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			Disclaimer

		

		
			This book is a work of fiction. Any similarities between persons or events, past or present, are purely coincidental.

		

	
		
			A Note About The Author

		

		
			Born in Pégairolles de l’Escalette, near Montpellier, Romain A. Cleft came from a distinguished family of furriers who emigrated from northern Greece. When unrest in Albania spilled across the border, the Cleft family settled in the south of France. Madame Cleft, a student of continental letters, remained a lifelong devotée of Romain Rolland, after whom she named her son, schooling him in literature with the hope that he might someday attain the stature of the French master. Romain proved a precocious student and won a place at the Sorbonne, where he took a double degree in Comparative Literature and Philosophy. Offered a graduate teaching assistantship in the American West, he came to the United States to pursue a Ph.D. In the third year of his studies, to the surprise of professors and friends, Interpol arrested him. Currently under house arrest, he awaits his impending trial on charges not yet disclosed to the public.

		

	
		
			Acknowledgment

		

		
			I owe university life a debt for its infinite comedy.

		

	
		
			How Phineas Ort Missed His Plane

		

		
			On a raw March day in 1998, Phineas Ort’s taxi left the Empire Hotel and drove through Central Park. A black Mercedes, with tinted windows, followed close behind. The taxi’s passenger, Professor Phineas Ort, had achieved academic prominence through his discovery that in ancient Greece the letter X when reversed is still X, and therefore has equal linguistic stature with the Roman alphabetic letters A, H, I, M, O, T, and U. Having spent the previous day at the N.Y. Public Library, contentedly poring over a papyrus of pornographic lyrics, he was in an expansive mood when he directed the cab driver to take him to La Guardia, where he intended to catch a plane for Rodeo International Airport. A university car would then take him to his destination. But not far from the Metropolitan Museum of Art, the Mercedes overtook the taxi, forcing it onto a wooded service road.

			“You off your rocker?” the furious cab driver yelled, stepping out of his cab, which screeched to a halt amid the sound of gravel and the smell of brakes. As the doors of the Mercedes opened, he bellowed:

			“If I call the cops, they’ll kick your ass out your throat.” He would have used some truly pungent expletives had not two men, wearing ski masks, emerged from the Mercedes with long-barreled pistols in hand. Raising his arms, in anticipation of a stickup, he explained docilely, “I ain’t got much dough.”

			One of the masked men told him to get back in the cab and pop the trunk. As his companion removed Phineas’s luggage, the masked leader slid into the back seat next to Professor Ort, who was so absorbed in Sophocles’s Antigone in Greek that he failed to notice the cab had been run off the road. Only now did he look up.

			“Yes, may I help you?” he said in a voice that bore an uncanny resemblance to the timbre and tone of a bass fiddle. It resonated, even in the cab, like sound in a well-designed concert hall. “Outta the car!” said the intruder, a stocky fellow wearing a blue nylon parka with a New York Giants logo.

			“There must be some mistake. I specifically requested the driver to take me to La Guardia, not to the ski slopes.”

			The man took Phineas Ort by the arm. “I don’t want you gettin’ hurt,” he said, as he drew Phineas from the car. “This ain’t personal.”

			“My briefcase!” he complained. “It has my disquisition on the relationship of universities to the Greek city brothels. I am to read it tomorrow at Bogus U.”

			The second man, the taller of the two, reached into the cab and removed Phineas Ort’s briefcase, running his hand over the hide. Made from an albino rhinoceros skin, it had come to Phineas from a woman in Tanzania, who had admired his book on Athenian bird watching. Giving Phineas the briefcase and leading him to the Mercedes, the taller man slipped the cabby three c-notes and told him to “take a long silent beer at his favorite bar and forget what just happened.” Torn between conscience and kale, the cabby, taking for his moral compass Wall Street, pocketed the hush money and never said anything to the police, lest he have to return the dough.

			In the car, the two men removed their ski masks and introduced themselves to Phineas Ort, who sat by himself behind a glass partition, with speakers in the side panels of the back doors that transmitted the voices of his captors, as well as his own. “He’s Eddie Doyle,” said the stocky man in the passenger seat, referring to the driver, “and I’m Jackie Brown. Yous is the guest of Brooklyn Benny Bronzino, a guy dat I’m sure you ain’t heard of, given your line of work, but one that yous will soon meet.”

			Eddie, a fastidious dresser, who fancied expensive dark silk suits and white shirts, complemented with Italian shoes and ties, regarded himself as high class, a conviction that induced him to frequent the New York musical theater. He had seen several shows, including Evita and Cats, and had taken his aged mother to see Phantom of the Opera, which they both loved. His desire to be regarded as cultured had even driven him to buy an original painting from Scot Marco, the famous California art dealer. Jackie, on the other hand, liked beers, bourbon, babes, and bebop. His idea of fashion rose no higher than his shoes. He wore Florsheims with jeans and a blue sweatshirt sporting the inscription: Lawrence Taylor, Linebacker. The two men also differed in other ways. Eddie, a thin balding man just under six feet, watched his weight. Except for Eskimo pies, he ate no junk food. He had a pale face with hollow cheeks and dull eyes. A reader of the tabloids and People magazine, Eddie took pride in knowing the names of the governor of New York and the mayor of the city. He took long walks in Central Park to admire the girls in their pink summer dresses, and he made it a point never to drop his g’s—as in comin’, goin’, seein’—because someone had told him that the retention or omission of a “g” divided the gents from the jerks.

			Jackie, short and muscular, spent all his free time lifting weights. When a patron of Curly’s gym said that the mind was greater than the muscle, he knocked the guy flat on his ass, thus proving him wrong. Jackie’s nose had been redirected in a fight, a mark, he thought, of his manhood. As if pointing out this sign of his masculinity, he often ran his right index finger along the fracture line, a habit that had become as automatic to him as feeling his right biceps with his left hand. He also bore a scar over one eyebrow and a missing front tooth. His speech, unlike Eddie’s, barely rose to the common. But then he had come from a home distrustful of learning and offended by eloquence. Secretly, such was his view of professors that had it been up to him, he would have plugged Phineas Ort, who represented a culture that Eddie could not understand and therefore could not countenance.

			Phineas, still weighing the rights and wrongs between Antigone and Creon, convinced himself that he had been transferred from one cab to another because Bogus U. had decided to guarantee his safety on the way to the airport. New York City, after all, can sometimes be violent. The thought of a special armed guard pleased him, reinforcing his belief that Bogus U. would go to any lengths to recruit him as its new president or, in the lingo of the Ottoman Empire, upon which Bogus U. had fashioned itself, its Sultan Caliph. (Footnote: in keeping with the administrative hierarchy of Bogus, the familiar titles such as chancellor, provost, and dean, had been replaced with the nomenclature of the Turks: Grand Vizier, Vizier, Pasha, and Bey. The last two presidents, to their credit, had found the title Sultan Caliph slightly too exalted for their modest talents and therefore chose to forgo the honor, causing their spouses no little displeasure.) Although the titles Pasha and Bey were designed for deans, they took for themselves the title Vizier. Anything less, they regarded as demeaning. Given the bizarrerie of Bogus, it certainly had need of Phineas’s good sense and probity. Unlike Jimbo Brummagem, the recently cashiered Bogus U. president, Phineas had no ties to the Free Love Party, took no bribes, kept his mistress off the payroll, eschewed drunkenness, and made no under-the-table payments to cronies, whether Mormon or moron.

			Professor Ort’s only glaring defect was his quaint belief that a football coach, even at an institution as prestigious as Bogus U., should not earn ten times as much as a professor of chemistry. Let us amend that last sentence. He also suffered from another defect: a surfeit of literacy. He could, to the chagrin of the alumni and trustees, make a subject and verb agree, though neither group regarded this trait as fatal. His public speeches were neither plagiarized nor prosaic. He quoted Euripides and not Henry Ford, Cicero and not Ronald Reagan. When he spoke, people had a glimmering of the heights to which the fine art of oratory could take one, and therein lies the reason why Phineas’s detractors called him an elitist.

			The black Mercedes drove east to FDR Drive and then north, two turns that convinced Phineas Ort that he was headed in the right direction. He therefore returned to his reading. Passing over the Willis Avenue Bridge (Eddie Doyle knew how to save on tolls), the car continued on to the Major Deegan Parkway, which eventually became the New York Thruway and then the Adirondack Northway (Interstate 87). During the journey, Jackie Brown and Eddie Doyle sat utterly absorbed in CDs of Johnny Cash and Patsy Cline. Except for an occasional “that’s tight” or “really dope,” they said little, even when Phineas Ort eventually tried to discover why he’d been shanghaied.

			Four hours into the trip, a sleeting snow began pelting the car, and the road conditions worsened. But Eddie Doyle never slowed down until Exit 27, north of Pottersville, where the car left the main highway and drove a few miles along Route 9 to the hamlet of Adirondack, huddled next to Schroon Lake, at which point the car turned into a dirt road, coming to a stop at a yellow log cabin that looked large enough to sleep dozens. From the sweeping porches that provided an incomparable view of the lake to the double-glazed picture windows and the four chimneys, the hideaway screamed wealth. Ushered inside, Phineas saw an enormous open-timbered room, with a yawning fireplace six feet high and eight feet across glowing warmly and smelling sweetly from several hefty apple wood logs. When the fire sparked, the andirons, shaped like owls with transparent red eyes, emitted a devilish light. Although deeply impressed by his surroundings, Phineas, a punctilious man, still had in mind his flight reservation.

			“I have missed my plane,” Phineas said, deducing correctly that his seven o’clock arrival at the cabin had left him no time to catch a plane scheduled to depart at five that same afternoon. Ignoring Phineas’s perspicacious comment, Eddie explained that he would be held only until Bogus U. had selected a new president.

			“But I am he . . . the principal finalist!” Phineas exclaimed.

			“He what?” said Jackie Brown, not comprehending.

			“The new president, or putatively so.”

			“Huh?”

			Eddie Doyle cut through the fat. “Mr. Ort, or should I say Professor. . . ?”

			“Doctor will do.”

			“You’re a doctor,” Jackie Brown interrupted delightedly. “Well, why didn’t you say so? A professor ain’t worth shit, but a doctor—now that’s something else. I got a real problem with hemorrhoids. Whaddya recommend?”

			“Ah, yes,” Phineas knowingly replied, “from the Greek haimorrhoïdes, which means flowing with or discharging blood, as in veins.”

			“I said, whaddya recommend?”

			“A great many Greek plays run with blood. But I would suggest you start with something less gory, for example, Antigone.”

			“Can you get it over the counter?”

			“I have it with me here.”

			“Doc, you’re a real pal.”

			“No trouble, really. We can look at it together.”

			“Both of us?” Jackie Brown gulped.

			“Why not?”

			“Well, you’re the doc. You know best.”

			Phineas, always pleased to induce a listener to consider the merits of Greek literature, now returned to the subject. “You were remarking, Mr. Doyle, about my stay here.”

			“You’re our guest, until Bogus U. picks a new prez.”

			“But what about my own candidacy?”

			“Forget it, doc. We’re here to protect you from those con men and thieves. They don’t need you; they need someone just like themselves. You know the old line: it takes a thief to catch one. Well, in this case they need a mobster to manage the mugs. Trust us, doc, we’re doing you a big favor.”

			As Phineas considered Eddie’s argument, a beautiful woman exited one room, glided through the hall, and disappeared, short-circuiting his line of reasoning. Eddie, oblivious to Phineas’s panting, expatiated on the merits of cabin life at Schroon Lake. “A gorgeous area, with forests and lakes. Breathtaking walks. And what about this place? Fit for a prince. Brooklyn Benny’s no piker. It’s got all the booze you could drink, a chef, a housekeeper who’s a real looker, color TV, a video and blue movies, a complete set of National Geographic magazines, and a freezer full of Eskimo pies. What else could a guy want?”

			As if some supernal deity heard Eddie’s question, the young woman returned, flashing a come-hither smile and lustrous eyes looking out from under long dark lashes.

			“This,” said Eddie Doyle, “is DeeDee Lite, the housekeeper.” The celestial vision, marred only by her chewing and cracking of gum, lost its Botticellian luster when she spoke:

			“Me and the boys are really glad you came here.”

			Eddie added, “You’ll also want to meet the chef. I’ll call him.” But before Eddie could summon him, Jackie Brown put two fingers in his mouth and let out a piercing whistle, which brought into the room a man holding a spatula and dressed in a white bib apron, with a white stove-pipe hat. “Dis,” said Jackie Brown, “is Reynald Eclaire. Reynald, dis is duh doc.”

			Phineas intended to shake Reynald’s hand but instead found himself holding DeeDee’s, and for some inexplicable reason could not let it go. As he locked eyes with hers, he felt himself being drawn into a vulvar vortex. Unable to move, he stood, his hand in hers, anticipating multiple orgasmic pleasures.

			“Monsieur, permit me to introduce myself. I am zee chef, Reynald. Meester, you hear me? I said I wuz zee chef. Meester?”

			But Phineas heard nothing until the spell passed. By this time, Reynald had decided that Phineas suffered from an otological disorder, and muttered, as he decamped for the kitchen waving his spatula, “Merde! Zee man is either deaf or dumb. Maybe, I think, both.”

			Reynald normally cooked for Brooklyn Benny, but as Benny wanted only the best for Phineas Ort, whom he sought to keep out of sight until he put into effect his perfidious plan, he had sent his chef ahead to Schroon Lake. Reynald, a wiry fellow with curly dark hair and droopy eyes, had worked for many years at a famous restaurant on the upper West Side, but had deliberately retained his French accent, which served him well among the limo crowd. Reynald’s pinched Gallic face included a thin upper lip and a pencil mustache that twitched when he grew agitated, a state that also elicited wild hand movements and utterances that should not be repeated in polite circles.

			Eddie, no fool, had noticed Phineas’s trance and smiled, convinced that his charge would give him no trouble, as long as DeeDee had him in hand.

			DeeDee Lite, the housekeeper, had previously resided in Albany, where she had grown up poor but comely, also curvy and wanton, qualities that satisfied the lust of at least one legislator, perhaps more. Her father had worked a lifetime in a low-ceilinged shop on a side street of the capital sharpening knives and scissors. She had met Brooklyn Benny during one of his frequent trips to Albany to grease the palms of legislators on the payroll of the Robaccia Mafia family, for whom Brooklyn Benny had initially worked, and from whom he had received his own territory, which included the Rocky Mountain region. DeeDee had originally been supported by the generosity of Antonio Penile, whom she kept in tip-top condition with her gymnastic skills. Antonio, a tough customer, had made sure that all the cement contracts went to the Robaccia family. But whether owing to loss of nerve or old age, Antonio got soft, and nothing DeeDee or the Mafia brotherhood did could bring him back to his old hardness. As luck would have it, Brooklyn Benny met her at this juncture. He had put her to work on small jobs, knowing that the big one would soon come along. Phineas Ort fit the bill.

			“You’re a tall fellow,” said DeeDee admiringly to Phineas, who stood well over six feet. “Guys your size usually come with big equipment.”

			“Well, to tell you the truth,” replied Phineas, “I have a Dell 733 Megahertz, which comes with a GX 110 mini tower and a sizable optiplex monitor. My printer’s older, but it’s one of those huge Hewlett-Packard war horses.”

			“Sounds good to me,” said DeeDee, who had schooled herself in euphemisms to improve her CV. “Whenever you want to go on line, just say the word.”

			A shapely, pulchritudinous redhead, with the lissome legs of a dancer and the dimpled cheeks of a child actress, DeeDee had literary ambitions. She wanted to write romance novels that would instruct and delight. Given her belief that most romance stories needed more juice, and her conviction that the best writing comes from experience, she was always open to new endeavors, but the thought of wooing a professor had never before crossed her mind. Adding this string to her bow, she figured, would deepen the thrust of her novels, enabling her to include in her plots intellectuals as well as stockbrokers, lawyers, and dentists. The drillers and fillers, in particular, she knew would provide rich material. But a professor! If Phineas were truly imbued with the spirit of research, he could plumb new depths, and she could climb new heights. So DeeDee, in the interests of art, offered to show him all the comforts of the cabin, “especially the master bedroom with its new extra-firm mattress.”

			Over dinner, a steaming ratatouille, Phineas began to perspire. The combination of the food, DeeDee’s knee rubbing up against his, and the realization that he would not be offered a job at Bogus U. caused him considerable palpitation. The first two sources of his unease he knew could be cured with a sedative and a snuggle. But without an offer from Bogus, he couldn’t wave it under the noses of the trustees at his own institution, the University of Three Falls. He knew that market, not merit, counted. And Phineas’s worth on the open market had shot up considerably since he had raised millions at his own institution.

			“Do you think,” he asked Eddie and Jackie, “that your friend Brooklyn Benny could be persuaded to pay a penalty for keeping me from improving my salary? Bogus U., you see, would probably give me more money than I’m now receiving. I would guess the difference to be $20,000. Over a period of ten years—I would never stay longer—that comes to $200,000. If he’ll top that figure, I’ll gladly write Bogus to tell them I wish to withdraw my application for the position.”

			The cabin windows began fogging up, as if a respirating universe took note of DeeDee now running her hand up Phineas’s leg. Ignorant of objective correlatives, Eddie picked his teeth behind his linen napkin and nodded in the affirmative. After his dental dig, he replied:

			“Brooklyn Benny’s a man who understands money, and what it can buy.”

			“You ain’t kidding,” said Jackie Brown. “He’s got a dozen Albany scumbags in his pocket right now. Money! Boy, does Brooklyn Benny know greenbacks. He ain’t no cheapskate or four-flusher. If he owes you, he pays. If you got it comin’, he deals. You can say what you want about Brooklyn Benny, but unlike some cheap S.O.B.’s, he don’t intend to die wid his dough.”

		

	
		
			Brooklyn Benny Explains His Philosophy Of Money

		

		
			“Think of money as manure,” said Brooklyn Benny to his boys, who had been summoned to the abandoned firehouse below Brooklyn Bridge from which Benny ran his small but efficient Mafia operation. “You gotta spread it to make things grow.” A rubicund and corpulent creature, unnaturally hirsute (he regularly shaved his chest and, with difficulty, his back), he appealed to some women in a prognathous, simian way. He paused and looked around.

			“How come, I don’t see Christy the Chump? Where the hell is he? I thought I said all of yous had to come to this meeting!”

			“The last time I seen him,” volunteered Izzy the Gimp Shapiro, “he was playin’ the slots down on Surf Avenue and, as usual, losin’.”

			“I give him a master key for all the parkin’ meters in Manhattan, and what do I get in return? Excuses! He claims business ain’t good. How in the world can the street-parkin’ business in Manhattan be bad? If that little prick is usin’ my change on the one-armed bandits—”But here Brooklyn Benny broke off, realizing that he had lost the thread of his thesis. He cleared his throat and began again. “Money don’t smell like manure, but it does the same thing. And all the better it shouldn’t stink, because then it’s harder to trace. The more of it you spread, the greater your return. Better you help many down on their luck than just one. Even when guys can’t pay back, they owe you. It don’t make no difference if they settle their debts in cash or in favors. Sometimes, in fact, favors will do you more good. You gotta be generous. That’s the important thing. In the Talmud—you know that book, don’t you, Izzy?”

			“Yeah, I heard of it.”

			“For Chrissake, what are you, a moron? The Talmud is the holy book of the Jews.”

			Izzy the Gimp Shapiro looked crestfallen. “Sorry, Benny, I thought it was duh Old Testament.”

			“According to my bookie, Irving Aaronson, it’s the Talmud. He says that’s where you find all the tough questions. Anyone can make up fairy tales, but it takes a holy book to answer the ball breakers, if you see what I mean.”

			The boys nodded their heads in agreement, though not a one of them had caught Benny’s drift.

			“Well, this book, the one I’ve been talkin’ about, the one with the tough questions and the smart answers, well, it says that generosity is an act of piety. Now I want you dunces to think about that. Some of the best thinkers in the world say that money and religion go together. A magnificent idea! Hell, even the Baptists believe it. I suppose that’s why rich people leave their dough to the church, so the priests will say daily prayers in their memory. According to this sacred book, when I give money I am bein’ pious. Of course, the book don’t mention me by name, just principles. A guy’s gotta believe in somethin’. Right?”

			The boys all agreed, nodding their heads in appreciation of this penetrating logic.

			“Now I don’t want you to get me wrong. Piety ain’t the only reason I’m generous. The other reason is the one I was talkin’ about. Generosity makes things happen and, if you think about it, makin’ things happen is pious. Don’t the Bible say we should be fertile and fuck, or somethin’ like that? The one thing I don’t want to see is my money bein’ used to shaft me. That’s why I want to get my hands on Christy the Chump. Anyone who don’t come clean with me is screwin’ me over. But to get back to the point . . . money ain’t no good sittin’ in a bank rottin’. Only a sucker settles for five percent. Just look at the big boys. They get back fifty times what they invest. But in our business to get that kinda percentage you gotta be generous. If you are, you walk off with a hefty sum and you go to heaven. You can’t beat that combination, can you?”

			The boys all agreed it was unbeatable. “So,” asked Danny Darter, an accomplished second-story man, “what’s your idea?”

			“I’ve already begun to dish out what for a long time was cookin’ in my noggin. Jackie and Eddie have kidnapped some sap, and in his place we’re goin’ to put one of our boys.”

			“I don’t follow,” said Blowtorch Maxie, one of the best enforcers on the east coast.

			Brooklyn Benny produced a box of Habana cigars and passed them around. “Light up, boys, ’cause I want you to appreciate your boss’s brains.” He paused for effect. “We’re gonna invest a bundle in a new enterprise I’ve spent some time checkin’ out—a university.”

			Several men dropped their cigars. Others, stupefied, burned their fingers, forgetting to extinguish their matches. “You lost your marbles, Benny?” one-eyed Won Hong Low exclaimed courageously. “My kid goes to a university. They’re always begging for money ’cause they’re broke.”

			“They’re broke because there are more skims in universities than in the Mafia.”

			Won, who came from a culture that valued education, and who had in fact frequently given generously to his son’s institution, seemed unpersuaded. “Professors are always pleading poverty.”

			“Great, all the easier to bribe them.”

			“To do what?” Danny asked.

			“State universities are the biggest con in America,” said Brooklyn Benny, warming to his subject. “They receive millions from taxpayers and donors, money that the big boys use for cars, boats, planes, parties, booze, football games, airplane tickets, hotels, and, best of all, for their cronies. Hell, one broad out west, president of some cow college, just hired a friend for a cool half a mil. That’s why we’re hornin’ in on higher education. When one of our boys gets appointed president”—and here Brooklyn Benny decided to employ a new phrase he had recently learned—“to the winner goes the spoils.”

			“What’s that mean?” asked Three-fingered Tony Pazzia.

			“It means, you stupe, that if we have our guy in the president’s office, we control the dough.”

			“Why didn’t you say so?” replied Tony.

			“I just did, a second ago.”

			Brooklyn Benny’s understanding of the relationship of memory and time left his interlocutor speechless.

			Using the example of his son, Won again tried to make the point that universities had little to offer in the way of easy pickings. But Benny had anticipated this argument, and now played his ace.

			“Teresa’s kid, Laura, works out west, at Bogus U. Maybe you heard of it. She works in the president’s office and tells me that they spend money like it was free. Which it is, ’cause the people in the state are payin’. Shit, they think nothin’ of forkin’ out a grand just for flowers. And the kids . . . they’re all lookin’ for a high. The stories she tells me would make you want to invest in poppy fields and greenhouses.”

			Paddy I.R.A. Murphy, having worked for some of the best criminal minds in Belfast, immediately apprehended where the bomb had to be placed. “To get our boy in as president, we’ll have to make sure the guy we grabbed never shows his puss.”

			“Precisely!” said Brooklyn Benny, silently congratulating himself on having recruited Paddy. “But in this case, instead of nitro we’re gonna use greenbacks.”

			“Why spend good money? A car bomb is cheaper. Besides, ain’t knockin’ off a president in the great American tradition?”

			“Remember what I said about generosity. Just look at our boys in Albany. The folding stuff is better than force.”

			“How much will it cost us?” asked Bobby Solomon, puffing worriedly on his cigar.

			“Bogus U. is run by some fatheads called trustees. There’s nine of ’em. What a deal! They let others do the heavy liftin’ and weed out the duds, then they put their official stamp on the last guy standin’. Slick, huh? Even slicker, just to make sure they get the stiff they want, they put three of their own mugs on the recruitin’ committee.” Brooklyn Benny paused. In light of what he had learned about the trustees, Brooklyn Benny pondered whether he should tell his boys how the world ran: others do the work for you to produce the results that you want. Were he to let them in on the secret, they might question his authority. They might, in fact, understand the real meaning of the golden rule: he who has the gold rules.

			“You didn’t answer my question,” Bobby prompted. “How much dough do we have to come up with?”

			Benny, still debating whether to share his coruscating knowledge with the boys or just return to business, decided that his lads were not up to such exalted ideas. “My hunch is that fifty thousand for each of the three trustees would get the job done.”

			“What makes you think so?” said Paddy.

			“Laura tells me those guys scheme just to get free eats at the school cafeteria.”

			“And the guys on the committee who ain’t trustees, what about them?” asked Tony.

			“They’re even more desperate. They’d kill for a grand.”

			“That’s 250,000 ducats,” said Solomon, who had won an award in his elementary school for being the first kid in his class to learn addition and multiplication, though someone else won the prize for subtraction, a subject he was constitutionally unfit to absorb.

			“Bobby, you’re forgettin’ what I said. It takes money to hit the jackpot. And . . . you get a bonus. People regard you as pious.”

			“Tell me more,” said Izzy, still trying to recover from his not having known that the Talmud trumped the Old Testament.

			“I’ve already worked things out. Laura, she’s on the recruitin’ committee, and also my brother-in-law, Harry Hasty-Pasty.”

			“How dya manage that?” Bobby asked.

			“The bum who runs the committee, he’s a trustee hisself and likes to paint. Mind you, his canvases ain’t worth a fart, but I’m his best customer. Everything I buy I give to the institute for the blind. I tell him I got some important friends, all in the market for his kind of art. He drools. What I want in return, I says, is for him to let Teresa’s kid and Hasty-Pasty in on the search, and to follow their lead. He agrees, which is lucky for us, because without them in charge, the other stiffs might get confused and pick some gassy professor, like the sap they wanted to hire, the one we nabbed.”

			“Geez, we could get life for snatching the guy,” said Blowtorch. “I wish you had told us your plans in advance.”

			“Nothin’ to worry about. It went off smooth as silk. I want you boys to know what a good job Jackie Brown and Eddie Doyle done. No rough stuff. No problems. From what Eddie tells me, the guy has already fallen for DeeDee and is happy as a maggot in manure. In fact, he has our guys studyin’ somethin’ together.”

			“Huh?” Tony grunted.

			“Beats me,” said Brooklyn Benny. “I think they’re studyin’ some ass hole.”

			But Blowtorch’s concern had filled the others with apprehension. Body snatching comes at a high price: life in prison, and, in some states, the chair. The Robaccia family had no scruples about dealing in dope, no reservations about running a numbers racket, no misgivings about murdering the occasional mobster, but they had qualms about abducting a person whom they had no plans to kill. The dead don’t talk, witnesses do.

			“How can we be sure,” Paddy inquired, “that this bozo won’t finger us after we let him go?”

			“When Eddie called, he said our pigeon wanted penalty pay for bein’ snatched. The moment I heard that, I knew he cared more about his bankroll than Bogus. So we’ll pay him his price, and use him for our own purposes. Like I said, we’re pious.”

			“I’m worried we’re moving too fast,” said Blowtorch. “Maybe we oughta think this plan over some more.”

			Brooklyn Benny heard a car outside, on the road that ran past the firehouse to the river. It came to a stop. “Could be Christy the Chump.” Looking out the window, he saw two teenagers undressing in the back of a 1956 Oldsmobile. He watched as the boy mounted the girl and, in under a minute, pulled up his pants.

			“This,” replied Brooklyn Benny, who put great stock in the importance of imagery, “is not a screw and bolt job. I have been plannin’ Operation Bogus for almost a year, ever since Laura first started workin’ in the president’s office. Trust me, Blowtorch.”

			“Okay, Benny, but I think we oughta ice the guy Eddie and Jackie are holdin’.”

			“First, let’s see if we can use him. If we can’t, we can whack him then.”

			“Tell us,” said Won, “who you got in mind to pull it off?”

			“Now this other guy is outta the picture, the trustee who thinks he’s Michelangelo agreed to let three of our boys make the final list for the job of Bogus U. president.”

			“Will his pals go along?” asked Izzy.

			“Leave that to me.”

			“Which three?” asked Danny Darter.

			Benny paused for effect. The only sound, a faint sibilance, came from the cigar smokers exhaling smoke.

			“Bobby Solomon, Tony, and Paddy.”

			Not surprisingly, the three men objected, essentially for the same reasons: their lack of education and knowledge about universities, which would quickly expose them during their interviews; their wish to remain in New York; and their belief that professors were an exotic, incomprehensible breed.

			Brooklyn Benny shook his head emphatically no. “You are one hundred percent wrong. According to Laura, profs are so blind to what goes on around them that they need seein’-eye dogs. She says the trustees and stiffs who run the place are imbeciles. So you’ll fit right in. As for leavin’ the Big Apple, I hear the Rocky Mountains are a great place to party. Harry Hasty-Pasty will fix you up with some good pals and some hot chicks. He promised.”

			The boys still balked.

			“For Chrissake, one of yous is going to be runnin’ that joint and sendin’ the skim back to Brooklyn. The more you take, the richer we are. Squeeze ’em dry and you’ll get handshakes from all the padrones, and maybe a nice summer house at Bradley Beach.”

			Not until Brooklyn Benny pointed out that the new prez would get to see all the football games, home and away, did the three men reluctantly agree, though each hoped that one of the others would be appointed.

			“All right, you bums,” declared Brooklyn Benny, “this here meetin’ of the Robaccia family is over. Go home to your wife and kids—and don’t stop on the way for a piece. It gives the Brooklyn firehouse faction a bad name.”

			Once the men left, Brooklyn Benny retreated to his office at the back of the building, where he sat behind a large oak desk toting up proceeds from betting, loansharking, dope, hijacking, money laundering, and numbers, but nothing from parking meters. Where was that thieving Christy the Chump? He knew that Christy had a way with numbers; he could juggle figures almost as well as Abbadabba Berman and could be as slippery as a fish. A certain slant of light that comes on cold March afternoons made Benny shiver. Feeling the chill of the dying day, he reached for a cardigan his mother had knit, as a door slammed at the front of the building. He knew from the sound of the steps the name of the person.

			“Listen to me, you bag of shit!” Brooklyn Benny rudely said to Christy the Chump, who stood accused in front of Brooklyn Benny’s desk. “When your grandfather was stealin’ from collection plates, mine worked for Legs Diamond. When your old man was rollin’ drunks, mine worked for Bugsy Siegel. You’d still be a small-time punk, if not for me.”

			“B-B-Brooklyn Benny, you c-c-can call me wh-whatever words you like, b-b-but when you s-s-speak of my f-f-family you m-m-must be respectful, es-s-s-pecially of my d-d-dear, d-departed grandfather.”

			Benny spat into an antique brass spittoon. “Your grandfather—that chiseler, that suede-shoe operator—just to undermine the competition, he used to do jobs for less than the goin’ price!”

			“My g-g-grandfather had his p-principles. He did not b-b-b-believe in overtaxing the p-people.”

			“You stinkin’ puddle of piss, your grandpa was a double-dealin’ fink. When everyone else demanded five dollars for punchin’ a guy, he accepted two. Both eyes blackened, he took four bucks when the goin’ price was ten. A leg or arm broken, he took nineteen when he shoulda taken forty. Shootin’ a guy in the leg, twenty-five instead of fifty. Doin’ the big job, a hundred instead of three hundred. It’s ’cause of guys like him—and you!—that people say there’s no honor among thieves. You, Christy the Chump, are a crook! I give you a key that will open all the parking meters in Manhattan, and what do you bring me back, a few hundred measly bucks. You little crock of crap, Izzy seen you losin’ on Louie the Louse’s slot machines down at Surf Avenue. In case you need remindin’, you was losin’ my money! You never had a pot to piss in till I taught you the ropes. Is this the way you treat your benefactory, your sea daddy, your real father?”

			“B-B-Brooklyn Benny, if my l-l-lemons had l-l-lined up in a row, if my apples had f-formed a s-straight line, I would have hit the j-jackpot. With all that money, I was p-plannin’ to d-double the amount that I owed you.”

			“You lyin’ lump of dog shit, do you know what I plan to do to you? I plan to have the boys pour you a pair of concrete shoes and dump you overboard ten miles offshore.”

			Brooklyn Benny turned his back to unlock the floor-to-ceiling wooden cabinet behind him that housed the gang’s sawed-off shotguns and pistols with silencers. Envisioning being shot and having his body stuffed into a barrel topped off with cement, Christy the Chump grabbed Brooklyn Benny’s paperweight, depicting Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament, and hit Brooklyn Benny on the crown of his head. The sound, like the crackle of chicken bones, and the stream of blood from Brooklyn Benny’s head convinced Christy the Chump that the inert body lying on the floor belonged to a dead man. Rather than risk the chance of running into any of the Robaccia gang, Christy climbed out the rear window of the firehouse, scampered down the alley, hailed a cab, and headed straight for Penn Station in Newark—to take a train for Chicago and points west. At the station, he ran into a neighbor, an elderly woman, Henrietta Fine, who had worked for the mobster Hank Rodman. Thinking nothing of disclosing his plans to a friend, especially one famous for her underworld exploits, he told her why he intended to hide out at Bogus U. But unbeknownst to Christy the Chump, she and Brooklyn Benny’s mother belonged to the same bingo club. And therein lies the explanation of how Brooklyn Benny came to know the whereabouts of Christy the Chump.

		

	
		
			How Christy The Chump Heard About Bogus U.

		

		
			A digression is in order here, lest the veracity of this tale invite skepticism. On Beeker Street in lower Manhattan, the Antonella Barber Shop, which to this day enjoys the patronage of the city’s patricians, saw Christy the Chump show up like clockwork every other Thursday. Having been directed to this hairdresser by the famous physical trainer Stanley Guralnick, Christy the Chump did not fail to notice the first time he ever arrived at the shop—no wider than a coffin, with only five chairs—that Antonella, the owner, stood at the ready with scissors in hand. Ignorant that she’d been called by the chief of police on his private car phone, Christy the Chump vaulted into the empty chair, only to be told that he would have to wait till she had applied her tonsorial skills to a much bigger head than his own. While reading a girlie magazine, Christy the Chump saw Antonella repeatedly dust off the first chair, an action that she conspicuously performed as the dignitary arrived at her front door in a limo. He wore a dark suit and a white shirt with a red tie. Two bodyguards stood sentinel on the street. Their presence made Christy the Chump most uneasy, and had he not feared attracting attention, he would have vacated his seat and made for the boulevard.

			“How’s the action?” the chief asked Rocky, the former owner, who stood behind the second chair and sported a brass name plaque over his mirror.

			Rocky, an inveterate sports fan, said, “Depends on which game?”

			The chief laughed.

			Was it a coincidence or serendipity (perhaps they’re the same) that the phone rang at that precise moment—but only once—and that a small red light, attached to the phone, lit up? Rocky and also the chief knew that the call was being redirected to the back room, approached not from Beeker Street but from a side alley.

			“That game!” the chief said, referring to the light. Christy the Chump could see that Rocky understood, and so too did Antonella. What Christy the Chump could not see was that in return for free haircuts, the chief turned a blind eye to the action in the back room: numbers and bookmaking. Whether the chief received a cut from these activities, only his hairdresser knows. A moment later, a squat, swarthy fellow, with a head that looked more like a bowling ball than one in need of a haircut, peered out of the backroom and called:

			“Chief, it’s for you. Your kid.”

			The bowling ball, Joey Avocado, a member of the Nocciola Mafia family, immediately disappeared into the back room as the chief of police took his call right where he sat. After a number of nods and “uhuhs,” the chief hung up and remarked:

			“That son of mine . . . what a piss cutter. He goes to Bogus U. and says the place is run by poltroons.” The police chief hesitated, hoping that his audience would appreciate his diction. But seeing only blank stares, he jettisoned generalities and grew particular.

			“I work hard for my dough and others steal it.”

			Antonella, an immigrant from Rumania, remarked, “What do you mean steal? In a university . . . steal? No! This is America not Bucharest.”

			“I hate to say it, but from what I hear the president’s on the take from all the companies and concessionaires doin’ business with the U. The Grand Vizier puts his putz in every aperture on campus. The football coach makes almost a million bucks a year and whines that he’s underpaid. The professors spend more time in planes than in class. My kid says that everyone’s got a shtick . . . that the number of angles in the university make those in a geometry class look paltry. It’s a thieves’ paradise.”

			Christy the Chump remembered that comment as the cabby passed through the Holland Tunnel heading for Newark. When his train arrived in Chicago, he changed for one going west. At Horsehead Station, he asked a porter how to get to Bogus U. The porter, an elderly man with gray hair, chuckled and murmured skeptically, “You mean where they have faculty who form the future?” Christy looked blank. “That’s what they say,” remarked the porter, “but I don’t believe it, unless they mean sci-fi.” Christy asked for directions. “It’s about an hour from here. You can take the bus.”

		

	
		
			A Day In The Life Of Bogus U.

		

		
			The Tuesday that Christy arrived at Bogus U., the sun rose as usual, at least half the student bodies raised themselves from their torpor to trudge off to class, and a few professors put aside their research and travels long enough to confuse the students with their abstruse learning. Let us, exercising the privileges of omniscience, look at a typical Bogus U. day.

			8:00 a.m. “Fine Arts”

			In a red-brick building, the hallway branches off into a small cul-de-sac that displays a prize-winning art work: a canvas with rows of symmetrically placed, upside-down, transparent plastic cups glued to the surface. Under each cup can be seen a word, painted on the canvas. A small wall card next to the canvas says: “The cups represent the suppression of free speech in China; or, looked at in a different way, the words, selected willy-nilly, express the randomness of the world.”

			Over the frame appears the word “Honors.” If the truth be told—and why shouldn’t we tell it—the canvas had created quite a ruckus. One judge wanted to fail it, but the student’s advisor, absent during the discussion and voting, went to the Honors Committee on the Q.T. and convinced the committee that the student, having recently lost her mother, deserved honors.

			In the many art studios similar projects are under way, virtually all of them devoid of talent, but esteemed by professors lacking the courage to call dreck by its right name.

			9:00 a.m. Chemistry

			Further along the walk we come to the chemistry building, and discover numerous students beavering away in labs but nary a prof, owing to a scheme whereby professors originate the experiments and the students run them. For those uninitiated in the ways of university life, let us add that since most scientists devoutly believe that thinking and teaching, like oil and water, don’t mix, classes are more often than not taught by part-timers and graduate students.

			Given the university’s lucrative policy of selling intellectual properties, that is, cashing in on the fruits of the professors’ experiments, we should not be surprised to learn that the research has a decidedly commercial flavor. In the first lab a graduate student is leaning over a pot that contains an awful-smelling solution for restoring hair and curing baldness. On the lab bench rests a book, Medieval Medicus, the source of the formula. If it proves successful, the chemist will add a few new ingredients and the university will patent it.

			In a second lab, the pots cooking over an open flame smell even worse. The student monitoring the temperature has been told by his professor that this experiment will lead to a penile hardener with a “firmer feel than the others and the absence of nasty side effects.” This work too could eventuate in a patent, unless the U.S. Marines, who have sponsored the research, declare it a state secret.

			In the third lab a recognizable aroma rises from a slowly hardening paste: coca. A real, live professor, heavy-set and dark-haired, has made his reputation testifying as an expert witness at drug trials. To check the testimony of those charged with crimes, he reproduces their methods. He hopes to expand his activities and sell the cocaine as a relaxant, reasoning that if labs can extract digitalis from foxglove, why shouldn’t he extract cocaine from coca leaves? He already grows and sells marijuana for medicinal purposes.

			We would move on but for a suspicious-looking fellow lurking in the hall, hovering around a particular lab. He looks like a tough from the hood; he needs a shave and wears an overcoat with the collar pulled up and a hat tipped down to conceal his face. Inside, a coed bends over some beakers that contain Dr. Kronkheit’s surefire cure for bunions. The man suddenly darts into the lab and asks how he can reach the professor. Disappearing into a back office, the young woman returns almost immediately followed by a bespectacled septuagenarian, stooped and dwarfish, who extends a palsied hand.

			The strange relationship between the two men began several years before, when the shady-looking bloke came into the lab and inquired, “Can you make an ink which will last for only two or three hours and then disappear?” Dr. Kronkheit assured him he could. In fact, he could make an ink that would last a week before fading away. In a few days, the man returned, the good doctor gave him a sample of the two-hour solution, and charged him only for the labor. “If the ink works,” he said, “we can discuss money later.” The man came back pleased as a pig in slops and told the doctor that the ink worked like magic and that he needed twenty more samples. He offered ten thousand bucks. Dr. Kronkheit, lacking money for his research on dissolving bunions, took it without asking why his customer wanted the ink. Only later did he discover that the man ran a sports-betting establishment. When one of his customers made a wager likely to cost him money, he wrote out a chit with the disappearing ink. The fact that the chits vanished after two hours allowed him to escape paying off a number of bettors.

			This ink will play an important part in our plot.

			10:00 a.m. French Literary Criticism (in translation)

			From the chemistry labs, we wend our way toward the Humanities building, where a few laggards sit in the lounge knocking back lagers. The bell for the start of class rings. In a large lecture hall, the first few rows are crowded by a number of students aspiring to reach the intellectual zenith of unintelligibility. The professor has a head of wild hair and a red nose, inflamed from inhaling glue. Mentioning Virgil and Dante and Petrarch, he moves to Foucault and Derrida and Lacan and to what he calls the philosophy of language.

			“It was the subject of my thesis from the Sorbonne,” he proudly explains. “It is a vitally important subject, one that enables us to deconstruct a sentence before we even attempt to construct its meaning. However, once the deconstruction takes place, we then realize that there can be no one meaning. Rather, we are faced with several meanings, most of which are contradictory. Just look at the simplest unit of written expression: the word. Take, for example, the word flammable, which means easily set on fire. Now the word inflammable should mean the opposite, not easily set on fire, because the prefix ‘in’ normally means not or no. Hospitable, inhospitable. Sufficient, insufficient. The first is yes, the second no. There, you see! I just created an interpretative problem by the statement, ‘the first is yes, the second no.’ Did I mean by ‘the second no,’ the second of the two pairs is no: inhospitable and insufficient; or did I mean the second example, sufficient-insufficient is no; or did I mean that I had now said no twice? In which case, there’s a further problem. I said no only once, not twice. So there is no antecedent for ‘the second no’ and it therefore can’t refer to a prior no. Consequently that example is void. But I digress. As I was saying: the word flammable means easily ignited, but so too does its opposite, inflammable. Now if the negative in this case means the positive, how do we know that it doesn’t mean the positive for other words and phrases and sentences? Well, in fact it does. The negative is often used to indicate the positive. For example, my wife says, ‘You don’t call your lectures enlightening?’ by which she means, you do call them enlightening—and because you do, you’re out of your mind. Hence, when we say no, or when someone else tells us no, the meaning is very likely to be yes. The linguistic subtlety, though lost on politicians, is well known to men and women who are courting. Now do you see why deconstruction precedes the construction of meaning?”

			11:00 a.m. English

			A few doors away, we find a young woman who keeps tossing her head and running a hand through her hair. Lecturing about “menstruation in the flow of English letters,” she explains that Jane Austen’s novel Emma is “informed” by her menses. “You see,” says the woman, “whenever Emma becomes unruly and feverish with matchmaking, we know it is her time of month. Not that Austen would ever breathe a word on such a subject, but we can tell from Emma’s behavior that she suffers intensely painful periods. We must therefore reconsider the novel in light of Austen’s biology if we are to understand the true actions and nature of Emma. Let me add that it is only because of all the new research into the body as text, as both book and person, that we can now discover the underlying organismus of fictive motivations.”

			The remainder of the lecture, a series of examples in defense of her thesis, we leave for the students to endure, as we proceed to the College of Propaedeutics, where a professor of educational psychology is lecturing on the subject of grades.

			12:00 p.m. Pedagogy

			The students sit in a circle because in this college proactive learning, that is, chatting, has supplanted lecturing, the latter deemed elitist and patriarchal. Asking the class what they would like to discuss, the professor, Benedict Dooley, is greeted with shrugs. In the absence of a subject, he manfully asks a question, “Given the gelatinous state of the human brain and the prevalence of student discouragement, should professors grade honestly?” Having introduced the one subject that unfailingly engages students’ attention, he plays the devil’s advocate and posits that grading has a moral dimension: that professors who fail to tell their students the truth about their work are like physicians who fail to tell patients about the nature of their ills. This analogy is greeted with unanimous complaint. One objection after another tumbles forth.

			“The process should count as much—or more—than the product. Trying is what counts.”

			“It’s all subjective anyway.”

			“Where’s the positive reinforcement in bad grades? They discourage students.”

			“Bad grades are a sign that the professor failed as a teacher.”

			“Low grades are like a stick. They inspire fear, not pride.”

			“What about self-esteem?”

			Professor Dooley, a short, swarthy fellow, whose underdeveloped nose gives him a porcine quality, has graduated from the ranks of Peace-Corps teaching in Somalia to the level of university professor. His students know that his questions are no more than a form of catechism designed to prepare them as pedagogues who may have to justify the inflated grades they will shortly be giving. In this spirit he points out that some patients want their doctors to tell them the truth and others do not. The same division occurs among students. Some want an honest evaluation of their work and others merely want to hear cheering words.

			The class quickly comes to a consensus: when honesty proves hurtful, it is better to dissemble. A pretty coed, hugging herself to keep warm—having left her digs scantily dressed—replies that her methodology professor begins each semester by informing his students that everyone will receive an A and certainly no less than a B. She likes his reasoning: that once the fear of a poor grade is removed, students prove receptive to learning.

			“What is education, anyway?” asks a student rhetorically. “How we feel about ourselves matters more than what a person learns. An ego lasts a lifetime, a paper vanishes by the end of the term.”

			This comment opens the door to a number of anecdotes, in which students recount how a high grade made them want to teach so that they could do the same for others. Without actually saying so, they suggest that high marks save souls.

			Since Professor Dooley himself believes that grades are merely a convention and therefore arbitrary, he sees no difference between an A or a C. Why not make the kids feel good about themselves and, at the same time, keep whiners from your office and invite good evaluations from the students? Knowing that the College of Propaedeutics has enshrined praise as an inviolable principle, he insincerely says that the class has made compelling arguments that will stand them in good stead when they enter the K-12 system.

			1:00 p.m. Journalism / History / Semaphorics

			Professor Nett, having failed as a newspaper reporter, has found a home at Bogus U. A woman in her late forties, with short straight flaxen hair and teeth like kernels of dried corn, she too believes in proactive learning, which explains why she is holding a large red beach ball. To enliven the class, she will ask a question and then toss the ball to the person she wants to answer it. If the student responds incorrectly, she predictably says, “You dropped the ball.” She thinks of her approach as a reified metaphor; but since the person hardly ever actually drops the ball, the metaphor becomes not only mixed but addled.

			“Josh,” she calls and throws him the ball, “what’s the rule about words all set in caps?”

			He zips it back to her and replies, “Leave extra spaces between words.”

			Again the sphere takes flight. “Justine, what can you tell me about headlines?”

			Justine pauses briefly before returning it with a flick of the wrist. “They should never be wider than the body copy directly below.”

			“Anything else?”

			The ball is again in Justine’s grasp. She laughs and wings it back to the prof.

			“Headlines look best when they fill up as much of the available space as possible.”

			The prof arches the ball to Jody, who is a double major in Business and Journalism.

			“What are the no-no’s about ads?”

			Jody, who regards this class as cool and the professor as cool and the beach ball as cool, gushes:

			“Don’t float ads as islands in the middle of reading matter. Don’t fill up a column by piling up small ads. Don’t. . . .”

			Her list goes on, but we shall make a graceful exit to attend the class next door, where the history professor can be found standing on his desk, wildly gesticulating.

			Whenever Professor Tyler wishes to make a point he vaults onto the desk and towers above his audience, his arms a windmill of whirls. The students anxiously wait for these moments, which make it, if we can trust their course evaluations, a fun class, taught by a fun professor, who makes fun assignments, like cutouts for bulletin boards. To give the students a sense—somehow—of the American Depression, he has them putting together a display of 1930s cars. An automobile buff, he too finds the assignment fun.

			Two doors away, a semaphorics professor, Mr. Gustatory, still recovering from last night’s repast, burps. A student aide shows a slide depicting some cartoon figures. In fact, the course, “The Semaphorics of Cereal Boxes,” which the professor justifies on the grounds that cereal boxes are read by more people in America than any other text, has been nothing but a succession of slides because the prof, whose own graduate dissertation treated “the function of the pause in communication,” finds ideas taxing and cereal a subject to which he can relate, food. In addition, he can give his students true-and-false exams or short answer tests which spare him from reading their execrable writing. Professor Gustatory can’t wait for the bell to sound so that he can retire to a two-hour lunch at a European-style restaurant downtown that cooks every dish in copious amounts of butter. His mind drifts toward the menu as he debates which of several dishes he should select. Finally, he decides that he will be guided by the sauce of the day.

			“Day.”

			“What’s that?” Professor Gustatory says.

			“Do you think this cartoon,” asks a student, “on this cereal box is a caricature of Doris Day?”

			“Hollandaise.”

			“What?”

			“It’s my favorite.”

			Fortunately, the bell releases both the students and Professor Gustatory, who makes immediately for the restaurant.

			2:00 p.m. Business: Marketing

			In the hope of inspiring young women to follow a career in commerce, the College of Business has their marketing course, a student favorite, team taught by a man, Professor Bingo Donnie, and a woman, Professor Ingrid Hohenstaufen. Dressed for success in an Italian silk suit with matching shirt and tie, Bingo Donnie is lecturing the class on how to succeed in the commercial world.

			“You have to be result-driven. Proactive. Think outside the box. But always keep a sharp eye on the bottom line. Keep expenses in the ballpark and yet strive for total quality. That’s the right mindset: win-win. You have to appreciate the synergy and strategic fit between buyer and seller, at the same time remaining client focused. Never be found outside the loop. My own benchmark is empowerment through gap analysis and best practice fast track.”

			A student asks, “How do you feel about gambling?”

			“Having the name Bingo, I know a lot about games.” The student looks nonplussed, having meant gambling as in risk taking.

			“I ran the state lottery at Calvary, Idaho for years before coming here as a professor.”

			An enterprising student, who chairs the Republican Club, inquires, “Like, what if we sponsored a lottery, maybe a lot of them, and like in return the winners got a like tuition-free education for four years at Bogus? The cost for a ticket like wouldn’t be much, but like the prize would be: a college education. We could make millions.”

			“You, William Bushie, belong in marketing. With your knowledge base and aptitude for leveraging money, you could swell the bottom line.”

			Professor Donnie continues. “Although Bushie here has suggested a way to lay claim to a value-added education, let me remind you that business, not education, drives America. We have empowered the country by revisiting the principles of win-win, fast track, and strategic fit.”
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