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THE CLIENT

One thing about being a private investigator, you’ve got to learn to go with your hunches.
That’s why when a quivering pat of butter named Word Babcock walked into my office and laid his
cards on the table, I should have trusted the cold chill that shot up my spine.

»Kaiser?« he said. »Kaiser Lupowitz?«

»That’s what it says on my license,« I owned up.

»You’ve got to help me. I'm being blackmailed. Please!« He was shaking like the lead singer
in a rumba band. I pushed a glass across the desk top and a bottle of rye I keep handy for nonme-
dicinal purposes.

»Suppose you relax and tell me all about it.«

»You ... you won’t tell my wife?«

»Level with me, Word. I can’t make any promises.« He tried pouring a drink, but you could
hear the clicking sound across the street, and most of the stuff wound up in his shoes.

»I'm a working guy,« he said. »Mechanical maintenance. I build and service joy buzzers. You
know — those little fun gimmicks that give people a shock when they shake hands?«

»S07«

»A lot of your executives like ‘em. Particularly down on Wall Street.«

»Get to the point.«

»I’'m on the road a lot. You know how it is — lonely. Oh, not what you’re thinking. See, Kaiser,
I'm basically an intellectual. Sure, a guy can meet all the bimbos he wants. But the really brainy
women — they’re not so easy to find on short notice.«

»Keep talking.«

»Well, I heard of this young girl. Eighteen years old. A Yassar student. For a price, she’ll
come over and discuss any subject — Proust, Yeats, anthropology. Exchange of ideas. You see what
I'm driving at?«

»Not exactly.«

»I mean my wife is great, don’t get me wrong. But she won’t discuss Pound with me. Or Eliot.
I didn’t know that when I married her. See, I need a woman who’s mentally stimulating, Kaiser.
And I'm willing to pay for it. I don’t want an involvement — I want a quick intellectual experience,
then I want the girl to leave. Christ, Kaiser, ’'m a happily married man.«

»How long has this been going on?«

»Six months. Whenever I have that craving, I call Flossie. She’s a madam, with a Master’s in
Comparative Lit. She sends me over an intellectual, see?«

So he was one of those guys whose weakness was really bright women. I felt sorry for the poor
sap. I figured there must be a lot of jokers in his position, who were starved for a little intellectual
communication with the opposite sex and would pay through the nose for it.

»Now she’s threatening to tell my wife,« he said.

»Who is?«
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KJIMEHT

OnHa Belllb B )KM3HU YaCTHOTO JIETEKTHBA: ThI JOJDKEH HAYYUThCS BEPUTh MHCTUHKTaM. [loarto-
My, KOTJIa 3TOT JPOXKAIUN KyCOK CJIMBOYHOTO Macja 1o umeHu Bopa Ba0kok Bomen B Mot oduc u
PaCKpBLT CBOM KapThl, ObLTIO ObI JIy4Ille, €CIU ObI 51 TOBEPUJI MypalllKaM I0 KOXe.

— Kaiizep? — ckazan on, — Katizep Jlynosun?

MHe npuILIOCh OTBETUTH: «Tak HamMcaHO Ha MOEU JINIEH3UI.

— BrI 10yKHBI MHE TTOMOYb. MeHs maHTaxupytoT. Cracurte!

OH Tpsiccsi, KaK TaHIIOP BO BpeMsi pyMOBbI. I mpoTsiHys1 eMy cTakaH U OYTBLIKY CKOTYa, KOTOPYIO
BCETJIa JIEPXKY PSIOM, B HEMEAMIIMHCKUX LEJISIX. «A €CJIM BbI PaccaabUTECh M BCe MHE pacCKaXkeTe?»

— Brl1... Bel He ckaxkeTe moeil xxeHe?

— 51 He Mory Huuero obemiaTh, Bopa. Pacciabbcsi.

OH monbITajICs HAJIUTh BUCKH, HO KJIallaHbe OYTBUIKU O CTaKaH OBLIO CJIBIIIHO 32 KBapTal, U
JKHAIKOCTB OOJIBIIIEH YacThIO OKa3ajlach y HEro B OOTHHKaX.

— 51 pabounii yesioBek, — ckazay Bopa. — MoHTaX U peMOHT. MBI CTaBUM U OOCJIY)KUBAEM aBTO-
MaThl JJIs1 TUHOOJa. 3HaeTe, TaKue ¢ MSIYMKOM U CIOXKeTaMU U3 0J10kbacTepoB?

—n?

— Ux n100sT MUIIIIMOHEPBhl. MBI MHOT'O TTOCTaBUJIU Ha Y oJLI-CTpUT.

— Bbawxe k neny.

— Sl yacTo B KOMaHIUpOBKax. Bbl 3HaeTe, Kak 3T0 — oAMHOKO. To ecTh, COBCEM He TakK, KaK BbI
nymaete. S, 3HaeTe sid, uHTeJUIMTeHT. KOHEeYHO, B Jopore BCTpeTUILb JIt0OYIO 11anaBy. Ho mo-HacTos-
ILIEMY YMHBIX J)KEHIIIMH — HEeT, TAKUX Ha HOYb HE JI0CTaTh.

— Tak, Tax.

— Hy, s ycabiman o gesyuike. 18 net. Ctynentka fccapa. 3a yMepeHHYIO IJIaTy OHA TPUXOJNT,
¥ C Heil MOXHO 06cyauTh JT00y1o Temy — IIpycra, Meiitca, antpononoruio. OGMeH UIESAMHU, BbI T10-
HuMaeTe?

— He cocem.

— ¥ MeHs 3aMeuaTeJibHas )KeHa, He IOUMUTe MeHs npeBpaTHo. Ho ¢ Heli He ob6cynuinb [1ayH-
na. Mnu Onmota. A He 3Ha 3TOrO, KOTa Mbl MOKeHUJIUCh. [lonumaete, Kaiizep, MHe Hy)KHa UHTEJ-
JIEKTYaJIbHO CTUMYyJIMpYIollast s)keHa. M s roToB 3a 3To MIaTUTh. MHe He Hy)KHa JJIUTeJIbHAsl CBS3b
— 51 J)KaXKIy ObICTPOr0 YMCTBEHHOTO TOJIUKA, IIOCJIE ATOro JAeBylIKe Jyule yitu. [ocionn, Kaitzep, s
CYACTJIMBO JKEHaT.

— Kaxk gonro ato npomgomxanocs?

— Illects MecsueB. Korma Bo MHe BO3HUMKaJIO 3TO XKesaHue, st 3BoHUI diroccu. Ona 6anaep-
11a, KaHAWJAT B IOKTOPa, CpaBHUTEJIbHOE JuTeparyposefeHue. OHa U npuchblIaeT KO MHE MHTEJI-
JIEKTYaJIOK.

HWrax, nepeno MHOH CH/IEJ OIMH U3 T€X apHEeH, Ybel c1ab0CThIo ObLIN YMHBIE )KeHIIMHBI. Beo-
Jlary 66110 skasTko. HaBepHsika B ropojie ObLJI0 MHOTO TaKUX (ppaepoB, KaXKAYIINX HHTEJIEKTYaJIbHOTO
OOIIEHUSI ¥ TOTOBBIX OAILIATH 38 ATO MO-KPYITHOMY.

— Teneps oHa rpo3uTcs pacckazaTtbh 000 BCeM JKeHe, — cKa3as OH.

— Kro ona?

* MeHca — opraHusanysi, 00beIIHSIONIAs JIOACH ¢ 04eHb BEICOKUM [Q.
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»Flossie. They bugged the motel room. They got tapes of me discussing The Waste Land
and Styles of Radical Will, and, well, really getting into some issues. They want ten grand or
they go to Carla. Kaiser, you’ve got to help me! Carla would die if she knew she didn’t turn me
on up here.«

The old call-girl racket. I had heard rumors that the boys at headquarters were on to some-
thing involving a group of educated women, but so far they were stymied.

»Get Flossie on the phone for me.«

»What?«

»I’ll take your case, Word. But I get fifty dollars a day, plus expenses. You’ll have to re-
pair a lot of joy buzzers.« »It won’t be ten G’s worth, I’'m sure of that,« he said with a grin, and
picked up the phone and dialed a number. I took it from him and winked. I was beginning to
like him.

THE SETUP

Seconds later, a silky voice answered, and I told her what was on my mind. »I understand you
can help me set up an hour of good chat,« I said.

»Sure, honey. What do you have in mind?«

»I’d like to discuss Melville.«

»Moby Dick or shorter novels?«

»What’s the difference?«

»The price. That’s all. Symbolism’s extra.«

»What’ll it run me?«

»Fifty, maybe a hundred for Moby Dick. You want a comparative discussion — Melville and
Hawthorne? That could be arranged for a hundred.«

»The dough’s fine,« I told her and gave her the number of a room at the Plaza.

»You want a blonde or a brunette?«

»Surprise me,« I said, and hung up.

»I shaved and grabbed some black coffee while I checked over the Monarch College Out-
line series. Hardly an hour had passed before there was a knock on my door. I opened it, and
standing there was a young redhead who was packed into her slacks like two big scoops of vanilla
ice cream.«

»Hi, 'm Sherry.« They really knew how to appeal to your fantasies. Long, straight hair,
leather bag, silver earrings, no make-up.

»I'm surprised you weren’t stopped, walking into the hotel dressed like that,« I said. »The
house dick can usually spot an intellectual.«

»A five-spot cools him.«

»Shall we begin?« I said, motioning her to the couch. She lit a cigarette and got right to it.
»I think we could start by approaching Billy Budd as Melville’s justification of the ways of God to
man, n’est-ce pas?«

»Interestingly, though, not in a Miltonian sense.« I was bluffing. I wanted to see if she’d
go for it.

»No. Paradise Lost lacked the substructure of pessimism.« She did.

»Right, right. God, you’re right,« I murmured.

»I think Melville reaffirmed the virtues of innocence in a naive yet sophisticated sense —don’t
you agree?« I let her go on. She was barely nineteen years old, but already she had developed the
hardened facility of the pseudo-intellectual. She rattled off her ideas glibly, but it was all mechani-
cal. Whenever I offered an insight, she faked a response: »Oh yes, Kaiser. Yes, baby, that’s deep. A
platonic comprehension of Christianity — why didn’t I see it before?« We talked for about an hour
and then she said she had to go. She stood up and I laid a C-note on her.
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— ®yoccn. OHM Hac 3anucaiu. Y HUX €CTh 3alUCH Halux quckyccuii o «Ilycromm» u «I1po0Oae-
Max TBOpuecTBa JJ0cTOeBCKOTO» U MbI TaM 3aTParuBaeM, Bbl IOHMUMAETE, 3aTParuBaeM OYeHb IJIyOOKHE
Bornpockl. OHU TPeOYIOT IeCATh ThICSY, MK OHM NepenanyT 3anucu Kapie. Kaifzep, BbI JOKHBI MHE
nomous! Kapia ymper, eciiu y3HaeT, 4To He BO30Y’>KIaeT MEeHsI HHTEJJIEKTYaJIbHO.

Crapblil TPIOK C IEBOYKAMU I10 BBI30BY. Sl CIbIIIal, 9TO pedsTa B y9acTKe IPOHIOXAJIU IPO Ka-
KOI-TO pIKeT ¢ 00pa30BaHHBIMHU JAEBKaMH, HO UX IIPUIKATH CBEPXY.

— Hy-xa, nozsonu srou doccn.

—Yro?

— 51 6epycn 3a TBOE neno, Bopa. C tebs 50 6GakcoB B IeHB IUIIOC pacxXoabl. Thl JOJKEH OyIelb
MOYUHUTH MHOT'O TMHOOJIOB.

— Oto He OyzeT ctouTh 10 KycKkoB, OHaKO, — CKa3aJ OH C YXMBLIKOH, B3s11 TesedoH 1 Habpas
HoMep. S 3a0pan y Hero TpyOKy 1 mogMurHyJI. OH HAaYMHAJ MHE HPaBUThCSI.

CroBop

Uepes mapy CeKyH MHE OTBETHJI OapXaTHBIN TOJI0C, U 51 OOBSCHIII €, 9TO Y MEHsI Ha yMe.

— l'oBopsT, BBl MOXKETe 00€CIIeYnTh MHE YaCOK-IPYTroi He3a0bIBaeMOT0 OOIIICHUS.

— Koneuno, 3aiika. A o uem?

— S mopymai o Mensuie.

— Mo6u JIyik niu poMaHbl MOKOpoYe?

— A B uem pasHuma?

— B nene. Tosbko 1 Bcero. 3a CUMBOJIM3M — JIOILJIATA.

— Bo 9T0 5TO MHE 00O¥ETCS?

— 50, Hy, MakcuMyM coTHs 3a MoOu Jluka. A MOXKET, Thl XOUYeIllb CPABHUTEJIbHBIN aHanu3: MeJ-
Bus1 u l'otopu? Torna ato coTHsl.

S ckazain:

— Babku B mopsike, — u nan eit Homep komHathl B [Laze.

— Tb1 xouenb OJIOHIUHKY U OPIOHETKY?

— YnuBU MeHS — U sl IOBECHUJT TPYOKY.

S moGpuiics M TIposIMCTa 3a YepHBIM Kode KHIDKKY u3 cepumn «Pedeparhbl Mo KiraccmuecKou
JuTepartype» usnareabcrBa « MoHapx». Uepes yac B ABepb NMOCTy4daau. Sl OTKpbLI M YBUIEJ Ha IOPOTe
PBDKEBOJIOCYIO IEBYIIKY ¢ (popmamu Jlapsr Kpodr.

— IIpusert. A — Uleppwu.

OHU AEeUCTBUTENBHO 3HAJU IYyTh K CEPALlYy MY)X4YWHBI. JJIMHHBIE NpPAMBIE BOJIOCHI, KOXKaHBIN
PIOK3a40K, cepeOpsSIHbIE CEPE’KKH, HUKAKOTO IprUMa.

— YauBUTEIBHO, KaK Te€0s MyCTUIN BHYTPh B TAKOM BHJIe. MyZaK Ha BXO/IE MOXKET OOBIYHO OTJIU-
YUTh UHTEJUIUTCHTA.

— Ero ycnokansaroT IATe pKOI.

— Hy, uro, Haunem? — ckazaJ s, mokasbiBasi Ha cody.

OHa 3a)KIJyla CUrapeTky W Iepeluia Ha rajol. «5 aymaro, MOXKHO HadaTh C MOMNBITKU YBUAETH
«bunnu Bagy, kak onpaBaanue MesBuiiom oTHoleHuUs bora k yesoBeky, n’est-ce pas?»

— WHTepecHo, HO He MO-MUITOHOBCKU. — S GstedoBai. XoTesoch YBUAETh, IOBEJESTCS JTU OHA.

— Her. B «IlorepsinHOM Pae» HeT cyOcTpykTyphl neccuMu3May». OHa MoBeJIach.

— Ja. Ja. T'ocnonm, Kax ThI MpaBa, — MPOLLIENTA .

— S cumraro, MeJBMIIT OATBEPINIT IEHHOCTh HEBUHHOCTH B HAUBHOM, HO (pHII0COCKU YCIOXK-
HEHHOU MaHepe, He TaK Jin?

S mo3Boun eii mpomoskuTh. Eif eme He Ob1710 19, HO OHA yXe pa3BWJIa U 3aKayImia B cede Jier-
KOCTb TIceBIONHTe UINIeHTa. OHa OOMKO Tpelaga CBOMMHU HIESIMU, HO BCE OTO ObLII0O MEXaHMYECKUM.
Korna s BcTaBisin ciaoBo, oHa MMHTHpoBasa dHTY3ua3M: «O, ma, Kaitzep! Jla, MuIbIiA, 5T0 TIIyOOKO.
[InaToHnveckoe MoHUMaHe XPUCTUAHCTBA — KaK s He JOIIIA 10 3TOT0 cama?»

ITocse yaca Gecenpl, OHA CKa3asa, 4yTo eif mopa. OHa MOAHSIACK, U 51 IPOTSHYJI €1 COTHIO.



»Thanks, honey.«

»There’s plenty more where that came from.«

»What are you trying to say?« I had piqued her curiosity. She sat down again.

»Suppose I wanted to have a party?« I said.

»Like, what kind of a party?«

»Suppose I wanted Noam Chomsky explained to me by two girls?«

»Oh, wow.«

»If you’d rather forget it...«

»You’d have to speak with Flossie,« she said. »It’s cost you.« Now was the time to tighten the
screws. I flashed my private-investigator’s badge and informed her it was a bust.

»What!«

»I'm fuzz, sugar, and discussing Melville for money is an 802. You can do time.«

»You louse!«

»Better come clean, baby. Unless you want to tell your story down at Alfred Kazin’s office,
and I don’t think he’d be too happy to hear it.«

She began to cry. »Don’t turn me in, Kaiser,« she said. »I needed the money to complete my
Master’s. I've been turned down for a grant. Twice. Oh, Christ.«

It all poured out — the whole story. Central Park West upbringing, Socialist summer camps,
Brandeis. She was every dame you saw waiting in line at the Elgin or the Thalia, or penciling the
words ‘Yes, very true’ into the margin of some book on Kant. Only somewhere along the line she
had made a wrong turn.

»I needed cash. A girl friend said she knew a married guy whose wife wasn’t very profound.
He was into Blake. She couldn’t hack it. I said sure, for a price I'd talk Blake with him. I was ner-
vous at first. I faked a lot of it. He didn’t care. My friend said there were others. Oh, I've been bust-
ed before. I got caught reading Commentary in a parked car, and I was once stopped and frisked at
Tanglewood. Once more and I'm a three time loser.«

»Then take me to Flossie.«

She bit her lip and said, »The Hunter College Book Store is a front.«

»Yes?«

»Like those bookie joints that have barbershops outside for show. You’ll see.«

I made a quick call to headquarters and then said to her, »Okay, sugar. You’re off the hook.
But don’t leave town.«

She tilted her face up toward mine gratefully. »I can get you photographs of Dwight Macdon-
ald reading,« she said.

»Some other time.«

FLOSSIE’S

I walked into the Hunter College Book Store. The salesman, a young man with sensitive eyes,
came up to me. »Can I help you?« he said.

»I'm looking for a special edition of Advertisements for Myself. I understand the author had
several thousand gold-leaf copies printed up for friends.«

»I’ll have to check,« he said. »We have a WATS line to Mailer’s house.«

I fixed him with a look. »Sherry sent me,« I said.

»Oh, in that case, go on back.« he said. He pressed a button. A wall of books opened, and I
walked like a lamb into that bustling pleasure palace known as Flossie’s.



— Crracu00, MUJIBIA.

— Y MEHS eCTh eIlle MHOTO TaKHX.

— YTO0 THI XOUEHIb OTUM CKa3aTh?

S 3amnTpurosai ee. OHa OIATH ceJla.

— IIpencrassb cebde, 51 peIINI — YCTPOUTDH BEUEPUHKY?

— Kakyo Beuepunky?

— IIpexncrass cebe, 51 X0Tea ObI, YTOOBI MHE 00BsiICHUIN YOMCKOTO. JIBE IEBYIIIKU.

— Oro.

— Ecom Tebe He xouercs...

— Tebe namo morosoputk ¢ dyroccu, — ckazana oHa. — ITO OYAET CTOUTE...

[Mpuimna mopa 3aBUHYMBATE Taiiku. S mokasas eif CBOM 3HAYOK JIETEKTHBA U TPOUH(MOPMHUPOBAT
ee 0 MOoJICTaBe.

— Yro!

— S xom, neTka, a obcyxnenne MesBuiia 3a 1eHbru — 9710 802 crarhs. Teds mocasr.

— AX, TbI, cykal

— Tebe nyumre mpusHaThCs, O6eiidou. Eciu, KOHEUHO, HE XO4ellb paccKa3aTb O CBOEH TOpbKOM
JIOJI€ B YYaCTKE.

Omna 3arutakadna.

— He cnagaii mens, Kaiizep, — ckazana oHa. — MHe Hy>KHBI ObLIIN IGHBI'U JIJISI 3aBEPIICHUS Kyp-
coBoii. MHe He panu rpanT. Otka3anu. dsaxnasl. O, 'ocnogn.

Teneps U3 Hee MOJUIOCH — BCE, BCSI NIOAHOTOTHAs. JIoM B €éBPEMCKOM KBapTaJjie, JETHUE Jareps
conanucToB, bpanzaetic. OHa ObLIa OJJHOW M3 TeX JaM, KOTO YaCTO BUIUIIIL CTOSIIIIUMU B OYEPEAU Ha
npeMbepy Bepronyuaun nnm unpkatommmn «MiMeHHo!» Ha mossix oubamoreynoro eresst. Bot Tonabko
IJ7Ie-TO 10 AOPOT'e OHA 3aBEpHYyJIa HE TyJa.

— S myxnanace. [Tompyra ckazaya, 4To 3HaeT OIHOTO, )KEHATOTO, €ro JKeHa ObLIa HE CIUIIKOM
ymHa. OH yBiekanca bierikom. ITonpyra He Moria cama, a g CKa3aja, 9To Ja, 51 TOTOBa IIOTOBOPUTH C HAM
o bureiike, 3a nenpru. CHavyasa 51 HepBHUYANA, IPUTBOpsIack. EmMy ObL10 Bee paBHo. [lompyra ckaszana,
€CTb Apyrue, Takue xxe. O, MeHs y>xe JoBUIIU. S unTana Beiayx «IIposeromeHnsl» B MpUNapKOBaHHOU Ma-
IIIMHE, a B IPYTOH pa3 OCTAHOBUJIM M OOBICKaIN B MarazuHe. Eirie onvH pas, u 51 HeylauyHuia B Kyoe.

— Tornma orBenu mens k dyoccwu.

Omna npukycuiia rydy v ckasaja:

— Y Hux xa3a B kHmwkxHOM XaHTep Kosutemxka.

— Tak-tax?

— Kaxk y 6ykMekepoB, Korma KOHTOpa MPSYETCS B TApUKMaxepCcKoid. Thl yBUIUIIIb.

51 OBICTPO TIEPErOBOPHUII C YIACTKOM U CKa3as eil:

— Ok, netka. Tel cBoOOmHA. Ho He mokumai ropo.

OHa nojHs11a TOJIOBY KO MHE:

— S mory moctats 17151 Tebs1 poTorpacpum ¢ uyreHuit Jyalita MakmoHaabaa.

— Kax-HuOynp B 1pyroii pas.

DOJIOCCHUHO

S Bomresr B kHMKHBIN Mara3ud Xautep Konnemka. Ko MHe mogoriien mpomaser, MOJIOAOM deo-
BEK C )KMBBIMH TJIa3aMM.

— Mory a1 51 BaM IOMOYb?

— S mty ocoboe m3nanue «Kpyreie mapHu He TaHIyroT». HackosbKo 51 3HAIO, aBTOP M3/aJ He-
CKOJIBKO TBICSY DK3E€MILUISIPOB B KOJKaHOM IEPEIVIETE € MMO30JI0TOM A1 APY3€EN.

— 51 noyKeH NpoBEpPUTHh, — CKa3as OH. — Y Hac €CThb CBS3U B U3/1aTEJILCTBE MDaliiepa.

S mpucTasbHO MOCMOTpPEJT Ha HETO:

— Memns npucaaina Hleppu.

— A, B TaKOM cJly4yae, BaM HaJ0 NpouTn Tyaa. — OH Ha)kaJ Ha KHOIIKY; CTEJJIaXX ¢ KHUTaMHU pa3b-
exaJIcsl, ¥ 51 BOILIEJI KaK arHell B CUSIFOIMU JBOPELL YAOBOJILCTBUM MajgaM Pioccu.



Red flocked wallpaper and a Victorian decor set the tone. Pale, nervous girls with black-
rimmed glasses and blunt-cut hair lolled around on sofas, riffling Penguin Classics provocatively.
A blonde with a big smile winked at me, nodded toward a room upstairs, and said, »Wallace Ste-
vens, eh?« But it wasn’t just intellectual experiences. They were peddling emotional ones, too.
For fifty bucks, I learned, you could »relate without getting close.« For a hundred, a girl would
lend you her Bartok records, have dinner, and then let you watch while she had an anxiety at-
tack. For one-fifty, you could listen to FM radio with twins. For three bills, you got the works:
A thin Jewish brunette would pretend to pick you up at the Museum of Modern Art, let you
read her master’s, get you involved in a screaming quarrel at Elaine’s over Freud’s conception
of women, and then fake a suicide of your choosing — the perfect evening, for some guys. Nice
racket. Great town, New York.

»Like what you see?« a voice said behind me. I turned and suddenly found myself standing
face to face with the business end of a .38. I'm a guy with a strong stomach, but this time it did a
back flip. It was Flossie, all right. The voice was the same, but Flossie was a man. His face was hid-
den by a mask.

»You'll never believe this,« he said, »but I don’t even have a college degree. I was thrown out
for low grades.«

»Is that why you wear that mask?«

»I devised a complicated scheme to take over The New York Review of Books, but it meant
I had to pass for Lionel Trilling. I went to Mexico for an operation. There’s a doctor in Juarez
who gives people Trilling’s features — for a price. Something went wrong. I came out looking like
Auden, with Mary McCarthy’s voice. That’s when I started working the other side of the law.«

»Quickly, before he could tighten his finger on the trigger, I went into action. Heaving for-
ward, I snapped my elbow across his jaw and grabbed the gun as he fell back. He hit the ground like
a ton of bricks. He was still whimpering when the police showed up.«

»Nice work, Kaiser,« Sergeant Holmes said. »When we’re through with this guy, the F.B.L.
wants to have a talk with him. A little matter involving some gamblers and an annotated copy
of Dante’s Inferno. Take him away, boys.« Later that night, I looked up an old account of mine
named Gloria. She was blond. She had graduated cum laude. The difference was she majored in
physical education. It felt good.



KpacHble 0001 1 BUKTOPHUAHCKHUH JIEKOP 3a/1aBajIi TOH. BiiegHbie, HEpBHBIE IEBYIIKH B OYKaX C
TOJICTBIMH Jy)KKaMM TOJIyJIe)Kald Ha AMBaHAaX, 3aBJIEKAOIIE BOAS NajJbYMKaMH 0 CTPAaHUIAM HU37a-
Huit «[learynn Kiaccuke». BioHnuaKa IMpPOKO yIBIOHYIACh, TOAMHUTHYJIAa MHE U ITOKa3ajia NajJbau-
KOM Ha KOMHATBI Ha BTOPOM 2Taxke: «arap Yosac, a?» Ho 3aecs npogaBaaiyu He TOJIBKO MHTEJIEKT
— ete 1 3Monuu. 3a 50 6akcoB MOXKHO ObLIO JOCTUYb MeTadU3nIecKoit 6m3ocTu. 3a CTo, AeByIIKa
MOTIJIa 1aTh BaM IOCJyLIaTh CBOM 3anucu bapToka m moyxuHaTh ¢ BaMH. 150, 1 BbI CMOTpEJIN AOKY-
MeHTaTbHBINH puabM o Tomace ManHe ¢ OM3HSAIIKAMH. TpU COTHU NMPOU3BOAMIIN YYIO: XyJAeHbKas
eBpeeuKa-OproHeTKa 3aropapusaia ¢ BaMu B Mysee CoBpemeHHoro MckyccTBa. Bbl BMecTe ynTanu ee
MarucTepcKre Te3UChl, OHA 3aKaThIBaJIa BaM UCTEPUKY B «DJIEHH’C» 1O MOBOAY PPEHANCTCKON KOHIIETI-
UM )KEHIIINHBI, & 3aT€M BbI BIBOEM UMHUTHPOBAJIA CAMOYOHUICTBO IO BEIOOPY — YAABILIUICS Beuep, IJIs
nexoropeIx. Herwoxoii 6usnec. Xopommwmii ropox, Hero-Mopxk.

— Hpasurcsa? — cripocust MeHs ros1oc c3aan. S obepHyacs u oOHapyKuJ ceOs TeT-a-TeT C TPUI-
aTbBOCBMbBIM KaJUOPOM. Y MEHSI CTaIbHbIE HEPBBI, HO B OTOT pa3 BCE BO MHE MepeBepHYI0Ch. la, 3TO
onuta dtoccu. Tot xe rosoc, Ho Proccu 6bLTIa My>)XUnHON. Ero U0 CKphIBAIOCh 32 MaCKOM.

— ThI He MOBepUIITb, HO Y MEHS HET JaXke OakasaBpa. MeHs BBIKUHYJIH 338 HEYCIIeBa€MOCTb.

— Tbl mOTOMY HOCHUIIIB MACKY?

— 51 pazpaboTai cI0)KHEHIIIYIO CXeMy 3aXBaTa OOJIBIIIMHCTBA TOJIOCOB COBETa TUPeKTOpoB «Hbio-
M OpKCKOro KHIDKHOTO 0603PEHMs», HO 3TO 3HAYMIIO, UYTO MHE IPUJIETCS CTaTh ABOMHMKOM JlaiioHea
Tpunnunra. S yexan Ha onmepanuio B Mekcuky. B Xyapene ecTb TOKTOP, KOTOPBINA NPUAAET JIIOAAM
4yepThl Juna TpuianuHra — 3a Oosblve AeHbI'H. HO YTO-TO HE MOJIYINIOCh, U I CTaJl BBITJISIETh Kak
OgneH, HO ¢ roocoM Mapu Makkaptu. Torna 1 1 mpecTynuiI 3aK0H.

BricTpo, 10 TOTO, KaK OH YCIIeJ IOTPOHYTHCS 10 KypKa, s mepeiuest K aeity. Hakionsics Brepen,
s1 Bpe3aJsl eMy JIOKTEM B YeJFOCTh U CXBATHJICS 32 CTBOJI, KOrZa OH Havasl nmagatbk. OH ynajy Kak rpyaa
kupnuda. OH NprUYKTal, TOKa HE MOSBUIACH TTOJTULIMSL.

— Xoporuo cpaborano, Katizep, — ckazan cepxkanTt Xosmc. — Korja ¢ HUM 3aKOHYMM MBI, C HUM
none6euyT Jsronu n3 GBP. Hebosbmas adepa ¢ KOMMEHTHPOBaHHBIM M3gaHneM JlanToBa Ana v ma-
poli KapTEe>KHUKOB. YBEIUTE €ro, pedsra.

IToznHee TeM BedepoM sl HaBeCTUJI [10puio, CBOIO cTapyro 3HaKoMyto. OHa — OJIOHIMHKA. 3aKOH-
Yuja Ha OTJIMYHO. PazHuIa TOJBKO B TOM, YTO OHA 3aKaHYMBasIa GU3KyIbTypy. M 3TO OBLIO XOPOIIIO.



