
 While the  late lunch was being fixed,  I  set  out  to  scope the 
neighborhood. Now that Hoover was dead somebody had to pick up the 
torch and develop their powers of observation. I rounded the corner and 
halfway up the block, leaning against a building flush to the alley, I spot-
ted her, the Woman in the Light Blue Mini. I walked up to her and by 
her, glancing at her out of the corners of my eyes, and she smiled, so I 
smiled back. Quickly, her gaze shot back up the walk and as I turned to 
look at her, she approached a man in conversation. He stopped briefly,  
shook his head slightly and walked away.  Over the next hour or so I 
watched her approach other men, move to a different block, chat with 
some other fine-looking women dressed in a similar skimpy fashion, and 
walk back and forth down the block. Eventually, I was standing with the 
old man, occasionally glancing down the walk in front of the restaurant – 
we  had  just  finished eating  our  late  lunch –  when I  noticed  she had 
moved to that side. One of the male group members stopped to talk to 
her, smiled while he shook his head in disbelief and walked back to us. 
When he got next to Dad, he told Dad to look down the street to the Wo-
man in the  Light  Blue Mini,  because Dad wouldn’t  believe what  she 
asked him.

“She wanted to take you to her room, right?” I asked.
“Yeah, for a little intercourse, and we’re not talking about talk-

ing,” he finished. Then he looked at me and asked, “Say, how did you 
know that? Did she proposition you, too?”

“No,” I replied, in disbelief that anyone would ask that. “I’m sure 
she  knows I’m too young and don’t  have  any money.”  I  paused  and 
turned around in the other direction, and added, “But she has friends, like 
that one there against the wall.” I pointed to an attractive woman at the 
other end of the block, leaning against the wall across the street wearing 
a black dress. “And the one down there in white.” I pointed down the 
walk to the corner where another attractive woman wearing white shorts 
paraded back and forth. “And there’s probably two or three on the other 
side of the block, too. At one time, there was six of them standing around 
talking until they split up again.”

Dad looked at me incredulously as he asked, “So you’ve known 
all along that they were prostitutes?”

“I got eyes. I see things and I love looking at women. When I see 
a  woman  hanging around,  walking  but  not  going  anywhere,  greeting 
every man that walks by, ignoring all the other women when they walk 
by, what else could she be? She’s not sellin’ athletic supporters.”
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