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When “Tony™ opened the door, T couldn’t belicve what 1 saw.
First there was “Tony” himself; a big, overweight mid !le-aged man
who in his best day would not exactly rival Redford. S il, Casanova
himself was an ugly man, and maybe “Tony” had som: thing only a
woman could appreciate. The apartment itself was sc .ething else.

It was small, so small that the “bedroom™ was nothi
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converted alcove with a pitiful, homemade wall erec ~dacross ils
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whorehouse circa 1951.
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every cent spent over and above that was accounted fo: in meticulous
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reconstructed from them. I approved the audit on the - ot and urged

him to destroy the records and not generate any m
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had turned out to be substantial; but my sense of purpt se as I realized

the opportunity I'd been handed pumped me so fuli
never felt tired. :
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