

w
as for L

inda." 
"I b

o
u

g
h

t th
is o

n
e fo

r th
e o

ffice. I rath
er lik

e th
e 

dam
n thing." 

"M
arking the inexorable m

arch of tim
e?" 

"A
 sandglass m

arks tim
e. I like the cadence. It's like 

tapping the fingers." 
S

essena deliberately unw
rapped a piece of chew

ing 
g

u
m

 an
d

 p
u

t it in
 h

is m
o

u
th

. "T
h

ere w
as n

o
th

in
g

 in
 th

e 
m

orning new
spapers about F

enester," he said in flat tones. 
"D

id you kill the story?" 
T

he M
an B

ehind the D
esk rocked back in his chair 

w
ith a creak and folded his big hands behind his head. "In 

its cradle," he said cheerfully. 
"I didn't know

 that you sw
ung that kind of w

eight." 
"I d

o
n
't. T

h
e tran

scen
d
en

tal n
eed

s o
f th

e n
atio

n
al 

2
1
1
 



t 

security cam
e into play. E

verybody cooperated, including 
a n

u
m

b
er o

f p
eo

p
le w

h
o
 d

o
 sw

in
g
 w

eig
h
t. It w

as a b
u
sy

 
night. B

y daw
n, w

e learned that M
r. F

enester, beloved and 
revered senior m

em
ber of the C

ongress had died early this 
m

o
rn

in
g

 in
 h

is b
ed

 at h
o

m
e. Y

o
u
'll read

 ab
o
u
t it in

 th
e 

afternoon new
spapers. I don't think it w

ill m
ake the front 

page." "W
hat about S

hapkin and W
illiam

s? W
here did they 

die? O
n the m

erry-go-round at G
len E

cho?" 
"S

hapkin and W
illiam

s?" T
he tone w

as vague. 
S

essen
a g

rim
aced

 iro
n

ically
. "I'm

 g
lad

 I'v
e g

o
t m

y
 

n
am

e tag
 o

n
. I m

ig
h

t fin
d

 th
at I'm

 a ch
ro

n
ic case o

f m
is-

taken identity." 
T

h
e M

an
 B

eh
in

d
 th

e D
esk

 d
elib

erately
 filled

 h
is 

pipe w
ith tobacco. "Y

ou deserve to know
, E

rnesto m
io. T

he 
R

ussians w
anted to tidy the story up a bit, too. T

heir m
an 

w
as retrieved by the E

m
bassy. T

hey'll report the death and 
sh

ip
 th

e b
o
d
y
 h

o
m

e w
ith

 d
u
e o

b
serv

an
ce o

f d
ip

lo
m

atic 
protocol. N

o questions asked. W
e'll forget that they w

ere 
naughty boys." 

"A
nd W

illiam
s?" 

"I believe that he w
as shot on location, so to speak, 

at th
e b

u
s statio

n
 b

y
 a R

ed
 C

h
in

ese ag
en

t n
am

ed
 W

o
n
g
. 

I u
n
d
erstan

d
 th

at th
e sh

o
o
tin

g
 h

ad
 so

m
eth

in
g
 to

 d
o
 w

ith
 

th
e P

ro
b

ar sp
y

 case." H
e b

ro
k

e in
to

 a rasp
in

g
 lau

g
h

 o
f 

am
usem

ent. 
"O

h
," S

esscn
a said

 w
ith

 d
ry

 su
rp

rise, "y
o
u
 aren

't 
going b
oina to rehabilitate P

robar?" 
T

he eyebrow
s of the M

an B
ehind the D

esk arched. 
"O

f course not. E
vil doing and treason m

ust com
e to light." 

"L
eaving out F

enester." 
T

he voice w
as soft and patient. "Y

ou see the differ-
ence, don't you, E

rnie? T
he spy ring w

as destroyed. T
hat 

w
as good, even though a prom

inent law
yer and a politician 

w
ere involved. B

ut w
hat F

enester did w
as beyond treason. 

H
e u

sed
 a h

ig
h
 p

o
sitio

n
 o

f p
u
b
lic tru

st as ju
st an

o
th

er 
counter in a dirty gam

e of international espionage. H
e de-

g
rad

ed
 th

e C
o

n
g

ress o
f th

e U
n

ited
 S

tates an
d

 ev
ery

o
n

e 
w

ho honored him
 and trusted him

. W
e can't tell that story. 
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W
e have to protect the sanctity of our public institutions." 

H
e p

au
sed

 an
d
 sm

iled
. "T

h
in

g
s h

av
e w

o
rk

ed
 o

u
t 

rath
er w

ell. T
h

e sp
y

 rin
g

 is d
estro

y
ed

 an
d

 F
en

ester is 
honorably dead. W

ords of appreciation for our agency, a 
p
ro

m
o
tio

n
 fo

r y
o
u
, an

d
 a k

ick
 u

p
 in

 salary
." H

is sm
ile 

b
ro

ad
en

ed
. "I d

o
 all rig

h
t, to

o
. A

 g
o
o
d
 sh

o
w

 all aro
u
n
d
." 

"W
hat about B

aylor? H
e know

s the truth." 
"D

o
es h

e? H
e'll g

et all o
f th

e k
u

d
o

s h
e n

eed
s o

r 
d

eserv
es tellin

g
 th

e sto
ry

 o
f th

e P
ro

b
ar sp

y
 case. If h

e 
talks about F

enester, he'll destroy his credibility." 
"H

as h
e th

o
u

g
h

t ab
o

u
t th

at?" 
"It's been pointed out to him

." T
he w

ords cam
e drily. 

"H
e's a sm

art young m
an, and his gal, too." 

"T
h

e co
p

 saw
 th

ree b
o

d
ies co

m
e o

u
t o

f th
at m

en
's 

room
." T

he grey eyes w
ere steely. "H

e w
as m

istaken." 
"T

h
ey

 say
 th

at th
e tru

th
 w

ill o
u

t." 
"T

here are som
e am

using old sayings people repeat. 
I som

etim
es w

onder how
 they got started." 

T
here w

as a pause. 
"T

hat leaves m
e." 

"Y
es." 

S
esscn

 retu
rn

ed
 th

e d
irect, h

ard
 stare o

f th
e M

an
 

B
ehind the D

esk. S
low

ly, a sardonic grin touched his lips. 
H

e shifted the gum
 in his m

outh and put a cigarette at one 
corner of his lips. S

napping a kitchen m
atch into flam

e w
ith 

his thum
b nail, he touched it deliberately to the cigarette 

end. "W
hat's the next assignm

ent?" 
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