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AHHOTaUMS

[aHHasa kHUra agantTpoBaHa crneyowmm obpa3om: TEKCT pa3buT Ha OTPLIBKN,
KaXKObl U3 KOTOPbIX MOBTOPSETCA ABaXAbl: CHa4Yyana naeT aHrMUNCKUIA TEKCT C
,M0ZiCKa3kaMun“ — C BKparneHHbIM B HEro (HenosiHbIM) OCINOBHbLIM PYCCKUM MepeBooM
N NEKCUKO-TPaMMaTMYECKMM KOMMEHTapPUEM (TO eCTb a4anTUPOBaHHLIN), a 3aTeEM — TOT
Xe TEKCT, HO Y)Xe HeaganTupoBaHHbIN, 6e3 NofCcKasok.

HauunHatowme ocsanBaTb aHIMUNCKUIA A3bIK MOTYT NPU 3TOM YMTaTb CHavana OTPbIBOK
TEKCTa C NoAcKaskamu, a 3aTeM TOT XKe OTPbIBOK — 63 NoaCcKa3ok.
CoBepLUEHCTBYOLLME CBOW aHIMUNCKUIA MOTYT NOCTyNaTb HAOBOPOT: YMTaTb TEKCT 6e3
noackasokK, Mo Mepe HeobxoaMMOCTH NOArNsAbIBas B NOACKA3KM.

3anomMuHaHMe CrioB 1 BblPaXXEHU MPOUCXOAUT NMPU 3TOM 3a CHET UX MOBTOPSIEMOCTM,
6e3 3ybpexkun. Kpome Toro, untarenb NpuBbIKAET K NOTMKE aHrMMIACKOro A3blka,
Ha4yMHaeT ero ,4yBCTBOBATbL".

Tak caenaHa nepsas YacTtb kHurn (Chapters 1-9). 3atem cnegyet 0bblYHbIN TEKCT CO
CHOCKaMu TeX CNnoB., KOTopble ynoTpebnsatoTcs oTHocuTenbHO peako (Chapters 10-24).
MocnegHue rmasbl kHurn (Chapters 25-32) gaHbl CNAOLWHBIM aHIIMACKMM TEKCTOM, 6e3

nepesoaa.

OTO KHUra n3baBuT Bac OT CTpecca NepBoro atana OCBOEHUS A3blka — OT
MeXaHMYeCKOro NomcKa KaXkaoro cnoea B croBape 1 OoT 6ecnnogHoro ragaHus, Y4To xe
BCe-Taku 3Ha4YUT dopasa, BCE CroBa U3 KOTOPOK Bbl YXKe HaLUSu.

[nsa Tex, KTo Ha4YMHaEeT y4nUTb aHIIIMUCKUIA «C HYNS» UM NPOCTO bomTcsa cpasy umMTtaTb

TOSCTbIN pomMaH, B NPpUIIOXXeHUN K nepeoMy TOMY aH HECNOXHbIN pacckas3 XeMI/IHFySFI
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«Kunnepbl» — ¢ NofHbIM paztopom. MoXXHO HayaTb C HETFO, a 3aTeM NEepPenTu K

«KpecTHOoMy oTUy».

Book 1

Behind every great fortune there is a crime
3a kaxabIlM KpyrnHbIM 6OraTcTBOM CKpbIBAETCHA NPECTYNeHne

— Balzac

Chapter 1

1 Amerigo Bonasera sat in New York Criminal Court (8 yronosHom cyge) Number 3
and waited for justice (»xgan npasocyauns); vengeance (mectu ['vendGans]) on the men
who had so cruelly hurt his daughter (>xectoko Hagpyranuce; to hurt — pannTs), who had
tried to dishonor her (o6ecuecTuTsb).

2 The judge, a formidably heavy-featured man (o4eHb KpynHbIA YENOBEK C rpyBbIMK:
«TaKensiMny Yeptamu nuua), rolled up the sleeves (3acyyun pykasa) of his black robe
as if to physically chastise (crniosHo Ansi Toro, 4To6bl hranyeckn nokapars [t/ze’stalz])
the two young men standing before the bench (nepeg ckamben /nogcyommeix/). His face
was cold with majestic contempt (oT BenmyectseHHoro npespeHus). But there was
something false in all this that Amerigo Bonasera sensed but did not yet understand.

3 "You acted like the worst kind of degenerates," the judge said harshly (>xecTkum
ronocowm; degenerate [di'dGenorit]). Yes, yes, thought Amerigo Bonasera. Animals.
Animals. The two young men, glossy hair crew cut (c 6riectawmmy Boriocamu, KOPOTKO
NOACTPWIKEHHBLIMY; crew cut — NoACTPUXKEHHbIN exunkoMm), scrubbed clean-cut faces (c
rnagko BblOpuTbIMK nvuamu; to scrub — mbiTh, ckpecTtn) composed into humble
contrition (NPUHSIBLLMMU: «CNOXEHHBIMW B» CMUPEHHOE, CAMOYHUYMXKUTENTBHOE
BblpaxkeHne; contrite — katowmiics), bowed their heads in submission (nokopHo: «B
MOKOPHOCTMY).

4 The judge went on. "You acted like wild beasts in a jungle and you are fortunate you

did not sexually molest that poor girl (Bawe c4acTtbe, 4TO Bbl HE n3Hacunosanu; to
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3
molest — npuctaBaTb; cekcyansHo gomoraTeca) or I'd put you behind bars (3a pelueTky)
for twenty years." The judge paused, his eyes beneath impressively thick brows (noa
Bblpa3uTensHo ryctbimu 6posamn) flickered slyly (xutpo 6rnecHynm) toward the sallow-
faced (B cTopoHy MpayHoro: «c 6riegHoBaTbIM, XXenToBaTbiM NULoM») Amerigo
Bonasera, then lowered to a stack of probation reports before him (k ctonke, kune
NPOTOKONOB C Npocbbamu 06 yCrnoBHOM 0CBOOOXAEHUM; probation — ycrnosHoe
ocBoboXaeHMe, ucnbiTaTenbHbINA CPOK; report — coobweHme). He frowned (Haxmypuncs)
and shrugged (noxan nneyamn) as if convinced against his own natural desire (cnosHo
ybexaeHHbI NpOTMB CBOEro COBCTBEHHOrO eCTECTBEHHOrO XenaHus). He spoke again.
5 "But because of your youth, your clean records (6e3ykopuaHeHHoe npoLurioe; record
— 3anuck, ceuaeTenscTBo), because of your fine families, and because the law in its
majesty (3akoH B cBoem Benuunn) does not seek vengeance (He uwiet mectu), | hereby
sentence you (9 aTum npuroeapmeato Bac) to three years' confinement (3aknoyeHus) to
the penitentiary (B /kaTopxxHoii/ TiopbMe [peni’ten/ari]). Sentence to be suspended
(ycnoBHoO; to suspend — npuoctaHasnueaTtb)."

6 Only forty years of professional mourning (npodeccnoHansHoro Tpaypa; to mourn
[mo:n] — ckopbeTb) kept the overwhelming frustration and hatred from showing
(BOCNpenaTCcTBOBANM BCEOXBATHOMY OTHASHUIO U HEHABUCTM Noka3daTbes; to overwhelm
— 3axBaTbiBaTb) on Amerigo Bonasera's face. His beautiful young daughter was still in
the hospital with her broken jaw (co criomaHHon YerntocTeo) wired together
(ckpenneHHou nposoriokor); and now these two animales (3sepu — utan.) went free? It
had all been a farce. He watched the happy parents cluster around their darling sons
(kak obcTynunu; cluster — kncTtb, Nyyok, rpo3ak). Oh, they were all happy now, they
were smiling now.

7 The black bile (4epHas »xxenyb), sourly bitter (kncrno ropekas), rose in Bonasera's
throat, overflowed through tightly clenched teeth (nepenunace, Beinunace 4yepes TecHo
cTucHyTble 3y6hl). He used his white linen pocket handkerchief (nbHsaHOM HOocoBON
nnatok) and held it against his lips. He was standing so when the two young men strode
freely up the aisle (npowaranu B HanpaeneHuu K BbIXoA4y: «No npoxoay, B GOKOBOM
Kpblne 3anay; to stride), confident (yBepeHHo) and cool-eyed, smiling, not giving him so
much as a glance (gaxe He B3rnsHyB Ha Hero). He let them pass (gan nm nponTn)
without saying a word, pressing the fresh linen against his mouth.

8 The parents of the animales were coming by now, two men and two women his age

(ero Bospacta) but more American in their dress. They glanced at him, shamefaced
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(cTbignvBO), yet in their eyes was an odd, triumphant defiance (ctpaHHbIn,
TpUyMdanbHbIN BbI3OB).

9 Out of control (noTepse camoobnagaHune), Bonasera leaned forward (HaknoHunca
Brnepen) toward the aisle and shouted hoarsely (npokpuyan rpy6o), "You will weep as |
have wept — | will make you weep as your children make me weep" — the linen at his
eyes now. The defense attorneys (agsokatbl 3awmTtel [d'td:n1]) bringing up the rear
(3ambikaga aswkeHue; rear — Tbin; 3a4) swept their clients forward in tight little band
(nogTankmBanu CBOUX KIMEHTOB Briepes KOMMaKTHOM: «CXXaToN» ManeHbKOW Ky4YKown),
enveloping (okpyxas: «okyTbiBas») the two young men, who had started back down the
aisle as if to protect their parents. A huge bailiff (cnyxawmin cyga) moved quickly to
block the row (3abrokmpoBaTth, nepekpbiTh pa4) in which Bonasera stood. But it was not
necessary.

10 All his years in America, Amerigo Bonasera had trusted in law and order. And he
had prospered thereby (1 notomy: «npu atom, Yepes ato» npousetan). Now, though his
brain smoked with hatred, though wild visions (BugeHnus) of buying a gun and killing the
two young men jangled the very bones of his skull (oTganuck B cammnx KOCcTsx = gaxe B
KocTsax ero Yepena; to jangle — 3Bskath), Bonasera turned to his still uncomprehending
wife (k cBoen 0o cux nop HUYero He rnoHsBLien xxeHe) and explained to her, "They have
made fools of us (oHM ocTaBunu Hac B gypakax, nomsgesanuce Hag Hamu)." He paused
and then made his decision (peLueHune), no longer fearing the cost (6onbLue He 6osicb
LieHbl /KOTopyto 3a aTo npuaeTcs 3annatute/). "For justice we must go on our knees (3a

crnpaBeanuBOCTLIO Mbl Ha KoneHsx nononsem) to Don Corleone."

1 Amerigo Bonasera sat in New York Criminal Court Number 3 and waited for
justice; vengeance on the men who had so cruelly hurt his daughter, who had
tried to dishonor her.

2 The judge, a formidably heavy-featured man, rolled up the sleeves of his black
robe as if to physically chastise the two young men standing before the bench.
His face was cold with majestic contempt. But there was something false in all
this that Amerigo Bonasera sensed but did not yet understand.

3 "You acted like the worst kind of degenerates," the judge said harshly. Yes,
yes, thought Amerigo Bonasera. Animals. Animals. The two young men, glossy
hair crew cut, scrubbed clean-cut faces composed into humble contrition, bowed

their heads in submission.
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4 The judge went on. "You acted like wild beasts in a jungle and you are
fortunate you did not sexually molest that poor girl or I'd put you behind bars for
twenty years." The judge paused, his eyes beneath impressively thick brows
flickered slyly toward the sallow-faced Amerigo Bonasera, then lowered to a
stack of probation reports before him. He frowned and shrugged as if convinced
against his own natural desire. He spoke again.

5 "But because of your youth, your clean records, because of your fine families,
and because the law in its majesty does not seek vengeance, | hereby sentence
you to three years' confinement to the penitentiary. Sentence to be suspended.”

6 Only forty years of professional mourning kept the overwhelming frustration
and hatred from showing on Amerigo Bonasera's face. His beautiful young
daughter was still in the hospital with her broken jaw wired together; and now
these two animales went free? It had all been a farce. He watched the happy
parents cluster around their darling sons. Oh, they were all happy now, they were
smiling now.

7 The black bile, sourly bitter, rose in Bonasera's throat, overflowed through
tightly clenched teeth. He used his white linen pocket handkerchief and held it
against his lips. He was standing so when the two young men strode freely up the
aisle, confident and cool-eyed, smiling, not giving him so much as a glance. He
let them pass without saying a word, pressing the fresh linen against his mouth.
8 The parents of the animales were coming by now, two men and two women his
age but more American in their dress. They glanced at him, shamefaced, yet in
their eyes was an odd, triumphant defiance.

9 Out of control, Bonasera leaned forward toward the aisle and shouted hoarsely,
"You will weep as | have wept — | will make you weep as your children make me
weep” — the linen at his eyes now. The defense attorneys bringing up the rear
swept their clients forward in tight little band, enveloping the two young men,
who had started back down the aisle as if to protect their parents. A huge bailiff
moved quickly to block the row in which Bonasera stood. But it was not
necessary.

10 All his years in America, Amerigo Bonasera had trusted in law and order. And
he had prospered thereby. Now, though his brain smoked with hatred, though
wild visions of buying a gun and killing the two young men jangled the very
bones of his skull, Bonasera turned to his still uncomprehending wife and

explained to her, "They have made fools of us." He paused and then made his
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decision, no longer fearing the cost. "For justice we must go on our knees to Don

Corleone."

1 In a garishly (pockowHo, kpuknueo) decorated Los Angeles hotel suite, Johnny
Fontane was as jealously drunk (Tak ke «peBHMBO NbsH» = NbsiH U3-3a PEBHOCTU) as
any ordinary husband. Sprawled (passanueLunce) on a red couch, he drank straight
(npsimo) from the bottle of scotch in his hand, then washed the taste away by dunking
(makag) his mouth in a crystal bucket of ice cubes and water. It was four in the morning
and he was spinning drunken fantasies (nnen = Boobpaan nesHble dpaHTasumn) of
murdering his trampy wife (410 OH ybuBaeT cBoto rynsaLyto xeHy; to tramp —
bpoagsxHuyaTe) when she got home, if she ever did come home (ecnn BoobLe npuaer).
It was too late to call his first wife and ask about the kids and he felt funny about calling
any of his friends (emy 6bin0 HEMOBKO, KaK-TO HE XOTENOCb 3BOHUTb KOMY-HUBYAb 13
apysen) now that his career was plunging downhill (netena: «nagana BHU3; HblpAna»
BHW3 MO CKIIOHY, ¢ ropkun). There had been a time when they would have been delighted
(6binn 661 B BOCcTOpre), flattered (nonbuyensl) by his calling them at four in the morning
but now he bored them (oH 6bin UM ckyyeH = kaszancs um 3aHygon). He could even
smile a little to himself as he thought that on the way up (korga geno wno B ropy)
Johnny Fontane's troubles had fascinated (npvsnekanu, 6bin MHTEPECHLI ANsS) some
of the greatest female stars in America.

2 Gulping (notgarueas: «rnotasa») at his bottle of scotch, he heard finally his wife's key
in the door, but he kept drinking until she walked into the room and stood before him.
She was to him so very beautiful, the angelic face, soulful (kueble, «oayLIeBrneHHbIEY )
violet eyes, the delicately fragile (HexxHo-xpynkoe) but perfectly formed body. On the
screen her beauty was magnified, spiritualized (Ha akpaHe ee kpacoTa bbina
BO3BeNn4eHHon, ogyxoteopeHHom). A hundred million men all over the world were in
love with the face of Margot Ashton. And paid to see it on the screen.

3 "Where the hell were you?" Johnny Fontane asked.

4 "Out fucking (na notpaxatbcs xoguna)," she said.

5 She had misjudged his drunkenness (HeBepHO oLeHuNa ero onbAHeHNe = CTenNeHb
ero onbsiHeHUs). He sprang over the cocktail table and grabbed her by the throat
(cxBaTun 3a rnotTky). But close up to that magical face, the lovely violet eyes, he lost his
anger (yTpaTtun ceoto 3106y) and became helpless again. She made the mistake of
smiling mockingly (Hacmewwnueo), saw his fist draw back (ysuaena, 4to oH cHoBa 3aHec

Kynak). She screamed, "Johnny, not in the face, I'm making a picture."
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6 She was laughing. He punched her (yaapwun ee; to punch — ygaputbe kynakom) in the
stomach and she fell to the floor. He fell on top of her. He could smell her fragrant
breath (apomaTHoe, 6naroyxaHHoe abixaHue) as she gasped for air (nosuna ptom
Bo3ayx). He punched her on the arms and on the thigh muscles of her silky tanned legs
(wenkoBuMCTbIX 3aropernblx Hor). He beat her as he had beaten snotty (connuebix)
smaller kids long ago when he had been a tough (kpyTbIM: «KeCTKUM, KpEMKUMY )
teenager in New York's Hell's Kitchen (B Agckon KyxHe = B 04HOM 13 KBapTanos
BenHoThl). A painful punishment (bonesHeHHoe HakasaHue) that would leave no lasting
disfigurement of loosened teeth (Hukakoro gnguierocs = Hagonro NOBpPEXAEeHUA Bpoae
BbIGUTOro 3yba) or broken nose.
7 But he was not hitting her hard enough. He couldn't. And she was giggling (xvxukana)
at him. Spread-eagled (packnHyBLMCh, pacnnactaswuck) on the floor, her brocaded
gown (nnatbe ¢ bapxaTHOM OTOPOYKOM, C BapxaTHbIMU HawmBKkamu; brocade [brou’keid])
hitched up (3agpaHHoe) above her thighs, she taunted him (Hacmexanack Hag HUM)
between giggles. "Come on, stick it in (BoTkHK ero). Stick it in, Johnny, that's what you
really want."
8 Johnny Fontane got up. He hated the woman on the floor but her beauty was a
magic shield. Margot rolled away (oTkaTunacb B CTOpoHy), and in a dancer's spring
(npebkkoM TaHuoBLMLLI) was on her feet facing him (HanpoTuB Hero, nepea H1UM). She
went into a childish mocking dance (oHa Ha4ana no-geTcku HacMeLUnMBo
nputaHuosbiBaTh) and chanted (Hanesana), "Johnny never hurt me, Johnny never hurt
me." Then almost sadly (no4tn rpycTtHo, ¢ gocagown) with grave beauty (co ctporon
KpacoTon) she said, "You poor silly bastard (>xankuia, rmyneii BeIpoAaok), giving me
cramps (cygoporu /ceogsawme Horu/) like a kid. Ah, Johnny, you always will be a dumb
romantic guinea (TynbiM MHAIOKOM, FyNbIM POMaHTUYHBIM UTaNbALWKONW; guinea-hen —
uecapka ['gini]; /cnexr, npe3puT./ ntaneswka), you even make love like a kid. You still
think screwing is really like those dopey songs (rnynoeatble, xankue, nowrsnbie; dopey
Takke — Haxo4saWwmnca nog Bo3aenctenem dope — HapkoTuka) you used to sing." She
shook her head and said, "Poor Johnny. Good-bye, Johnny." She walked into the
bedroom and he heard her turn the key in the lock (B 3amke).
9 Johnny sat on the floor with his face in his hands. The sick, humiliating despair
overwhelmed him (yHn3nTenbHoe, yHmxarLlee oT4asgHMe ogoneBano, 3axnecTbiBano
ero). And then the gutter toughness (ynpsamcTBo, KpenocTb YIMYHOro MarbYULLKN;
gutter — BogocTok, kaHasa) that had helped him survive the jungle of Hollywood made

him pick up the phone and call for a car to take him to the airport. There was one
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person who could save him. He would go back to New York. He would go back to the
one man with the power, the wisdom, he needed and a love he still trusted. His

Godfather Corleone.

1 In a garishly decorated Los Angeles hotel suite, Johnny Fontane was as
jealously drunk as any ordinary husband. Sprawled on a red couch, he drank
straight from the bottle of scotch in his hand, then washed the taste away by
dunking his mouth in a crystal bucket of ice cubes and water. It was four in the
morning and he was spinning drunken fantasies of murdering his trampy wife
when she got home, if she ever did come home. It was too late to call his first wife
and ask about the kids and he felt funny about calling any of his friends now that
his career was plunging downhill. There had been a time when they would have
been delighted, flattered by his calling them at four in the morning but now he
bored them. He could even smile a little to himself as he thought that on the way
up Johnny Fontane's troubles had fascinated some of the greatest female stars in
America.

2 Gulping at his bottle of scotch, he heard finally his wife's key in the door, but
he kept drinking until she walked into the room and stood before him. She was to
him so very beautiful, the angelic face, soulful violet eyes, the delicately fragile
but perfectly formed body. On the screen her beauty was magnified, spiritualized.
A hundred million men all over the world were in love with the face of Margot
Ashton. And paid to see it on the screen.

3 "Where the hell were you?" Johnny Fontane asked.

4 "Out fucking," she said.

5 She had misjudged his drunkenness. He sprang over the cocktail table and
grabbed her by the throat. But close up to that magical face, the lovely violet eyes,
he lost his anger and became helpless again. She made the mistake of smiling
mockingly, saw his fist draw back. She screamed, "Johnny, not in the face, I'm
making a picture."

6 She was laughing. He punched her in the stomach and she fell to the floor. He
fell on top of her. He could smell her fragrant breath as she gasped for air. He
punched her on the arms and on the thigh muscles of her silky tanned legs. He
beat her as he had beaten snotty smaller kids long ago when he had been a tough
teenager in New York's Hell's Kitchen. A painful punishment that would leave no

lasting disfigurement of loosened teeth or broken nose.
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7 But he was not hitting her hard enough. He couldn't. And she was giggling at
him. Spread-eagled on the floor, her brocaded gown hitched up above her thighs,
she taunted him between giggles. "Come on, stick it in. Stick it in, Johnny, that's
what you really want."

8 Johnny Fontane got up. He hated the woman on the floor but her beauty was a
magic shield. Margot rolled away, and in a dancer's spring was on her feet facing
him. She went into a childish mocking dance and chanted, "Johnny never hurt me,
Johnny never hurt me." Then almost sadly with grave beauty she said, "You poor
silly bastard, giving me cramps like a kid. Ah, Johnny, you always will be a dumb
romantic guinea, you even make love like a kid. You still think screwing is really
like those dopey songs you used to sing."” She shook her head and said, "Poor
Johnny. Good-bye, Johnny." She walked into the bedroom and he heard her turn
the key in the lock.

9 Johnny sat on the floor with his face in his hands. The sick, humiliating
despair overwhelmed him. And then the gutter toughness that had helped him
survive the jungle of Hollywood made him pick up the phone and call for a car to
take him to the airport. There was one person who could save him. He would go
back to New York. He would go back to the one man with the power, the wisdom,
he needed and a love he still trusted. His Godfather Corleone.

1 The baker, Nazorine, pudgy (KOpOTEHBKMI 1 TONCThIN /0 YernoBeke/; ManeHbKUn 1
NNoTHbIN /0 npeameTe/) and crusty (NOKPbITHI KOPOYKOW; pasapaKmUTENbHbIN,
HenpuBeTNuBLIN, rpybbin) as his great Italian loaves (6yxaHku), still dusty with flour (Bce
eLle nokpbITbIN My4HOW Nbinbto; dust — nbine; flour — myka [flaud]), scowled at his wife
(cepauncs, 6pocan cepauTble B3rngaabl, xmypuncs), his nubile (gocturwyto 6payHoro
BO3pacTa, co3pesLuyto [‘nju:bil]) daughter, Katherine, and his baker's helper, Enzo.
Enzo had changed into his prisoner-of-war uniform (nepeogencs B doopmy
BOeHHonneHHoro) with its green-lettered armband (c nossizkon ¢ 3eneHbIMn BykBamu,
Hagnucero) and was terrified (6bin B yxace) that this scene would make him late
(3acTtaBuT ero onoagatb) reporting (gonoxuts /o cebe/ = aButbea) back to Governor's
Island. One of the many thousands of Italian Army prisoners paroled (ocBo60OXAEHHbIN
ycrnosHo [pd’raul]) daily to work in the American economy, he lived in constant fear (B
noctositHHom ctpaxe) of that parole being revoked (oTmeHeHo: «oTo3BaHO»). And so the
litle comedy being played now (koTopas cenyac pasbirpbiBanack) was, for him, a

serious business.
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2 Nazorine asked fiercely (rHeBHO), "Have you dishonored (o6ecuyectun) my family?
Have you given my daughter a little package (ceepTtouek) to remember you by now that
the war is over (Tenepb, Korga BonHa 3akoH4unace) and you know America will kick
your ass (nHeT TBOM 3af = BblbpocuT Tebs nuHkom nop 3an) back to your village full of
shit (B TBOKO gepeBHio, nonHyto aepbma [‘'vilidG]) in Sicily?"
3 Enzo, a very short (Hu3kopocnein), strongly built boy («CunbHO CrnoXeHHbIN» NapeHs),
put his hand over his heart and said almost in tears, yet cleverly (no4tu B cresax, HO
pa3ymHo), "Padrone, | swear by the Holy Virgin (knsHyce Ceaton [Jeson) | have never
taken advantage of your kindness (s HMkorga He 3noynoTpebnsan Bawmm
Benukogywmewm; advantage [dd’va:ntidG] — npenmyLLecTBo; Bbiroga, nonb3a; to take
advantage of — oGMaHyTb, NnepexmTpuTb KOro-Nnnbo; Bocnonb3oBaTbca 4eM-nmbo). | love
your daughter with all respect. | ask for her hand with all respect. | know | have no right,
but if they send me back to Italy | can never come back to America. | will never be able
to marry Katherine."
4 Nazorine's wife, Filomena, spoke to the point (Bbickasanack no cytu, 6e3 gypakos).
"Stop all this foolishness (npekpatu Bce atu rnynoctn)," she said to her pudgy husband.
"You know what you must do. Keep Enzo here, send him to hide (npstatbcs,
ckpbiBaTbCs) with our cousins in Long Island." Katherine was weeping. She was already
plump (nonHon), homely (aomawwHen, obbivHON = HEB3payHou) and sprouting a faint
moustache (c npobusatommmncs nerkmmmn ycukamm; to sprout — gasatb pocTtku; faint —
cnabbli, TYCKMbIiA, HeyeTkui; moustache [md’sta:]]). She would never get a husband as
handsome as Enzo, never find another man who touched her body in secret places with
such respectful love. "I'll go and live in Italy," she screamed at her father. "I'll run away if
you don't keep Enzo here."
5 Nazorine glanced at her shrewdly (B3rngHyn Ha Hee NPOH3UTENBbHO, BUAALLIAM
HaCKBO3b B3rnggoM; shrewd — npoHu3bIBaloLWMIA; npoHMuaTenbHbin). She was a "hot
number" (ropsiuas wry4yka) this daughter of his. He had seen her brush her swelling
buttocks (kak oHa Tepnacbk cBOMMUK NyxnbiMK, Habyxawmmmn aroguuamm) against
Enzo's front (o «nepén» 3Hu0) when the baker's helper squeezed (npoTucHyrncs)
behind her to fill the counter baskets (4To6bl HANONHUTL KOP3UHBLI 4151 pacdacoBKK)
with hot loaves from the oven (13 neun [Avn]). The young rascal's hot loaf would be in
her oven (ropsunn xnebdew 3Toro Herogaa okaxxeTcs B ee nedyke), Nazorine thought
lewdly (pa3Bs3HO, UMHUYHO; lewd — NOXOTNMBLINA, HEMNPUCTOMHBIW; pacnyTHbIW), if proper
steps were not taken (ecnv He ByayT npeanpuHATEI Hagnexatme warn). Enzo must be

kept in America and be made an American citizen (1 caenaH amepuKaHCKUm
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rpaxkgaHnHom [‘sitizn]). And there was only one man who could arrange such an affair

(ynagnte Takoe geno [d'reindG]). The Godfather. Don Corleone.

1 The baker, Nazorine, pudgy and crusty as his great Italian loaves, still dusty
with flour, scowled at his wife, his nubile daughter, Katherine, and his baker's
helper, Enzo. Enzo had changed into his prisoner-of-war uniform with its green-
lettered armband and was terrified that this scene would make him late reporting
back to Governor's Island. One of the many thousands of Italian Army prisoners
paroled daily to work in the American economy, he lived in constant fear of that
parole being revoked. And so the little comedy being played now was, for him, a
serious business.

2 Nazorine asked fiercely, "Have you dishonored my family? Have you given my
daughter a little package to remember you by now that the war is over and you
know America will kick your ass back to your village full of shit in Sicily?"

3 Enzo, a very short, strongly built boy, put his hand over his heart and said
almost in tears, yet cleverly, "Padrone, | swear by the Holy Virgin | have never
taken advantage of your kindness. | love your daughter with all respect. | ask for
her hand with all respect. | know | have no right, but if they send me back to Italy |
can never come back to America. | will never be able to marry Katherine."

4 Nazorine's wife, Filomena, spoke to the point. "Stop all this foolishness," she
said to her pudgy husband. "You know what you must do. Keep Enzo here, send
him to hide with our cousins in Long Island." Katherine was weeping. She was
already plump, homely and sprouting a faint moustache. She would never get a
husband as handsome as Enzo, never find another man who touched her body in
secret places with such respectful love. "I'll go and live in Italy,"” she screamed at
her father. "I'll run away if you don't keep Enzo here."

5 Nazorine glanced at her shrewdly. She was a "hot number" this daughter of his.
He had seen her brush her swelling buttocks against Enzo’s front when the
baker's helper squeezed behind her to fill the counter baskets with hot loaves
from the oven. The young rascal's hot loaf would be in her oven, Nazorine
thought lewdly, if proper steps were not taken. Enzo must be kept in America and
be made an American citizen. And there was only one man who could arrange

such an affair. The Godfather. Don Corleone.
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1 All of these people and many others received engraved invitations (kpacuso
oTnevaTaHHble NpurnaweHus; to engrave — rpaBupoBaThb, Bblpe3aTb /MO KaMHHO,
nepesy/) to the wedding (Ha cBagbby) of Miss Constanzia Corleone, to be celebrated
(koTopas gormkHa bbina ObITh oTnpasgHoBaHa) on the last Saturday in August 1945.
The father of the bride, Don Vito Corleone, never forgot his old friends and neighbors
though he himself now lived in a huge house on Long Island. The reception would be
held (npuem 6yaet npoeoanTbes) in that house and the festivities would go on all day (1
npasgHoBaHue byaeT npoaormkaTbCs Becb AeHb; festivity [fes’tiviti] — Becenbe;
npasgHuk). There was no doubt it would be a momentous occasion (BaxxHoe cobbiTne
(momentous [mou'mentds] — BaxkHbI, BECOMbIN, BNUATENbHbIN; occasion [d’kelGaon] —
BO3MOXHOCTb, Cryyan; cobbiTue, npoucliectaume). The war with the Japanese had just
ended so there would not be any nagging fear (Tak 4To He ByaeT HMKaAKOro My4atoLLero,
AOKy4YatoLwlero ctpaxa; to nag — npugupatbcs, n3BoanTb; 6oneTb, HbiTb) for their sons
fighting in the Army to cloud these festivities (ompaynTeb = KOTOPLIN BbI OMpaynn). A
wedding was just what people needed to show their joy.
2 And so on that Saturday morning the friends of Don Corleone streamed out
(nosanunu) of New York City to do him honor. They bore cream-colored (kpemoBoro =
ceeTno-xentoro useta) envelopes (koHeepThl ['‘envdloup]) stuffed with cash (HabuTkie
Hanu4HbiMu) as bridal gifts (B kadecTBe cBagebHbIx nogapkos), no checks. Inside each
envelope a card established (ycraHaBnueana = coobuwiana o) the identity of the giver
and the measure (cteneHb ['meGd]) of his respect for the Godfather. A respect truly
earned (yBa)keHWe NoafIMHHO 3acny>KeHHOe, 3acryXeHHO 3apaboTaHHoe).
3 Don Vito Corleone was a man to whom everybody came for help, and never were
they disappointed (paszoyapoBaHbl). He made no empty promises (nycTbix obeLannii;
promise [‘promis]), nor the craven excuse (ManoayLHyto oTroBopky [‘kreivon]) that his
hands were tied by more powerful forces (cBs3aHbl 60nee MoryLecTBeHHbIMY CUnamm)
in the world than himself. It was not necessary (Heobxoaumeim [‘nesisari]) that he be
your friend, it was not even important (gaxe He 6bin0 BaxHO) that you had no means
(cpencte = BoamoxHocTen) with which to repay him (otnnatute). Only one thing was
required (Tpeboeanock). That you, you yourself, proclaim your friendship (3asensn o
ceoen apyxbe, o cBomx apyxecknx yyBctBax /k Hemy/ [prd'kleim]). And then, no matter
(He BaxkHO) how poor or powerless (6beccuneH) the supplicant (npocutens [‘sAplikont]),
Don Corleone would take that man's troubles to his heart (npumeT 6eabl aT0 YenoBeka kK
cepauy = nomoxeT emy). And he would let nothing stand in the way (He no3sonut

HM4YyeMy BCTaTb Ha NyTu = nomMmellaTsb) to a solution of that man's woe (pewwenuto 6ea
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TOro yenoseka; woe [wdu] — rope, Hec4yacTtbsl). His reward (Harpaga [r’'wo:d])?
Friendship, the respectful title of "Don," and sometimes the more affectionate salutation
(6onee cepaeuHoe npusetctaue [d'fek/nit]) of "Godfather." And perhaps, to show
respect only, never for profit (Hukorga, Bosce He Ans None3bl, NpUdkLIM), some humble
gift (npocTton, HesaTennuebln; humble — cmupeHHbIn) — a gallon of homemade wine or a
basket of peppered taralles specially baked to grace (4To6bI ykpacuts) his Christmas
table. It was understood (noHMManock = Bce NnoHMManun, KoHe4Ho), it was mere good
manners (BCero nuilb BEXIMBOCTb: «XOPOLUME MaHepbl»), to proclaim that you were in
his debt (B gonry y Hero) and that he had the right to call upon you (npuiitu k Tebe:
«HaBecTuUTb Tebs) at any time to redeem (to redeem — Bo3BpaLLaTth, nonyyaTs 06paTHO;
nckynate) your debt by some small service.
4 Now on this great day, his daughter's wedding day, Don Vito Corleone stood in the
doorway (Ha nopore, B aBepsix) of his Long Beach home to greet his guests, all of them
known (13 KOTOPbIX OH BCEX 3Har: «BCe U3 HUX 3HaeMbley), all of them trusted (koTopbim
oH gosepsn). Many of them owed their good fortune (6birn 06513aHLI cBOMM ycnexom; to
owe [du] — BbITb AormkHbIM, B gonry) in life to the Don and on this intimate occasion felt
free to call him "Godfather" to his face. Even the people performing festal services
(ncnonHswwme «npasgHudHoe obenyxmsaHuey) were his friends. The bartender
(bapmeH) was an old comrade (npustens) whose gift was all the wedding liquors ([11kd])
and his own expert skills («onbITHbIE» YMeHUs, HaBblkK). The waiters (odmumaHTbl)
were the friends of Don Corleone's sons. The food on the garden picnic tables had been
cooked by the Don's wife and her friends and the gaily festooned (Beceno HapseHHbIN
rmpnsaHgamu; festoon — rupnadga, gectoH) one-acre garden itself had been decorated
(6bIn pasykpaweH) by the young girl-chums of the bride (noapyxkamun HeBecTbl; chum —
6nuskun gpyr, npuaTens).
5 Don Corleone received everyone (npuHuman Bcex [ri’s1:v]) — rich and poor, powerful
and humble — with an equal show of love (c ognHakoBbIM BbipaxkeHnem noben ['1kwdl]).
He slighted no one (HMkoMy He Bbika3an npeHebpexeHus, HUKEM He npeHebper, HUKOro
He obuaen). That was his character. And the guests so exclaimed (Tak Bocknuuanm
[Iks'kleim]) at how well he looked in his tux (= tuxedo [tAk’sidou] — cmokuHr) that an
inexperienced observer (HEOMbITHBIV = CTOPOHHUI HabngaTenb; experience
[Iks’pidrions] — onbIT) might easily have thought (mor 6b1 nerko nogymats) the Don

himself was the lucky groom (cuyacTnumBbI XeHuXx).
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1 All of these people and many others received engraved invitations to the
wedding of Miss Constanzia Corleone, to be celebrated on the last Saturday in
August 1945. The father of the bride, Don Vito Corleone, never forgot his old
friends and neighbors though he himself now lived in a huge house on Long
Island. The reception would be held in that house and the festivities would go on
all day. There was no doubt it would be a momentous occasion. The war with the
Japanese had just ended so there would not be any nagging fear for their sons
fighting in the Army to cloud these festivities. A wedding was just what people
needed to show their joy.
2 And so on that Saturday morning the friends of Don Corleone streamed out of
New York City to do him honor. They bore cream-colored envelopes stuffed with
cash as bridal gifts, no checks. Inside each envelope a card established the
identity of the giver and the measure of his respect for the Godfather. A respect
truly earned.
3 Don Vito Corleone was a man to whom everybody came for help, and never
were they disappointed. He made no empty promises, nor the craven excuse that
his hands were tied by more powerful forces in the world than himself. It was not
necessary that he be your friend, it was not even important that you had no
means with which to repay him. Only one thing was required. That you, you
yourself, proclaim your friendship. And then, no matter how poor or powerless
the supplicant, Don Corleone would take that man's troubles to his heart. And he
would let nothing stand in the way to a solution of that man's woe. His reward?
Friendship, the respectful title of "Don,"” and sometimes the more affectionate
salutation of "Godfather."” And perhaps, to show respect only, never for profit,
some humble gift — a gallon of homemade wine or a basket of peppered taralles
specially baked to grace his Christmas table. It was understood, it was mere good
manners, to proclaim that you were in his debt and that he had the right to call
upon you at any time to redeem your debt by some small service.
4 Now on this great day, his daughter's wedding day, Don Vito Corleone stood in
the doorway of his Long Beach home to greet his guests, all of them known, all of
them trusted. Many of them owed their good fortune in life to the Don and on this
intimate occasion felt free to call him "Godfather" to his face. Even the people
performing festal services were his friends. The bartender was an old comrade
whose gift was all the wedding liquors and his own expert skills. The waiters were

the friends of Don Corleone's sons. The food on the garden picnic tables had
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been cooked by the Don's wife and her friends and the gaily festooned one-acre
garden itself had been decorated by the young girl-chums of the bride.

5 Don Corleone received everyone - rich and poor, powerful and humble — with
an equal show of love. He slighted no one. That was his character. And the
guests so exclaimed at how well he looked in his tux that an inexperienced

observer might easily have thought the Don himself was the lucky groom.

1 Standing at the door with him were two of his three sons. The eldest, baptized
(okpelteHHbIM) Santino but called Sonny by everyone except his father, was looked at
askance (HakrnoHHO, Koco; HeogobpuTensHo, ¢ nogospeHnem [ds'kaens]) by the older
Italian men; with admiration by the younger. Sonny Corleone was tall for a first-
generation American (ans amepukaHua nepsoro nokornexus) of Italian parentage
(['pedrontidG] — npoucxoxaeHne), almost six feet, and his crop of bushy, curly hair
(weBentopa KyapsiBbiX BOSOC; Crop — WwapoobpasHoe B34yTNE; BEPXHSAS YacTb
/Hanpumep y pacteHuii/; ypoxain) made him look even taller. His face was that of a
gross Cupid (Ty4yHoro; rpyboro KynuaoHa), the features even (4epTbl poBHbIE =
npasunbHble) but the bow-shaped lips (ayroobpasHsie ry6wi) thickly sensual
(wyBcTBeHHbIE ['sensjudl]), the dimpled cleft chin (pa3gBoeHHbIM NOABOPOAOK C AMOYKON;
dimple — samouka; cleft — paccenuHa; pacliennieHHbIn) in some curious way (HekMm
CTpaHHbIM 06pa3om = co3gaBanu novyemy-To BnevartneHue) obscene (/uero-to/
HenpucTonHoro [ob'si:n]). He was built as powerfully as a bull (MoLlHo, kak 6bik) and it
was common knowledge (Bce 3Hanu: «370 ObIro obwmm 3HaHemy) that he was so
generously endowed by nature (Tak wenpo ogapeH npupogon; to endow [In'dau] —
Hagenatb, ogapaTe) that his martyred wife (xeHa-myyeHuua) feared the marriage bed
as unbelievers once feared the rack (kak HeBepytoLme Hekorga 6oanuck Abibbl). It was
whispered (Lwenotom norosapueanu) that when as a youth he had visited houses of ill
fame (3nayHble mecTta: «goma nnoxou penyTtaummy), even the most hardened and
fearless putain (naxe Hanbonee 3akaneHHble 1 beccTpaluHbIe WIoXKu, nyTaHel), after
an awed inspection (ocmoTpeB ¢ ucnyrom, 6naroroseHmem; to awe [0:] — BbI3blBaTb
ncnyr, 6rnaroroseHue) of his massive organ, demanded double price (Tpebosanun
asonHon onnartel). Here at the wedding feast, some young matrons, widehipped
(wmpokobegpeole), wide-mouthed, measured (mepunu, paccmatpusanu [‘meGd]) Sonny
Corleone with coolly confident eyes (xonogHo-yBepeHHbIMK rnasamu). But on this
particular day (HO MMEHHO B 3TOT A€Hb: «B 3TOT OCODEHHbIN, YacTHbIN AeHby) they were

wasting their time (HanpacHo TpaTunu, Tepsnu Bpemsi). Sonny Corleone, despite the

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




16
presence of his wife (HecmoTps Ha npucyTcTBme) and three small children, had plans for
his sister's maid of honor (oTHOCUTENBHO NOAPYXKN CECTPbI /Ha cBaabbe/: «NoYeTHOM
nesbi»), Lucy Mancini. This young girl, fully aware (nonHocTtbto co3HatoLas /ato/
[0'wed]), sat at a garden table in her pink formal gown (B po3oBom napagHom nnatee), a
tiara of flowers in her glossy (B 6nectawmx) black hair. She had flited with Sonny in the
past week of rehearsals (peneTuuunn [r’'hd:sdl]) and squeezed his hand that morning at
the altar. A maiden could do no more (4ns geBuLbl 3TO HEMAarO).

2 She did not care (ee He BonHoBarno: «He 3aboTtunacey) that he would never be the
great man his father had proved to be (kakum ctan ero otew;: «gokasan 6biTb»). Sonny
Corleone had strength (cuny), he had courage (cmenocts [‘kAridG]). He was generous
(BenukoaywHbIn, 0obpein, wenpsin [‘[dGendrds]) and his heart was admitted (kak 661110
npu3HaHo, cumTanock; to admit — gonyckaTb, cornawartbcs; cuntaTb [od'mit]) to be as
big as his organ. Yet he did not have his father's humility (cmnpenus) but instead a
quick, hot temper (TemnepameHT, xapakrtep) that led him into errors of judgment
(BBOOMN B «OLWIMOKKM cyxaeHusa»). Though he was a great help in his father's business,
there were many who doubted that he would become the heir to it (HacnegHukom [£d)).
3 The second son, Frederico, called Fred or Fredo, was a child every lItalian prayed to
the saints for (0 kKOTOpOM KaXabI TanbAHeL, MONUA CBATLIX = Xenan 6bl UMeTb).
Dutiful (ncnonHuTenbHbIN: «nonHbIn gonray; duty — gonr, o6s3aHHocTk), loyal, always
at the service of his father, living with his parents at age thirty. He was short and burly
(NNOTHBIN, Kpernkuin, BonbLLon 1 cunbHbIN), not handsome but with the same Cupid
head of the family, the curly helmet of hair (unem, kacka) over the round face and
sensual bow-shaped lips. Only, in Fred, these lips were not sensual but granitelike
(CnoBHO BbiCeYeHbI U3 rpaHuTa: «noaobHbl rpaHnTy»). Inclined to dourness (CKNOHHBIN K
mMenanxonun, genpeccuu; dour [dud] — MpayHbIn; cTporun, cyposbin), he was still a
crutch to his father (Bce e 6bin onopon; crutch — ctorka, onopa; KocTbifb), hever
disputed him, never embarrassed him (Hukoraa He gOCTaBNAN €My HEMPUSATHOCTEN, HE
CTaBuWI ero B HernpusaTHoe nonoxeHue; to embarass [Im’baerds] — 3aTpyAHATb, CTECHATD;
CcTaBuUTb B HeyaobHoe nonoxeHue) by scandalous behavior with women (ckaHgansHbIM
nosegeHunem [brrheivjd]; to behave [br’heiv] — sectu cebs). Despite all these virtues
(moctouHcTea ['va:tju:]) he did not have that personal magnetism, that animal force, so
necessary for a leader of men, and he too was not expected to inherit the family

business (He oxuganocb = He Npegnonaranu, 4To yHacneayert [In’herit]).
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1 Standing at the door with him were two of his three sons. The eldest, baptized
Santino but called Sonny by everyone except his father, was looked at askance
by the older Italian men; with admiration by the younger. Sonny Corleone was tall
for a first-generation American of Italian parentage, almost six feet, and his crop
of bushy, curly hair made him look even taller. His face was that of a gross Cupid,
the features even but the bow-shaped lips thickly sensual, the dimpled cleft chin
in some curious way obscene. He was built as powerfully as a bull and it was
common knowledge that he was so generously endowed by nature that his
martyred wife feared the marriage bed as unbelievers once feared the rack. It was
whispered that when as a youth he had visited houses of ill fame, even the most
hardened and fearless putain, after an awed inspection of his massive organ,
demanded double price. Here at the wedding feast, some young matrons,
widehipped, wide-mouthed, measured Sonny Corleone with coolly confident eyes.
But on this particular day they were wasting their time. Sonny Corleone, despite
the presence of his wife and three small children, had plans for his sister's maid
of honor, Lucy Mancini. This young girl, fully aware, sat at a garden table in her
pink formal gown, a tiara of flowers in her glossy black hair. She had flirted with
Sonny in the past week of rehearsals and squeezed his hand that morning at the
altar. A maiden could do no more.
2 She did not care that he would never be the great man his father had proved to
be. Sonny Corleone had strength, he had courage. He was generous and his heart
was admitted to be as big as his organ. Yet he did not have his father's humility
but instead a quick, hot temper that led him into errors of judgment. Though he
was a great help in his father's business, there were many who doubted that he
would become the heir to it.
3 The second son, Frederico, called Fred or Fredo, was a child every Italian
prayed to the saints for. Dutiful, loyal, always at the service of his father, living
with his parents at age thirty. He was short and burly, not handsome but with the
same Cupid head of the family, the curly helmet of hair over the round face and
sensual bow-shaped lips. Only, in Fred, these lips were not sensual but
granitelike. Inclined to dourness, he was still a crutch to his father, never
disputed him, never embarrassed him by scandalous behavior with women.
Despite all these virtues he did not have that personal magnetism, that animal
force, so necessary for a leader of men, and he too was not expected to inherit

the family business.
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1 The third son, Michael Corleone, did not stand with his father and his two brothers
but sat at a table in the most secluded corner (B camom 6eantogHom yrorike; to seclude
[sr’klu:d] — oTcTpaHaTe, nsonupoeats) of the garden. But even there he could not
escape the attentions (n36exatb 3HakoB BHUMaHKs) of the family friends.

2 Michael Corleone was the youngest son of the Don and the only child who had
refused the great man's direction (oTkasarnca cnegosaTb yKkasaHUSM 3TOr0 BEMMKOro
yernoseka). He did not have the heavy, Cupid-shaped face of the other children, and his
jet black hair (4epHble, kak cmonb; jet — rarat, YepHbIn sHTapb) was straight rather than
curly (ckopee npsimble, yem Bbrowmecs). His skin was a clear olive-brown that would
have been called beautiful in a girl. He was handsome in a delicate way (kpacus ToHKOW,
n3suHon kpacoton). Indeed there had been a time when the Don had worried about his
youngest son's masculinity (6ecnokonsnca o «My>Keckux Ka4ecTBax» = He CIULLKOM In
XeHCTBeHeH ero cbiH). A worry that was put to rest (6ecnokonctso aTo otnano, 6biro
cHATO: «Bbino ycnokoeHo») when Michael Corleone became seventeen years old.

3 Now this youngest son sat at a table in the extreme corner (B Hanbonee yganeHHom)
of the garden to proclaim his chosen alienation (136paHHy MM HENPUYACTHOCTL;
alienation [ellj@’'neifon] — oToanenune, otyyxaeHHocTs) from father and family. Beside
him sat the American girl everyone had heard about but whom no one had seen until
this day. He had, of course, shown the proper respect (Bbikazan Hagnexawee
yBaxkeHune) and introduced her (npeacrtasun ee) to everyone at the wedding, including
(Bkntoyvas) his family. They were not impressed with her (oHa He npounssena Ha HUX
BonbLloro BnevatneHus: «He bbinn BnevatneHsl ey ). She was too thin, she was too
fair (ceetnas), her face was too sharply intelligent («octpo-ymHbie») for a woman, her
manner too free for a maiden. Her name, too, was outlandish (661110 Yyxabim,
nHoctpaHHbIM) to their ears; she called herself Kay Adams. If she had told them that her
family had settled (nocenunace) in America two hundred years ago and her name was a
common one (06kI4Hoe), they would have shrugged (noxanu 6bl /nnevamu/).

4 Every guest noticed that the Don paid no particular attention (He ygenun oco6oro
BHMMaHus) to this third son. Michael had been his favorite before the war and obviously
(oueBungHoO) the chosen heir to run the family business (Bectn cemeinHoe geno,
ynpaenate gerniom) when the proper moment came (korga npygeT Hagnexalimm
momeHT). He had all the quiet force and intelligence of his great father, the born instinct
to act in such a way that men had no recourse but to respect him (4to nrogam He

OCTaBanocb HMYEro MHOro, Kak yBaxkaTb ero; recourse [ri'ko:s] — npubexuile,

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




19
npuctaxuwle). But when World War Il broke out, Michael Corleone volunteered for the
Marine Corps (nowen gobposonbuem Bo noT [volan'tid]; Marine [md’ri:n] —
rocygapcTBeHHbIn Mopckon donoT). He defied his father's express command (oH
npeHebper SBHbIM, HEABYCMbICIIEHHO BblpaXXeHHbIM yKazaHuem oTtua; to defy [di'fal] —
BGpocaTb BbI30OB; UTHOPMpPOBAThb, He obpallaTb BHMMaHus) when he did so.

5 Don Corleone had no desire (Hukakoro xenanus [di'zaid]), no intention (Hamepenns),
of letting his youngest son be killed (gonyctutb, 4to6bl €ro cbiH 6bin youT: «BbITh
ybuteiMmy») in the service of a power foreign to himself (3a yyxyto, Yyxayo emy Bnactb:
«Ha cnyxbe y BnacTu = gepxaBbl, MTHOCTPAHHOW NO OTHOLUEHUIO K HeMY»). Doctors had
been bribed (6b1nn nogkynnetHsl), secret arrangements (gorosopeHHocTn) had been
made. A great deal of money (6onbLoe konuyecTeo) had been spent to take the proper
precautions (HEOXOAVMbIE Mepbl NPeJOCTOPOXHOCTY; precaution [pri'ko:fon] —
npegoctopoxHocTk). But Michael was twenty-one years of age and nothing could be
done against his own willfulness (cBoesonue, ynpamctso). He enlisted (3anucancsa) and
fought (6uncs; to fight) over the Pacific Ocean. He became a Captain and won medals.
In 1944 his picture was printed in Life magazine with a photo layout of his deeds («c
doTorpadmyecknm n3obpaxxeHnemM» ero oesiHii = NnoaBuros; layout — nnaHMpoBka,
pacnonoxeHue; Bolctaska, nokas). A friend had shown Don Corleone the magazine (his
family did not dare (He ocmenuesanacek)), and the Don had grunted disdainfully (kpakHy:
npes3puTenbHo; to grunt — xprokaTb; BopyaTb, MblvaTth; disdain [dis’dein] — npe3peHue,
npeHebpexeHune) and said, "He performs those miracles for strangers (BbinonHseT te
yygeca ans 4yakoB, MHOCTpaHueB; miracle ['mirdkl])."

6 When Michael Corleone was discharged (nemobunusosan) early in 1945 to recover
(4TOOBI NONpPaBuTbLCS, NPUATK B cebs; to recover [r’kAvd] — BHOBb obpeTtaTtb; NpunTh B
cebs; BoizgopoBeTh) from a disabling wound (0T paHbl, MeLuatoLLen emy NPoLoKaTb
cnyxby; to disable — gpenaTb HecrnocobHbIM, HenpurogHsimM), he had no idea that his
father had arranged his release (yctpowun ero ocsoboxaeHue). He stayed home for a
few weeks, then, without consulting anyone, entered Dartmouth College in Hanover,
New Hampshire, and so he left his father's house. To return for the wedding of his sister
and to show his own future wife to them, the washed-out rag of an American girl

(6ecueTHyto amepukaHky: the washed-out rag — 3acTupaHHaga Tpsnka).

1 The third son, Michael Corleone, did not stand with his father and his two
brothers but sat at a table in the most secluded corner of the garden. But even

there he could not escape the attentions of the family friends.
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2 Michael Corleone was the youngest son of the Don and the only child who had
refused the great man's direction. He did not have the heavy, Cupid-shaped face
of the other children, and his jet black hair was straight rather than curly. His skin
was a clear olive-brown that would have been called beautiful in a girl. He was
handsome in a delicate way. Indeed there had been a time when the Don had
worried about his youngest son's masculinity. A worry that was put to rest when
Michael Corleone became seventeen years old.
3 Now this youngest son sat at a table in the extreme corner of the garden to
proclaim his chosen alienation from father and family. Beside him sat the
American girl everyone had heard about but whom no one had seen until this day.
He had, of course, shown the proper respect and introduced her to everyone at
the wedding, including his family. They were not impressed with her. She was too
thin, she was too fair, her face was too sharply intelligent for a woman, her
manner too free for a maiden. Her name, too, was outlandish to their ears; she
called herself Kay Adams. If she had told them that her family had settled in
America two hundred years ago and her name was a common one, they would
have shrugged.
4 Every guest noticed that the Don paid no particular attention to this third son.
Michael had been his favorite before the war and obviously the chosen heir to run
the family business when the proper moment came. He had all the quiet force and
intelligence of his great father, the born instinct to act in such a way that men had
no recourse but to respect him. But when World War Il broke out, Michael
Corleone volunteered for the Marine Corps. He defied his father's express
command when he did so.
5 Don Corleone had no desire, no intention, of letting his youngest son be killed
in the service of a power foreign to himself. Doctors had been bribed, secret
arrangements had been made. A great deal of money had been spent to take the
proper precautions. But Michael was twenty-one years of age and nothing could
be done against his own willfulness. He enlisted and fought over the Pacific
Ocean. He became a Captain and won medals. In 1944 his picture was printed in
Life magazine with a photo layout of his deeds. A friend had shown Don Corleone
the magazine (his family did not dare), and the Don had grunted disdainfully and
said, "He performs those miracles for strangers."
6 When Michael Corleone was discharged early in 1945 to recover from a

disabling wound, he had no idea that his father had arranged his release. He
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stayed home for a few weeks, then, without consulting anyone, entered
Dartmouth College in Hanover, New Hampshire, and so he left his father's house.
To return for the wedding of his sister and to show his own future wife to them,

the washed-out rag of an American girl.

1 Michael Corleone was amusing Kay Adams (passnekan) by telling her little stories
about some of the more colorful wedding guests (o Hanbonee konoputHeix). He was, in
turn (B cBoto oyepear), amused by her finding (4To oHa Haxoauna) these people exotic,
and, as always, charmed by her intense interest (o4apoBaH ee 1BbIM MHTEPECOM) iN
anything new and foreign to her experience. Finally her attention was caught (ee
BHMMaHue bbino npueredeHo) by a small group of men gathered around a wooden
barrel (cobpasLumxcsa Bokpyr gepesaHHon 6o4kn) of homemade wine. The men were
Amerigo Bonasera, Nazorine the Baker, Anthony Coppola and Luca Brasi. With her
usual alert intelligence (co cBOMCTBEHHOW €1 XMBOW, OCTPON HabntogaTensHOCTLIO; alert
[0'l0:1] — 6auTenbHbIN, HACTOPOXEHHbIN) she remarked (3ameTuna, Bbicka3ana
HabntogeHne) on the fact that these four men did not seem particularly happy (He
KaxkyTca ocobeHHo cuyactnmebiMn). Michael smiled. "No, they're not," he said. "They're
waiting to see my father in private (HaeguHe). They have favors to ask (xotat npocutb
06 ogormkenunn, nomowum)." And indeed it was easy to see that all four men constantly
followed the Don with their eyes.
2 As Don Corleone stood greeting guests, a black Chevrolet sedan came to a stop on
the far side of the paved mall (moLeHon annen). Two men in the front seat pulled
notebooks from their jackets and, with no attempt at concealment (He Tasck: «6e3
NonbITKM YKpbIBaHWs, yTanBaHusy; to conceal — ytamBarth), jotted down (Hauyanu
3anuncbiBaTh; jot — NOTa, HUYTOXHOE KONM4ecTBo; to jot — kpaTko 3anucaTtb, 6erno
HabpocaTb) license numbers of the other cars parked around the mall. Sonny turned to
his father and said, "Those guys over there must be cops (Te napHu BoH Tam, JOIKHO
ObITb, Nnonuuenckue)."

Don Corleone shrugged. "l don't own the street (He Bnageto ynuuen = ynuua — He mMos
cobcTBeHHoCTh). They can do what they please."
3 Sonny's heavy Cupid face grew red with anger (ctano kpacHeim oT rHeBa). "Those
lousy bastards (BwumBLIe Bbipoaku), they don't respect anything." He left the steps of the
house and walked across the mall to where the black sedan was parked. He thrust his
face angrily close to the face of the driver, who did not flinch (He oTknoHuncs, He

apornyn; to flinch — Bagparneate /0T 605K, ncnyra/; yknoHaTbcs, otctynaTs) but flapped
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open (OTKpbIN: «pacnaxHyny; to flap — xnonatsb, wnenatb) his wallet (6ymaxHuk ['wolit])
to show a green identification card (yaoctoeepeHue). Sonny stepped back without
saying a word. He spat (nntoHyn; to spit) so that the spittle hit the back door (4to critoHa
nonana Ha 3agHtwoto aesepb) of the sedan and walked away. He was hoping the driver
would get out of the sedan and come after him, on the mall, but nothing happened.
When he reached the steps (gowen go cryneHen: «goctur» ctyneHen) he said to his
father, "Those guys are FBI men (FBI — Federal Bureau of Investigation /®BP —
depneparnbHoe Bopo paccriegosaHuii/). They're taking down all the license numbers.
Snotty (connussklie; snot — connu /rpy6./) bastards."

4 Don Corleone knew who they were. His closest and most intimate friends had been
advised (ero Hanbonee 6nu3knm opy3bam ObIO NocoBeToBaHo) to attend (noceTuTs,
npucytcTBoBaTh Ha [d'tend]) the wedding in automobiles not their own. And though he
disapproved (He ogobpsn) of his son's foolish display of anger (rnynoe BripaxeHue,
AeMOHCTpaumto rHeBa), the tantrum (Bcnbiwka pasgpaxenusa [‘teentrom]) served a
purpose (/no/cnyxwuno uenu ['pd:pas]). It would convince the interlopers (y6egut
HenpOLUEHHbIX rocTen; interloper — yenoBek, BMeLLMBatoLLMIACA B Yyxue aena) that their
presence was unexpected (4TO UX NpUCYTCTBUE BbINIO HEOXKNAAHHBIM = YTO UX HE
xpanu) and unprepared for (1 k aTomy He 6binn rotoebl). So Don Corleone himself was
not angry. He had long ago learned that society imposes insults (HaHocuT 06uab!:
«HaknagbiBaeT ockopbneHus») that must be borne (koTopble HYXXHO YyMETb CTEPNETb,
CHECTU: «KOTopble A0MMKHbI BbITb HOCKMMBI» ), comforted (yTewasck) by the knowledge
that in this world there comes a time when the most humble of men, if he keeps his
eyes open, can take his revenge on the most powerful (MoxxeT 0OTOMCTUTL camomy
moryuectseHHoMy). It was this knowledge that prevented (npegoxpaHuro,
npeaynpeauro) the Don from losing the humility (ot ytpatbl cmupenus) all his friends
admired in him (koTopbIM BoCxuMLLanuck Bce ero apyses [dd'maid]).

5 But now in the garden behind the house, a four-piece band (kBapTteT, opkecTp 13
YyeTblpex My3blkaHTOB) began to play. All the guests had arrived. Don Corleone put the
intruders out of his mind (BbIGpocKn 13 ronosbl: «yma, NamaT» MbICIIN O HE3BaHbIX

roctax) and led his two sons to the wedding feast (Ha cBagebHbI nnp).

1 Michael Corleone was amusing Kay Adams by telling her little stories about
some of the more colorful wedding guests. He was, in turn, amused by her
finding these people exotic, and, as always, charmed by her intense interest in

anything new and foreign to her experience. Finally her attention was caught by a
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small group of men gathered around a wooden barrel of homemade wine. The
men were Amerigo Bonasera, Nazorine the Baker, Anthony Coppola and Luca
Brasi. With her usual alert intelligence she remarked on the fact that these four
men did not seem particularly happy. Michael smiled. "No, they're not," he said.
"They're waiting to see my father in private. They have favors to ask." And indeed
it was easy to see that all four men constantly followed the Don with their eyes.

2 As Don Corleone stood greeting guests, a black Chevrolet sedan came to a
stop on the far side of the paved mall. Two men in the front seat pulled notebooks
from their jackets and, with no attempt at concealment, jotted down license
numbers of the other cars parked around the mall. Sonny turned to his father and
said, "Those guys over there must be cops.”

Don Corleone shrugged. "l don't own the street. They can do what they please."
3 Sonny's heavy Cupid face grew red with anger. "Those lousy bastards, they
don't respect anything." He left the steps of the house and walked across the mall
to where the black sedan was parked. He thrust his face angrily close to the face
of the driver, who did not flinch but flapped open his wallet to show a green
identification card. Sonny stepped back without saying a word. He spat so that
the spittle hit the back door of the sedan and walked away. He was hoping the
driver would get out of the sedan and come after him, on the mall, but nothing
happened. When he reached the steps he said to his father, "Those guys are FBI
men. They're taking down all the license numbers. Snotty bastards."
4 Don Corleone knew who they were. His closest and most intimate friends had
been advised to attend the wedding in automobiles not their own. And though he
disapproved of his son's foolish display of anger, the tantrum served a purpose.
It would convince the interlopers that their presence was unexpected and
unprepared for. So Don Corleone himself was not angry. He had long ago learned
that society imposes insults that must be borne, comforted by the knowledge that
in this world there comes a time when the most humble of men, if he keeps his
eyes open, can take his revenge on the most powerful. It was this knowledge that
prevented the Don from losing the humility all his friends admired in him.
5But now in the garden behind the house, a four-piece band began to play. All the
guests had arrived. Don Corleone put the intruders out of his mind and led his

two sons to the wedding feast.
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1 There were, now, hundreds of guests in the huge garden, some dancing on the
wooden platform bedecked (ykpaweHHon, yopaHHon) with flowers, others sitting at long
tables piled high with spicy food (3actaBneHHbIx OCTpOU, NMMKAHTHOM NuLLEen; pile — ky4a,
rpyaa; to pile — ceanueatb B ky4y) and gallon jugs (kyBwimHamu. ByTeinamu) of black,
homemade wine. The bride, Connie Corleone, sat in splendor («B 6necke,
Benukornenuny») at a special raised table with her groom, the maid of honor, bridesmaids
and ushers (gpyxkamu n nogpyxkamu; usher — wBenyap; LepemMoHMMMencTep; wadep).
It was a rustic setting (cenbckas, gepeseHckasa atmocepa; setting — pasmelleHue,
okpyxatowas obctaHoBka) in the old Italian style. Not to the bride's taste (He no Bkycy),
but Connie had consented (cornacunacs) to a "guinea" wedding to please her father
because she had so displeasured him (Tak orop4yuna) in her choice of a husband (B
BblbOpe cynpyra).
2 The groom, Carlo Rizzi, was a half-breed (nonykpogska; to breed — nopoxaats,
BbIBOAUTbL, pasBoanTb HknBoTHbIX/), born of a Sicilian father and the North Italian mother
from whom he had inherited his blond hair and blue eyes. His parents lived in Nevada
and Carlo had left that state because of a little trouble with the law (13-3a He6onbLLON
HenpuaTHocTu ¢ 3akoHoM). In New York he met Sonny Corleone and so met the sister.
Don Corleone, of course, sent trusted friends (HagexHbix; to trust — gnoBepsaTs) to
Nevada and they reported that Carlo's police trouble was a youthful indiscretion with a
gun («roHOoLlecKast HeOCTOPOXHOCTbL C NMUCTONIeToM» ), not serious, that could easily be
wiped off (ctepeTb) the books to leave the youth with a clean record (¢ 4ncTbim
npoLwnbIiM; record — 3anucb, NPOTOKOM; XapakTepucTtuka, buorpadus). They also came
back with detailed information on legal gambling (0 «3akoHHbIX» a3apTHbIX urpax; to
gamble — urpatb Ha geHbru) in Nevada which greatly interested the Don and which he
had been pondering over since (1 0 YeM OH pa3mbILLIIAS, NPOAOKAS Pas3MbILWNATE C
Tex nop: to ponder over). It was part of the Don's greatness (/HeoTbemnemon/ YacTblo
ero Benuuus = 3710 bbiNna ogHa u3 Tex BeLlen, KoTopble Aenanu ero BENMKMM
yeriosekoM) that he profited from everything (n3enekan none3y n3 scero).
3 Connie Corleone was a not quite pretty girl (He 6onbHO: «He BrNonHe» Kpacuea,
KpacaBuLen He HasoBelwb), thin and nervous and certain (HaBepHsika,
/npep/onpenenenHoi/) to become shrewish (ctaTtb cBapnveon, B3gopHon) later in life.
But today, transformed by her white bridal gown and eager virginity («cTpactHon
AEBCTBEHHOCTbLIOY; eager — CTPaCTHO XXenatoLmii, XOyLWnn, HanpskeHHbIn), she was so

radiant (nyyawencsa, nanydatowlen pagocts) as to be almost beautiful. Beneath the
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wooden table her hand rested on the muscular thigh of her groom. Her Cupid-bow
mouth pouted (gynca = seinsgymearncs) to give him an airy kiss (Bo34yLUHbIA NOLENYN).
4 She thought him incredibly handsome (HeBepoaTHO kpacusbiM). Carlo Rizzi had
worked in the open desert air while very young — heavy laborer's work. Now he had
tremendous forearms (>kyTkue = orpomMHble, Moryyune npeannedss) and his shoulders
bulged (Bbinaumeanuck, 6yrpunuck; bulge — BoinyknocTs) the jacket of his tux. He
basked (rpencs; to bask — rpeTbcs /Ha conHue, y orHa/; Hacnaxgartbcs /cHactbeM/) in
the adoring eyes (B oboxatowwmx rnasax; to adore) of his bride and filled her glass with
wine. He was elaborately (ycepaHo, ckpynynesHo: «BbipaboTtaHHo» [I'lae’baratl])
courteous (Bexnue ['kd:tjos]) to her as if they were both (cnoBHo oHn 06a Gbinn) actors
in a play. But his eyes kept flickering (Bce Bpems ykpagkon nornagbisanu, kKocunuce; to
flicker — muratb, mepuatb, MenskaTth) toward the huge silk purse (Ha orpomMHbI
LwenkoBbIv kowernek) the bride wore on her right shoulder and which was now stuffed
full of money envelopes. How much did it hold (cogepxan /B ce6e/)? Ten thousand?
Twenty thousand? Carlo Rizzi smiled. It was only the beginning. He had, after all,
married into a royal family («keHuncs B KOPONeBCKYy CeEMbIO», NOPOAHUIICS C
koponesckon cembeln). They would have to take care of him (um npugeTcs

no3aboTUTbLCS O HEM).

1 There were, now, hundreds of guests in the huge garden, some dancing on the
wooden platform bedecked with flowers, others sitting at long tables piled high
with spicy food and gallon jugs of black, homemade wine. The bride, Connie
Corleone, sat in splendor at a special raised table with her groom, the maid of
honor, bridesmaids and ushers. It was a rustic setting in the old Italian style. Not
to the bride's taste, but Connie had consented to a "guinea” wedding to please
her father because she had so displeasured him in her choice of a husband.

2 The groom, Carlo Rizzi, was a half-breed, born of a Sicilian father and the
North Italian mother from whom he had inherited his blond hair and blue eyes.
His parents lived in Nevada and Carlo had left that state because of a little trouble
with the law. In New York he met Sonny Corleone and so met the sister. Don
Corleone, of course, sent trusted friends to Nevada and they reported that Carlo's
police trouble was a youthful indiscretion with a gun, not serious, that could
easily be wiped off the books to leave the youth with a clean record. They also

came back with detailed information on legal gambling in Nevada which greatly
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interested the Don and which he had been pondering over since. It was part of the
Don's greatness that he profited from everything.

3 Connie Corleone was a not quite pretty girl, thin and nervous and certain to
become shrewish later in life. But today, transformed by her white bridal gown
and eager virginity, she was so radiant as to be almost beautiful. Beneath the
wooden table her hand rested on the muscular thigh of her groom. Her Cupid-
bow mouth pouted to give him an airy kiss.

4 She thought him incredibly handsome. Carlo Rizzi had worked in the open
desert air while very young — heavy laborer's work. Now he had tremendous
forearms and his shoulders bulged the jacket of his tux. He basked in the adoring
eyes of his bride and filled her glass with wine. He was elaborately courteous to
her as if they were both actors in a play. But his eyes kept flickering toward the
huge silk purse the bride wore on her right shoulder and which was now stuffed
full of money envelopes. How much did it hold? Ten thousand? Twenty thousand?
Carlo Rizzi smiled. It was only the beginning. He had, after all, married into a royal

family. They would have to take care of him.

1 In the crowd of guests a dapper (nogBWXHbIN, MPOBOPHLIN; LLEroneBaTbii,
aneraHTHbIN) young man with the sleek head of a ferret (c rmagkon, npunusaHHom
rofioBon xopbka) was also studying the silk purse. From sheer habit (41cTo no
npuBblyke; sheer — abcontoTHbIN, NnonHenwnn) Paulie Gatto wondered just how he
could go about hijacking (paambiwnsn, kak 66l oH Mor noxuTuTe; to hijack [‘haidGaek] —
HanagaThb C Lenbto rpabexa, noxmwats) that fat pocketbook (kowenek). The idea
amused him. But he knew it was idle, innocent dreaming (npa3sagHoe, HeBUHHOE
medTaHue), as small children dream of knocking out tanks (non6vsaTe TaHku,
noadveaHus TaHkoB) with popguns (nyrasamu). He watched his boss, fat, middle-aged
Peter Clemenza whirling (kpy>xawiero) young girls around the wooden dance floor in a
rustic and lusty (B nepeBeHckon n YyBcTBeHHOU, Bonkon) Tarantella. Clemenza,
immensely tall (o4eHb BbicOkMI; immense [I’mens] — 6e3MepHbIN, 04eHb 60MNbLLION,
orpomHebIn), immensely huge, danced with such skill (ymeHnem) and abandon
(camo3abBeHmeM, MMNYbCUBHOCTBLIO, CTPACTHOCTLIO; to abandon [d'baendon] —
noknaaTb, OCTaBMATb; OTKa3blBaThCH, NpekpallaTs), his hard belly lecherously bumping
(«noxoTnuBo» yaapsancst; lecherous [let/ords]) — pacnyTHbIN, pa3BpaTHblit) the breasts
of younger, tinier women (MeHbLUMX /4em OH/; tiny — o4eHb ManeHbKNin, KPOoLLEYHbIN),

that all the guests were applauding him. Older women grabbed his arm (xsatann) to
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become his next partner. The younger men respectfully cleared off the floor
(ocBoboXxaganu mecto, pacunwanu /nepeq Hum/ gopory) and clapped their hands in time
to the mandolin's wild strumming (B putm 6penyaHuio, TpeHbkaHbto). When Clemenza
finally collapsed in a chair (nntoxHyncs, ceanuncs), Paulie Gatto brought him a glass of
icy black wine and wiped the perspiring Jovelike brow (noTHoe tonuTeponogobHoe 4eno;
brow — 6poBb; Yeno /Bbicok./) with his silk handkerchief (nnatkom ['haenkat]if]).
Clemenza was blowing like a whale (Tsbkeno gbeiwan: «ayn», kak kut) as he gulped
down the wine (npornotun, xnebryn, xneban). But instead of thanking Paulie he said
curtly (kopoTko, peako, rpy6o), "Never mind being a dance judge («He Becnokoncs o
TOM, 4TOObI ObITb TAHLUEBArbHbIM Cyabeny = HeYero rnaseTb Ha TaHubl), do your job.
Take a walk around the neighborhood (nponance no okpectHoctam; neighborhood
[‘neibohud] — coceacTBo, coceau; okpectHocTn) and see everything is OK." Paulie slid
away into the crowd (ckonb3Hyn B Tonny; to slide).

2 The band took a refreshment break (nepepbiB «ans ocsexennay; refreshment —
BOCCTaHOBMEHMe cun, otablx; refreshments — npoxnaguTtenbHble HAaNUTKK, 3akycka). A
young man named Nino Valenti picked up a discarded mandolin (nogo6pan
BpoLeHHyto MaHaonuHy; to discard — otbpacbiBaTb 4TO-TO, M30aBNATLCA OT Yero-nmobo),
put his left foot up on a chair and began to sing a coarse (rpy6yto [ko:s]) Sicilian love
song. Nino Valenti's face was handsome though bloated by continual drinking
(pasgyToe, onyxwee OT NOCTOAHHOrO BbiNBaHuA) and he was already a little drunk. He
rolled his eyes (3akaTbiBan) as his tongue caressed the obscene lyrics (B To Bpems kak
€ro A3bIK flackan HenpuUCTonHble CTUXM = cnosa necHu [kd'res]). The women shrieked
with glee (Buaxann ot Boctopra) and the men shouted the last word of each stanza
(cTpodbl [‘steenzd]) with the singer.

3 Don Corleone, notoriously (kak Bcem 6bI5o n3sectHo; notorious [nou'to:rigs] —
N3BECTHLIN, 00LLEen3BecTHbIN) straitlaced in such matters, («y3ko 3alwHypoBaHHbINY =
cTpormin B nogobHbIX Bewax; lace — WHypokK, Tecbma; to lace — wHypoBarth), though his
stout wife (qopogHas, nonHas) was screaming joyfully with the others, disappeared
tactfully (taktnu4Ho nckpsinca: «ncyesr) into the house. Seeing this, Sonny Corleone
made his way (npobpancs) to the bride's table and sat down beside young Lucy
Mancini, the maid of honor. They were safe (oHn 6binn B 6e3onacHocTy = geno 6b1r10 B
wnsne, geno 6eino BepHoe). His wife was in the kitchen putting the last touches
(nocnegHne wtpuxu) on the serving of the wedding cake. Sonny whispered
(npowenTan) a few words in the young girl's ear and she rose (nogHanack, Bctana: to

rise). Sonny waited a few minutes and then casually (kak 661 HeB3Hauan; casually
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[‘keeG(j)u:ali] — cnyyanHo, HeHapokom) followed her, stopping to talk with a guest here
and there as he worked his way (npobupancs, npobusancs) through the crowd.
4 All eyes followed them. The maid of honor, thoroughly Americanized (nornHocTsio,
COBEpLUEHHO, OCHOBaTeSIbHO aMepukaHuanposaHHas; thoroughly ['0Ardl]) by three
years of college, was a ripe girl (3penon) who already had a "reputation." All through the
marriage rehearsals she had flirted with Sonny Corleone in a teasing, joking way
(ApasHawmm, nrpmebim obpasom) she thought was permitted (koTopbin, kak oHa
nonarana, 6oin gonyctum; to permit [‘pd:mit] — no3BonATh, paspelwartb) because he was
the best man and her wedding partner. Now holding her pink gown up off the ground,
Lucy Mancini went into the house, smiling with false innocence («c pansLumnson
HEBUHHOCTbLIO» = C NMPUTBOPHO-HEBUHHBIM BbipaxkeHnem nuua), ran lightly up the stairs
to the bathroom. She stayed there for a few moments. When she came out Sonny
Corleone was on the landing above (Ha BepxHen nnowagke), beckoning her upward
(MaHs ee BBepX, Aenas en 3Hak pykon, 4tobbl nogHanack; to beckon [‘bekon] — maHuTb,

Aenatb 3Hak /pykon, nanbuem/).

1 In the crowd of guests a dapper young man with the sleek head of a ferret was
also studying the silk purse. From sheer habit Paulie Gatto wondered just how he
could go about hijacking that fat pocketbook. The idea amused him. But he knew
it was idle, innocent dreaming, as small children dream of knocking out tanks
with popguns. He watched his boss, fat, middle-aged Peter Clemenza whirling
young girls around the wooden dance floor in a rustic and lusty Tarantella.
Clemenza, immensely tall, immensely huge, danced with such skill and abandon,
his hard belly lecherously bumping the breasts of younger, tinier women, that all
the guests were applauding him. Older women grabbed his arm to become his
next partner. The younger men respectfully cleared off the floor and clapped their
hands in time to the mandolin's wild strumming. When Clemenza finally collapsed
in a chair, Paulie Gatto brought him a glass of icy black wine and wiped the
perspiring Jovelike brow with his silk handkerchief. Clemenza was blowing like a
whale as he gulped down the wine. But instead of thanking Paulie he said curtly,
"Never mind being a dance judge, do your job. Take a walk around the
neighborhood and see everything is OK." Paulie slid away into the crowd.

2 The band took a refreshment break. A young man named Nino Valenti picked
up a discarded mandolin, put his left foot up on a chair and began to sing a

coarse Sicilian love song. Nino Valenti's face was handsome though bloated by
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continual drinking and he was already a little drunk. He rolled his eyes as his
tongue caressed the obscene lyrics. The women shrieked with glee and the men
shouted the last word of each stanza with the singer.

3 Don Corleone, notoriously straitlaced in such matters, though his stout wife
was screaming joyfully with the others, disappeared tactfully into the house.
Seeing this, Sonny Corleone made his way to the bride's table and sat down
beside young Lucy Mancini, the maid of honor. They were safe. His wife was in
the kitchen putting the last touches on the serving of the wedding cake. Sonny
whispered a few words in the young girl's ear and she rose. Sonny waited a few
minutes and then casually followed her, stopping to talk with a guest here and
there as he worked his way through the crowd.

4 All eyes followed them. The maid of honor, thoroughly Americanized by three
years of college, was a ripe girl who already had a "reputation.” All through the
marriage rehearsals she had flirted with Sonny Corleone in a teasing, joking way
she thought was permitted because he was the best man and her wedding
partner. Now holding her pink gown up off the ground, Lucy Mancini went into the
house, smiling with false innocence, ran lightly up the stairs to the bathroom. She
stayed there for a few moments. When she came out Sonny Corleone was on the

landing above, beckoning her upward.

1 From behind the closed window of Don Corleone's "office," a slightly raised corner
room (crierka npunoaHsaTon yrrnoson komHaThel), Thomas Hagen watched the wedding
party in the festooned garden. The walls behind him were stacked with law books (6binn
yCTaBreHbl opuandeckumm kiuramu; to stack — cknagpiBaTb B cTor; stack — kyya, rpyaa;
law — 3akoH). Hagen was the Don's lawyer (agsokaTt) and acting consigliori
(ncnonHswLwmm 06593aHHOCTM KOHCUITbOPU /coBEeTHUKa — umari./), or counselor, and as
such held the most vital subordinate position (v B kKayecTBe TakoBOro 3aHmmari
Hanbornee BaXHYH: «KU3HEHHYI» NOAYMHEHHY OOMMKHOCTE) in the family business. He
and the Don had solved many a knotty problem (paspeLunnu Hemano 3anyTaHHbIX
npobnewm; knot — y3en) in this room, and so when he saw the Godfather leave the
festivities and enter the house, he knew, wedding or no (ceagsba csagbboin, HecmoTps
Ha cBaabOy), there would be a little work this day. The Don would be coming to see him.
Then Hagen saw Sonny Corleone whisper in Lucy Mancini's ear and their little comedy
as he followed her into the house. Hagen grimaced (to grimace [gri'meis]), debated

whether to inform the Don (nopasmbicnun, coobwmnTs nn), and decided against it. He
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went to the desk and picked up a handwritten list of the people who had been granted
permission (KOTOpbIM GbI0 NO3BONEHO: «NPeaoCTaBNeHo paspeLlleHmey; to grant —
napuTb, fapoBaThb; npegoctaenaTe) to see Don Corleone privately. When the Don
entered the room, Hagen handed him the list. Don Corleone nodded (kuBHyn) and said,
"Leave Bonasera to the end (octaBb Ha KoHeL,, Hanocnegok)."

2 Hagen used the French doors (3acTtekneHHble cTtBopyathie asepu) and went directly
out into the garden to where the supplicants clustered (npocutenu ctonnunuce; cluster
— KUCTb, Ny40K, rpo3ab) around the barrel of wine. He pointed (ykasan nansuem) to the
baker, the pudgy Nazorine.

3 Don Corleone greeted the baker with an embrace (npueetctBoBan o6bsatnem). They
had played together as children in Italy and had grown up in friendship. Every Easter
(Ha kaxpgyto Macxy) freshly baked clotted-cheese (c pacnnasneHHbIM cbipom; clot —
KOMOK, CryCTOK, cBepHyBLUMincs) and wheat-germ (nokpbiTble 3epHbilwkamu; wheat —
nweHnua; germ — 3apoabill; 3aBsa3b) pies (nuporn), their crusts (nx kopouykn) yolk-gold
(yolk [jouk] — »xenTok anua), big around as truck wheels (kak koneca rpysosuka), arrived
at Don Corleone's home. On Christmas, on family birthdays, rich creamy pastries
(koHanTepckue n3genus /nupoxHele, neveHbs/; pastry ['peistri]) proclaimed the
Nazorines' respect. And all through the years, lean and fat (6narononyyHsie u
HebnarononyyHble: «Towme, CKyaHble — 1 XUpHble, ToncTeiey), Nazorine cheerfully
(Beceno, 6oapo = He ponwia) paid his dues (Hanoru, nownuHel) to the bakery union (8
coro3 nekapen) organized by the Don in his salad days (B nopy toHoLLeckou
HeonbITHOCTK). Never asking for a favor in return except for the chance to buy black-
market OPA sugar coupons (npaBuTenbCTBEHHbIE KapTo4kM Ha caxap; OPA — Office of
Price Administration) during the war. Now the time had come for the baker to claim his
rights (3asiBuTb 0 cBOMX npaBax) as a loyal friend, and Don Corleone looked forward
with great pleasure (c 6onbwnm ygoBonbcTBMEM oxumaarn, cobupancs; to look forward —
OXnaaTb C HETEPNEHMEM, NPeaBKyLLaTh: «CMOTPETL Bnepen») to granting his request
(yooBneTBOpUTb €ro npoceoy).

4 He gave the baker a Di Nobili cigar and a glass of yellow Strega (ntansaHckun
numoHHbIM nukep) and put his hand on the man's shoulder to urge him on (4To6bI
noadoapuTb ero, NodbyanTb /M3NOXNUTb NPocbOy/; to urge — NOAroHATb, NOACTErMBaTb;
nobyxpaatb, coBeToBaTh). That was the mark (3Hak, meTka) of the Don's humanity
(yenoseyHocTn). He knew from bitter experience (no ropskomy oneiTy) what courage it
took (ckonbko cmernoctn TpebyeTtcs) to ask a favor from a fellow man (nonpocutb

6nvxHero 06 ogormkeHun; fellow — npuaTens, konnera, HaNapHUK).
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5 The baker told the story of his daughter and Enzo. A fine Italian lad (oTnu4yHbIn
napeHb) from Sicily; captured (B3sTki B nneH) by the American Army; sent to the
United States as a prisoner of war; given parole to help our war effort (ycunue;
poctmkenune, ycnex ['‘efot])! A pure and honorable love had sprung up between honest
Enzo and his sheltered Katherine (HeBuHHON: «0beperaemon Jomay) KaTtepuHou;
shelter — nputoT; to shelter — npuoTnT, YKPBITE) but Nnow that the war was ended the
poor lad would be repatriated to Italy and Nazorine's daughter would surely die of a
broken heart (HaBepHska, HeCOMHEHHO ympeT oT pasbutoro cepaua). Only Godfather
Corleone could help this afflicted couple (HecuyacTHoun nape; to afflict [0'flikt] —
BecnokonTb, NpUYMHATL Bonb, oropyaTs). He was their last hope.
6 The Don walked Nazorine up and down the room, his hand on the baker's shoulder,
his head nodding with understanding to keep up (4T06bI NogaepxaThb) the man's
courage. When the baker had finished, Don Corleone smiled at him and said, "My dear
friend, put all your worries aside (Bam He 0 YeMm BOSTHOBATLCS: «OTMOXUTE /B CTOPOHY/
BCe Bawm HGecnokoncTtea»)." He went on (npogosmkun) to explain very carefully
(06bACHATL OYeHb TWaTenbHO = geTtanbHo) what must be done (4To gomkHO BbITL
caenaHo). The Congressman of the district (okpyra ['distrikt]) must be petitioned (k Hemy
HY>XHO 06paTUTLCS ¢ Npockboit, xonaTacteom [pr'ti/dn]). The Congressman would
propose a special bill (npeanoxut ocobkin 3akoHonpoekT [prd'pduz]) that would allow
(nossonut [d’lau]) Enzo to become a citizen (ctaTk rpaxgaHuHom). The bill would surely
pass Congress (nponget = dyget npuHAT). A privilege all those rascals extended to
each other (koTopyto 3T MOLLEHHMKM OKa3biBatOT Apyr Apyry; to extend [Iks'tend] —
pacLUMpPATb, PaCNpPOCTPaHATb BIMSHNE; OKa3blBaTb NPOTEKLMIO, MOKPOBUTENBLCTBO). Don
Corleone explained that this would cost money, the going price (HbIHeLLHASA,
akTyarnbHas ueHa) was now two thousand dollars. He, Don Corleone, would guarantee
performance (rapaHTupyet ncnonHeHue [geeron’ti:] [pd’fo:mans]) and accept payment
(rotoB npuHaTe nnaty [d’ksept]). Did his friend agree (cornacex [9g'ri:])?
7 The baker nodded his head vigorously (cuneHo, aHepruyHo [‘'vigdrdsl]). He did not
expect such a great favor for nothing. That was understood. A special Act of Congress
does not come cheap. Nazorine was almost tearful (4yTs He nnakan; tearful —
nnavywmm: «nonHeln cnesy) in his thanks. Don Corleone walked him to the door,
assuring him (3aBepuis ero; to assure [0’[ud] — yepaTh) that competent people would be
sent to the bakery to arrange all details, complete all necessary documents. The baker

embraced him (o6Hsan [Im'breis]) before disappearing into the garden.
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8 Hagen smiled at the Don. "That's a good investment (/kanutano/snoxexue) for
Nazorine. A son-in-law (3aTb) and a cheap lifetime helper (oelweBbIin NOMOLLHMK Ha BCHO
*n3Hb) in his bakery all for two thousand dollars." He paused. "Who do | give this job
to?"
9 Don Corleone frowned (Haxmypuncs, cmoplymn 1o6) in thought. "Not to our paisan
(He 3emnsiky = He cuyunuidy /vtan./). Give it to the Jew in the next district. Have the
home addresses changed (nomeHsu, nycts nomeHsoT). | think there might be many
such cases (gomkHo BbITb MHOrO Takmx gerl, cnyyaes) now the war is over; we should
have extra people (nononHuTeneHbix nogen) in Washington that can handle the
overflow (cnpaeutbcsa ¢ HannbiBom) and not raise the price (He nogHumas LeHbl)."
Hagen made a note on his pad (B 6nokHoT). "Not Congressman Luteco. Try

(nonpo6osartk) Fischer."

1 From behind the closed window of Don Corleone's "office,” a slightly raised
corner room, Thomas Hagen watched the wedding party in the festooned garden.
The walls behind him were stacked with law books. Hagen was the Don's lawyer
and acting consigliori, or counselor, and as such held the most vital subordinate
position in the family business. He and the Don had solved many a knotty
problem in this room, and so when he saw the Godfather leave the festivities and
enter the house, he knew, wedding or no, there would be a little work this day.
The Don would be coming to see him. Then Hagen saw Sonny Corleone whisper
in Lucy Mancini's ear and their little comedy as he followed her into the house.
Hagen grimaced, debated whether to inform the Don, and decided against it. He
went to the desk and picked up a handwritten list of the people who had been
granted permission to see Don Corleone privately. When the Don entered the
room, Hagen handed him the list. Don Corleone nodded and said, "Leave
Bonasera to the end."

2 Hagen used the French doors and went directly out into the garden to where
the supplicants clustered around the barrel of wine. He pointed to the baker, the
pudgy Nazorine.

3 Don Corleone greeted the baker with an embrace. They had played together as
children in Italy and had grown up in friendship. Every Easter freshly baked
clotted-cheese and wheat-germ pies, their crusts yolk-gold, big around as truck
wheels, arrived at Don Corleone's home. On Christmas, on family birthdays, rich

creamy pastries proclaimed the Nazorines' respect. And all through the years,
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lean and fat, Nazorine cheerfully paid his dues to the bakery union organized by
the Don in his salad days. Never asking for a favor in return except for the chance
to buy black-market OPA sugar coupons during the war. Now the time had come
for the baker to claim his rights as a loyal friend, and Don Corleone looked
forward with great pleasure to granting his request.

4 He gave the baker a Di Nobili cigar and a glass of yellow Strega and put his
hand on the man's shoulder to urge him on. That was the mark of the Don's
humanity. He knew from bitter experience what courage it took to ask a favor
from a fellow man.

The baker told the story of his daughter and Enzo. A fine Italian lad from Sicily;
captured by the American Army; sent to the United States as a prisoner of war;
given parole to help our war effort! A pure and honorable love had sprung up
between honest Enzo and his sheltered Katherine but now that the war was
ended the poor lad would be repatriated to Italy and Nazorine's daughter would
surely die of a broken heart. Only Godfather Corleone could help this afflicted
couple. He was their last hope.

5 The Don walked Nazorine up and down the room, his hand on the baker's
shoulder, his head nodding with understanding to keep up the man's courage.
When the baker had finished, Don Corleone smiled at him and said, "My dear
friend, put all your worries aside."” He went on to explain very carefully what must
be done. The Congressman of the district must be petitioned. The Congressman
would propose a special bill that would allow Enzo to become a citizen. The bill
would surely pass Congress. A privilege all those rascals extended to each other.
Don Corleone explained that this would cost money, the going price was now two
thousand dollars. He, Don Corleone, would guarantee performance and accept
payment. Did his friend agree?

6 The baker nodded his head vigorously. He did not expect such a great favor
for nothing. That was understood. A special Act of Congress does not come
cheap. Nazorine was almost tearful in his thanks. Don Corleone walked him to the
door, assuring him that competent people would be sent to the bakery to arrange
all details, complete all necessary documents. The baker embraced him before
disappearing into the garden.

7 Hagen smiled at the Don. "That's a good investment for Nazorine. A son-in-law
and a cheap lifetime helper in his bakery all for two thousand dollars." He paused.
"Who do | give this job to?"
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8 Don Corleone frowned in thought. "Not to our paisan. Give it to the Jew in the
next district. Have the home addresses changed. | think there might be many
such cases now the war is over; we should have extra people in Washington that
can handle the overflow and not raise the price." Hagen made a note on his pad.

"Not Congressman Luteco. Try Fischer."

1 The next man Hagen brought in was a very simple case. His name was Anthony
Coppola and he was the son of a man Don Corleone had worked with in the railroad
yards (Ha »enesHoA0pPOXHbIX COPTUPOBOYHbLIX cTaHLmMsX) in his youth. Coppola needed
five hundred dollars to open a pizzeria; for a deposit (Bknag; 3agatok; BaHoc) on fixtures
(4ToBbI BHECTM 3aaToK 3a obopyaosaHue; fixture ['fikst/d] — npucnocobnenve, npnbop;
ABMXUMOE MMYLLIECTBO B COeaUHEHUU C HeaBmxnmbiM) and the special oven (gyxosowu
wkadp, ayxosky [Avn]). For reasons not gone into (no npuynHam, B KOTOpbIE HE CTOUT
yrnybnatecs), credit was not available (goctyneH, nverowmnca B pacnopsikeHum
[d'vellobl]). The Don reached into his pocket and took out a roll of bills (cBepTok kyntop =
rpyay CKOMKaHHbIX Kyrtop). It was not quite enough. He grimaced and said to Tom
Hagen, "Loan me (ogormku) a hundred dollars, I'll pay you back Monday when | go to
the bank." The supplicant protested that four hundred dollars would be ample (BnonHe
A0ocTatoyHo; ample — 6oratein, n3obunsHein), but Don Corleone patted his shoulder,
saying, apologetically (n3BuHssce [aepold’dGaotikdli]; apology [9‘polodGi] — n3BnHeHne),
"This fancy (npu4yanvBebii, HEOBbLIYHBIV, MPUXOTAMBLIN, 30eck: WnkapHbin) wedding left
me a little short of cash (octaBuna meHs 6e3 HanNU4YHbIX, HEMHOXKO pasopurna meHs)."
He took the money Hagen extended to him and gave it to Anthony Coppola with his own
roll of bills.

2 Hagen watched with quiet admiration (c Tuxum BocxuiieHrem). The Don always
taught that when a man was generous, he must show the generosity as personal
(BormKeH nokasbiBaTb, NPOSIBMATL LWEAPOCTb, BENMKOAYLUNE «KaK IMYHOE, JIMYHOCTHOE»
= HanpasreHHo, KOHKpeTHO). How flattering (nectHo) to Anthony Coppola that a man
like the Don would borrow (rotos 3aHaTk /geHbrn/) to loan him money. Not that Coppola
did not know that the Don was a millionaire but how many millionaires let themselves be
put to even a small inconvenience (No3BoNAT NogBeprHyTb cebs gaxe manenwemy
HeynobcTBy [Inkdn'vi:njons]) by a poor friend?

3 The Don raised his head inquiringly (BonpoLuatoLle, BonpocuTernsHo). Hagen said,
"He's not on the list but Luca Brasi wants to see you. He understands it can't be public

but he wants to congratulate you in person.”
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4 For the first time the Don seemed displeased (kasancsa HegoBorbHLIM). The answer
was devious (yKroH4MBbIM; devious [‘di:vjds] — yaaneHHbIN, OKONbHbIN, OTKIOHAKOLLMACS
oT npsamoro nyTu). "Is it necessary (Heobxoanmo ['nesisari])?" he asked.
5 Hagen shrugged. "You understand him better than | do. But he was very grateful
(6narogapeH) that you invited him to the wedding. He never expected that. | think he
wants to show his gratitude (6narogapHocTs [‘greetitju:d])."
6 Don Corleone nodded and gestured (ykasan xectom [‘dGest|d]) that Luca Blasi

should be brought to him (gorkeH ObITb NpuBeaeH kK HeMy = 4YTODbI NpUBENN).

1 The next man Hagen brought in was a very simple case. His name was
Anthony Coppola and he was the son of a man Don Corleone had worked with in
the railroad yards in his youth. Coppola needed five hundred dollars to open a
pizzeria; for a deposit on fixtures and the special oven. For reasons not gone into,
credit was not available. The Don reached into his pocket and took out a roll of
bills. It was not quite enough. He grimaced and said to Tom Hagen, "Loan me a
hundred dollars, I'll pay you back Monday when | go to the bank."” The supplicant
protested that four hundred dollars would be ample, but Don Corleone patted his
shoulder, saying, apologetically, "This fancy wedding left me a little short of
cash.” He took the money Hagen extended to him and gave it to Anthony Coppola
with his own roll of bills.

2 Hagen watched with quiet admiration. The Don always taught that when a man
was generous, he must show the generosity as personal. How flattering to
Anthony Coppola that a man like the Don would borrow to loan him money. Not
that Coppola did not know that the Don was a millionaire but how many
millionaires let themselves be put to even a small inconvenience by a poor friend?
3 The Don raised his head inquiringly. Hagen said, "He's not on the list but Luca
Brasi wants to see you. He understands it can't be public but he wants to
congratulate you in person.”

4 For the first time the Don seemed displeased. The answer was devious. "Is it
necessary?" he asked.

5 Hagen shrugged. "You understand him better than | do. But he was very
grateful that you invited him to the wedding. He never expected that. | think he
wants to show his gratitude.”

6 Don Corleone nodded and gestured that Luca Blasi should be brought to him.
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1 In the garden Kay Adams was struck (nopaxeHa, en 6pocunock B rnasa: to strike —
6uTk) by the violent fury (HencTtoBou spocTeto; violent [‘vaidlont] — HemcToBbIN,
APOCTHbIN; CUIMbHbLIW, MHTEHCUBHBIN) imprinted («3anevatneHHon») on the face of Luca
Brasi. She asked about him. Michael had brought Kay to the wedding so that she would
slowly (4To6bl oHa mMeaneHHo = nocteneHHo) and perhaps without too much of a shock,
absorb the truth (BocnpuHana npaepgy; to absorb [0’bso:b] — BnuTbIBaTH, abcopbuposars,
nornowaTtk) about his father. But so far she seemed to regard (Ho noka, 0o cux Nop oHa,
kasanocs, paccmatpusana) the Don as a slightly (crnierka, HemHoro) unethical
businessman. Michael decided to tell her part of the truth indirectly (onocpeactsoBaHHo:
«He npaAMo» = pelunst HamekHyTh). He explained that Luca Brasi was one of the most
feared men (koTopbix 6onbLue Bcero 6oaTca) in the Eastern underworld (B npectynHom
mupe BoctoyHoro nobepexbsi). His great talent, it was said, was that he could do a job
of murder (y6uinctea) all by himself (coBeplueHHo oanH, camocTosTensHo), without
confederates (6e3 coyyacTHukoB [kon'fedarit]), which automatically made discovery
(packpbiTie) and conviction (ocyxaeHve, npuaHaHve BUHOBHBLIM [kan'vik[an]) by the law
almost impossible. Michael grimaced and said, "l don't know whether all that stuff is true
(npaBga nu Bce aTo; stuff — maTtepus, BelecTBo; HeYTO, Hekune Beln). | do know he is
sort of a friend (4To-TO Bpoge apyra) to my father."
2 For the first time Kay began to understand. She asked a little incredulously
(HepoeepumBo [In'kredjuldsli]), "You're not hinting (y>x He HamekaeLwb nn Tol) that a man
like that works for your father?"
3 The hell with it (4epT co Bcem aTum = Bbina He Gbina), he thought. He said, straight
out (coBepLueHHO npsimo, He Tasck), "Nearly fifteen years ago some people wanted to
take over (3abpaTtb, NnpubpaTh K pykam; to take over — nepeHATb AOMKHOCTb; MPUHATD
BO BnageHue) my father's oil importing business (umnopt onuekosoro macna). They
tried to kill him and nearly did (4yTb He ybunu, y HUX No4YTK nony4unocs). Luca Brasi
went after them (3aHancsa umn; to go after — npecnegosatk). The story is (B 06Llem,
packasbiBatoT) that he killed six men in two weeks and that ended the famous
(3HameHuTyto ['feimds]) olive (['oliv]) oil war." He smiled as if it were a joke (crioBHoO 370
Obina wyTka).
4 Kay shuddered. "You mean your father was shot by gangsters (B Hero cTpensnu; to
shoot)?"
5 "Fifteen years ago," Michael said. "Everything's been peaceful (mnpHo = cnokoinHo)

since then." He was afraid he had gone too far.
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6 "You're trying to scare me (nbiTaewbcs Hanyrate MeHs)," Kay said. "You just don't
want me to marry you." She smiled at him and poked his ribs (TkHyna B pebpa) with her
elbow (noktem ['elbdu]). "Very clever."
7 Michael smiled back at her. "l want you to think about it," he said.
8 "Did he really kill six men?" Kay asked.
9 "That's what the newspapers claimed (ytBepxganun)," Mike said. "Nobody ever
proved it (HMKOrga HMKOMY He yaarnochb 3TO JoKasaTb; ever — Korga-nndo). But there's
another story about him that nobody ever tells. It's supposed to be so terrible
(npegnonaraetcs, 4YTo OHa /uctopus/ ctonb yxacHa) that even my father won't talk
about it. Tom Hagen knows the story and he won't tell me. Once | kidded him (s
nogwy4yunsarn, nogapasHuean), | said, 'When will | be old enough to hear that story about
Luca?' and Tom said, 'When you're a hundred.” Michael sipped (oTxnebHyn; sip —
MarneHbkui rnoTok) his glass of wine. "That must be some story (aTo, HaBepHoe, Ta

ewle ncropusi). That must be some Luca."

1 In the garden Kay Adams was struck by the violet fury imprinted on the face of
Luca Brasi. She asked about him. Michael had brought Kay to the wedding so
that she would slowly and perhaps without too much of a shock, absorb the truth
about his father. But so far she seemed to regard the Don as a slightly unethical
businessman. Michael decided to tell her part of the truth indirectly. He explained
that Luca Brasi was one of the most feared men in the Eastern underworld. His
great talent, it was said, was that he could do a job of murder all by himself,
without confederates, which automatically made discovery and conviction by the
law almost impossible. Michael grimaced and said, "l don't know whether all that
stuff is true. | do know he is sort of a friend to my father."

2 For the first time Kay began to understand. She asked a little incredulously,
"You're not hinting that a man like that works for your father?"

3 The hell with it, he thought. He said, straight out, "Nearly fifteen years ago
some people wanted to take over my father's oil importing business. They tried to
kill him and nearly did. Luca Brasi went after them. The story is that he killed six
men in two weeks and that ended the famous olive oil war.” He smiled as if it
were a joke.

4 Kay shuddered. "You mean your father was shot by gangsters?"

5 "Fifteen years ago," Michael said. "Everything's been peaceful since then." He

was afraid he had gone too far.
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6 "You're trying to scare me,” Kay said. "You just don't want me to marry you."
She smiled at him and poked his ribs with her elbow. "Very clever."
7 Michael smiled back at her. "l want you to think about it," he said.
8 "Did he really kill six men?" Kay asked.
9 "That's what the newspapers claimed,” Mike said. "Nobody ever proved it. But
there's another story about him that nobody ever tells. It's supposed to be so
terrible that even my father won't talk about it. Tom Hagen knows the story and he
won't tell me. Once | kidded him, | said, 'When will | be old enough to hear that
story about Luca?' and Tom said, 'When you're a hundred.” Michael sipped his

glass of wine. "That must be some story. That must be some Luca."

1 Luca Brasi was indeed a man to frighten the devil in hell himself (cnoco6HbIn
ucnyratb camoro gbsisona B agy [devl]). Short, squat (kopeHacTbIn: «kKOPOTKUI U
TONCTbINY; to squat — cngeTb Ha KopTo4kax), massive-skulled (c maccuBHbIM Yepenom:
skull), his presence sent out alarm bells of danger (ero npucyTtctcTBue
CUrHanNu3npoBaro = pacrnpoCTPaHAo oLyLleHne onacHocTu: alarm [d’la:m] — curHan
Tpeory; alarm bell — HabaT, curHanbHbIN 3BOHOK). His face was stamped into a mask of
fury (Ha ero nuuo «bbina HaHeceHa /BevHasi/ neyaTby rHeBa, APOCTU, Ha ero nuue boina
3acTbiBlLaa macka rHeea). The eyes were brown but with none of the warmth of that
color (Ho 6e30 BcAKOro Tenna, CBOMCTBEHHOrO 3TOMY LIBETY), more a deadly tan (ckopee
MEepPTBEHHbIN XeNTo-kopn4yHeBLIN LBeT). The mouth was not so much cruel as lifeless
(He CTONbKO XXeCTOKNM, CKONbKO 6e3xmn3HeHHbIM); thin, rubbery (peanHoBbIM = crnoBHO
pe3nHoBbiM) and the color of veal (TenaTuHbl).

2 Brasi's reputation for violence (>kecTokocTu, Hacunus, NPUMMEHeHUs CUmbl) was
awesome (ycTpaluaroLlen, HeobblHanHON: «BbI3blBalOLLIEN BriaroroBeHne,
NOYTUTENbHBIM CTpax»; awe [0:] — BnaroroBenHbIn cTpax, TpeneT) and his devotion
(npepanHocTk) to Don Corleone legendary. He was, in himself, one of the great blocks
that supported (nogaepxusanu) the Don's power structure. His kind was a rarity (takue
Kak OH 6bInn BONbLLOM PeaKOCTbO: «ero BuA bbi1 peaKOCTbIO»).

3 Luca Brasi did not fear the police, he did not fear society (obLiecTtBo [sd’saldti]), he
did not fear God, he did not fear hell, he did not fear or love his fellow man. But he had
elected (n3bpan), he had chosen, to fear and love Don Corleone. Ushered into the
presence of the Don (npuBegeHHbIN K [JOHyY; to usher — npoBoXaTb, CONPOBOXAATb;
BBOAWUTb; MOKa3biBaTb MECTA; usher — wiBenuap; kanensanHep; ounetep), the terrible

Brasi held himself stiff (HenogewkHo, 3acTbiBLLMI) with respect. He stuttered over
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(npobopmotan; to stutter — 3ankatbces, 3anuHaTecea) the flowery congratulations he
offered (uBeTucTble no3gpaenenus; to offer — npeanaratb; BbIABUraTh; NPUHOCUTL
IxepTBy/, BO3HOCUTL /MonuTBbI/) and his formal hope that the first grandchild would be
masculine (myxckoro nona ['ma:skjulin]). He then handed the Don an envelope stuffed
with cash as a gift for the bridal couple.
4 So that was what he wanted to do. Hagen noticed the change in Don Corleone. The
Don received Brasi as a king greets a subject (nogo6Ho Tomy, kKak KOponb NpMBecTByeT
nogaaHHoro) who has done him an enormous service (orpomMHyto ycnyry [I'no:mas)),
never familiar but with regal respect (BoBce He hamnnbspHO, HO C KOPOSIEBCKNM
yBaxkeHnem, novetom ['ri:gdl]). With every gesture, with every word, Don Corleone made
it clear to Luca Brasi that he was valued (ueHnm). Not for one moment did he show
surprise at the wedding gift being presented to him personally. He understood.
5 The money in the envelope was sure to be more than anyone else had given. Brasi
had spent many hours deciding on the sum, comparing it to what the other guests might
offer (cpaBHuBas ¢ Tem, 4TO MOrnK Gbl NPEANOXUTbL, NPENOAHECTU Apyrue roctn). He
wanted to be the most generous to show that he had the most respect, and that was
why he had given his envelope to the Don personally, a gaucherie (HenoBkocCTb,
HapyLUueHve aTukeTa [gould’ri:]; gauche [gouf] — HENOBKMIA, HEYKIIOXMIA, HECKNAOHbIN:
«neBbIny /dpaHu./) the Don overlooked (He cTtan obpaliaTe BHUMaHWSA, UTHOPMPOBan)
in his own flowery sentence of thanks. Hagen saw Luca Brasi's face lose its mask of
fury (kak ytpaTtuno), swell with pride and pleasure (ctano HabyxaTb OT ropgocTu U
ynoBornbcTBus). Brasi kissed the Don's hand before he went out the door that Hagen
held open. Hagen prudently (npegycmoTtputensHo, 6rniaropasyMHO = Ha BCSKUI Criyvan)
gave Brasi a friendly smile which the squat man acknowledged (npu3Han = Ha KOTOpytO
oteeTun [dk'nolidG]) with a polite stretching (Bexnmebiv pactarnsaHmem) of rubbery,

veal-colored lips.

1 Luca Brasi was indeed a man to frighten the devil in hell himself. Short, squat,
massive-skulled, his presence sent out alarm bells of danger. His face was
stamped into a mask of fury. The eyes were brown but with none of the warmth of
that color, more a deadly tan. The mouth was not so much cruel as lifeless; thin,
rubbery and the color of veal.

2 Brasi's reputation for violence was awesome and his devotion to Don Corleone
legendary. He was, in himself, one of the great blocks that supported the Don's

power structure. His kind was a rarity.
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3 Luca Brasi did not fear the police, he did not fear society, he did not fear God,
he did not fear hell, he did not fear or love his fellow man. But he had elected, he
had chosen, to fear and love Don Corleone. Ushered into the presence of the Don,
the terrible Brasi held himself stiff with respect. He stuttered over the flowery
congratulations he offered and his formal hope that the first grandchild would be
masculine. He then handed the Don an envelope stuffed with cash as a gift for the
bridal couple.
4 So that was what he wanted to do. Hagen noticed the change in Don Corleone.
The Don received Brasi as a king greets a subject who has done him an
enormous service, never familiar but with regal respect. With every gesture, with
every word, Don Corleone made it clear to Luca Brasi that he was valued. Not for
one moment did he show surprise at the wedding gift being presented to him
personally. He understood.
5 The money in the envelope was sure to be more than anyone else had given.
Brasi had spent many hours deciding on the sum, comparing it to what the other
guests might offer. He wanted to be the most generous to show that he had the
most respect, and that was why he had given his envelope to the Don personally,
a gaucherie the Don overlooked in his own flowery sentence of thanks. Hagen
saw Luca Brasi's face lose its mask of fury, swell with pride and pleasure. Brasi
kissed the Don's hand before he went out the door that Hagen held open. Hagen
prudently gave Brasi a friendly smile which the squat man acknowledged with a

polite stretching of rubbery, veal-colored lips.

1 When the door closed Don Corleone gave a small sigh of relief (B3gox obrneryenus).
Brasi was the only man in the world who could make him nervous. The man was like a
natural force (CnoBHO Hekas NpMpogHasa = HEKOHTPONMpyemMas YerioBekom cuna), not
truly subject to control (B 06em-To Henog4YMHEHHAA, Henognexallas KOHTpor). He
had to be handled as gingerly as dynamite (c HuUM crnegoano obpallartsca Tak xe
OCTOPOXXHO, NPeayCMOTpUTENbHO, Kak ¢ aguHamuToM [‘[dGindGdali] ['dainemait]). The Don
shrugged. Even dynamite could be exploded harmlessly (moxeT ObITb B3opBaH
6esonacHo) if the need arose (ecrnu 6bl BO3HMKNa HeobxoaumocTs). He looked
questioningly at Hagen. "Is Bonasera the only one left?"

2 Hagen nodded. Don Corleone frowned in thought, then said, "Before you bring him

in, tell Santino to come here. He should learn some things."
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3 Outin the garden, Hagen searched anxiously (c 6ecnokonctsom, 03abo4eHHo;
anxious [‘zenk]/as]) for Sonny Corleone. He told the waiting Bonasera to be patient
(noTepneTs; patient [‘peiont] — Tepnenuesii) and went over (nopowen) to Michael
Corleone and his girl friend. "Did you see Sonny around (3gechk rge-Hubyas)?" he asked.
Michael shook his head. Damn (npoknatee; to damn — npoknuHate), Hagen thought, if
Sonny was screwing the maid of honor all this time (Tpaxan; to screw [skru:] —
3aBunH4YMBaTh) there was going to be a mess of trouble (6yayT 6onblime HenpuATHOCTY;
mess — becnopsagok, nytaHuua; HenpuaTtHocTe). His wife, the young girl's family; it could
be a disaster (beactsue, katactpoda [di'za:std]). Anxiously he hurried to the entrance
(nocnewwn k Bxoay) through which (4epes koTopsin) he had seen Sonny disappear
almost a half hour ago.
4 Seeing Hagen go into the house, Kay Adams asked Michael Corleone, "Who is he?
You introduced him as your brother but his name is different (otnuyarowasacs, nHas)
and he certainly doesn't look Italian."
5 "Tom lived with us since he was twelve years old," Michael said. "His parents died
and he was roaming around the streets (6poaun, ckutancs) with this bad eye infection
(Cc 3apakeHneM rnasa, ¢ CUNbHO 3apakeHHbIM rriazom). Sonny brought him home one
night and he just stayed (npocto octancsa /kutes ¢ Hamu/). He didn't have any place to
go. He lived with us until he got married."
6 Kay Adams was thrilled (B3BonHoBaHa, 3anHTpurosaHa; to thrill — Bei3biBaTh Tpener,
curbHo BonHoearth). "That's really romantic,” she said. "Your father must be a
warmhearted person. To adopt (yceiHOBUTL) somebody just like that when he had so
many children of his own."
7 Michael didn't bother to point out (He cTan ykasbiBaTb Ha TO, He cTasl TPaTUTb CUSbI
Ha pasbdacHeHue Toro; to bother [‘bodd] — becnokonTbcq, BonHoBaTbCs) that immigrant
Italians considered (cuutanu, paccmatpusanu) four children a small family. He merely
said (Tonbko nuwb ckasan), "Tom wasn't adopted. He just lived with us."
8 "Oh," Kay said, then asked curiously, "why didn't you adopt him?"
9 Michael laughed. "Because my father said it would be disrespectful (Heno4TuTensHoO)
for Tom to change his name. Disrespectful to his own parents."
10 They saw Hagen shoo Sonny through the French door into the Don's office (to shoo
— BbIFOHATb, BbINPOBaXuBaTb; Shoo — Kbiw; to shoo — BcnyrmBaTtb, NPOroHATb /NTnuy/)
and then crook a finger (ckpto4nn, corHyn nanew, = noMaHun nansuem; crook — kprok) at
Amerigo Bonasera. "Why do they bother your father (6ecnokosT) with business on a
day like this?" Kay asked.
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11 Michael laughed again. "Because they know that by tradition (no Tpaguumm) no
Sicilian can refuse a request (He moxeT oTkasaTb npockbe) on his daughter's wedding
day. And no Sicilian ever lets a chance like that go by (He ynyckaeTt cny4yas,

BO3MOXHOCTW: «He [aeT LWaHCcy NpouTu MUMO»)."

1 When the door closed Don Corleone gave a small sigh of relief. Brasi was the
only man in the world who could make him nervous. The man was like a natural
force, not truly subject to control. He had to be handled as gingerly as dynamite.
The Don shrugged. Even dynamite could be exploded harmlessly if the need
arose. He looked questioningly at Hagen. "Is Bonasera the only one left?"

2 Hagen nodded. Don Corleone frowned in thought, then said, "Before you bring
him in, tell Santino to come here. He should learn some things."

3 Out in the garden, Hagen searched anxiously for Sonny Corleone. He told the
waiting Bonasera to be patient and went over to Michael Corleone and his girl
friend. "Did you see Sonny around?" he asked. Michael shook his head. Damn,
Hagen thought, if Sonny was screwing the maid of honor all this time there was
going to be a mess of trouble. His wife, the young girl's family; it could be a
disaster. Anxiously he hurried to the entrance through which he had seen Sonny
disappear almost a half hour ago.

4 Seeing Hagen go into the house, Kay Adams asked Michael Corleone, "Who is
he? You introduced him as your brother but his name is different and he certainly
doesn't look Italian."

5 "Tom lived with us since he was twelve years old," Michael said. "His parents
died and he was roaming around the streets with this bad eye infection. Sonny
brought him home one night and he just stayed. He didn't have any place to go.
He lived with us until he got married."

6 Kay Adams was thrilled. "That's really romantic,"” she said. "Your father must
be a warmhearted person. To adopt somebody just like that when he had so many
children of his own."

7 Michael didn't bother to point out that immigrant Italians considered four
children a small family. He merely said, "Tom wasn't adopted. He just lived with
us."

8 "Oh," Kay said, then asked curiously, "why didn't you adopt him?"

9 Michael laughed. "Because my father said it would be disrespectful for Tom to

change his name. Disrespectful to his own parents."
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10 They saw Hagen shoo Sonny through the French door into the Don's office
and then crook a finger at Amerigo Bonasera. "Why do they bother your father
with business on a day like this?" Kay asked.
11 Michael laughed again. "Because they know that by tradition no Sicilian can
refuse a request on his daughter's wedding day. And no Sicilian ever lets a

chance like that go by."

1 Lucy Mancini lifted her pink gown off the floor (npunogHsna pososoe nnatbe ¢ nona)
and ran up the steps. Sonny Corleone's heavy Cupid face, redly obscene with winey
lust («KpacHO-HeNpPUCTOMHOE OT BMHHOM = NbAHOM noxoTuy), frightened her, but she had
teased him for the past week to just this end (kak pas K 3ToMy KOHLLy, 3aBEPLLUEHNIO =
4TOObI 3TUM MMEHHO BCce KoH4Yurock). In her two college love affairs (no6oBHbIX CBA3SAX;
affair [0'fed] — neno) she had felt nothing (Hn4yero He noyyscTBOBana, He owyTuna) and
neither of them lasted more than a week (1 HM ogHa 13 HUX He Npogorkunace 6osbLue
Hegenun). Quarreling (ccopsice, npuanpasck), her second lover had mumbled something
(npobypyan) about her being "too big down there (o Tom, 4To OHa 'cnuLIKOM BeENMKa Tam
BHM3Y’)." Lucy had understood and for the rest of the school term (1 go koHUa yyebbl: «B
ocTaBLleecs Bpems y4ebbi») had refused to go out on any dates (Ha cBuaaHus).

2 During the summer, preparing (rotoBscs; to prepare [pri'ped]) for the wedding of her
best friend, Connie Corleone, Lucy heard the whispered stories about Sonny. One
Sunday afternoon in the Corleone kitchen, Sonny's wife Sandra gossiped freely
(cnneTtHnyana, 6ontana Bo BCHO, OTKPOBEHHO: «cBOOOAHOY»). Sandra was a coarse
(rpybas =npocras [ko:s]), good-natured woman (nobpoayas) who had been born in
Italy but brought to America as a small child. She was strongly built with great breasts
and had already borne three children in five years of marriage. Sandra and the other
women teased Connie about the terrors of the nuptial bed (gpasHunu yxxacamu
6payHoro noxa ['nApldl]). "My God," Sandra had giggled (xvixvkHyna), "when | saw that
pole (kon, wecT, xepak) of Sonny's for the first time and realized (oco3Hana, noHana
['ridlaiz]) he was going to stick it (cyHeT) into me, | yelled bloody murder (3aopana, kak
pesaHas: «3aBonuna kposaBoe youncteo = nomorutey). After the first year my insides
(BHYTpeHHOCTK) felt as mushy (mMsrkue, pasmsaTble; mush — rycrtas kawa M3 KyKypy3Hou
MyKkn) as macaroni boiled (BapuBLunecs; to boil — knnets) for an hour. When | heard he
was doing the job on other girls | went to church and lit a candle (3axrna cseuky; to light

— 3axuraTb)."
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3 They had all laughed but Lucy had felt her flesh twitching (kak nogeprusaetcsa nnoTb,
owyTuna cygopory; to twitch — nogeprueaTtb, KOHBYNbCMBHO COKpallaTbcs) between her
legs.

4 Now as she ran up the steps toward Sonny a tremendous flash of desire (moLuHas
BCnblWwka xenanus) went through her body. On the landing Sonny grabbed her hand
and pulled her (notaHyn) down the hall into an empty bedroom. Her legs went weak
(ocnabnu) as the door closed behind them. She felt Sonny's mouth on hers, his lips
tasting of burnt tobacco (nvetowme Bkyc xokeHoro Tabaka [td'baekaou]), bitter. She
opened her mouth. At that moment she felt his hand come up beneath (kak nogHsnace
BBepx nopg) her bridesmaid's gown, heard the rustle of material (wypwanune, Tpeck [rAsl])
giving way (nogaatoierocs, ycrynatowero), felt his large warm hand between her legs,
ripping aside (paspbiBatoLLyto, pByLLyto B CTOPOHY) the satin panties (atnacHbelie Tpycukm
[‘saetin]) to caress (4T06bI Nackatkb [kd'res]) her vulva. She put her arms around his neck
(Bokpyr ero wewu) and hung there (Bucena tam = Tak) as he opened his trousers
(pacctermBan 6ptokun). Then he placed both hands beneath her bare buttocks (noa ee
obHaxeHHble aroguubl) and lifted her. She gave a little hop in the air (4yTs nogckounna)
so that both her legs were wrapped around his upper thighs (661511 06BUTEI BOKpPYT €ro
BepxHux 6eaep). His tongue was in her mouth and she sucked on it (cocana ero /a3bIk/).
He gave a savage thrust (gukun, cenpeneiv peiBok ['seevidG]) that banged (cTykHyn) her
head against the door. She felt something burning (4To-To ropsiuee, pasropa4yeHHoe)
pass between her thighs. She let her right hand drop from his neck (ypoHuna pyky) and
reached down to guide him (1 npoTsHyna ee BHX3, YTOObLI HaNpPaBuTb, «BECTU» Er0).
Her hand closed around (o6xBaTtuna: «COMKHynacbk BOKpyr») an enormous, blood-
gorged pole of muscle (orpomMHOro, HanMMTOro KPOBLK MYCKYITbHOIO Xe3na; gorge —
ropno, rnoTka; to gorge — rnotaTtb; €CTb JOCbITa; HANOMNHATL /Kakon-HNOYAb opraH nnu
NPOTOKY B opraHuame/, sanpyxmeatb). It pulsated in her hand like an animal and almost
weeping with grateful ecstasy she pointed it (Hanpasuna) into her own wet, turgid flesh
(Habyxwyto nnoTk). The thrust of its entering, the unbelievable pleasure made her gasp
(HeBepoATHOE YAOBONbCTBUE 3aCTaBUNO ee 3a00XHYTbCA: «AbllaTb C TPYAOM, NOBUTb
BO34yx»), brought her legs up almost around his neck, and then like a quiver (apoxb,
Tpenet [‘kwivd]), her body received the savage arrows (ctpensl [‘aerdu]) of his lightning-
like thrusts (ero nogo6HbIX MonHMK TOoN4YKoB); innumerable (6ecuncneHHsie), torturing
(MyunTenbHble, Kak NbiTka; torture — nbiTka; to torture — nbITaTh, MyunTs ['to:t/d]); arching
her pelvis (Bbirnbas Tas) higher and higher until for the first time in her life she reached

a shattering climax (oHa gocTurna nonHenwero, MolHenwero oprasma; to shatter —
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pas3butb Bopebesrn), felt his hardness break (kak criomanack = pe3ko npekparunach
ero TBepaocTb) and then the crawly flood of semen (Bbi3biBatOLLMIA MypaLLK/ NOTOK
cemeHu; to crawl — nonatu) over her thighs. Slowly her legs relaxed from around his
body, slid down until they reached the floor. They leaned against each other (oHu
NPUCAOHUITUCL, CTOANW, NMPUCIOHMBLUMCE ApYr K Apyry), out of breath («6e3gbixaHHbIEY).
5 It might have been going on for some time (gormkHO GbITb, 3TO NPOAOIKANOCH
HEeKoTopoe BpeMs: «Morsio npogosnkatecs») but now they could hear the soft knocking
on the door (nerkui cTyk). Sonny quickly buttoned his trousers (3acterHyn), meanwhile
(B TO e Bpewms) blocking the door so that it could not be opened. Lucy frantically (c
NCryraHHOWM NOCMNELHOCTbI: «HEUCTOBO, APOCTHO») smoothed down (oycTtuna:
«pasrnaguna BHM3») her pink gown, her eyes flickering, but the thing that had given her
so much pleasure was hidden inside sober black cloth (6kina cnpaTtaHa, ykpbita BHYTpK
TemHon TkaHu [kloB]). Then they heard Tom Hagen's voice, very low, "Sonny, you in
there?"

6 Sonny sighed with relief (c o6neryennem). He winked at Lucy (nogmurnyn). "Yeah,
Tom, what is it (4To cny4unoce, B 4em geno)?"

7 Hagen's voice, still low, said, "The Don wants you in his office. Now." They could
hear his footsteps (warn) as he walked away. Sonny waited for a few moments, gave
Lucy a hard kiss on the lips, and then slipped out the door after Hagen.

8 Lucy combed her hair (npuyecana [kdum]). She checked her dress (nposepuna /B
nopsagke nu/) and pulled around her garter straps (noatsiHyna noaBssku; garter —
noaBsaska; strap — pemeLuok, 3assaaka). Her body felt bruised (nomsteim: to bruise [bru:z]
— ywmnbatb, cTaBuTb CUHAKK), her lips pulpy (pasmardyeHHbie; pulp — markast macca) and
tender (HexxHble = paHuMble, 6onesHeHHble). She went out the door and though she felt
the sticky wetness (nunkyto Bnary; to stick — npukneusars, nunHyTh) between her thighs
she did not go to the bathroom to wash but ran straight on down the steps and into the
garden. She took her seat (3aHsna mecto) at the bridal table next to Connie, who
exclaimed petulantly (BocknukHyna HeTepnenueo, pasgpaxutensHo ['petjulontli]), "Lucy,
where were you? You look drunk (Beirnsauiub nesiHon). Stay beside me now."

9 The blond groom poured Lucy a glass of wine (Hanun [po:]) and smiled knowingly
(noHumatowe). Lucy didn't care (en 6eino Hannesatb: «He 3aboTtunacky). She lifted the
grapey (BUHoOrpazHoe; grape — BUHorpag, rposab BuHorpaga), dark red juice (temHo-
KpacHoe BUHO; juice [dGu:s] — cok; ankorosb) to her parched mouth (k nepecoxwwemy
pTy; to parch — uccywatb, ucnenenats) and drank. She felt the sticky wetness between

her thighs and pressed her legs together. Her body was trembling (apoxarno). Over the
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glass rim (kpan, o6ogok), as she drank, her eyes searched hungrily (BbinckmuBanm
apgHo) to find Sonny Corleone. There was no one else she cared to see. Slyly she
whispered in Connie's ear, "Only a few hours more and you'll know what it's all about
(«0 4em 3TO BCe» = YTO 3TO Takoe /3aHnmaTbed nboebto/)." Connie giggled. Lucy
demurely (CKPOMHO, KPOTKO = C MPUTBOPHOM CKPOMHOCTbIO; demure [dI'mjud] —
CKPOMHbBIN, COEPXKAHHbIW, paccyauTenbHbIA; NpUTBOPHO 3acTeHunBbin) folded her hands
(cnoxwuna) on the table, treacherously triumphant (npegatensckn TopxecTBytoLlas
['tret/oradsli] [trar Amfont]), as if she had stolen a treasure (kak 6yaTo oHa ykpana

cokposue ['treGd]) from the bride.

1 Lucy Mancini lifted her pink gown off the floor and ran up the steps. Sonny
Corleone's heavy Cupid face, redly obscene with winey lust, frightened her, but
she had teased him for the past week to just this end. In her two college love
affairs she had felt nothing and neither of them lasted more than a week.
Quarreling, her second lover had mumbled something about her being "too big
down there." Lucy had understood and for the rest of the school term had refused
to go out on any dates.

2 During the summer, preparing for the wedding of her best friend, Connie
Corleone, Lucy heard the whispered stories about Sonny. One Sunday afternoon
in the Corleone kitchen, Sonny's wife Sandra gossiped freely. Sandra was a
coarse, good-natured woman who had been born in Italy but brought to America
as a small child. She was strongly built with great breasts and had already borne
three children in five years of marriage. Sandra and the other women teased
Connie about the terrors of the nuptial bed. "My God," Sandra had giggled, "when
| saw that pole of Sonny's for the first time and realized he was going to stick it
into me, | yelled bloody murder. After the first year my insides felt as mushy as
macaroni boiled for an hour. When | heard he was doing the job on other girls |
went to church and lit a candle."

3 They had all laughed but Lucy had felt her flesh twitching between her legs.

4 Now as she ran up the steps toward Sonny a tremendous flash of desire went
through her body. On the landing Sonny grabbed her hand and pulled her down
the hall into an empty bedroom. Her legs went weak as the door closed behind
them. She felt Sonny's mouth on hers, his lips tasting of burnt tobacco, bitter.
She opened her mouth. At that moment she felt his hand come up beneath her

bridesmaid's gown, heard the rustle of material giving way, felt his large warm
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hand between her legs, ripping aside the satin panties to caress her vulva. She
put her arms around his neck and hung there as he opened his trousers. Then he
placed both hands beneath her bare buttocks and lifted her. She gave a little hop
in the air so that both her legs were wrapped around his upper thighs. His tongue
was in her mouth and she sucked on it. He gave a savage thrust that banged her
head against the door. She felt something burning pass between her thighs. She
let her right hand drop from his neck and reached down to guide him. Her hand
closed around an enormous, blood-gorged pole of muscle. It pulsated in her hand
like an animal and almost weeping with grateful ecstasy she pointed it into her
own wet, turgid flesh. The thrust of its entering, the unbelievable pleasure made
her gasp, brought her legs up almost around his neck, and then like a quiver, her
body received the savage arrows of his lightning-like thrusts; innumerable,
torturing; arching her pelvis higher and higher until for the first time in her life
she reached a shattering climax, felt his hardness break and then the crawly flood
of semen over her thighs. Slowly her legs relaxed from around his body, slid
down until they reached the floor. They leaned against each other, out of breath.
5 It might have been going on for some time but now they could hear the soft
knocking on the door. Sonny quickly buttoned his trousers, meanwhile blocking
the door so that it could not be opened. Lucy frantically smoothed down her pink
gown, her eyes flickering, but the thing that had given her so much pleasure was
hidden inside sober black cloth. Then they heard Tom Hagen's voice, very low,
"Sonny, you in there?"

6 Sonny sighed with relief. He winked at Lucy. "Yeah, Tom, what is it?"

Hagen's voice, still low, said, "The Don wants you in his office. Now." They could
hear his footsteps as he walked away. Sonny waited for a few moments, gave
Lucy a hard kiss on the lips, and then slipped out the door after Hagen.

7 Lucy combed her hair. She checked her dress and pulled around her garter
straps. Her body felt bruised, her lips pulpy and tender. She went out the door
and though she felt the sticky wetness between her thighs she did not go to the
bathroom to wash but ran straight on down the steps and into the garden. She
took her seat at the bridal table next to Connie, who exclaimed petulantly, "Lucy,
where were you? You look drunk. Stay beside me now."

8 The blond groom poured Lucy a glass of wine and smiled knowingly. Lucy
didn't care. She lifted the grapey, dark red juice to her parched mouth and drank.
She felt the sticky wetness between her thighs and pressed her legs together. Her
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body was trembling. Over the glass rim, as she drank, her eyes searched hungrily
to find Sonny Corleone. There was no one else she cared to see. Slyly she
whispered in Connie's ear, "Only a few hours more and you'll know what it's all
about.” Connie giggled. Lucy demurely folded her hands on the table,

treacherously triumphant, as if she had stolen a treasure from the bride.

1 Amerigo Bonasera followed Hagen into the corner room of the house and found Don
Corleone sitting behind a huge desk (cvadaLimm 3a OrpOMHBLIM MUCBMEHHBLIM CTOSIOM).
Sonny Corleone was standing by the window, looking out into the garden. For the first
time that afternoon the Don behaved coolly (Ben cebsa xonogHo: «npoxnagHoy). He did
not embrace the visitor or shake hands. The sallow-faced undertaker
(NpeanpuHUMAaTerb C XenTosBaTbiM, 3eMnMcTeiM nuuomM) owed his invitation (b1
06s3aH npurnawexHunem; to owe [du] — BnageTb, obnagatb /yctap./; ObiTb 0653aHHLIM
yemy-nnbo) to the fact that his wife and the wife of the Don were the closest of friends
(camble 6nuskne nogpyru). Amerigo Bonasera himself was in severe disfavor with Don
Corleone (6611 kpariHe Hentoum [JOHOM: «Obif1 B CYpOBOM = OY€Hb CUIIbHOM
HepacrnonoxeHuny»; severe [si'vid)).

2 Bonasera began his request obliquely (n3ganeka; oblique [d’bli:k] — kocow, nokaTbin,
HaknoHHbIN) and cleverly. "You must excuse my daughter, your wife's goddaughter
(kpecTHUy), for not doing your family the respect of coming today. She is in the hospital
still." He glanced at Sonny Corleone and Tom Hagen to indicate (4TobbI ykasaTtb = gatb
noHaTtek) that he did not wish to speak before them. But the Don was merciless
(6ecnowaneH).

3 "We all know of your daughter's misfortune (o HecuacTtbn)," Don Corleone said. "If |
can help her in any way, you have only to speak. My wife is her godmother after all (8
KoHue KoHuoB). | have never forgotten that honor." This was a rebuke (ykop, ynpek
[r'bju:k]). The undertaker never called Don Corleone "Godfather" as custom dictated
(kak TpeboBan obbivan [‘kAstom]).

4 Bonasera, ashen-faced (c nuuom nenensHoro useTa; ash — nenen), asked, directly
now, "May | speak to you alone?"

5 Don Corleone shook his head. "l trust these two men with my life (qoBepsito um moto
M3Hb, NONMHOCTLIO MM goBepsto). They are my two right arms. | cannot insult them
(ockopbuThk [IN’sAlt]) by sending them away (oTocnae nx npous)."

6 The undertaker closed his eyes for a moment and then began to speak. His voice

was quiet, the voice he used to console the bereaved (koTopbiM OH UMen 06bIKHOBEHME
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yTewartb, 0ObIYHO yTelan noctpagaswumx: to bereave — nuwartb, OTHUMATb, OTOUPATH;
to console [kon’sdul] — ytewars). "l raised my daughter in the American fashion
(BblpacTunn No-aMepuKaHCKN: «B aMmepuKkaHCcKon maHepey). | believe in America.
America has made my fortune. | gave my daughter her freedom and yet taught her
never to dishonor her family. She found a 'boy friend,' not an Italian. She went to the
movies with him. She stayed out late (npuxoanna no3gHo: «ocTaBanack, Haxogunach
BHe goma gonosgHay). But he never came to meet her parents. | accepted all this
(npuHmman, cornawancs [dk’sept]) without a protest, the fault is mine (cam BuHogar;
fault [fo:lt] — owmnbka, HegoyeT; HegocTaTok). Two months ago he took her for a drive
(B3an npokatuTbes, Ha nporynky). He had a masculine friend with him. They made her
drink whiskey and then they tried to take advantage of her (oBnagets ein; advantage
[od’'wa:ntidG] — npenmyLecTBO; BbIroga, nonb3a). She resisted (conpoTtusnsanacs). She
kept her honor. They beat her (6unn). Like an animal. When | went to the hospital she
had two black eyes. Her nose was broken. Her jaw was shattered. They had to wire it
together. She wept through her pain. 'Father, Father, why did they do it? Why did they
do this to me?' And | wept (nnakan)." Bonasera could not speak further (nanee), he was
weeping now though his voice had not betrayed his emotion (He Bbigan).

7 Don Corleone, as if against his will (kak 6yaTo NpoTMB CBOEN BONU, HEBOSBLHO),
made a gesture of sympathy and Bonasera went on, his voice human with suffering
(McnorHeHbI YyBCTBaA: «4venoBeYHbl» oT cTpaganud). "Why did | weep? She was the
light of my life, an affectionate daughter (niob6sias, Hexnas [0'fek[nit]). A beautiful girl.
She trusted people and now she will never trust them again. She will never be beautiful
again." He was trembling, his sallow face flushed an ugly dark red (n1uo npuHsno
YypOAOIMBbIA TEMHbIN OTTEHOK OT BHE3anHoro npunmea kposw; to flush — xnbiHyTb,
nepenosiHUTb; NPUNNTL /0 KpoBsw/).

8 "l went to the police like a good American. The two boys were arrested. They were
brought to trial (nx cygunu: «oHun 661K NnpuBeaeHbl kK cyay»; trial — ucneitaHue, Nnpoba;
cynebHoe pasbupatenscto). The evidence was overwhelming (qokasatenscTsa Obinu
HeonpoBepXxMMbl; evidence ['‘eviddns] — ACHOCTb, 04EBMOHOCTbL; to overwhelm —
nepeBopayvmBaTth KBepX Horamu /yctap./; nogaBnaTb cokpywats) and they pleaded
guilty (npmsHanun cebsa BnHoBHbIMYU; to plead — BbICTynaTth B cyae C 3asBNEHUEM,
oTBeYaTb Ha 06BMHEHME; 3amLLaTh Ha cyae nogacyanmoro). The judge sentenced them
(npurosopun) to three years in prison and suspended the sentence. They went free that

very day (B TOT e camblii AeHb). | stood in the courtroom like a fool and those bastards
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(Bbipoaku) smiled at me. And then | said to my wife: "We must go to Don Corleone for
justice (3a cnpaBegnueocTbio ['dGAstis])." "
9 The Don had bowed his head to show respect for the man's grief (nepeg ropem,
6encteuem). But when he spoke, the words were cold with offended dignity (ot
ockopbneHHoro goctouHcTea). "Why did you go to the police? Why didn't you come to
me at the beginning of this affair?"
10 Bonasera muttered almost inaudibly (eaBa cribILLHO: «NOYTN HEecnbIWHOY» inaudible
[In'0:ddbl] — HeBHATHBIN, HeoTYeTnMBLIN), "What do you want of me? Tell me what you
wish. But do what | beg you to do (4to s npowy Bac caenartb)." There was something
almost insolent (gep3akoe ['Insdlont]) in his words.
11 Don Corleone said gravely (cepbeaHo, ctporo), "And what is that?"
12 Bonasera glanced at Hagen and Sonny Corleone and shook his head. The Don,
still sitting at Hagen's desk, inclined his body (cknonun, Haknonun) toward the
undertaker. Bonasera hesitated (HemHoro nokonebanca, nomeanun [‘heziteit]), then
bent down and put his lips so close to the Don's hairy ear that they touched. Don
Corleone listened like a priest in the confessional (kak CBALLEHHNK HA UCNOBEAN: «B
ncrnoseaanbHe» [kan'feIanI]), gazing away into the distance (rmnsas sgans; to gaze —
npucTanbHO rMageTb, YCTaBuTbes), impassive (paBHOOYLIHO: «6eCcyHyBCTBEHHOY),
remote (oTcTpaHeHHO; remote — oTtaaneHHsIn). They stood so for a long moment until
Bonasera finished whispering (wentate, wentaHme) and straightened to his full height
(BbINpsMUncs B nonHeii pocT). The Don looked up gravely at Bonasera. Bonasera, his
face flushed, returned the stare unflinchingly (He oTBen B3rngga: «BepHyn ero
npucTanbHbIA B3rNs4 HEOTCTYMNHO, He AporHyBy; to flinch — gporHyTe, OTCTYNUTL; stare
— MPUCTanbHbIN B3NS4 /LULMPOKO OTKPbLITLIMU rnasamu/).
13 Finally the Don spoke. "That | cannot do. You are being carried away (TpebyeTte
CIMLLKOM MHOTOrO: «Bac YHOCUT MPOYb = 3aHOCUT»)."
14 Bonasera said loudly, clearly, "l will pay you anything you ask." On hearing this,
Hagen flinched, a nervous flick of his head (pe3koe asmxeHune, peiBok). Sonny Corleone
folded his arms, smiled sardonically as he turned from the window to watch the scene in

the room for the first time.

1 Amerigo Bonasera followed Hagen into the corner room of the house and
found Don Corleone sitting behind a huge desk. Sonny Corleone was standing by
the window, looking out into the garden. For the first time that afternoon the Don

behaved coolly. He did not embrace the visitor or shake hands. The sallow-faced
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undertaker owed his invitation to the fact that his wife and the wife of the Don
were the closest of friends. Amerigo Bonasera himself was in severe disfavor
with Don Corleone.

2 Bonasera began his request obliquely and cleverly. "You must excuse my
daughter, your wife's goddaughter, for not doing your family the respect of
coming today. She is in the hospital still." He glanced at Sonny Corleone and
Tom Hagen to indicate that he did not wish to speak before them. But the Don
was merciless.

3 "We all know of your daughter's misfortune,"” Don Corleone said. "If | can help
her in any way, you have only to speak. My wife is her godmother after all. | have
never forgotten that honor." This was a rebuke. The undertaker never called Don
Corleone "Godfather" as custom dictated.

4 Bonasera, ashen-faced, asked, directly now, "May | speak to you alone?"

5 Don Corleone shook his head. "l trust these two men with my life. They are my
two right arms. | cannot insult them by sending them away."

6 The undertaker closed his eyes for a moment and then began to speak. His
voice was quiet, the voice he used to console the bereaved. "l raised my daughter
in the American fashion. | believe in America. America has made my fortune. |
gave my daughter her freedom and yet taught her never to dishonor her family.
She found a 'boy friend," not an Italian. She went to the movies with him. She
stayed out late. But he never came to meet her parents. | accepted all this without
a protest, the fault is mine. Two months ago he took her for a drive. He had a
masculine friend with him. They made her drink whiskey and then they tried to
take advantage of her. She resisted. She kept her honor. They beat her. Like an
animal. When | went to the hospital she had two black eyes. Her nose was broken.
Her jaw was shattered. They had to wire it together. She wept through her pain.
'Father, Father, why did they do it? Why did they do this to me?' And | wept."
Bonasera could not speak further, he was weeping now though his voice had not
betrayed his emotion.

7 Don Corleone, as if against his will, made a gesture of sympathy and Bonasera
went on, his voice human with suffering. "Why did | weep? She was the light of
my life, an affectionate daughter. A beautiful girl. She trusted people and now she
will never trust them again. She will never be beautiful again." He was trembling,

his sallow face flushed an ugly dark red.
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8 "l went to the police like a good American. The two boys were arrested. They
were brought to trial. The evidence was overwhelming and they pleaded guilty.
The judge sentenced them to three years in prison and suspended the sentence.
They went free that very day. | stood in the courtroom like a fool and those
bastards smiled at me. And then | said to my wife: 'We must go to Don Corleone
for justice.""
9 The Don had bowed his head to show respect for the man's grief. But when he
spoke, the words were cold with offended dignity. "Why did you go to the police?
Why didn't you come to me at the beginning of this affair?"
10 Bonasera muttered almost inaudibly, "What do you want of me? Tell me what
you wish. But do what | beg you to do.” There was something almost insolent in
his words.
11 Don Corleone said gravely, "And what is that?"
12 Bonasera glanced at Hagen and Sonny Corleone and shook his head. The
Don, still sitting at Hagen's desk, inclined his body toward the undertaker.
Bonasera hesitated, then bent down and put his lips so close to the Don's hairy
ear that they touched. Don Corleone listened like a priest in the confessional,
gazing away into the distance, impassive, remote. They stood so for a long
moment until Bonasera finished whispering and straightened to his full height.
The Don looked up gravely at Bonasera. Bonasera, his face flushed, returned the
stare unflinchingly.
13 Finally the Don spoke. "That | cannot do. You are being carried away."
14 Bonasera said loudly, clearly, "l will pay you anything you ask.” On hearing
this, Hagen flinched, a nervous flick of his head. Sonny Corleone folded his arms,
smiled sardonically as he turned from the window to watch the scene in the room

for the first time.

1 Don Corleone rose from behind the desk. His face was still impassive but his voice
rang like cold death (Ho B ero ronoce 3By4arn cMepTesbHbIA XONO4: «ero rosioc 3syyar,
Kak xorogHasa cmepTby; to ring — 3BeHeTb, 3By4aTth). "We have known each other many
years, you and |," he said to the undertaker, "but until this day you never came to me for
counsel (3a coseTom [kaunsdl]) or help. | can't remember the last time you invited me to
your house for coffee though my wife is godmother to your only child. Let us be frank
(byoem oTkpoBeHHbI). You spurned my friendship (oTBeprnv ¢ npe3peHnem, 0THECIUCH

npesputensHo). You feared to be in my debt (6osnuce okasatscs B gonry [det])."
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2 Bonasera murmured (npo6opmoTan), "l didn't want to get into trouble (He xoTen
HENPUATHOCTEN /C 3aKOHOM/: «nonacTb B 6eny, B HENPUATHOE NOSTOXKEHNEY)."
3 The Don held up his hand. "No. Don't speak. You found America a paradise (gymanu,
4YTO 97O pan [‘peerddais]). You had a good trade, you made a good living (xopoLuo
3apabartbiBanu), you thought the world a harmless place (6e306ungHoe = 6esonacHoe
mecTo) where you could take your pleasure as you willed (kak Bam 6ygeTt yrogHo). You
never armed yourself with true friends. After all, the police guarded you (oxpaHsna; to
guard [ga:d]), there were courts of law, you and yours could come to no harm (BbI 1
BaLum /6nm3kue/ He MoryT nocTpagatb; harm — Bpega, yobiTok, ywep6). You did not need
Don Corleone. Very well. My feelings were wounded (4yBcTBa Ob1nM paHeHbl =
ockopbneHsl) but I am not that sort of person who thrusts his friendship on those who
do not value it (kTo HaBsi3bIBaeT: «HabpacbiBaeT» CBOK ApYXDOy Ha TeX, YTO He LeHUT
ee [‘veelju:]) — on those who think me of little account (kto cunTaer, 4yto g mano 4to
3Hauy; account [0’kaunt] — c4eT; BaHOCTb, 3Ha4yeHune)." The Don paused and gave the
undertaker a polite, ironic smile. "Now you come to me and say, '‘Don Corleone give me
justice." And you do not ask with respect. You do not offer me your friendship. You
come into my home on the bridal day of my daughter and you ask me to do murder
(yburcteo) and you say" — here the Don's voice became a scornful mimicry
(Npe3puTenbHOe, HAaCMELLNMBOE NepeapasHMBaHME; SCOr — Npe3peHue,
npeHebpexeHune) —" 'l will pay you anything'. No, no, | am not offended (He ockopbneH),
but what have | ever done to make you treat me so disrespectfully (Ho 4To 5 Takoro
/korga-nnbo/ caenan, 4Tobbl Bbl CO MHOM 06paLlanmncb CTOMb HEMNOYTUTENBHO)?"
4 Bonasera cried out in his anguish (BbIKpUKHY B Myke, Tocke, ¢ 6onbio [‘zenwif]) and
his fear, "America has been good to me. | wanted to be a good citizen. | wanted my
child to be American."
5 The Don clapped his hands together with decisive approval (xsionHyn B fiagoHu ¢
pewmnTenbHbIM, YyBEPEHHBIM 0g0bpeHneM; decisive [di'salsiv] — pellaroLmi, peLLIEHHbIN,
OKOH4YaTesbHbIN; approval [dp'ru:vdl]; to decide — pewaTb, NpuHUMaThL pelleHue; to
approve — ogobpsate). "Well spoken (xopowio ckasaHo). Very fine. Then you have
nothing to complain about (toraa Bam He Ha 4yTO anosaTbcs). The judge has ruled
(BbIHEC pelueHune; to rule — ynpaBnaTk; yctaHaBnueaTb Nopsaok). America has ruled.
Bring your daughter flowers and a box of candy (kopo6ky negexuos) when you go visit
her in the hospital. That will comfort her (ytewuT, ycnokout ['kAmfot]). Be content. After
all, this is not a serious affair, the boys were young, high-spirited (ropauve, nbinkue,

pesBble), and one of them is the son of a powerful politician. No, my dear Amerigo, you
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have always been honest. | must admit, though you spurned my friendship, that | would
trust the given word of Amerigo Bonasera more than | would any other man's. So give
me your word that you will put aside this madness (4T0 Bbl OCTaBuUTE: «OTNOXUTE B
CTOPOHY» 3T0 Besymue = aTy 6esymHyto 3aTeto). It is not American. Forgive (npoctute).
Forget (3abyabTe). Life is full of misfortunes (>ku3Hb nonHa 6en, HenpusTHOCTER)."

6 The cruel and contemptuous irony (>kectokast n Nnpe3puTeribHas NPOHMUS
[kan’temptjugs] [‘adroni]) with which all this was said, the controlled anger of the Don,
reduced the poor undertaker to a quivering jelly (npeepatunu B: «cokpatunm» 4o
apoxauero xene) but he spoke up bravely again. "l ask you for justice."

7 Don Corleone said curtly, "The court gave you justice."

8 Bonasera shook his head stubbornly. "No. They gave the youths justice. They did
not give me justice."

9 The Don acknowledged this fine distinction (npn3Han aTo ToHKOE pasrpaHuyeHune)
with an approving nod (ogo6putensHeiv knekom), then asked, "What is your justice?"
10 "An eye for an eye," Bonasera said.

11 "You asked for more," the Don said. "Your daughter is alive."

12 Bonasera said reluctantly (HeoxoTHo, ¢ HeoxoTon), "Let them suffer (nyctb oHun
BynyT cTpagatb, noctpagatoT) as she suffers." The Don waited for him to speak further.
Bonasera screwed up the last of his courage (cobpan: «noaBMHTUNY» BCKO CBOO
ocTasluUytocs cmernocTb) and said, "How much shall | pay you?" It was a despairing wail
(OTYasHHbIN BONSb; Wail — NPOAOCIMKUTENBHBIN CKOPOHLIN KpKK, nnav; to dispair [dis’peor]
— OTYamBaTbCs).

13 Don Corleone turned his back. It was a dismissal (370 6bIn 0Tka3: «3HakK, Y4To
ayaneHums okoH4YeHar; to dismiss — oTnyckaTb, NO3BONATb YUTU; YBOMbHATL). Bonasera
did not budge (He weBenbHyncs, He ABUHYrca /c mectal). Finally, sighing, a good-
hearted man who cannot remain angry with an erring friend (He moxeT gornro
cepanTbCsa Ha 3abnyxgatoweroca gpyra; to err — 3abnyxgaTbces, owmnbaTtbes), Don
Corleone turned back to the undertaker, who was now as pale as one of his corpses
(Takon ke BGriegHbIn, Kak nobon n3 ero Tpynos [ko:ps]). Don Corleone was gentle
(marknn, nobpbin: «b6naropoHbln, BeayLwmin cebs, kak nogobaeT JKEHTENbMEHY» ),
patient (Tepnenussiii ['peifont]). "Why do you fear to give your first allegiance to me
(nosAinbHOCTL, NPeAaHHOCTb; BaccanbHasa 3aBncumocTsb [d'li:dGans])?" he said. "You go
to the law courts and wait for months. You spend money on lawyers who know full well
(npekpacHo noHMMatoT) you are to be made a fool of (4To Bac moxHoO gypaynTs). You

accept judgment from a judge who sells himself like the worst whore in the streets (kak
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xygwas wroxa). Years gone by (B muHyBLUME roabl), when you needed money, you
went to the banks and paid ruinous interest (pasoputensHbie npoueHTsl), waited hat in
hand like a beggar (kak Huwmn) while they sniffed around (pasHioxusanu; to sniff —
BObIXaTb Yepes Hoc; 0bHIoXxMBaTh), poked their noses up your very asshole (B camyto
3agHuuy) to make sure (4tobbl yoeanTscs) you could pay them back." The Don paused,
his voice became sterner (cTpoxe, cyposee).

14 "But if you had come to me, my purse would have been yours. If you had come to
me for justice those scum (NogoHkK: «neHa, Hakunb; 0Tbpockl») who ruined your
daughter would be weeping bitter tears this day. If by some misfortune an honest man
like yourself made enemies they would become my enemies" — the Don raised his arm,
finger pointing at Bonasera — "and then, believe me, they would fear you."

15 Bonasera bowed his head and murmured in a strangled voice (coaBneHHbIM
roniocowm; to strangle — 3agywuTs, yaaente), "Be my friend. | accept (cornacen:
«npuHumatoy [dk’sept])."

16 Don Corleone put his hand on the man's shoulder. "Good," he said, "you shall have
your justice. Some day, and that day may never come, | will call upon you to do me a
service in return. Until that day, consider this justice a gift from my wife
(paccmaTpuBanTe kak nogapok), your daughter's godmother."

17 When the door closed behind the grateful undertaker, Don Corleone turned to
Hagen and said, "Give this affair to Clemenza and tell him to be sure to use reliable
people (HagexHbIX; to rely [rr’lal] — nonaratbces, 6bITb yBEPEHHbBIM /B KOM-1nb0/), people
who will not be carried away by the smell of blood (koTopbIx He yBreYeT, He 3acTaBuUT
npecTynuTb rpaHuubl 3anax kposwn). After all, we're not murderers, no matter what that
corpse valet dreams up in his foolish head (HeBaxHO, 4TO Tam rpe3nTca = 4YTo Obl TaM
HW rpe3nsiocb 3TOMY CIY>KUTESO TPYNOB B €ro AypHou rornose; valet ['vaelit] —
KamepauHep, naken, cniyra)." He noted that his first-born, masculine son was gazing
through the window at the garden party. It was hopeless, Don Corleone thought. If he
refused to be instructed, Santino could never run the family business, could never
become a Don. He would have to find somebody else. And soon. After all, he was not
immortal (He 6eccmepTeH).

18 From the garden, startling all three men (3actaBuB B3opOrHyTh /0T HEOXMOAHHOCTW/;
to startle — ncnyratb, nopasuntbe; B3gparnBatb, 6pocaTbCsa B CTOPOHY /0 nowaau/), there
came a happy roaring shout (pagocTHble KpUKN: «pafoCTHO PEBYLLNIA KpUKy; to roar [ro:]
— peBeTb, opaTb, pbivaTk). Sonny Corleone pressed close to the window. What he saw

made him move quickly toward the door, a delighted smile on his face (qoonbHas
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yneibka; delight [di'lait] — ygosonbecTBume). "It's Johnny, he came to the wedding, what
did | tell you?" Hagen moved to the window. "It's really your godson (kpecTHuk)," he said
to Don Corleone. "Shall | bring him here?"

19 "No," the Don said. "Let the people enjoy him (nyckan nogn emy nopaayroTcs,
nonyyar ygoBosibCTBME OT 06LeHus ¢ Hium). Let him come to me when he is ready." He
smiled at Hagen. "You see? He is a good godson."

20 Hagen felt a twinge of jealousy (ykon pesHocTu; twinge — npuctyn 6onu; jealousy
[[dGelosi]). He said dryly (cyxo), "It's been two years. He's probably in trouble again and
wants you to help."

21 "And who should he come to if not his godfather?" asked Don Corleone.

1 Don Corleone rose from behind the desk. His face was still impassive but his
voice rang like cold death. "We have known each other many years, you and I,"
he said to the undertaker, "but until this day you never came to me for counsel or
help. | can't remember the last time you invited me to your house for coffee
though my wife is godmother to your only child. Let us be frank. You spurned my
friendship. You feared to be in my debt."

2 Bonasera murmured, "l didn't want to get into trouble."

3 The Don held up his hand. "No. Don't speak. You found America a paradise.
You had a good trade, you made a good living, you thought the world a harmless
place where you could take your pleasure as you willed. You never armed
yourself with true friends. After all, the police guarded you, there were courts of
law, you and yours could come to no harm. You did not need Don Corleone. Very
well. My feelings were wounded but | am not that sort of person who thrusts his
friendship on those who do not value it — on those who think me of little account.”
The Don paused and gave the undertaker a polite, ironic smile. "Now you come to
me and say, 'Don Corleone give me justice.' And you do not ask with respect. You
do not offer me your friendship. You come into my home on the bridal day of my
daughter and you ask me to do murder and you say" — here the Don's voice
became a scornful mimicry — " 'l will pay you anything'. No, no, | am not offended,
but what have | ever done to make you treat me so disrespectfully?”

4 Bonasera cried out in his anguish and his fear, "America has been good to me.
| wanted to be a good citizen. | wanted my child to be American.”

5 The Don clapped his hands together with decisive approval. "Well spoken.

Very fine. Then you have nothing to complain about. The judge has ruled.
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America has ruled. Bring your daughter flowers and a box of candy when you go
visit her in the hospital. That will comfort her. Be content. After all, this is not a
serious affair, the boys were young, high-spirited, and one of them is the son of a
powerful politician. No, my dear Amerigo, you have always been honest. | must
admit, though you spurned my friendship, that | would trust the given word of
Amerigo Bonasera more than | would any other man's. So give me your word that
you will put aside this madness. It is not American. Forgive. Forget. Life is full of
misfortunes."
6 The cruel and contemptuous irony with which all this was said, the controlled
anger of the Don, reduced the poor undertaker to a quivering jelly but he spoke
up bravely again. "l ask you for justice."”
7 Don Corleone said curtly, "The court gave you justice."
8 Bonasera shook his head stubbornly. "No. They gave the youths justice. They
did not give me justice."
9 The Don acknowledged this fine distinction with an approving nod, then asked,
"What is your justice?"
10 "An eye for an eye," Bonasera said.
11 "You asked for more,” the Don said. "Your daughter is alive."”
12 Bonasera said reluctantly, "Let them suffer as she suffers." The Don waited
for him to speak further. Bonasera screwed up the last of his courage and said,
"How much shall | pay you?" It was a despairing wail.
13 Don Corleone turned his back. It was a dismissal. Bonasera did not budge.
Finally, sighing, a good-hearted man who cannot remain angry with an erring
friend, Don Corleone turned back to the undertaker, who was now as pale as one
of his corpses. Don Corleone was gentle, patient. "Why do you fear to give your
first allegiance to me?" he said. "You go to the law courts and wait for months.
You spend money on lawyers who know full well you are to be made a fool of.
You accept judgment from a judge who sells himself like the worst whore in the
streets. Years gone by, when you needed money, you went to the banks and paid
ruinous interest, waited hat in hand like a beggar while they sniffed around,
poked their noses up your very asshole to make sure you could pay them back."
The Don paused, his voice became sterner.
14 "But if you had come to me, my purse would have been yours. If you had
come to me for justice those scum who ruined your daughter would be weeping

bitter tears this day. If by some misfortune an honest man like yourself made
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enemies they would become my enemies" — the Don raised his arm, finger
pointing at Bonasera — "and then, believe me, they would fear you."

15 Bonasera bowed his head and murmured in a strangled voice, "Be my friend.
| accept.”

16 Don Corleone put his hand on the man's shoulder. "Good," he said, "you
shall have your justice. Some day, and that day may never come, | will call upon
you to do me a service in return. Until that day, consider this justice a gift from
my wife, your daughter's godmother."

17 When the door closed behind the grateful undertaker, Don Corleone turned to
Hagen and said, "Give this affair to Clemenza and tell him to be sure to use
reliable people, people who will not be carried away by the smell of blood. After
all, we're not murderers, no matter what that corpse valet dreams up in his foolish
head." He noted that his first-born, masculine son was gazing through the
window at the garden party. It was hopeless, Don Corleone thought. If he refused
to be instructed, Santino could never run the family business, could never
become a Don. He would have to find somebody else. And soon. After all, he was
not immortal.

18 From the garden, startling all three men, there came a happy roaring shout.
Sonny Corleone pressed close to the window. What he saw made him move
quickly toward the door, a delighted smile on his face. "It's Johnny, he came to
the wedding, what did | tell you?" Hagen moved to the window. "It's really your
godson," he said to Don Corleone. "Shall | bring him here?"

19 "No," the Don said. "Let the people enjoy him. Let him come to me when he is
ready." He smiled at Hagen. "You see? He is a good godson."

20 Hagen felt a twinge of jealousy. He said dryly, "It's been two years. He's
probably in trouble again and wants you to help."

21 "And who should he come to if not his godfather?" asked Don Corleone.

1 The first one to see Johnny Fontane enter the garden was Connie Corleone. She
forgot her bridal dignity (zocTtonHcTBO, BaxkHoCTh) and screamed, "Johneee." Then she
ran into his arms. He hugged her tight (kpenko obHsan ee; to hug — kpenko obHUMaTBb,
cknmatb B 06baATUAX) and Kissed her on the mouth, kept his arm around her as others
came up to greet him. They were all his old friends, people he had grown up with on the
West Side. Then Connie was dragging him (Tawuna = TaHyna) to her new husband.

Johnny saw with amusement that the blond young man looked a little sour (Bbirnsgen
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KMCIMbIM = MpadHbIM, yrptoMblM [saud]) at no longer being the star of the day (u3-3a Toro,
4YTO OH BOonblLUe He LEHTP BHUMaHUS, 4TO nepectan 6biTb LEHTPOM BHUMAHUA, rBO34EM
nporpammebl). He turned on all his charm («Bkntounn» Becb ceow wapm), shaking the
groom's hand, toasting him with a glass of wine.
2 A familiar voice called from the bandstand, "How about giving us a song, Johnny?"
He looked up and saw Nino Valenti smiling down at him. Johnny Fontane jumped up on
the bandstand (3anpbirHyn Ha cueHry) and threw his arms around Nino. They had been
inseparable (Hepasny4Hbl: «Hepasny4umbl» [In'sepdrdbl]), singing together, going out
with girls together, until Johnny had started to become famous and sing on the radio.
When he had gone to Hollywood to make movies Johnny had phoned Nino a couple of
times just to talk and had promised to get him a club singing date (npocnywwnsaHue).
But he had never done so. Seeing Nino now, his cheerful (pagocTHyto, Becenyto,
HeyHbIBatoLLyto [t/18ful]; to cheer — cosaaBaThb xopollee HAacTpoeHue, noadaapusaTh;
NPMBETCTBOBATbL POMKMMM BO3rnacamm), mocking (Hacmewwrnumeyto), drunken grin
(nbsHyto ynblbKy, yemeluky), all the affection returned (Bcs nprBa3aHHOCTL, BCe Tensble
4YyBCTBA BEPHYNCD).
3 Nino began strumming on the mandolin (6peHyaTs, TpeHbKkaTk). Johnny Fontane put
his hand on Nino's shoulder. "This is for the bride," he said, and stamping his foot
(Tonas, nputanTteiBas), chanted the words (nponen cnosa) to an obscene Sicilian love
song. As he sang, Nino made suggestive motions with his body (HenpucTonHbie
ABxeHus; suggestive [sd’dGestiv] — BHyLaLWmi kKakne-nmbo MbICnv; HaMeKarLnn Ha
4yTOo-NMBO HenpucTonHoe; to suggest — npegnaratb, COBETOBATL; Bbi3blBaTb, HAMEKATb).
The bride blushed proudly (nokpacHena ropgo), the throng of guests (tonna) roared its
approval. Before the song ended they were all stamping with their feet and roaring out
the sly, double-meaning tag line (BbIkpykrBas rnykaByo 3aKOYUTENBHYH PENSINKY C
ABoncTBeHHbIM cMmbicnoM) that finished each stanza (kynnet, ctpody). At the end they
would not stop applauding until Johnny cleared his throat (npouncTun ropno) to sing
another song.
4 They were all proud of him. He was of them and he had become a famous singer, a
movie star who slept with the most desired women in the world. And yet he had shown
proper respect for his Godfather by traveling three thousand miles to attend this
wedding. He still loved old friends like Nino Valenti. Many of the people there had seen
Johnny and Nino singing together when they were just boys, when no one dreamed that

Johnny Fontane would grow up to hold the hearts of fifty million women in his hands.
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5 Johnny Fontane reached down and lifted the bride up on to the bandstand so that
Connie stood between him and Nino. Both men crouched down (corHynuces,
npurHynuce), facing each other, Nino plucking the mandolin for a few harsh chords (c
cunon nepedupas CTpyHbl, B3siB HECKOSIBKO MOLLHbIX akkopaoB; to pluck — cpbiBaTb
/uBeToK/; nowmnbiBaTb, nepedbupatb /cTpyHbI/; chord [ko:d] — cTpyHa; harsh — xxecTkun,
TBepabIn; peskui). It was an old routine of theirs, a mock battle and wooing (wyTnueoe
= B LUYTKY CPaXXeHe 1 yxaxepcTBo; to woo — yxaxuBaTb, JobmnBaTbes), using their
voices like swords, each shouting a chorus in turn (BbikpuknBasi npunes rno oyepean
[‘ko:ros]). With the most delicate courtesy (BexxnueocTsto, yutmsocTeto ['katisi]), Johnny
let Nino's voice overwhelm his own (nossonun, gan ogoneTs, No4aBUTL CBOW
cobcTBeHHbIN rornoc), let Nino take the bride from his arm, let Nino swing into the last
victorious stanza while his own voice died away (3amep, ctux). The whole wedding
party broke into shouts of applause, the three of them embraced each other at the end.
The guests begged for another song.
6 Only Don Corleone, standing in the comer entrance of the house, sensed something
amiss (no4yyscTBOBAas, 4YTO YTO-TO He Tak). Cheerily, with bluff good humor (c
HaurpaHHbIM /cp. «Bned»/ xopowwmm HacTpoeHnem), careful not to give offense to his
guests (ctapasicb He obuaeTb, 6osack 0buaeTs), he called out, "My godson has come
three thousand miles to do us honor and no one thinks to wet his throat?" At once a
dozen full wine glasses were thrust at Johnny Fontane. He took a sip from all and
rushed to embrace his Godfather (6pocunca obHaTE). As he did so he whispered

something into the older man's ear. Don Corleone led him into the house.

1 The first one to see Johnny Fontane enter the garden was Connie Corleone.
She forgot her bridal dignity and screamed, "Johneee." Then she ran into his
arms. He hugged her tight and kissed her on the mouth, kept his arm around her
as others came up to greet him. They were all his old friends, people he had
grown up with on the West Side. Then Connie was dragging him to her new
husband. Johnny saw with amusement that the blond young man looked a little
sour at no longer being the star of the day. He turned on all his charm, shaking
the groom's hand, toasting him with a glass of wine.

2 A familiar voice called from the bandstand, "How about giving us a song,
Johnny?" He looked up and saw Nino Valenti smiling down at him. Johnny
Fontane jumped up on the bandstand and threw his arms around Nino. They had

been inseparable, singing together, going out with girls together, until Johnny
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had started to become famous and sing on the radio. When he had gone to
Hollywood to make movies Johnny had phoned Nino a couple of times just to talk
and had promised to get him a club singing date. But he had never done so.
Seeing Nino now, his cheerful, mocking, drunken grin, all the affection returned.
3 Nino began strumming on the mandolin. Johnny Fontane put his hand on
Nino's shoulder. "This is for the bride,” he said, and stamping his foot, chanted
the words to an obscene Sicilian love song. As he sang, Nino made suggestive
motions with his body. The bride blushed proudly, the throng of guests roared its
approval. Before the song ended they were all stamping with their feet and
roaring out the sly, double-meaning tag line that finished each stanza. At the end
they would not stop applauding until Johnny cleared his throat to sing another
song.

4 They were all proud of him. He was of them and he had become a famous
singer, a movie star who slept with the most desired women in the world. And yet
he had shown proper respect for his Godfather by traveling three thousand miles
to attend this wedding. He still loved old friends like Nino Valenti. Many of the
people there had seen Johnny and Nino singing together when they were just
boys, when no one dreamed that Johnny Fontane would grow up to hold the
hearts of fifty million women in his hands.

5 Johnny Fontane reached down and lifted the bride up on to the bandstand so
that Connie stood between him and Nino. Both men crouched down, facing each
other, Nino plucking the mandolin for a few harsh chords. It was an old routine of
theirs, a mock battle and wooing, using their voices like swords, each shouting a
chorus in turn. With the most delicate courtesy, Johnny let Nino's voice
overwhelm his own, let Nino take the bride from his arm, let Nino swing into the
last victorious stanza while his own voice died away. The whole wedding party
broke into shouts of applause, the three of them embraced each other at the end.
The guests begged for another song.

6 Only Don Corleone, standing in the comer entrance of the house, sensed
something amiss. Cheerily, with bluff good humor, careful not to give offense to
his guests, he called out, "My godson has come three thousand miles to do us
honor and no one thinks to wet his throat?" At once a dozen full wine glasses
were thrust at Johnny Fontane. He took a sip from all and rushed to embrace his
Godfather. As he did so he whispered something into the older man's ear. Don

Corleone led him into the house.
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1 Tom Hagen held out his hand when Johnny came into the room. Johnny shook it
(noxan ee; to shake — Tpactu, BcTpsxueats) and said, "How are you, Tom?" But
without his usual charm (6e3 cBoero o6bI4HOro Wapma) that consisted of a genuine
warmth for people (koTopbI COCTOAN N3 UCKPEHHEN TENMOTbI, 3aKnoYancsa B UCTUHHON
TennoTe No OTHOLWEHUIO K NMtogam; genuine [‘dGenjuin] — UCTUHHBIN, HENOAAENbHbIN;
NCKPEHHWI: «OT pofa, reHoB, OT poxaeHnsa»). Hagen was a little hurt by this coolness
but shrugged it off (noxkan nnevamu /v otmaxHynca ot aton meicnu/). It was one of the
penalties for being the Don's hatchet man (310 610 0 AHUM 13 Haka3aHWi 3a TO, YTO OH
6bIn ncnonHuTenem /rpsisHon paboTsl/; penalty ['penltl] — HakasaHue, wTpad; hatchet —
Tonopuk; hatchet man — yenoBek, BbINONHAOLLMIA IPA3HYIO PaboTy /MO NOPYyYEHMIO
Kakon-nnbo opraHmnsaumn/; HaemHbln younua).

2 Johnny Fontane said to the Don, "When | got the wedding invitation | said to myself,
'My Godfather isn't mad at me anymore (6onblie He cepauTtca Ha meHs)." | called you
five times after my divorce (nocrne moero passoga) and Tom always told me you were
out or busy (4To Bac HeT unu Bbl 3aHATLI) SO | knew you were sore (NosTomy § 3Han,
4YTO Bbl OBMXKEHBI, CEPAMUTECH; SOre — B0MbHOM, 6ONE3HEHHbIN, YYBCTBUTESbHbIN;
cTpagarLmi, UCNbITbIBAKOLWMA OyLLEBHYO 6onb)."

3 Don Corleone was filling glasses from the yellow bottle of Strega. "That's all
forgotten (ato Bce 3abbiTo). Now. Can | do something for you still? You're not too
famous, too rich, that | can't help you?"

4 Johnny gulped down the yellow fiery liquid (npornoTmnn »xenTyk OrHEHHYH XNOKOCTb
[‘faigri]) and held out his glass to be refilled (4Tobbl ero cHoBa HanonHunu). He tried to
sound jaunty (ctapancs, 4tobbl ronoc 3By4an seceno, 6ogpo [‘dGo:nti]). "I'm not rich,
Godfather. I'm going down (gena mou nayT Bce xyxe: «uay BHU3»). You were right. |
should never have left my wife and kids (s He gormkeH Obln OCTaBAATE MO XEHY U
netuwek) for that tramp | married. | don't blame you for getting sore at me (a He BuHIO
BacC, YTO Bbl CEpanUTEChb, CEPANITUCL HA MeHS)."

5 The Don shrugged. "l worried about you (6ecnokouncs o Tebe), you're my godson,
that's all (8ot n BCe)."

6 Johnny paced up and down the room (npowencs B3ag v Bnepea, namepun waramm
komHaTy). "l was crazy about that bitch (ata cyka meHs ¢ yma csena). The biggest star
in Hollywood. She looks like an angel. And you know what she does after a picture? If
the makeup man (rpumep; to make up — nogkpacuTbCcs, nogmMasaTbCs; rpummpoBaTth/cs/)

does a good job on her face, she lets him bang her (oHa gaet emy cebs Tpaxatb; to

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




63
bang — ctykaTb, yaapatb). If the cameraman (onepatop) made her look extra good, she
brings him into her dressing room (B pasgesanky, komHaTy Ans nepeogesaHusi) and
gives him a screw. Anybody. She uses her body like | use the loose change in my
pocket for a tip (kak 9 ncnone3yto Menovb B MOEM KapMaHe Ha YaeBble; loose [lu:s] —
cBoboaHbIN, HeonpeaeneHHsin). A whore made for the devil (untoxa, cozgaHHasa ona
absisona [ho:])."

7 Don Corleone curtly broke in (pe3sko nepe6un). "How is your family?"

8 Johnny sighed. "l took care of them (nosabotuncs o Hux). After the divorce | gave
Ginny and the kids more than the courts said | should. | go see them once a week. |
miss them (cky4ato no Hum). Sometimes | think I'm going crazy." He took another drink.
"Now my second wife laughs at me. She can't understand my being jealous (moto
PEBHOCTb, Novemy 4 peBHyto). She calls me an old-fashioned guinea, she makes fun of
my singing (HacmexaeTca Hag moum reHvem). Before | left | gave her a nice beating but
not in the face because she was making a picture. | gave her cramps, | punched her on
the arms and legs like a kid and she kept laughing at me." He lit a cigarette. "So,
Godfather, right now (BoT cenyac, npsamo cenyac), life doesn't seem worth living (>k13Hb
He KaXeTcsl CTOsILLEeNn Toro, YTobbl ee XnTb, NpoXxmneaTtb)."

9 Don Corleone said simply, "These are troubles | can't help you with." He paused,
then asked, "What's the matter with your voice (4To crny4mnnock ¢ TBoMM ronocom)?"

10 All the assured charm (/camo/ysepeHHbiii [8'/udd]), the self-mockery (camonponus;
to mock — HacmexaTbces, BoicMenBaTh), disappeared from Johnny Fontane's face. He
said almost brokenly (cygopoxHo, Tonykamu, psiekamn), "Godfather, | can't sing
anymore, something happened to my throat (4to-To cnyymnock ¢ moum ropnom), the
doctors don't know what." Hagen and the Don looked at him with surprise, Johnny had
always been so tough (kecTkun, NnoTHbIN; Kpenkui; ynpambin [tAf]). Fontane went on.
"My two pictures made a lot of money. | was a big star. Now they throw me out
(BblibpacekiBatoT). The head of the studio always hated my guts (HeHaBugen meHs: «momn
KULLIKK, BHYTPEHHOCTM») and now he's paying me off (yBonbHseT; to pay off —
pacnnaymMBaTbCs CrNoJSiHa; YBONbHATb)."

11 Don Corleone stood before his godson and asked grimly (cyposo), "Why doesn't
this man like you?"

12 "l used to sing those songs for the liberal organizations, you know, all that stuff you
never liked me to do (Bce 3Tn BeLn, KOTOpbIE Bbl HE XOTenu, YToObl 1 Aenarn, Bam
HUKOrga He Hpasurochk, 4To 4 ux genato). Well, Jack Woltz didn't like it either (Toxe). He

called me a Communist, but he couldn't make it stick (4To6bl npununno). Then |
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snatched a girl he had saved for himself (yBen geByLuKy, KOTOpy OH Nnpubeper Ans
cebs; to snatch — xBaraTtb; noxuwaTb; to save — cnacaTtb; 6epedb, 3KOHOMUTL). It was
strictly a one-night stand (3710 661110 BCcero nuilb npuknoveHne Ha ofgHy Houb; strictly —
TOYHO, 6e3 OTKNOHeHUR; one-night stand — ogHO nNpefcTaBneHue /B oanH Beyep/,
KOTOpOE AatoT rae-nmbo CTpaHCTBYHOLLME aKTepbl; CriydanHoe noboBHOE NPUKIOYEHNE)
and she came after me (cama HaBsizanachk; to come after — uckatb, gomoraTbes;
npecnegosaTtk). What the hell could | do (4T0, 4epT BO3bMU, s Mor caenaTtb; hell —an)?
Then my whore second wife throws me out. And Ginny and the kids won't take me back
unless | come crawling on my hands and knees (ecnu, noka s1 He npunNon3y Ha

kapaykax), and | can't sing anymore. Godfather, what the hell can | do?"

1 Tom Hagen held out his hand when Johnny came into the room. Johnny shook
it and said, "How are you, Tom?" But without his usual charm that consisted of a
genuine warmth for people. Hagen was a little hurt by this coolness but shrugged
it off. It was one of the penalties for being the Don's hatchet man.

2 Johnny Fontane said to the Don, "When | got the wedding invitation | said to
myself, 'My Godfather isn't mad at me anymore.' | called you five times after my
divorce and Tom always told me you were out or busy so | knew you were sore."
3 Don Corleone was filling glasses from the yellow bottle of Strega. "That's all
forgotten. Now. Can | do something for you still? You're not too famous, too rich,
that | can't help you?"

4 Johnny gulped down the yellow fiery liquid and held out his glass to be refilled.
He tried to sound jaunty. "I'm not rich, Godfather. I'm going down. You were right.
| should never have left my wife and kids for that tramp | married. | don't blame
you for getting sore at me."

5 The Don shrugged. "l worried about you, you're my godson, that's all.”

6 Johnny paced up and down the room. "l was crazy about that bitch. The
biggest star in Hollywood. She looks like an angel. And you know what she does
after a picture? If the makeup man does a good job on her face, she lets him bang
her. If the cameraman made her look extra good, she brings him into her dressing
room and gives him a screw. Anybody. She uses her body like | use the loose
change in my pocket for a tip. A whore made for the devil."

7 Don Corleone curtly broke in. "How is your family?"

8 Johnny sighed. "l took care of them. After the divorce | gave Ginny and the

kids more than the courts said | should. | go see them once a week. | miss them.
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Sometimes | think I'm going crazy." He took another drink. "Now my second wife
laughs at me. She can't understand my being jealous. She calls me an old-
fashioned guinea, she makes fun of my singing. Before | left | gave her a nice
beating but not in the face because she was making a picture. | gave her cramps,
| punched her on the arms and legs like a kid and she kept laughing at me." He lit
a cigarette. "So, Godfather, right now, life doesn't seem worth living."
9 Don Corleone said simply, "These are troubles | can't help you with." He
paused, then asked, "What's the matter with your voice?"
10 All the assured charm, the self-mockery, disappeared from Johnny Fontane's
face. He said almost brokenly, "Godfather, | can't sing anymore, something
happened to my throat, the doctors don't know what.” Hagen and the Don looked
at him with surprise, Johnny had always been so tough. Fontane went on. "My
two pictures made a lot of money. | was a big star. Now they throw me out. The
head of the studio always hated my guts and now he's paying me off."
11 Don Corleone stood before his godson and asked grimly, "Why doesn't this
man like you?"
12 "l used to sing those songs for the liberal organizations, you know, all that
stuff you never liked me to do. Well, Jack Woltz didn't like it either. He called me a
Communist, but he couldn’t make it stick. Then | snatched a girl he had saved for
himself. It was strictly a one-night stand and she came after me. What the hell
could | do? Then my whore second wife throws me out. And Ginny and the kids
won't take me back unless | come crawling on my hands and knees, and | can't

sing anymore. Godfather, what the hell can | do?"

1 Don Corleone's face had become cold without a hint of sympathy (6e3 Hameka Ha
coyyBcTBMe). He said contemptuously (npe3putensHo; contemptuous [kon’temptjuds] —
npespuTernbHbI; contempt — npespeHne), "You can start by acting like a man (moxeLub
HayaTb C TOro, YToObl BECTU Cebs: «4eNCTBOBATb» Kak Myx4uHa)." Suddenly anger
contorted his face (HeoxmaaHHo rHeB nckasun ero nuuo). He shouted. "LIKE A MAN!"
He reached over the desk and grabbed Johnny Fontane by the hair of his head
(cxBaTtun) in a gesture that was savagely affectionate (>xectom, koTopbI 6bI «no-
ankomy cepaedHbiMy). "By Christ in heaven (Boxe Tbl Moi: «/knsHycek/ XpucTtom B
HebBecax»), is it possible that you spent so much time in my presence (nposen cTonbko
BpeMeHu B MoeM obLLecTBe: «npucyTcTBUny) and turned out no better than this (1 BoT

4TO U3 TEBS NONYYMNOCH: «M MONYYMIICA He fnydLle, Yem 3Tox; to turn out —
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BbIBOpa4MBaTb HapyXy; ctaTk, Aenatbes)? A Hollywood finocchio (MMHOKKLO = kykna)
who weeps and begs for pity (ymonset o »xanoctun)? Who cries out like a woman —
'What shall | do? Oh, what shall | do?'"
2 The mimicry of the Don was so extraordinary, so unexpected, that Hagen and
Johnny were startled into laughter (He yaepxanuce oT cmexa; to startle — ncnyrats,
nopasuTb; B3gparneaTb, bpocaTtbca B CTOPOHY /0 nowaawu/; nobyxaaTb / K 4encTBuio/).
Don Corleone was pleased. For a moment he reflected on how much he loved this
godson. How would his own three sons have reacted to such a tongue-lashing
(oTpearnpoBanu bl Ha Takoe «budeBaHne A3bikoMy; lash — nnetb, 6m4)? Santino would
have sulked (gyncs 6bl, 6bin 661 cepauT, yrptom) and behaved badly for weeks
afterward (1 gypHo 6bl cebs Ben B TedeHne /Heckonbkux/ Hegenb nocne aTtoro). Fredo
would have been cowed (6bin 661 3anyraH). Michael would have given him a cold smile
and gone out of the house, not to be seen for months. But Johnny, ah, what a fine chap
he was (4yaHbIi napetHs), smiling now, gathering strength (cobupas cuny, Habupasce
cunel), knowing already the true purpose of his Godfather (ucTnHHyO Lenb [‘pd:pas)).
3 Don Corleone went on. "You took the woman of your boss, a man more powerful
than yourself, then you complain he won't help you (kanyewsca [kom'plein]). What
nonsense. You left your family, your children without a father, to marry a whore and you
weep because they don't welcome you back with open arms. The whore, you don't hit
her in the face because she is making a picture, then you are amazed (yanensewbscs;
amazed [d'meizd] — nsymneH, nopaxeH) because she laughs at you. You lived like a
fool and you have come to a fool's end."
4 Don Corleone paused to ask in a patient voice, "Are you willing to take my advice
this time (rotoB nu, pacnonoxeH nn NPUHATL MoK coBeT)?"
5 Johnny Fontane shrugged. "l can't marry Ginny again, not the way she wants. | have
to gamble (MHe Hy>XHO = A He MOry He urpaTb /Ha AeHbru/; genatb ctaBku), | have to
drink, | have to go out with the boys. Beautiful broads (aesku [bro:d]) run after me and |
never could resist them (y MmeHs HMKOr4a He nony4yanochb COnpoTUBNATECA UM [r1'zist]).
Then | used to feel like a heel (kak nogoHok, noaneL, obmMaHLMK /Ha BOPOBCKOM
xaprone/; heel — natka) when | went back to Ginny. Christ, | can't go through all that
crap again (4epes Bce 370 AepbMo)."
6 It was rare (peako) that Don Corleone showed exasperation ([igza:spd’rei[n] —
obocTpeHue /6onu/; o3nobnexne, pasgpaxenue, rHes). "'l didn't tell you to get married
again. Do what you want. It's good you wish to be a father to your children. A man who

is not a father to his children can never be a real man. But then, you must make their
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mother accept you. Who says you can't see them every day? Who says you can't live in
the same house? Who says you can't live your life exactly as you want to live it?"

7 Johnny Fontane laughed. "Godfather, not all women are like the old Italian wives.
Ginny won't stand for it (He cTtaHeT aToro TepneTs; to stand for — TepneTb, cHoCcUTb)."

8 Now the Don was mocking. "Because you acted like a finocchio. You gave her more
than the court said. You didn't hit the other in the face because she was making a
picture. You let women dictate your actions and they are not competent in this world,
though certainly they will be saints in heaven (koHeuHo, ByayT cBATEIMK B pato) while we
men burn in hell (B To Bpems kak Mbl, My4uHbl, 6yaem ropetsb B agy). And then I've
watched you all these years." The Don's voice became earnest (caenancs cepbesHbim
['o:nist]). "You've been a fine godson, you've given me all the respect. But what of your
other old friends? One year you run around with this person, the next year with another
person. That Italian boy who was so funny in the movies, he had some bad luck
(Heygady = emy He Be3ro) and you never saw him again because you were more
famous. And how about your old, old comrade (a 4To Hac4eT TBOero ctaporo ToBapuiia
[‘komrid]) that you went to school with, who was your partner singing? Nino. He drinks
too much out of disappointment (13-3a pasoyapoBaHus) but he never complains. He
works hard driving the gravel truck (rpysoBuk c rpasmem ['graevdl]) and sings weekends
for a few dollars. He never says anything against you. You couldn't help him a bit? Why
not? He sings well."

9 Johnny Fontane said with patient weariness (c TepnenvBoi ycTanocTblo, CKyKON = C
A0Cafon, YTo NpuxoanTcs 0BbACHATL [‘widrinis]; weary [‘widrl] — ycTanbin,
n3HypeHHbin), "Godfather, he just hasn't got enough talent. He's OK, but he's not big

time (Ho oH He Kopuden; big time — gocTnxeHune, ycnex)."

1 Don Corleone's face had become cold without a hint of sympathy. He said
contemptuously, "You can start by acting like a man."” Suddenly anger contorted
his face. He shouted. "LIKE A MAN!" He reached over the desk and grabbed
Johnny Fontane by the hair of his head in a gesture that was savagely
affectionate. "By Christ in heaven, is it possible that you spent so much time in
my presence and turned out no better than this? A Hollywood finocchio who
weeps and begs for pity? Who cries out like a woman - 'What shall | do? Oh, what
shall | do?' "

2 The mimicry of the Don was so extraordinary, so unexpected, that Hagen and

Johnny were startled into laughter. Don Corleone was pleased. For a moment he
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reflected on how much he loved this godson. How would his own three sons have
reacted to such a tongue-lashing? Santino would have sulked and behaved badly
for weeks afterward. Fredo would have been cowed. Michael would have given
him a cold smile and gone out of the house, not to be seen for months. But
Johnny, ah, what a fine chap he was, smiling now, gathering strength, knowing
already the true purpose of his Godfather.

3 Don Corleone went on. "You took the woman of your boss, a man more
powerful than yourself, then you complain he won't help you. What nonsense.
You left your family, your children without a father, to marry a whore and you
weep because they don't welcome you back with open arms. The whore, you
don't hit her in the face because she is making a picture, then you are amazed
because she laughs at you. You lived like a fool and you have come to a fool's
end.”

4 Don Corleone paused to ask in a patient voice, "Are you willing to take my
advice this time?"

5 Johnny Fontane shrugged. "l can't marry Ginny again, not the way she wants. |
have to gamble, | have to drink, | have to go out with the boys. Beautiful broads
run after me and | never could resist them. Then | used to feel like a heel when |
went back to Ginny. Christ, | can't go through all that crap again.”

6 It was rare that Don Corleone showed exasperation. ™'l didn't tell you to get
married again. Do what you want. It's good you wish to be a father to your
children. A man who is not a father to his children can never be a real man. But
then, you must make their mother accept you. Who says you can't see them every
day? Who says you can't live in the same house? Who says you can't live your
life exactly as you want to live it?"

7 Johnny Fontane laughed. "Godfather, not all women are like the old Italian
wives. Ginny won't stand for it."

8 Now the Don was mocking. "Because you acted like a finocchio. You gave her
more than the court said. You didn't hit the other in the face because she was
making a picture. You let women dictate your actions and they are not competent
in this world, though certainly they will be saints in heaven while we men burn in
hell. And then I've watched you all these years." The Don's voice became earnest.
"You've been a fine godson, you've given me all the respect. But what of your
other old friends? One year you run around with this person, the next year with

another person. That Italian boy who was so funny in the movies, he had some
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bad luck and you never saw him again because you were more famous. And how
about your old, old comrade that you went to school with, who was your partner
singing? Nino. He drinks too much out of disappointment but he never complains.
He works hard driving the gravel truck and sings weekends for a few dollars. He
never says anything against you. You couldn’'t help him a bit? Why not? He sings
well."

9 Johnny Fontane said with patient weariness, "Godfather, he just hasn't got

enough talent. He's OK, but he's not big time."

1 Don Corleone lidded his eyes almost closed (npukpbin Bekamu; lid — Beko) and then
said, "And you, godson, you now, you just don't have talent enough. Shall | get you a
job on the gravel truck with Nino?" When Johnny didn't answer, the Don went on.
"Friendship is everything. Friendship is more than talent. It is more than government. It
is almost the equal of family (/apyx6a/ noytn paBHoueHHa cembe; equal — ['i:kwal] —
paBHbIN, paBHOCUIbHBIW, TOXaecTBeHHbIN). Never forget that. If you had built up a wall
of friendships (ecnu 661 Tbl NOCTPOUN CTEHY = YKpensreHne u3 OpyXecknx ceasemn) you
wouldn't have to ask me to help (tebe 6kl He NpULWIOCE NPOCUTL Y MeHs nomMoLum). Now
tell me, why can't you sing? You sang well in the garden. As well as Nino."

2 Hagen and Johnny smiled at this delicate thrust (yToH4Y€eHHbIN, NCKYCHBbIN BbINaa,
yaap, ykon; delicate ['delikit]). It was Johnny's turn to be patronizingly patient (Hactana
ero oyepeab ObITb CHUCXOAUTENBHO-TEPNENUBLIM; patronize [‘paetronaiz] — 3aboTuTbes,
orekaTb; OTHOCUTbLCHA CHUCXOAUTENLHO, cBbicoka). "My voice is weak. | sing one or two
songs and then | can't sing again for hours or days. | can't make it through the
rehearsals or the retakes (He BbigepXmBato, He MOry nNpoaepXaTbCs BO BpPeMS
peneTuumn nnn NoBTOpHbIX 3anucein). My voice is weak, it's got some sort of sickness
(4TO-TO C HMM He TaK, TYT Kakasi-TO BONe3Hb: «MONy4Ynn Kaky-To 60nesHb»)."

3 "So you have woman trouble (>xeHckas npobriema). Your voice is sick. Now tell me
the trouble you're having with this Hollywood pezzonovante (c aton ronnueyzackomn
wnwkon: 90-bin kanubp /mtan./) who won't let you work." The Don was getting down to
business (nepexoaun k geny).

4 "He's bigger than one of your pezzonovantes," Johnny said. "He owns the studio. He
advises the President on movie propaganda for the war. Just a month ago he bought
the movie rights to the biggest novel of the year. A best seller. And the main character is
a guy just like me. | wouldn't even have to act, just be myself. | wouldn't even have to

sing. | might even win the Academy Award (51, BO3MOXHO, gaxe nony4y Harpagy
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akagemuu; award [0'wo:d] — npucyxaenune /Harpagbl, npemun/). Everybody knows it's
perfect for me and I'd be big again. As an actor. But that bastard Jack Woltz is paying
me off, he won't give it to me. | offered to do it for nothing (s npeanoxun ceirpatsb
B6ecnnaTHo), for a minimum price and he still says no. He sent the word that if | come
and kiss his ass (ero 3agHuuy) in the studio commissary (Ha cknage ['‘komisari]), maybe
he'll think about it."

5 Don Corleone dismissed this emotional nonsense with a wave of his hand. Among
reasonable men (cpean pasymHbIX fogen = mexay pasyMHbiMu rogsmun) problems of
business could always be solved (Bcerga moryT 6bITh /pas/pelueHsl). He patted his
godson on the shoulder (noxnonan no nneyvy). "You're discouraged (gemopann3oBaH:
«obeckypaxeH»; courage [‘kAndG] — oTtBara, my»kectBo). Nobody cares about you, so
you think. And you've lost a lot of weight (notepsan mHoro Beca). You drink a lot, eh?
You don't sleep and you take pills (tabnetku /cHoTBOpHOE/)?" He shook his head
disapprovingly (HeogobputensHo; to disapprove [disd’pru:v] — He 0gobpPATh).

6 "Now | want you to follow my orders (cnegosatbe Monm ykasaHuam)," the Don said. "l
want you to stay in my house for one month. | want you to eat well, to rest (otgoxHyTb)
and sleep. | want you to be my companion, | enjoy your company, and maybe you can
learn something about the world from your Godfather that might even help you in the
great Hollywood. But no singing, no drinking and no women. At the end of the month
you can go back to Hollywood and this pezzonovante, this .90 caliber will give you that
job you want. Done (no pykam: «cgenaHo»)?"

7 Johnny Fontane could not altogether believe (He mor BnonHe noseputs) that the Don
had such power. But his Godfather had never said such and such a thing could be done
(4TO Ta MM nHasna Bellb MOXeT bbITb caenaHa) without having it done (1 He caoenan 6bl:
«6e3 Toro, 4Tobbl ee caenaTb»). "This guy is a personal friend of J. Edgar Hoover (atot
napeHb — nNu4yHbIn Apyr Xyeepa /director of the FBI 1924-72/)," Johnny said. "You can't
even raise your voice to him (oH Bac gaxe cnywaTb He cTaHeT)."

8 "He's a businessman," the Don said blandly (msarko, nackoso). "I'll make him an offer
he can't refuse (a caenato emy npeanoxeHue, OT KOTOPOro OH HE CMOXEeT OTKasaTbc4)."
9 "It's too late," Johnny said. "All the contracts have been signed (611 nognucaxsi; to
sign [sain]) and they start shooting in a week (1 OHM Ha4yMHaKT CHUMATL Yepes Heaernto).
It's absolutely impossible."

10 Don Corleone said, "Go, go back to the party. Your friends are waiting for you.

Leave everything to me." He pushed Johnny Fontane out of the room (BbITONKHYN).
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1 Don Corleone lidded his eyes almost closed and then said, "And you, godson, you
now, you just don't have talent enough. Shall | get you a job on the gravel truck with
Nino?" When Johnny didn't answer, the Don went on. "Friendship is everything.
Friendship is more than talent. It is more than government. It is almost the equal of
family. Never forget that. If you had built up a wall of friendships you wouldn't have to
ask me to help. Now tell me, why can't you sing? You sang well in the garden. As well
as Nino."
2 Hagen and Johnny smiled at this delicate thrust. It was Johnny's turn to be
patronizingly patient. "My voice is weak. | sing one or two songs and then | can't sing
again for hours or days. | can't make it through the rehearsals or the retakes. My voice
is wealk, it's got some sort of sickness."
3 "So you have woman trouble. Your voice is sick. Now tell me the trouble you're
having with this Hollywood pezzonovante who won't let you work." The Don was getting
down to business. "He's bigger than one of your pezzonovantes," Johnny said. "He
owns the studio. He advises the President on movie propaganda for the war. Just a
month ago he bought the movie rights to the biggest novel of the year. A best seller.
And the main character is a guy just like me. | wouldn't even have to act, just be myself.
| wouldn't even have to sing. | might even win the Academy Award. Everybody knows
it's perfect for me and I'd be big again. As an actor. But that bastard Jack Woltz is
paying me off, he won't give it to me. | offered to do it for nothing, for a minimum price
and he still says no. He sent the word that if | come and kiss his ass in the studio
commissary, maybe he'll think about it."
4 Don Corleone dismissed this emotional nonsense with a wave of his hand. Among
reasonable men problems of business could always be solved. He patted his godson on
the shoulder. "You're discouraged. Nobody cares about you, so you think. And you've
lost a lot of weight. You drink a lot, eh? You don't sleep and you take pills?" He shook
his head disapprovingly.
5 "Now | want you to follow my orders," the Don said. "l want you to stay in my house
for one month. | want you to eat well, to rest and sleep. | want you to be my companion,
| enjoy your company, and maybe you can learn something about the world from your
Godfather that might even help you in the great Hollywood. But no singing, no drinking
and no women. At the end of the month you can go back to Hollywood and this
pezzonovante, this .90 caliber will give you that job you want. Done?"
6 Johnny Fontane could not altogether believe that the Don had such power. But his

Godfather had never said such and such a thing could be done without having it done.
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"This guy is a personal friend of J. Edgar Hoover," Johnny said. "You can't even raise
your voice to him."
7 "He's a businessman," the Don said blandly. "'l make him an offer he can't refuse."
"It's too late," Johnny said. "All the contracts have been signed and they start shooting
in a week. It's absolutely impossible."
8 Don Corleone said, "Go, go back to the party. Your friends are waiting for you. Leave

everything to me." He pushed Johnny Fontane out of the room.

1 Hagen sat behind the desk and made notes. The Don heaved a sigh and asked, "Is
there anything else?"

2 "Sollozzo can't be put off any more (/ero/ Henb3s Gonblue oTknagsiBaTe). You'll have
to see him this week." Hagen held his pen over the calendar.

3 The Don shrugged. "Now that the wedding is over, whenever you like (korga
yrogHo)."

4 This answer told Hagen two things. Most important, that the answer to Virgil Sollozzo
would be no (oTBeT Byaet oTpuuarensHeim). The second, that Don Corleone, since he
would not give the answer before his daughter's wedding (nockonbky He xoTen gaBsaTtb
oTBeTa Ao cBaabbbl goyepu), expected his no to cause trouble (BbizoBeT
HEeNPUSATHOCTN).

5 Hagen said cautiously (ocTopoxHo; cautious ['ko:/ds] — ocTopoxHbIN,
ocmoTputensHein), "Shall | tell Clemenza to have some men come live in the house?"
6 The Don said impatiently, "For what? | didn't answer before the wedding because on
an important day like that there should be no cloud (4T0GLI He BbIno HK obnayka), not
even in the distance (gaxe saaneke). Also | wanted to know beforehand (3apaHee)
what he wanted to talk about. We know now. What he will propose is an infamita
(6ecuecTtue /ntan./ = no3opHoe geno, 6esobpasne)."

7 Hagen asked, "Then you will refuse?" When the Don nodded, Hagen said, "l think
we should all discuss it — the whole Family — before you give your answer."

8 The Don smiled. "You think so? Good, we will discuss it. When you come back from
California. | want you to fly there tomorrow and settle this business for Johnny
(ynagnte). See that movie pezzonovante. Tell Sollozzo | will see him when you get
back from California. Is there anything else?"

9 Hagen said formally, "The hospital called. Consigliori Abbandando is dying, he won't
last out the night (He npoTtaHeT; to last [la:st] — npogomkaTtees, TaHyTbCA, AnuTbes). His

family was told to come and wait (ero cembe GbINIO cKazaHo NPUNTK U XKOaTb)."
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10 Hagen had filled the Consigliori's post (3aHnman nocr; to fill — HanonHATL;
3aHmmaTb /noct/) for the past year, ever since the cancer had imprisoned Genco
Abbandando in his hospital bed (¢ Toro camoro BpemeHu, kak pak rnpvkosarn [xeHkKo K
noctenu ['keensd]). Now he waited to hear Don Corleone say the post was his
permanently (noctosHHo, HaBceraa). The odds were against it (Bce rosopuno npoTtus
aToro; odds — HepaBeHCTBO, pa3Huua; nepesec, npemmyiecTso). So high a position
was traditionally given only to a man descended from two ltalian parents
(Mpoucxoasiero oT poautenen-utanbsHues; to descend [di'send] — cnyckaTbes;
npouncxogute). There had already been trouble about his temporary performance of the
duties (13-3a BpeMEHHOro NUCNOSTHEHUS 3TUX 06s3aHHOCTEN [pd'fo:mans]). Also (kpome
TOro, K Tomy xe), he was only thirty-five, not old enough, supposedly (kak
npegnonaranocsk), to have acquired the necessary experience (4Tobbl npnobpectun
HeobxoauMbl onbIT; to acquire [0’kwaid] — o63aBoanTbCs, NnpuobpeTtaTtb) and cunning
(ymeHune, HaBbiku; xuTpocTh) for a successful Consigliori (ans yaavnuneoro,
npeycnesaroLlero CoBeTHMKa; success [sdk’sds] — ycnex, ygada).
11 But the Don gave him no encouragement (Hukak ero He obHagexusn;
encouragement — ogobpeHue, noowpeHue [IN'kAridGmoant]). He asked, "When does my
daughter leave with her bridegroom?"
12 Hagen looked at his wristwatch (py4Hble yacel; wrist — 3ansctee). "In a few minutes
they'll cut the cake and then a half hour after that." That reminded him of something else.
"Your new son-in-law. Do we give him something important, inside the Family (kakoe-
HMByab BaXkHoe Aeno, nopy4veHve B Cembe)?"
13 He was surprised at the vehemence of the Don's answer (6bin yaneneH cunon,
ropayvHocTbto [‘'vi:imans]). "Never." The Don hit the desk with the flat of his hand
(napoHbio, pasxarton pykou; flat — nnockuin). "Never. Give him something to earn his
living (4T0ObI 3apabaTtbiBaTh Ha XM3Hb), a good living. But never let him know the
Family's business. Tell the others, Sonny, Fredo, Clemenza."
14 The Don paused. "Instruct my sons, all three of them, that they will accompany me
to the hospital (conposoxagaTb [0'kAmpadni]) to see poor Genco. | want them to pay their
last respects (4Tobbl okazanu nocnegHue noyvectn). Tell Freddie to drive the big car and
ask Johnny if he will come with us, as a special favor to me (kak oco6oe ogormxeHune)."
He saw Hagen look at him questioningly. "l want you to go to California tonight. You
won't have time to go see Genco. But don't leave until | come back from the hospital
and speak with you. Understood?"

15 "Understood," Hagen said. "What time should Fred have the car waiting?"
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16 "When the guests have left," Don Corleone said. "Genco will wait for me."
17 "The Senator called," Hagen said. "Apologizing for not coming personally
(M3BUHSASACH, 4TO He npubbin nnyHo) but that you would understand. He probably means
(BoamoxHO, nmeeT B Buay) those two FBI men across the street taking down license
numbers. But he sent his gift over by special messenger (nepecnan co cneyuanbHbIM
nocnaHHMKOM, Kypbepom ['mesindGal)."
18 The Don nodded. He did not think it necessary to mention (He nocuntan
HeobxoauMbIM YNoMsAHYTh, cka3aTh) that he himself had warned the Senator not to
come (npepocteper). "Did he send a nice present?"
19 Hagen made a face of impressed approval («BneyatneHHoro ogobpenunsy) that
was very strangely Italian on his German-Irish features. "Antique silver, very valuable
(ouyeHb ueHHoe ['veeljudbl]). The kids can sell it for a grand at least (3a wTtyky /6akcos/
Kak MMHUMYM, camoe marnoe). The Senator spent a lot of time getting exactly the right
thing (noTpaTun maccy BpeMeHu, 4Tobbl 4OCTaTb TOYHO TO, YTO HYXKHO, YTO OH MCKan).
For those kind of people that's more important than how much it costs."
20 Don Corleone did not hide his pleasure (He ckpbin: «He crnpsaTan» y40BOMNbCTBUS,
pagoctn) that so great a man as the Senator had shown him such respect. The Senator,
like Luca Brasi, was one of the great stones in the Don's power structure, and he too,
with this gift, had resworn his loyalty (Bo306HOBUM KNATBY, NPUCATY CBOEWN NOANBHOCTMU:

«NOKINANCHA BHOBbY; to swear [swed] — KnAacTbCA, Npucarathb).

1 Hagen sat behind the desk and made notes. The Don heaved a sigh and asked,
"Is there anything else?"

2 "Sollozzo can't be put off any more. You'll have to see him this week." Hagen
held his pen over the calendar.

3 The Don shrugged. "Now that the wedding is over, whenever you like."

4 This answer told Hagen two things. Most important, that the answer to Virgil
Sollozzo would be no. The second, that Don Corleone, since he would not give
the answer before his daughter's wedding, expected his no to cause trouble.

5 Hagen said cautiously, "Shall | tell Clemenza to have some men come live in
the house?"

6 The Don said impatiently, "For what? | didn't answer before the wedding
because on an important day like that there should be no cloud, not even in the
distance. Also | wanted to know beforehand what he wanted to talk about. We

know now. What he will propose is an infamita."
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7 Hagen asked, "Then you will refuse?"” When the Don nodded, Hagen said, "I
think we should all discuss it — the whole Family — before you give your answer."
8 The Don smiled. "You think so? Good, we will discuss it. When you come back
from California. | want you to fly there tomorrow and settle this business for
Johnny. See that movie pezzonovante. Tell Sollozzo | will see him when you get
back from California. Is there anything else?"
9 Hagen said formally, "The hospital called. Consigliori Abbandando is dying, he
won't last out the night. His family was told to come and wait."
10 Hagen had filled the Consigliori’s post for the past year, ever since the cancer
had imprisoned Genco Abbandando in his hospital bed. Now he waited to hear
Don Corleone say the post was his permanently. The odds were against it. So
high a position was traditionally given only to a man descended from two Italian
parents. There had already been trouble about his temporary performance of the
duties. Also, he was only thirty-five, not old enough, supposedly, to have
acquired the necessary experience and cunning for a successful Consigliori.
11 But the Don gave him no encouragement. He asked, "When does my
daughter leave with her bridegroom?"
12 Hagen looked at his wristwatch. "In a few minutes they'll cut the cake and
then a half hour after that.” That reminded him of something else. "Your new son-
in-law. Do we give him something important, inside the Family?"
13 He was surprised at the vehemence of the Don's answer. "Never." The Don hit
the desk with the flat of his hand. "Never. Give him something to earn his living, a
good living. But never let him know the Family's business. Tell the others, Sonny,
Fredo, Clemenza."
14 The Don paused. "Instruct my sons, all three of them, that they will
accompany me to the hospital to see poor Genco. | want them to pay their last
respects. Tell Freddie to drive the big car and ask Johnny if he will come with us,
as a special favor to me." He saw Hagen look at him questioningly. "l want you to
go to California tonight. You won't have time to go see Genco. But don't leave
until | come back from the hospital and speak with you. Understood?"
15 "Understood,"” Hagen said. "What time should Fred have the car waiting?"
16 "When the guests have left,” Don Corleone said. "Genco will wait for me."
17 "The Senator called,” Hagen said. "Apologizing for not coming personally but

that you would understand. He probably means those two FBI men across the
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street taking down license numbers. But he sent his gift over by special
messenger."

18 The Don nodded. He did not think it necessary to mention that he himself had
warned the Senator not to come. "Did he send a nice present?"

19 Hagen made a face of impressed approval that was very strangely Italian on
his German-Irish features. "Antique silver, very valuable. The kids can sell it for a
grand at least. The Senator spent a lot of time getting exactly the right thing. For
those kind of people that's more important than how much it costs.”

20 Don Corleone did not hide his pleasure that so great a man as the Senator
had shown him such respect. The Senator, like Luca Brasi, was one of the great
stones in the Don's power structure, and he too, with this gift, had resworn his

loyalty.

1 When Johnny Fontane appeared in the garden, Kay Adams recognized him
immediately (cpa3y y3Hana). She was truly surprised (novctuHe yaueneHa). "You never
told me your family knew Johnny Fontane," she said. "Now I'm sure I'll marry you."

2 "Do you want to meet him (xou4elub ¢ HUM nosHakomuTbesA)?" Michael asked.

3 "Not now," Kay said. She sighed. "l was in love with him for three years (6bina
Bntobnena). | used to come down to New York whenever he sang at the Capitol and
scream my head off (n opana, kak cymacweglas: «Tak, 4To rofioBa oTBanveanacby; to
scream — NPOH3UTENBHO KpuyaTb, BonNnTk). He was so wonderful."

4 "We'll meet him later," Michael said.

5 When Johnny finished singing and vanished into the house with Don Corleone
(ckpbinica B AoM; to vanish [‘'vaeni]] — ncuesatb, nponagats), Kay said archly (nykaeo,
Hacmelnueo) to Michael, "Don't tell me a big movie star like Johnny Fontane has to ask
your father for a favor?"

6 "He's my father's godson," Michael said. "And if it wasn't for my father (n ecnun 6b1 He
MOW oTel;: He n3-3a moero otua») he might not be a big movie star today."

7 Kay Adams laughed with delight (Becerno paccmesnacs; delight — ygosonscTeue,
HacnaxzaeHue). "That sounds like another great story (310 noxoxe Ha eLle ogHy
OTIIMYHYIO UCTOPUIO: «3BYYUT KakK eLlle ogHa OTNnYHas uctopus»).”

8 Michael shook his head. "l can't tell that one," he said.

9 "Trust me (goBepbCsa MHe, foBepsan MHe)," she said.

10 He told her. He told her without being funny (6e3 wyTok, He cTpemsack ee

nosabaBuTb: «He Byayym 3abasHbiM»). He told it without pride (6e3 ropgoctn = He
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ropasce). He told it without any sort of explanation (6e30 Bcsikoro o6bsicHeHUs1) except
that eight years before his father had been more impetuous (6111 6onee MMNynNbCUBHBIN,
NopbIBUCTLIN, ropsadnin [Im’petjuds]; impetus [‘impetds] — cTpemMuTenbHOCTL; UMMNYNLC),
and because the matter concerned his godson (nockonbKy geno Kkacanock ero
KpecTHuka), the Don considered it an affair of personal honor (cuen ato genom,
pacueHUn 3To Kak 4ero NMYHON YecCTn).

11 The story was quickly told (pacckasaTtb aTy nctoputo 66110 Hegonro: «Bbina
BbicTpo pacckasaHay). Eight years ago Johnny Fontane had made an extraordinary
success (gobunca HeobbIKHOBEHHOTO ycnexa [Iks'tro:dnari]) singing with a popular
dance band. He had become a top radio attraction (rnaBHbIM «npuBrneyeHnem» =
3Besgou, reosgem nporpamm). Unfortunately the band leader, a well-known show
business personality named Les Halley, had signed Johnny to a five-year personal
services contract (nognucan kKoHTpakT; to sign [sain]). It was a common show business
practice (310 6bina o6bIYHAA NpaKTUKa = Tak NPaKTUKOBAroCh B LWOy-6uaHece). Les
Halley could now loan Johnny out («ogamkusaTb» /apyrum compmam/) and pocket most
of the money (1 knacTb B KapmaH BorbLUYI YacTb AEHEr).

12 Don Corleone entered the negotiations personally (nn4Ho 3aHancsa neperosopamm
[nigéuli’el/n]). He offered Les Halley twenty thousand dollars (npeanoxun) to release
(ocBoboanTh = 4yTObBLI OH 0cBOGOAMIT) Johnny Fontane from the personal services
contract. Halley offered to take only fifty percent of Johnny's earnings (50 npoueHTOB
3apaboTkos; to earn [9:n] — 3apabaTtbiBaTth). Don Corleone was amused (ero 370
nosabasuno, passecenuno: «obin passneveH» to amuse [0'mju:z]). He dropped his
offer (cHmaun; to drop — ypoHuTe) from twenty thousand dollars to ten thousand dollars.
The band leader, obviously (o4eBngHo) not a man of the world (He cBeTCckum Yernosek,
He oT mupa cero) outside his beloved show business (BHe cBoero nbumoro Lwoy-
busHeca), completely missed the significance of this lower offer (coBepLueHHo ynycTun
3Ha4eHue 3Toro 6onee HN3KOro, CHKEHHOMO NPEASIOKEHNSA = HE MOHSM, YTO OHO
o3Ha4aeT). He refused (oTkasancs).

13 The next day Don Corleone went to see the band leader personally. He brought
with him his two best friends, Genco Abbandando, who was his Consigliori, and Luca
Brasi. With no other witnesses (6e3 gpyrux kaknx-nubo cengetenen) Don Corleone
persuaded Les Halley to sign a document (y6egun [pd’sweid]) giving up all rights
(oTkazaBLKUCh, OTKa3biBasdch OT Bcex npae) to all services from Johnny Fontane upon
payment of a certified check to the amount of ten thousand dollars (B3ameH Ha Bbinnaty

3aBEpPEHHOro Yyeka Ha cyMmy B AecaTb Thicad gonnapos). Don Corleone did this by
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putting a pistol to the forehead of the band leader (npuctasus ko nby) and assuring him
(3aBepuB ero) with the utmost seriousness (c kpanHen cepbe3HocTbio) that either his
signature or his brains would rest on that document (nu6o nognuce, Mo mosru ByayT
Ha JokymeHTe; to rest — nokouTbes, nexartb) in exactly one minute. Les Halley signed.
Don Corleone pocketed his pistol and handed over the certified check (nepeaan).

14 The rest was history (octansHoe 6bino, ctano ucropuen). Johnny Fontane went on
to become the greatest singing sensation in the country (npogorikan craHoBUTLCS,
cTaHoBuncs Bce bornbluen ceHcaumen). He made Hollywood musicals that earned a
fortune for his studio. His records made millions of dollars. Then he divorced his
childhood-sweetheart wife (passernca co csoen getckon noboBbLo; sweetheart —
BoantobrieHHas) and left his two children, to marry the most glamorous (Ha camow
obasTenbHon, acbcekTHoM [‘gleemards]; glamor [‘glaemd] — 4apbl, o6asHue) blond star in
motion pictures (B kuHO). He soon learned that she was a "whore." He drank, he
gambled, he chased other women (roHsncs, npecnegosan). He lost his singing voice.
His records stopped selling (ero 3anvcu nepecranu npogasatbcs). The studio did not
renew his contract. And so now he had come back to his Godfather.

15 Kay said thoughtfully (3agymunBo), "Are you sure you're not jealous of your father
(Tbl yBEPEH, YTO He 3aBuayeLlb; jealous [‘[dGelds]) — peBHUBbIN, PEBHYHOLLWIN;
3aBuaytowmin)? Everything you've told me about him shows him doing something for
other people. He must be good-hearted (oH, AomkHO GbITh, A06pkLIN)." She smiled wryly
(KpnBO yCcMexHynachk; Wry — Kpusou, nepekolleHHsbln). "Of course his methods are not
exactly constitutional."

16 Michael sighed. "l guess that's the way it sounds, but let me tell you this (Ho s BOT
4yTO Tebe ckaxy: «no3Bosib MHe cka3aTb Tebe aTo»). You know those Arctic explorers
(nccneposatenu ApkTukn; to explore [Iks’plo:] — uccneposatb) who leave caches of
food (3anackl npoBmaHTa; cache [keef] — TallHWk; 3anac NnpoBMaHTa, OCTaBMNEHHbIN
aKkcneguumen B ckpbiTom mecte) scattered on the route to the North Pole
(pa3bpocaHHble, paccpeaoToyeHHble No MmapLpyTy kK CeBepHomy [Nontocy; route [ru:t] —
nyTb, HanpaeneHue)? Just in case they may need them someday (npocTo Ha TOT
Crny4an, 4To 9TO MOXET UM Korga-HuMbyab noHagobuteca)? That's my father's favors.
Someday he'll be at each one of those people's houses (OH k HUM NpPUAET, NOCTY4YMTCA K
HuMm) and they had better come across (1 um ny4iue NONTN eMy HaBCTPeYy = NoMOYb

emy; to come across — criy4anmHO BCTPETUTBLCS, HAaTOMKHYTbCA)."
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1 When Johnny Fontane appeared in the garden, Kay Adams recognized him
immediately. She was truly surprised. "You never told me your family knew
Johnny Fontane,"” she said. "Now I'm sure I'll marry you."
2 "Do you want to meet him?" Michael asked.
3 "Not now," Kay said. She sighed. "l was in love with him for three years. | used
to come down to New York whenever he sang at the Capitol and scream my head
off. He was so wonderful."
4 "We'll meet him later,” Michael said.
5 When Johnny finished singing and vanished into the house with Don Corleone,
Kay said archly to Michael, "Don't tell me a big movie star like Johnny Fontane
has to ask your father for a favor?"
6 "He's my father's godson,"” Michael said. "And if it wasn't for my father he
might not be a big movie star today."
7 Kay Adams laughed with delight. "That sounds like another great story."
8 Michael shook his head. "l can't tell that one,” he said.
9 "Trust me,"” she said.
10 He told her. He told her without being funny. He told it without pride. He told it
without any sort of explanation except that eight years before his father had been
more impetuous, and because the matter concerned his godson, the Don
considered it an affair of personal honor.
11 The story was quickly told. Eight years ago Johnny Fontane had made an
extraordinary success singing with a popular dance band. He had become a top
radio attraction. Unfortunately the band leader, a well-known show business
personality named Les Halley, had signed Johnny to a five-year personal services
contract. It was a common show business practice. Les Halley could now loan
Johnny out and pocket most of the money.
12 Don Corleone entered the negotiations personally. He offered Les Halley
twenty thousand dollars to release Johnny Fontane from the personal services
contract. Halley offered to take only fifty percent of Johnny's earnings. Don
Corleone was amused. He dropped his offer from twenty thousand dollars to ten
thousand dollars. The band leader, obviously not a man of the world outside his
beloved show business, completely missed the significance of this lower offer.
He refused.
13 The next day Don Corleone went to see the band leader personally. He

brought with him his two best friends, Genco Abbandando, who was his
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Consigliori, and Luca Brasi. With no other witnesses Don Corleone persuaded
Les Halley to sign a document giving up all rights to all services from Johnny
Fontane upon payment of a certified check to the amount of ten thousand dollars.
Don Corleone did this by putting a pistol to the forehead of the band leader and
assuring him with the utmost seriousness that either his signature or his brains
would rest on that document in exactly one minute. Les Halley signed. Don
Corleone pocketed his pistol and handed over the certified check.
14 The rest was history. Johnny Fontane went on to become the greatest
singing sensation in the country. He made Hollywood musicals that earned a
fortune for his studio. His records made millions of dollars. Then he divorced his
childhood-sweetheart wife and left his two children, to marry the most glamorous
blond star in motion pictures. He soon learned that she was a "whore." He drank,
he gambled, he chased other women. He lost his singing voice. His records
stopped selling. The studio did not renew his contract. And so now he had come
back to his Godfather.
15 Kay said thoughtfully, "Are you sure you're not jealous of your father?
Everything you've told me about him shows him doing something for other
people. He must be good-hearted."” She smiled wryly. "Of course his methods are
not exactly constitutional."
16 Michael sighed. "l guess that's the way it sounds, but let me tell you this. You
know those Arctic explorers who leave caches of food scattered on the route to
the North Pole? Just in case they may need them someday? That's my father's
favors. Someday he'll be at each one of those people's houses and they had

better come across."

1 It was nearly twilight (noutn cymepkn) before the wedding cake was shown (npexae
ObIN NoAaH: «nokasaHy» ceagebHbIn nupor), exclaimed over (MPUHAT BOCTOPXXEHHBIMM
Bo3rnacamu; to exclaim [Iks’kleim] — BocknuuyaTte) and eaten. Specially baked by
Nazorine, it was cleverly decorated with shells of cream (1ckycHo ykpallueH KpeMOBbIMU
pakyLwkamu) so dizzyingly delicious (HAaCTONBLKO rONOBOKPYXUTENBHO BKYCHbIMU; dizzy —
MCMbITbIBAOLLMIA ronoBokpyxeHue; delicious [dr'l/ds] — BOCXUTUTENbHBII; O4EHb
BKycHbIN) that the bride greedily plucked them from the corpse of the cake (xagHo
copBana ux ¢ «kopnyca» nupora) before she whizzed away (ymyanacs; to whizz —
NPOHOCUTLCS CO cBMCTOM) on her honeymoon (MegoBbii mecsl,) with her blond groom.

The Don politely sped his guests' departure (BexnvmBo yckopun oTbes/ cBOMX rocten: to
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speed), noting meanwhile (otmeTnB npo cebsa mexay tem) that the black sedan with its
FBI men was no longer visible (6onble He Obin BuanmM = ero 6onblue He 6bino BUAHO).
2 Finally the only car left in the driveway (Ha nopore, B npoesae) was the long black
Cadillac with Freddie at the wheel (3a pynem), The Don got into the front seat (cen Ha
nepegHee cungeHse), moving with quick coordination for his age and bulk (ans ceoero
BO3pacTa 1 Beca: «Macchbl»). Sonny, Michael and Johnny Fontane got into the back seat.
Don Corleone said to his son Michael, "Your girl friend, she'll get back to the city by
herself all right (no6epetca cama 6e3 npobnem)?"

3 Michael nodded. "Tom said he'd take care of it (nozaboTtutcs 06 atom)," Don
Corleone nodded with satisfaction at Hagen's efficiency (yoosneTsopeHHbI
pacToponHocTbio Xarewa; efficient [I'filnt] — aeiicTBEHHBIN, 3deKTUBHBIN).

4 Because of the gas rationing still in effect (13-3a Toro, 4yto 6eH3uH BCe ewe
BblAaBarics no kapToukam; rationing [‘rae/nin] — HopmMupoBaH1e NpoayKTOB; MpoAaXa no
kapTto4ykam), there was little traffic (mano aemxkeHnusa TpaHcnopTta) on the Belt Parkway to
Manhattan. In less than an hour the Cadillac rolled into the street of French Hospital.
During the ride Don Corleone asked his youngest son if he was doing well in school
(xopoLuo 11 oH yunTcs, Bce nun B nopsagke ¢ ydebon). Michael nodded. Then Sonny in
the back seat asked his father, "Johnny says you're getting him squared away
(ynaguwb; to square [skwed] — npugasaTh KBagpaTHYO hopMy, obTecbiBaTh;
ynaxuBaTb, NPUBOAUTL B NOPAAOK; square — kBagpat) with that Hollywood business. Do
you want me to go out there and help?"

5 Don Corleone was curt (kopoTKuiA, NakOHWUYHbLIN; OTPLIBUCTO-rpy6bIn), "Tom is going
tonight. He won't need any help, it's a simple affair."

6 Sonny Corleone laughed. "Johnny thinks you can't fix it (ynaguts; to fix —
yCTaHaBnvBaTb, NPUKPENNAaTh; NPUBOAUTL B nopsaaok), that's why | thought you might
want me to go out there."

7 Don Corleone turned his head. "Why do you doubt me (comHeBaellbCA BO MHe
[daut])?" he asked Johnny Fontane. "Hasn't your Godfather always done what he said
he would do? Have | ever been taken for a fool (passe korga-nnbo meHsa npuHMManu 3a
Aypadka, obaypvsanu)?”

8 Johnny apologized nervously. "Godfather, the man who runs it (kTo Beget /aToT
6usHec/) is a real .90 caliber pezzonovante (Hactoswmi 90-bin kKanubep = kpynHas
wuwka). You can't budge him (nowesensHyTh, CABUHYTEL C MecTa), not even with
money. He has big connections (cBsa3n). And he hates me. | just don't know how you

can swing it (aTo o6genatb: to swing — ka4yHyTb; ycnewHo obaenaTb genbue)."
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9 The Don spoke with affectionate amusement. "l say to you: you shall have it." He
nudged Michael with his elbow (nogTonkHyn nokrem). "We won't disappoint my godson
(He pasovapyem), eh, Michael?"
10 Michael, who never doubted his father for a moment, shook his head.
11 As they walked toward the hospital entrance (ko Bxogy), Don Corleone put his hand
on Michael's arm so that the others forged ahead (meaneHHo npoasuranuce Bnepen).
"When you get through with college (korga pasgenaelbcsi, NOKOHYULLL C KOMSemxem),
come and talk to me," the Don said. "l have some plans you will like."
12 Michael didn't say anything. Don Corleone grunted in exasperation (npombivan,
nposBopyarn; to grunt — xptokaTb; Bopyatk). "l now how you are. | won't ask you to do
anything you don't approve of (1o, 4yto Tbl He ogobpsiews). This is something special
(HeuTo ocoboe). Go your own way now, you're a man after all (8 koHLe koHLOB). But

come to me as a son should when you have finished with your schooling."

1 It was nearly twilight before the wedding cake was shown, exclaimed over and
eaten. Specially baked by Nazorine, it was cleverly decorated with shells of cream
so dizzyingly delicious that the bride greedily plucked them from the corpse of
the cake before she whizzed away on her honeymoon with her blond groom. The
Don politely sped his guests' departure, noting meanwhile that the black sedan
with its FBI men was no longer visible.

2 Finally the only car left in the driveway was the long black Cadillac with
Freddie at the wheel, The Don got into the front seat, moving with quick
coordination for his age and bulk. Sonny, Michael and Johnny Fontane got into
the back seat. Don Corleone said to his son Michael, "Your girl friend, she'll get
back to the city by herself all right?"

3 Michael nodded. "Tom said he'd take care of it,” Don Corleone nodded with
satisfaction at Hagen's efficiency.

4 Because of the gas rationing still in effect, there was little traffic on the Belt
Parkway to Manhattan. In less than an hour the Cadillac rolled into the street of
French Hospital. During the ride Don Corleone asked his youngest son if he was
doing well in school. Michael nodded. Then Sonny in the back seat asked his
father, "Johnny says you're getting him squared away with that Hollywood
business. Do you want me to go out there and help?"

5 Don Corleone was curt, "Tom is going tonight. He won't need any help, it's a

simple affair.”
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6 Sonny Corleone laughed. "Johnny thinks you can't fix it, that's why | thought
you might want me to go out there."
7 Don Corleone turned his head. "Why do you doubt me?" he asked Johnny
Fontane. "Hasn't your Godfather always done what he said he would do? Have |
ever been taken for a fool?"
8 Johnny apologized nervously. "Godfather, the man who runs it is a real .90
caliber pezzonovante. You can't budge him, not even with money. He has big
connections. And he hates me. | just don't know how you can swing it."
9 The Don spoke with affectionate amusement. "l say to you: you shall have it."
He nudged Michael with his elbow. "We won't disappoint my godson, eh,
Michael?"
10 Michael, who never doubted his father for a moment, shook his head.
11 As they walked toward the hospital entrance, Don Corleone put his hand on
Michael's arm so that the others forged ahead. "When you get through with
college, come and talk to me,"” the Don said. "I have some plans you will like."
12 Michael didn't say anything. Don Corleone grunted in exasperation. "l now
how you are. | won't ask you to do anything you don't approve of. This is
something special. Go your own way now, you're a man after all. But come to me

as a son should when you have finished with your schooling."

1 The family of Genco Abbandando, wife and three daughters dressed in black,
clustered like a flock of plump crows (cTonnunuce, Crpyaunmnchk Kak ctas TonCTbIX,
nyxnbix BOpoH; cluster — kncTb, ny4ok, rpo3as) on the white tile floor (Ha nony,
BbINIOXXeHHOM BernbiMu nnuTkamu; tile — nnuTka, kadens, nspased) of the hospital
corridor. When they saw Don Corleone come out of the elevator (13 nudTa), they
seemed to flutter up off (nokasanocsk, 4to BcnopxHynu; to flutter — maxaTtb unu GuTe
Kpblbsamu, nepenapxmeatsk) the white tiles in an instinctive surge (nopeise; surge —
bonblas BoriHa Benneck) toward him for protection (vwa 3awmtel). The mother was
regally stout in black (no-koponescku nofnHoN B cBoeM YepHoM ofeaHunn; stout —
Kpenkui, NpoYHbIn; NonHeli /venosek/), the daughters fat and plain (tonctsie u
HekpacuBble). Mrs. Abbandando pecked at Don Corleone's cheek (YUMOKHY: «KITHOHYI»),
sobbing (Bcxnuneieag; to sob — pelgaTh, BCxnuneiBaTth), wailing (npuyntag, crteHs), "Oh,
what a saint you are (kakou xe Tbl cBATOM), to come here on your daughter's wedding

day.
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2 Don Corleone brushed these thanks aside (oTMaxHyncs oT aTnx BblpakeHui
BnarogapHocTn: «oTmeny; brush — wetka). "Don't | owe respect to such a friend, a
friend who has been my right arm for twenty years?" He had understood immediately
that the soon-to-be widow did not comprehend (4To XeHLUMHa, KoTopasa BCKope CcTaHeT
BAOBOW, He NoHMmarna, He ocodHaBarna [kompri‘hend]) that her husband would die this
night. Genco Abbandando had been in this hospital for nearly a year dying of his cancer
(ymupas ot paka) and the wife had come to consider his fatal illness almost an ordinary
part of life (ctana cuntatb ero cmepTenbHyto 60nes3Hb NoYTHM 06bIYHOM /cocTaBHOW/
yacTbo xn3Hn). Tonight was just another crisis. She babbled on (npogorkana
nenetatb). "Go in and see my poor husband," she said, "he asks for you. Poor man, he
wanted to come to the wedding to show his respect but the doctor would not permit it
(He paspewwwun). Then he said you would come to see him on this great day but | did not
believe it possible. Ah, men understand friendship more than we women. Go inside, you
will make him happy."
3 A nurse (meacectpa) and a doctor came out of Genco Abbandando's private room.
The doctor was a young man, serious-faced and with the air of one born to command (c
BMOOM POXOAEHHOro noeeneeats), that is to say (To ectb), the air of one who has been
immensely rich all his life (6eamepHo 6orat). One of the daughters asked timidly (po6ko;
timid ['timid] — pobkun, 3actenunBein), "Dr. Kennedy, can we go to see him now?"
4 Dr. Kennedy looked over the large group with exasperation (nocmoTtpen Ha
Bonblwyto rpynny ¢ pasgpaxeHuem). Didn't these people realize (passe He oco3HaloT)
that the man inside was dying and dying in torturous pain (B Mmykax: «B My4uTENbHOM
Gonuy; torture [‘to:t/d] — nbiTka, Myka)? It would be much better if everyone let him die in
peace. "l think just the immediate family (Tornbko 6nnskue: «HenocpenCTBEHHbIEY
poacTeeHHMKM)," be said in his exquisitely polite voice (M3bickaHHO-BEXTMBbLIM FOSIOCOM;
exquisite ['ekskwizit] — nsbickaHHbIN, yTOHYEHHbIN). He was surprised when the wife and
daughters turned to the short, heavy man (k HeBbICOKOMY, NPU3EMUCTOMY YEOBEKY)
dressed in an awkwardly fitted tuxedo (B HenoBko cngaLwmmn cMokuHr; to fit — 61T
Bropy, noaxoautb; awkward ['0:kwad] — Heykntoxuin, Heroskun), as if to hear his
decision (cnoBHO Ansi Toro, YToObl yCnbIlWaTh ero peLueHne).
5 The heavy man spoke. There was just the slightest trace of an Italian accent in his
voice (ner4anwui cneq = otteHok). "My dear doctor," said Don Corleone, "is it true he
is dying?"
6 "Yes," said Dr. Kennedy.
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7 "Then there is nothing more for you to do (Torga Bbl 3geck 6osibLle HUYEro He
mMoxeTe caenatsb)," said Don Corleone. "We will take up the burden (Mbl Bo3bmeM Ha
ceba 6pewmsi). We will comfort him (yTewmnm ['kAmfat]). We will close his eyes. We will
bury him (noxoponum; to bury [‘beri] — xopoHuTb, 3apbiBaTh B 3emr0) and weep at his
funeral (Ha ero noxopoHax [fju:nadrdl]) and afterwards we will watch over his wife and
daughters (nosabotumcs)." At hearing things put so bluntly (cnbiwa Takyto
NPAMONMHENHYO NOCTAHOBKY Bonpoca; blunt — Tynon; rpybein; npamown, peskui), forcing
her to understand (koTopas BbiHy>gana ee noHATb /4To nponcxogut/), Mrs.
Abbandando began to weep.
8 Dr. Kennedy shrugged (noxan nneyamu). It was impossible to explain to these
peasants (06bACHATL aTUM KpecTbsiHaMm ['pezant]). At the same time he recognized the
crude justice in the man's remarks («ronyto, HenpuKpaLleHHy CrnpaBenMBOCTb B
3aMeyaHnax 3Toro vYenosekay; crude — HeobpaboTaHHbIN, HeounLWEHHBbIN). His role was
over (ero ponb 6bina okon4veHa). Still exquisitely polite, he said, "Please wait for the
nurse to let you in, she has a few necessary things to do with the patient." He walked
away from them down the corridor, his white coat flapping (c passeBatowmmcs 6enbim
xanaTtom).
9 The nurse went back into the room and they waited. Finally she came out again,
holding the door for them to enter. She whispered, "He's delirious (Haxogsawmncs B
6peay [di'lirigs]; dilirium [di'lindm] — 6pea, paccTponcTBo co3Hanus) with the pain and
fever (c Temnepartypou; fever — nuxopagka), try not to excite him (nocrpavrecs He
pa3BoSIHOBaTb, NepeBo3byanTb ero; to excite — Bo3byxaate). And you can stay only a
few minutes, except for the wife." She recognized Johnny Fontane as he went by her
and her eyes opened wide. He gave her a faint smile of acknowledgment (cnaby:o,
BANY0 yNblOKY NpU3HaHUA, NpM3HaBaHNS = 4YTO OH 3ameTun ee nHTepec) and she
stared at him with frank invitation (rnasena Ha Hero ¢ 0TKpOBEHHbLIM BbI3OBOM:
«npurnaweHuemy). He filed her away for future reference («3apernctpupoBan, nogLwmsn
K Aeny» Ang ganbHeunwen cnpaBkm = 4Tobbl Npu criyyae obpaTnTbCs K 3TOMY B

nocneacteuun), then followed the others into the sick man's room.

1 The family of Genco Abbandando, wife and three daughters dressed in black,
clustered like a flock of plump crows on the white tile floor of the hospital

corridor. When they saw Don Corleone come out of the elevator, they seemed to
flutter up off the white tiles in an instinctive surge toward him for protection. The

mother was regally stout in black, the daughters fat and plain. Mrs. Abbandando
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pecked at Don Corleone's cheek, sobbing, wailing, "Oh, what a saint you are, to
come here on your daughter's wedding day."

2 Don Corleone brushed these thanks aside. "Don't | owe respect to such a
friend, a friend who has been my right arm for twenty years?" He had understood
immediately that the soon-to-be widow did not comprehend that her husband
would die this night. Genco Abbandando had been in this hospital for nearly a
year dying of his cancer and the wife had come to consider his fatal iliness
almost an ordinary part of life. Tonight was just another crisis. She babbled on.
"Go in and see my poor husband," she said, "he asks for you. Poor man, he
wanted to come to the wedding to show his respect but the doctor would not
permit it. Then he said you would come to see him on this great day but | did not
believe it possible. Ah, men understand friendship more than we women. Go
inside, you will make him happy."

3 A nurse and a doctor came out of Genco Abbandando's private room. The
doctor was a young man, serious-faced and with the air of one born to command,
that is to say, the air of one who has been immensely rich all his life. One of the
daughters asked timidly, "Dr. Kennedy, can we go to see him now?"

4 Dr. Kennedy looked over the large group with exasperation. Didn't these
people realize that the man inside was dying and dying in torturous pain? It
would be much better if everyone let him die in peace. "l think just the immediate
family," be said in his exquisitely polite voice. He was surprised when the wife
and daughters turned to the short, heavy man dressed in an awkwardly fitted
tuxedo, as if to hear his decision.

5 The heavy man spoke. There was just the slightest trace of an Italian accent in
his voice. "My dear doctor,” said Don Corleone, "is it true he is dying?"

6 "Yes," said Dr. Kennedy.

7 "Then there is nothing more for you to do,"” said Don Corleone. "We will take
up the burden. We will comfort him. We will close his eyes. We will bury him and
weep at his funeral and afterwards we will watch over his wife and daughters.” At
hearing things put so bluntly, forcing her to understand, Mrs. Abbandando began
to weep.

8 Dr. Kennedy shrugged. It was impossible to explain to these peasants. At the
same time he recognized the crude justice in the man's remarks. His role was

over. Still exquisitely polite, he said, "Please wait for the nurse to let you in, she
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has a few necessary things to do with the patient." He walked away from them
down the corridor, his white coat flapping.

9 The nurse went back into the room and they waited. Finally she came out
again, holding the door for them to enter. She whispered, "He's delirious with the
pain and fever, try not to excite him. And you can stay only a few minutes, except
for the wife." She recognized Johnny Fontane as he went by her and her eyes
opened wide. He gave her a faint smile of acknowledgment and she stared at him
with frank invitation. He filed her away for future reference, then followed the

others into the sick man's room.

1 Genco Abbandando had run a long race with death (gonro cocrasancs, 6exan
HaneperoHKn co CMepTblo; race — cocTasaHue, Ber), and now, vanquished
(nobexaeHHbin), he lay exhausted (n3amoxaeHHbIn; to exhaust [1g°zo:st] — ucuepnoiBathb,
n3pacxonoBaTb /NONHOCTLIO/; N3HYPsATL) on the raised bed (Ha nogHaTon /B M3ronosbe/
noctenun). He was wasted away to no more than a skeleton (ot Hero octancsa He 6onee
Kak ckenert; to waste — pactpayvBarth), and what had once been vigorous black hair
(rycTble YepHble BOSOCHI; vigorous [‘'vigards] — cunbHbIn, aHeprnyHbin) had turned into
obscene stringy wisps (B HeNpunun4yHble, CBUCAOLLME NPAOAMU, KNOYKK, Ny4ku; string —
BepeBka, pemeluok). Don Corleone said cheerily (o6oapstowle), "Genco, dear friend, |
have brought my sons to pay their respects, and look, even Johnny, all the way from
Hollywood."

2 The dying man raised his fevered eyes gratefully to the Don. He let the young men
clasp his bony hand in their fleshy ones (gan monoabim noAAM KPEnko noXxaTb: «CxaTb,
COABUTbL» CBOK KOCTMSABYHO NAaoHb B X MACUCTbIX pyyunwiax). His wife and daughters
ranged themselves along his bed (BcTtanu, BeICTpounuce B psg BAOSb €0 KpoBaTtu),
kissing his cheek, taking his other hand in turn (no ouepean).

3 The Don pressed his old friend's hand. He said comfortingly, "Hurry up and get
better (nocneww n Boi3gopaBnuean = gaBan ckopee Bbidgopasnuean) and we'll take a
trip back to Italy together to our old village (oTnpaBumcs BmecTe; trip — noesaka,
nytewectsue). We'll play boccie in front of the wineshop (novrpaem B /gepeBsiHHbIe/
wapsbl /ntan./) like our fathers before us."

4 The dying man shook his head. He motioned the young men and his family away
from his bedside (nokasan »ectom, 4Tobbl OTOLWNKM OT ero kposaTu); with the other bony
claw he hung fast to the Don (apyron KocTnaBon nanon OH KPerko, TECHO NPUTAHYI

cebsa: «noBucy Kk [1oHy; claw — KoroTb; knewwHs; nana). He tried to speak. The Don put
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his head down and then sat on the bedside chair. Genco Abbandando was babbling
about their childhood. Then his coal-black eyes became sly (3atem ero yepHble, Kak
yronb, rnasa cgenanuck xutpeimun). He whispered. The Don bent closer (HaknoHurnca
6rnvxe; to bend). The others in the room were astonished (yanBneHbl, n3ymneHsol
[6s’toni[]) to see tears running down Don Corleone's face as he shook his head. The
quavering voice (gpoxawlui ronoc; to quaver [‘kweivd] — gpoxatb, BUbprnpoBaTth) grew
louder (ctaHoBurcsa rpomye; to grow — pactn), filling the room (HanonHsas, 3anonHAasa
komHaTty). With a tortured, superhuman effort (co ceepxyenoseveckum =
Heuvenose4veckum ycunuem [‘efdt]), Abbandando lifted his head off his pillow, eyes
unseeing, and pointed a skeletal forefinger (ykazan ykasatensHbim nansuem) at the Don.
"Godfather, Godfather," he called out blindly, "save me from death, | beg of you (cnacwu
MeHsi oT cmepTun, ymonsito Tebst). My flesh is burning off my bones (mosa nnoTs «cropaet
c moux kocTten») and | can feel the worms eating away my brain (4yBCTBYIO YepBen,
noxxupatowmx mon moar). Godfather, cure me (ncuenn metsi), you have the power, dry
the tears of my poor wife (ocywu crnessbl). In Corleone we played together as children
and now will you let me die when | fear hell for my sins (korga s 6otock aga 3a ceom
rpexun)?"

5 The Don was silent. Abbandando said, "It is your daughter's wedding day, you
cannot refuse me."

6 The Don spoke quietly, gravely, to pierce through the blasphemous delirium (4ToGbI
npobuTbCcs CKkBO3b BoroxynbcTBytoWwmM bpen; to pierce [‘p1ds] — npokanbiBaTb, NPOH3aThb;
[‘blaesfimas]). "Old friend," he said, "I have no such powers. If | did | would be more
merciful than God (6onee munocepgHsiMm, munocepaHee bora), believe me. But don't
fear death and don't fear hell. | will have a mass said for your soul every night and every
morning (3akaxy meccy). Your wife and your children will pray for you. How can God
punish you (HakasaTb) with so many pleas for mercy (npu cTonbkux npocsbax o
NOMMUIOBaAHNN, CHACXOXOEHUM; plea — cyaebHbin akT, Taxba; obpalleHne ogHom 13
CTOPOH /B cyae/; annensauus)?"

7 The skeleton face took on a cunning expression (xMTpoe, KOBapHOE BblpaXeHune;
cunning — 3HaHue, No3HaHua /yctap./; XMTpPoCTb, YMeHue; koBapcTeo) that was obscene.
Abbandando said slyly (nykaeo), "It's been arranged then (3HauuT, BCe ynaxeHo)?"

8 When the Don answered, his voice was cold, without comfort. "You blaspheme
(6oroxynecTByelwsb [blees’fi:m]). Resign yourself (cmupuce [ri'zain])."

9 Abbandando fell back on the pillow (ynan Ha noaywky). His eyes lost their wild

gleam of hope (yTpatunu cnabein ceet, npobreck Hagexabl; to gleam — mepuats). The
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nurse came back into the room and started shooing them out (BbiroHsTb,
BbINpoBaXmBaTb; Shoo — KbiLl; to shoo — BcnyrmBaTe, NPOroHATL /NTyy/) in a very
matter-of-fact way (o4eHb no-genosomy, cyxo = ctporo). The Don got up but
Abbandando put out his hand. "Godfather," he said, "stay here with me and help me
meet death. Perhaps if He sees you near me He will be frightened (ncnyraercsa: «byger
HanyraH») and leave me in peace. Or perhaps you can say a word, pull a few strings
(3aMonNBKLLb CIOBEYKO, NOTAHELLb 3@ HATOYKM /KaK B KYKONTbHOM TeaTpe/ =
ncnoneasyells ceasn), eh?" The dying man winked as if he were mocking the Don
(nogmurHyn, kak 6yaTo nogwy4vsar, Hacmexaricd), now not really serious. "You're
brothers in blood («6paTba no kpoBu» = nobpatumel), after all." Then, as if fearing the
Don would be offended (crnosHo onacasice, 4to [JoH 6yaet ockopbneH), he clutched at
his hand (cxsaTun, 3axarn). "Stay with me, let me hold your hand. We'll outwit that
bastard (nepexutpum atoro yontogka; wit — pasym, ym) as we've outwitted others.
Godfather, don't betray me (He npegaBain meHs)."

10 The Don motioned the other people out of the room. They left. He took the withered
claw (Bbicoxwyto; to wither ['wi8d] — BsHyTb; coxHyTk) of Genco Abbandando in his own
two broad hands. Softly, reassuringly (Msirko, ycrokaueatoLue; to reassure [r1d’[ud] —
yBepsTb, 3aBepsATh; ycrnokameaTts), he comforted his friend, as they waited for death
together. As if the Don could truly snatch the life of Genco Abbandando back
(BbIXBaTUTb, BbipBaTh) from that most foul (ot aToro, y aToro camoro rpsiaHoro, noasoro

[faul]) and criminal traitor to man (1 npectynHoro npegartensa Yenoseka).

1 Genco Abbandando had run a long race with death, and now, vanquished, he
lay exhausted on the raised bed. He was wasted away to no more than a skeleton,
and what had once been vigorous black hair had turned into obscene stringy
wisps. Don Corleone said cheerily, "Genco, dear friend, | have brought my sons
to pay their respects, and look, even Johnny, all the way from Hollywood."

2 The dying man raised his fevered eyes gratefully to the Don. He let the young
men clasp his bony hand in their fleshy ones. His wife and daughters ranged
themselves along his bed, kissing his cheek, taking his other hand in turn.

3 The Don pressed his old friend's hand. He said comfortingly, "Hurry up and
get better and we'll take a trip back to Italy together to our old village. We'll play
boccie in front of the wineshop like our fathers before us."

4 The dying man shook his head. He motioned the young men and his family

away from his bedside; with the other bony claw he hung fast to the Don. He tried
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to speak. The Don put his head down and then sat on the bedside chair. Genco
Abbandando was babbling about their childhood. Then his coal-black eyes
became sly. He whispered. The Don bent closer. The others in the room were
astonished to see tears running down Don Corleone's face as he shook his head.
The quavering voice grew louder, filling the room. With a tortured, superhuman
effort, Abbandando lifted his head off his pillow, eyes unseeing, and pointed a
skeletal forefinger at the Don. "Godfather, Godfather," he called out blindly, "save
me from death, | beg of you. My flesh is burning off my bones and | can feel the
worms eating away my brain. Godfather, cure me, you have the power, dry the
tears of my poor wife. In Corleone we played together as children and now will
you let me die when | fear hell for my sins?"

5 The Don was silent. Abbandando said, "It is your daughter's wedding day, you
cannot refuse me."

6 The Don spoke quietly, gravely, to pierce through the blasphemous delirium.
"Old friend," he said, "l have no such powers. If | did | would be more merciful
than God, believe me. But don't fear death and don't fear hell. | will have a mass
said for your soul every night and every morning. Your wife and your children will
pray for you. How can God punish you with so many pleas for mercy?"

7 The skeleton face took on a cunning expression that was obscene.
Abbandando said slyly, "It's been arranged then?"

8 When the Don answered, his voice was cold, without comfort. "You blaspheme.
Resign yourself."

9 Abbandando fell back on the pillow. His eyes lost their wild gleam of hope. The
nurse came back into the room and started shooing them out in a very matter-of-
fact way. The Don got up but Abbandando put out his hand. "Godfather," he said,
"stay here with me and help me meet death. Perhaps if He sees you near me He
will be frightened and leave me in peace. Or perhaps you can say a word, pull a
few strings, eh?" The dying man winked as if he were mocking the Don, now not
really serious. "You're brothers in blood, after all." Then, as if fearing the Don
would be offended, he clutched at his hand. "Stay with me, let me hold your hand.
We'll outwit that bastard as we've outwitted others. Godfather, don't betray me."
10 The Don motioned the other people out of the room. They left. He took the
withered claw of Genco Abbandando in his own two broad hands. Softly,

reassuringly, he comforted his friend, as they waited for death together. As if the
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Don could truly snatch the life of Genco Abbandando back from that most foul

and criminal traitor to man.

1 The wedding day of Connie Corleone ended well for her. Carlo Rizzi performed his
duties as a bridegroom (ncnonHun ceom obs3aHHOCTM /B kKavecTBe/ xeHuxa) with skill
and vigor (c mactepcTBom 1 aHepruen ['vigd]), spurred on by the contents of the bride's
gift purse (nogcrermBaembli COOEPXKMMbIM KOLLENbKa-NpUaaHOro HEBECTLI; Spur —
wnopa) which totaled up (goxoguno go, HacuuTeiBano; to total [toutdl]) to over twenty
thousand dollars. The bride, however, gave up her virginity with a great deal more
willingness (oTgana cBo AEBCTBEHHOCTL € ropasgo 6onbLuen oxoton) than she gave
up her purse. For the latter, he had to blacken one of her eyes (3a nocnegHuin = 4TOObI
NoNy4YnTb NOCNEAHUA, eMY NPULLNOCL NOAOGUTL en rnas).

2 Lucy Mancini waited in her house for a call from Sonny Corleone, sure that he would
ask her for a date (Ha ceugaHune). Finally she called his house and when she heard a
woman's voice answer the phone she hung up (nosecuna Tpy6ky; to hang up). She had
no way of knowing (He morna 3Hatb) that nearly everyone at the wedding had remarked
the absence of her and Sonny (3ameTtunu otcytcteue) for that fatal half hour and the
gossip was already spreading (cnyx y»xe pacnpoctpaHsncs) that Santino Corleone had
found another victim (Hawen ewwe ogHy xepTBy). That he had "done the job" on his own
sister's maid of honor.

3 Amerigo Bonasera had a terrible nightmare (y>xacHbin kowmap). In his dreams he
saw Don Corleone, in peaked cap (B OCTpOKOHEYHOM Lurieme; peak — nuk,
OCTpOKOHeYHasi BeplumHa), overalls (cneuyoske) and heavy gloves (nepyatkax [glAv]),
unloading bullet-riddled corpses (pasrpyxaeT nspeLueyeHHble nynamu Tpynel; riddle —
pewleTo) in front of his funeral parlor (nepen ceoen «norpebansHOM NPUEMHONY», Nepes
kabuHeTom) and shouting, "Remember, Amerigo, not a word to anyone, and bury them
quickly." He groaned so loud (npoctonarn, 3aoxan) and long in his sleep that his wife
shook him awake. "Eh, what a man you are," she grumbled. "To have a nightmare only
after a wedding."

4 Kay Adams was escorted to her New York City hotel by Paulie Gatto and Clemenza.
The car was large, luxurious and driven by Gatto. Clemenza sat in the back seat and
Kay was given the front seat next to the driver. She found both men wildly exotic. Their
speech was movie Brooklynese (Ha 6pyKknMHCKOM xaproHe — kak B knHo) and they
treated her with exaggerated courtliness (obpaluanucek ¢ Hen ¢ npeyBeIMYeHHON

BEXIMBOCTLIO; to exaggerate [Ig'zeedGoareit] — npeysenunumBaTth; courtliness [ko:tlinis] —
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BEXITMBOCTb, Y4TUBOCTb; court — aBop). During the ride (Bo Bpemsi noesakn) she chatted
casually with both men (oHa nerko 6ontana, NnpocTo Bena nerky, HXU K Yemy He
ob6asbiBatowyto 6eceny; casually ['keeGju:dli] — crny4yanHo; HEHApPOKOM; MUMOXOA0M,
«npw okasuny) and was surprised when they spoke of Michael with unmistakable
affection and respect (c HecomMHeHHbIM Tennom 1 yBaxkeHnem; mistake — owwnbka). He
had led her to believe that he was an alien (4y>ak ['eiljen]) in his father's world. Now
Clemenza was assuring her in his wheezing gutteral voice (cBoum xpunsawum
ropnoBbIM, FOPTaHHbIM rONI0CoM; to wheeze — AblwaTb C NPUCBUCTOM; NPOU3HOCUTDL C
xpunom) that the "old man" thought Mike was the best of his sons, the one who would
surely inherit the family business (yHacnegyer).
5 "What business is that?" Kay asked in the most natural way (ctapascsk, 4Tobbl ee
ronoc 3By4Yan Kak MOXHO eCTeCTBEHHEe).
6 Paulie Gatto gave her a quick glance (6eicTpo B3rnsHyn: glance [gla:ns] — /6bICTpbIN
kopoTkui/ Barnag) as he turned the wheel. Behind her Clemenza said in a surprised
voice. "Didn't Mike tell you? Mr. Corleone is the biggest importer of Italian olive oil in the
States. Now that the war is over the business could get real rich (voxeT cTaTb no-
HacToswemy npmbbinsHbiM). He'll need a smart boy like Mike (emy HyeH BygeT Takon
CMETNMBLIN NapeHb)."
7 At the hotel Clemenza insisted on coming to the desk (k ctorike) with her. When she
protested, he said simply, "The boss said to make sure you got home OK. | gotta do it
(=1 got to do it — a gorkeH aTto caenatb).”
8 After she received her room key (nonyuunna kntoum ot Homepa; key [ki:]) he walked
her to the elevator and waited until she got in. She waved to him, smiling, and was
surprised at his genuine smile of pleasure in return (6bina yaueneHa ero oTBETHOM
ynblbKkomn, B KOTOPOM CBETUIOCL HenogaensHoe yaosonbcTeue; genuine [‘dGenjuin] —
NCTUHHBIW, NOANUHHLIN). It was just as well she did not see him go back to the hotel
clerk and ask, "What name she registered under?"
9 The hotel clerk looked at Clemenza coldly. Clemenza rolled the little green spitball
(komoyek /ckoMkaHHyto Kynopy/; spitball — komo4dek Bymaru /gns nneesaHuns yepes
TpybKy/; spit — nnesok) he was holding in his hand across to the clerk, who picked it up
(B3an, nogxesatun) and immediately said, "Mr. and Mrs. Michael Corleone."
10 Back in the car, Paulie Gatto said, "Nice dame."
11 Clemenza grunted. "Mike is doing the job on her." Unless, he thought, they were

really married (ecrnv TOnbko OHM He keHaTbl Ha camom gene). "Pick me up early in the
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morning (3aeaxan 3a mHon)," he told Paulie Gatto. "Hagen got some deal for us that

gotta be done right away (cpasy, 6e3oTtnararensHo)."

1 The wedding day of Connie Corleone ended well for her. Carlo Rizzi performed
his duties as a bridegroom with skill and vigor, spurred on by the contents of the
bride's gift purse which totaled up to over twenty thousand dollars. The bride,
however, gave up her virginity with a great deal more willingness than she gave
up her purse. For the latter, he had to blacken one of her eyes.

2 Lucy Mancini waited in her house for a call from Sonny Corleone, sure that he
would ask her for a date. Finally she called his house and when she heard a
woman's voice answer the phone she hung up. She had no way of knowing that
nearly everyone at the wedding had remarked the absence of her and Sonny for
that fatal half hour and the gossip was already spreading that Santino Corleone
had found another victim. That he had "done the job" on his own sister's maid of
honor.

3 Amerigo Bonasera had a terrible nightmare. In his dreams he saw Don
Corleone, in peaked cap, overalls and heavy gloves, unloading bullet-riddled
corpses in front of his funeral parlor and shouting, "Remember, Amerigo, not a
word to anyone, and bury them quickly.” He groaned so loud and long in his
sleep that his wife shook him awake. "Eh, what a man you are," she grumbled.
"To have a nightmare only after a wedding."

4 Kay Adams was escorted to her New York City hotel by Paulie Gatto and
Clemenza. The car was large, luxurious and driven by Gatto. Clemenza sat in the
back seat and Kay was given the front seat next to the driver. She found both
men wildly exotic. Their speech was movie Brooklynese and they treated her with
exaggerated courtliness. During the ride she chatted casually with both men and
was surprised when they spoke of Michael with unmistakable affection and
respect. He had led her to believe that he was an alien in his father's world. Now
Clemenza was assuring her in his wheezing gutteral voice that the "old man"
thought Mike was the best of his sons, the one who would surely inherit the
family business.

5 "What business is that?" Kay asked in the most natural way.

6 Paulie Gatto gave her a quick glance as he turned the wheel. Behind her

Clemenza said in a surprised voice. "Didn't Mike tell you? Mr. Corleone is the
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biggest importer of Italian olive oil in the States. Now that the war is over the
business could get real rich. He'll need a smart boy like Mike."

7 At the hotel Clemenza insisted on coming to the desk with her. When she
protested, he said simply, "The boss said to make sure you got home OK. | gotta
do it.”

8 After she received her room key he walked her to the elevator and waited until
she got in. She waved to him, smiling, and was surprised at his genuine smile of
pleasure in return. It was just as well she did not see him go back to the hotel
clerk and ask, "What name she registered under?"

9 The hotel clerk looked at Clemenza coldly. Clemenza rolled the little green
spitball he was holding in his hand across to the clerk, who picked it up and
immediately said, "Mr. and Mrs. Michael Corleone."

10 Back in the car, Paulie Gatto said, "Nice dame."

11 Clemenza grunted. "Mike is doing the job on her." Unless, he thought, they
were really married. "Pick me up early in the morning,” he told Paulie Gatto.

"Hagen got some deal for us that gotta be done right away."

1 It was late Sunday night before Tom Hagen could kiss his wife goodbye and drive
out to the airport. With his special number one priority (c yaoctoBepeHuem, garoLmm
€My npaBo BHEOYEPEHON, NepBOOYEpPESHON Nocaakm /Ha camoneT/; priority [pral’oriti]
— MPUOPUTET; NPeuMyLLecTBO; ovyepedHocTh) (a grateful gift («bnarogapHein gap») from
a Pentagon staff general officer (ocuuepa reH. wraba; staff [sta:f] — wrat /cnyxawmx/;
kagpbl)) he had no trouble getting on a plane to Los Angeles (He 6bino npobnem cectb
Ha camMmornerT).

2 It had been a busy but satisfying day (ygauHbin: «ygoBneTBopaoLWLNN» AeHb; to
satisfy [‘'seetisfal] — yoosnetBopsaTte) for Tom Hagen. Genco Abbandando had died at
three in the morning and when Don Corleone returned from the hospital, he had
informed Hagen that he was now officially the new Consigliori to the family. This meant
that Hagen was sure to become a very rich man, to say nothing of power (He roBopsi yx
0 BracThn).

3 The Don had broken a long-standing tradition (Hapywun gasHow Tpaguuunio). The
Consigliori was always a full-blooded Sicilian («nomnHOKPOBHbLIN» = YACTOKPOBHLIN
cuumnuved), and the fact that Hagen had been brought up as a member of the Don's
family (6b1n BbIpalleH, BocnvtaH) made no difference to that tradition. It was a question

of blood. Only a Sicilian born to the ways of omerta (KoTopbIin ¢ MONIOKOM Martepu
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BNUTbLIBaN B cebs Kpyrosyto NOpykKy 1 obblvan kposHon mectu /utan./), the law of
silence (3akoH monyaHus), could be trusted in the key post of Consigliori.
4 Between the head of the family, Don Corleone, who dictated policy (onpegensn
NnoNnTKKY, Kypc = cTpateruto), and the operating level of men (1 ncnonHuTensckum
yposHewM [levl]) who actually carried out the orders of the Don (koTopble dakTnyeckn, B
Ha caMoMm aene ucnonHsnu npukassl; actually [‘sekt/udl]), there were three layers (crios,
nnacra, npoknagku), or buffers. In that way nothing could be traced to the top (Takum
06pa3oM HMYTO Hernb3s BbINo NpocneanTb A0 BEPXYLUKM /A0 pykoBoAcTBa/; trace —
cnepn, otrnevaTok; to trace — npocneanTs, BeicneanTts). Unless the Consigliori turned
traitor (kpome Toro cny4as, ecnm 6bl KOHCUBOPK OKasancs npegatenem). That Sunday
morning Don Corleone gave explicit instructions (nogpo6Heie, acHble [Iks'plisit]) on what
should be done to the two young men (4to gormkHo 6biTb caenaHo) who had beaten the
daughter of Amerigo Bonasera. But he had given those orders in private to Tom Hagen.
Later in the day Hagen had, also in private without witnesses (6e3 cengetenein),
instructed Clemenza. In turn Clemenza had told Paulie Gatto to execute the
commission (BbINonHUTL nopy4yexve). Paulie Gatto would now muster the necessary
manpower (cobepeT HeobxoanMbIN NNYHBIA cocTas, noabepeT ncnonHuTenen) and
execute the orders. Paulie Gatto and his men would not know why this particular task
was being carried out (noyemy BLINOMHAETCA 3Ta KOHKPETHas, YacTHas 3ajadva =
MMEHHO 3Ta 3agadva; particular [pd’tikjuld] — ocobbIn, 0COBEHHbIN; OTAENbHbLIN,
oanHoyHbln; task [ta:sk] — ypouHas paboTa, 3agaya) or who had ordered it originally
(nepsoHavankeHo). Each link of the chain would have to turn traitor (kaxxgoe 3BeHo Lenu
A0ImkHO Bbino bl okazaTtbes npegatenem) for the Don to be involved (6bITb
3amelaHHbiM) and though it had never yet happened, there was always the possibility
(BO3MOXKHOCTbL 3TOro coxpaHsnacs). The cure for that possibility also was known
(CcpencTBO NPOTUB 3TOrO: «feveHney Bbino Takke n3eectHo). Only one link in the chain
had to disappear (4OfmKHO BbINIO NCHE3HYTH).
5 The Consigliori was also what his name implied (4To 1 3aknto4arno B cebe,
npegnonarano camo HaseaHue: to imply [im’plai]). He was the counselor to the Don
(coBeTHuKoM [‘kaunsld]), his right-hand man, his auxiliary brain («BcnomoraTternbHbIM
mo3rom» [0:g'ziljori]). He was also his closest companion and his closest friend. On
important trips he would drive the Don's car, at conferences he would go out and get the
Don refreshments (npuHocuTh 3akycku, oceexatrwme Hanutkun), coffee and sandwiches,
fresh cigars. He would know everything the Don knew or nearly everything, all the cells

of power (Bce kneToykn = cermeHThbl BnacTtun). He was the one man in the world who
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could bring the Don crashing down to destruction (kto mor 6b1 ¢ Tpeckom npoBanuTb
[oHa; to crush — ¢ rpoxoTom paspylwaTh, pa3dbusats). But no Consigliori had ever
betrayed a Don (H¥ 04nH KOHCUIbOPU HY pasy He nameHun [ony), not in the memory of
any of the powerful Sicilian families who had established themselves in America
(o6ocHoBanuce; to establish [1s’taeblif] — ykpennsaTb, AenaTb CTONKMM; OCHOBbLIBATb,
yupexaatb). There was no future in it (B 3Tom He Gbino ByayLlero = He BbIfo HUKAKOro
cmbicna). And every Consigliori knew that if he kept the faith (ecnun octaHeTcs Bepen;
faith [fe18] — Bepa; BepHoCTL), he would become rich, wield power (qobeeTtcsa Bnactu; to
wield — ymeTb obpallatbcs; UMeTb B CBOEM pacnopsikeHun, Brnagets) and win respect.
If misfortune came, his wife and children would be sheltered and cared for (nx npuoTar
n 0 HMx nosaboTsarcs; shelter — npuioT, KpoB, ybexuile) as if he were alive or free (kak
ecnu 6bl oH ObIn xnB nnu ceobopaen). If he kept the faith.

6 In some matters the Consigliori had to act for his Don in a more open way and yet
not involve his principal (1 Bce e He BTArmBaTb, HE BMELUMBATL CBOEr0 HavarnbHMKa
[‘prinsdpdl]). Hagen was flying to Califomia on just such a matter (kak pa3 no Takomy
neny). He realized that his career as Consigliori would be seriously affected by the
success or failure of this mission (4T0 Ha ero kKapbepy cepbe3HO MNOBMNAET, YEM
OKOHYMTCSI €ro0 MUCCUS: YCNexXoMm unm nposanom, Heygaden; to affect [0'fekt] —
nogsepraTb BO3OenCcTBuMIo, 3aTparneatb; failure ['feiljd] — HecnocoGHOCTb,
HecocToATeNbHOCTL; 6aHKPOTCTBO; Heyaaya; to fail — HegocTtaBaTh; noTepneTb
Heyaady). By family business standards whether Johnny Fontane got his coveted part in
the war movie (nony4nn nu xxenaHHyto ponb: to covet [‘kAvit] — xaxgaTtb, JomoraTbes,
cunbHo xenatb), or did not, was a minor matter (Meno4b, HEYTO HECYLLECTBEHHOE;
minor ['maind] — He3HauuTenbHbIN). Far more important was the meeting (ropasno
BaxkHee Obina BcTpeya) Hagen had set up (HasHauun, cnnadmposan) with Virgil
Sollozzo the following Friday. But Hagen knew that to the Don, both were of equal
importance (06a gena 6binM oanHakoBon BaxxHocTy; equal [‘i:kwal] — paBHbIN,
OAMHaKOBbIN, naeHTU4YHbIN), which settled the matter for any good Consigliori (4T0

pewasrio Bonpoc = 41o n GbIno pewarwmnmMm ana Kaxagoro xopowero KOHCVIJ'IbOpI/I).

1 It was late Sunday night before Tom Hagen could kiss his wife goodbye and
drive out to the airport. With his special number one priority (a grateful gift from a
Pentagon staff general officer) he had no trouble getting on a plane to Los

Angeles.
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2 It had been a busy but satisfying day for Tom Hagen. Genco Abbandando had
died at three in the morning and when Don Corleone returned from the hospital,
he had informed Hagen that he was now officially the new Consigliori to the
family. This meant that Hagen was sure to become a very rich man, to say
nothing of power.
3 The Don had broken a long-standing tradition. The Consigliori was always a
full-blooded Sicilian, and the fact that Hagen had been brought up as a member of
the Don's family made no difference to that tradition. It was a question of blood.
Only a Sicilian born to the ways of omerta, the law of silence, could be trusted in
the key post of Consigliori.
4 Between the head of the family, Don Corleone, who dictated policy, and the
operating level of men who actually carried out the orders of the Don, there were
three layers, or buffers. In that way nothing could be traced to the top. Unless the
Consigliori turned traitor. That Sunday morning Don Corleone gave explicit
instructions on what should be done to the two young men who had beaten the
daughter of Amerigo Bonasera. But he had given those orders in private to Tom
Hagen. Later in the day Hagen had, also in private without witnesses, instructed
Clemenza. In turn Clemenza had told Paulie Gatto to execute the commission.
Paulie Gatto would now muster the necessary manpower and execute the orders.
Paulie Gatto and his men would not know why this particular task was being
carried out or who had ordered it originally. Each link of the chain would have to
turn traitor for the Don to be involved and though it had never yet happened,
there was always the possibility. The cure for that possibility also was known.
Only one link in the chain had to disappear.
5 The Consigliori was also what his name implied. He was the counselor to the
Don, his right-hand man, his auxiliary brain. He was also his closest companion
and his closest friend. On important trips he would drive the Don's car, at
conferences he would go out and get the Don refreshments, coffee and
sandwiches, fresh cigars. He would know everything the Don knew or nearly
everything, all the cells of power. He was the one man in the world who could
bring the Don crashing down to destruction. But no Consigliori had ever betrayed
a Don, not in the memory of any of the powerful Sicilian families who had
established themselves in America. There was no future in it. And every

Consigliori knew that if he kept the faith, he would become rich, wield power and
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win respect. If misfortune came, his wife and children would be sheltered and
cared for as if he were alive or free. If he kept the faith.

6 In some matters the Consigliori had to act for his Don in a more open way and
yet not involve his principal. Hagen was flying to Califomia on just such a matter.
He realized that his career as Consigliori would be seriously affected by the
success or failure of this mission. By family business standards whether Johnny
Fontane got his coveted part in the war movie, or did not, was a minor matter. Far
more important was the meeting Hagen had set up with Virgil Sollozzo the
following Friday. But Hagen knew that to the Don, both were of equal importance,

which settled the matter for any good Consigliori.

1 The piston plane (camoneT ¢ noplHeBbIM ABuratenem; piston [‘piston] — nopLieHs)
shook Tom Hagen's already nervous insides («v 6e3 Toro y>ke HepBHble BHYTPEHHOCTIY)
and he ordered a martini from the hostess to quiet them (3akasan y cTioapaecchi
MapTuHU, YTOObI X ycnokouTb; hostess ['hdustis] — xo3sika; cTioapaecca;
oduumnanTka). Both the Don and Johnny had briefed him on the character of the movie
producer, Jack Woltz (BkpaTLe pacckasanu emy, MUHCTPYKTUPOBAasu ero rno noBogy
xapaktepa knHonpopgtcepa). From everything that Johnny said, Hagen knew he would
never be able to persuade Woltz (Hukoraga, H1 3a 4TO He cmoxeT ybeanTtb [pd’sweid]).
But he also had no doubt whatsoever (Bosce Hukakoro comHeHus) that the Don would
keep his promise to Johnny. His own role was that of negotiator and contact (ero poneto
Gbina ponb nocpeaHunka).

2 Lying back in his seat, Hagen went over all the information given to him that day.
Jack Woltz was one of the three most important movie producers in Hollywood, owner
of his own studio with dozens of stars under contract (c groxxnHamum 3Be3g «nof
KoHTpakTom»). He was on the President of the United States' Advisory Council for War
Information (oH 6b1n1 YneHom Npe3naeHTCKOro KOHCYNbTAaTUBHOMO COBETA MO BONpocam
BOEHHOW MHdopMauuu; advisory [0'dvalzadri] — coBewlatensHbl), Cinematic Division
(OTgen knHoumckyccTtea), which meant simply (4to npocTto o3Havarno) that he helped
make propaganda movies. He had had dinner at the White House. He had entertained J.
Edgar Hoover in his Hollywood home (npuHuman, yrowan). But none of this was as
impressive as it sounded (HO HNYTO 13 3TOroO He BbINO TakMM BrNeYaTNALWMM, Kak
kasanock: «3By4arno»). They were all official relationships (Bce aTo 6binun ouLmansHbie
ceaau). Woltz didn't have any personal political power, mainly (8 ocHoBHOM) because he

was an extreme reactionary (kpaiiHe peakLnOoHeH, KpailHUM peakLnoHepoM; extreme
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[Ikstri:m]), partly (oTyacTtun) because he was a megalomaniac (cTpagan maHuen
Benununa) who loved to wield power wildly (koTopbii ntobun NosIHOBMIAcTHO, camoaypHO:
«OMKO» pacnopsikaTbCsl cBoeun BnacTtblo; to wield — ymeTb obpallaTtbcs; MMeTb B CBOEM
pacrnopsbkeHun, Bragetb) without regard to the fact (He obpawias BHMMaHua Ha T0) that
by so doing (4TO, OTTOro YTO OH Tak genan: «Tak genas») legions of enemies sprang up
out of the ground (nernoHbl Bparos Beipactanu U3 3emnu /kak rpubsi/).
3 Hagen sighed. There would be no way to "handle" Jack Woltz (cnpaButbcs,
ynpasutbcs /nytem neperosopos/). He opened his briefcase (noptdens) and tried to
get some paper work done (noneiTanca cagenaTb kKoe-kakyt bymaxkHyo paboTy), but he
was too tired. He ordered another martini and reflected on his life (ctan pasmbiwnaTe).
He had no regrets (coxaneHuin), indeed he felt that he had been extremely lucky.
Whatever the reason (kakas 6bl Ha TO HM Bbina npuymMHa = kak 6bl To HM ObINo), the
course he had chosen ten years ago had proved to be right for him (kypc, nytb, o6pa3s
OENCTBMSA OKasarcs BepeH, nogxoasaw, ansa Hero). He was successful, he was as happy
as any grown man could reasonably expect (HackornbKy 3penbin My>K4nMHa MOXeT

«pasymMHo oxumaatby), and he found life interesting.

1 The piston plane shook Tom Hagen's already nervous insides and he ordered
a martini from the hostess to quiet them. Both the Don and Johnny had briefed
him on the character of the movie producer, Jack Woltz. From everything that
Johnny said, Hagen knew he would never be able to persuade Woltz. But he also
had no doubt whatsoever that the Don would keep his promise to Johnny. His
own role was that of negotiator and contact.

2 Lying back in his seat, Hagen went over all the information given to him that
day. Jack Woltz was one of the three most important movie producers in
Hollywood, owner of his own studio with dozens of stars under contract. He was
on the President of the United States' Advisory Council for War Information,
Cinematic Division, which meant simply that he helped make propaganda movies.
He had had dinner at the White House. He had entertained J. Edgar Hoover in his
Hollywood home. But none of this was as impressive as it sounded. They were all
official relationships. Woltz didn't have any personal political power, mainly
because he was an extreme reactionary, partly because he was a megalomaniac
who loved to wield power wildly without regard to the fact that by so doing

legions of enemies sprang up out of the ground.
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3 Hagen sighed. There would be no way to "handle"” Jack Woltz. He opened his
briefcase and tried to get some paper work done, but he was too tired. He ordered
another martini and reflected on his life. He had no regrets, indeed he felt that he
had been extremely lucky. Whatever the reason, the course he had chosen ten
years ago had proved to be right for him. He was successful, he was as happy as

any grown man could reasonably expect, and he found life interesting.

1 Tom Hagen was thirty-five years old, a tall crew-cut man (nogCTpmKeHHbIN eXNKOM),
very slender (CTpourHbIN, TOHKKIA), very ordinary-looking (camon 06bIkHOBEHHOM
BHellHOCTK). He was a lawyer (agBokatom) but did not do the actual detailed legal work
for the Corleone family business (Ho He 3aH1mancs cob6cTBeEHHO CyaebHOM NPaKkTUKON)
though he had practiced law for three years after passing the bar exam (xots n pabotan
no npodeccun: «B rOpMANYECKoON obnacTn» Nocne caadn dKk3ameHa Ha agBokaTa; bar —
topuanyeckas 4esaTenbHOCTb; aBOKaT).

2 At the age of eleven he had been a playmate of eleven-year-old Sonny Corleone
(ToBapwuwy no urpam). Hagen's mother had gone blind (ocnenna) and then died during
his eleventh year. Hagen's father, a heavy drinker, had become a hopeless drunkard
(npeBpatuncsa B 6esHagexHoro nbaHnuy). A hard-working carpenter (Tpyaara-nnoTHuK),
he had never done a dishonest thing in his life (H1 pa3y He coBepLuMn HUYero
HeuvecTHoro). But his drinking destroyed his family (HO ero nestHCTBO paspyLumno ero
cembto) and finally killed him. Tom Hagen was left an orphan (6151 ocTtaBneH cupoTomn)
who wandered the streets and slept in hallways (B npoxogax, kopugopax). His younger
sister had been put in a foster home (6bina otaana B nputoT; to foster — BocnuTLIBaTH,
pactuTb), but in the 1920's the social agencies did not follow up cases of twelve-year-
old boys (He 3aHumManucb genamu; to follow up — ynopHo, aHeprMyHo npecnegnoBaTthb;
A0BOAUTL 0 koHua) who were so ungrateful as to run from their charity (kotopbie 6binn
HaCTONbKo HebnarogapHbl, YTO cbexann oT ux munocepans, 6naroTBOPUTENBHOCTH
['t/eeriti]). Hagen, too, had an eye infection. Neighbors whispered that he had caught
(3apasuncs: «nogxsatuny; to catch) or inherited it from his mother (unn yracnenosan),
and so therefore it could be caught from him (noatomy 310 MOXeT BbITb NOAXBAYEHO OT
HEero = OT HEro MoOXHo 3apasnutbces). He was shunned (ero nsberanu, obxoaunm
CTOPOHOWN, ocTeperanuck: «oH bbin nsberaemy; to shun). Sonny Corleone, a
warmhearted and imperious (BrnacTtHbIn [Im'pidrids]) eleven-year-old, had brought his
friend home and demanded that he be taken in (notpe6osan, 4Tobbl €ro NPUHANMK:

«4TOBbI OH BbIN NPUHAT, BRyLweH»; to demand [dima:nd]). Tom Hagen was given a hot
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dish of spaghetti (emy ganu nopumto: «6rogo» ropsunx cnarettn) with oily rich tomato
sauce, the taste of which he had never forgotten, and then given a metal folding bed to
sleep on (packnagywky; to fold — cknagbiBaThb).

3 In the most natural way, without a word being spoken or the matter discussed in any
fashion (He obcyxaas Hukak: «HMKakum maHepomy» ato gerno), Don Corleone had
permitted the boy to stay in his household (no3sonun octateca B cBOEM CEMENCTBE).
Don Corleone himself took the boy to a special doctor and had his eye infection cured.
He sent him to college and law school. In all this the Don acted not as a father but
rather as a guardian (ckopee kak onekyH [ga:djon]). There was no show of affection (He
6b1N10 BbipaxeHnsa ndeun, npmeasaHHocTn) but oddly enough (kak HY1 cTpaHHo:
«[oBoIsIbHO cTpaHHo») the Don treated Hagen more courteously than his own sons
(obpawancs sexnueee), did not impose a parental will upon him (He HaBsa3bIBan emy
pPOOANTENBCKOW BOMU: «HE HaknagblBan Ha HEro poanTenbCKyto BoMtoy; parental
[pd’rentl]). It was the boy's decision (pewweHue [diI'siGan]) to go to law school after
college. He had heard Don Corleone say once, "A lawyer with his briefcase can steal
more (ykpacTsk) than a hundred men with guns (c nuctonetramun)." Meanwhile, much to
the annoyance of their father (k Bswen gocage nx otua; annoyance [d'noigns] — gocaga,
pasgpaxenune; to annoy [d'nol] — gocaxaaTtk, AokyyaTs), Sonny and Freddie insisted on
going into the family business (HacTtanBanu Ha ToM, YTOBObI BOUTU B CEMEWNHbLIN BU3HEeC)
after graduation from high school (nocne okoHuyaHus ctaplumnx krnaccos). Only Michael
had gone on to college, and he had enlisted in the Marines (3anucancs =

3aBepboBarcsa B Mopckyto nexoty) the day after Pearl Harbor.

1 Tom Hagen was thirty-five years old, a tall crew-cut man, very slender, very
ordinary-looking. He was a lawyer but did not do the actual detailed legal work for
the Corleone family business though he had practiced law for three years after
passing the bar exam.

2 At the age of eleven he had been a playmate of eleven-year-old Sonny
Corleone. Hagen's mother had gone blind and then died during his eleventh year.
Hagen's father, a heavy drinker, had become a hopeless drunkard. A hard-
working carpenter, he had never done a dishonest thing in his life. But his
drinking destroyed his family and finally killed him. Tom Hagen was left an
orphan who wandered the streets and slept in hallways. His younger sister had
been put in a foster home, but in the 1920's the social agencies did not follow up

cases of twelve-year-old boys who were so ungrateful as to run from their charity.
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Hagen, too, had an eye infection. Neighbors whispered that he had caught or
inherited it from his mother and so therefore it could be caught from him. He was
shunned. Sonny Corleone, a warmhearted and imperious eleven-year-old, had
brought his friend home and demanded that he be taken in. Tom Hagen was given
a hot dish of spaghetti with oily rich tomato sauce, the taste of which he had
never forgotten, and then given a metal folding bed to sleep on.
3 In the most natural way, without a word being spoken or the matter discussed
in any fashion, Don Corleone had permitted the boy to stay in his household. Don
Corleone himself took the boy to a special doctor and had his eye infection cured.
He sent him to college and law school. In all this the Don acted not as a father but
rather as a guardian. There was no show of affection but oddly enough the Don
treated Hagen more courteously than his own sons, did not impose a parental will
upon him. It was the boy's decision to go to law school after college. He had
heard Don Corleone say once, "A lawyer with his briefcase can steal more than a
hundred men with guns.” Meanwhile, much to the annoyance of their father,
Sonny and Freddie insisted on going into the family business after graduation
from high school. Only Michael had gone on to college, and he had enlisted in the

Marines the day after Pearl Harbor.

1 After he passed the bar exam, Hagen married to start his own family. The bride was
a young ltalian girl from New Jersey, rare at that time for being a college graduate
(6bbina peakocTbio B TO BpeMmsi, Byayym BbinyckHuLen konnegxa). After the wedding,
which was of course held in the home of Don Corleone (koTopasi, kOHe4YHO, cocToANach:
«bbina nposegeHa» B gome [JoHa), the Don offered to support Hagen in any
undertaking he desired (nogaepxate XareHa B ntobom npeanpuaTnm, kakoe oH
noxenaet; to support [sd’po:t]), to send him law clients, furnish his office (o6opygoBaTs,
obcTtaBuTb Mebenbto ero oduc), start him in real estate (nomoys emy ¢ HEOBUMXKMMOCTLIO;
real estate — HeABWXMMOCTD).

2 Tom Hagen had bowed his head and said to the Don, "I would like to work for you."
3 The Don was surprised, yet pleased. "You know who | am?" he asked.

4 Hagen nodded. He hadn't really known the extent of the Don's power (pasmep ero
BMaCTX, HACKOMbKO Aarneko npocTMpanach ero Bnactb; extent [Iks'tent] —
npoTsKeHHocThb), not then (Toraa ewwe HeT). He did not really know in the ten years that
followed until he was made the acting Consigliori after Genco Abbandando became ill.

But he nodded and met the Don's eyes with his own. "l would work for you like your
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sons," Hagen said, meaning with complete loyalty, with complete acceptance of the
Don's parental divinity (c nonHbIM NpUHATMEM «POAUTENBCKON BOXXeCcTBEHHOCTM [JoHa»
= OTHOCACb K HeMy ¢ BnaroroBeHuem, kak k bory). The Don, with that understanding
which was even then building the legend of his greatness (c Tem noHMmanunem /cyTu
aenal, koTopoe yxe Torga cosgasarno nereHay ero senunyus), showed the young man
the first mark (3Hak) of fatherly affection since he had come into his household. He took
Hagen into his arms for a quick embrace (ans 6eicTporo = Hegonroro 06bATKS) and
afterward treated him more like a true son, though he would sometimes say, "Tom,
never forget your parents," as if he were reminding himself as well as Hagen (kak 6yato
HanomuHasi camMomy cebe, TakKe Kak U XareHy = a He TOSbKo XareHy).

5 There was no chance that Hagen would forget (aa n kak 661 OH cmor 3a6bITh). His
mother had been near moronic (no4tn nanoTka = nonycymaclueLas; moronic
[mo:’ronik] — ngmnotcknin) and slovenly (u Hepsawnueown; sloven [SIAvn] — Hepsixa,
HEeONPATHbIN, rPA3HYNS), so ridden by anemia (HacTonbKO n3MyveHHas aHemuen; to ride
— exaTb BEpPXOM, CKakaTb; NofaensTb, yrHetatb) she could not feel affection for her
children or make a pretense of it (nnu gaxe nputBopuTbCa /NbsAWen matepesto/). His
father Hagen had hated. His mother's blindness before she died had terrified him
(nyrana ero, npyBoauna B yxac; terror — yxac, ctpax) and his own eye infection had
been a stroke of doom («ygapom npoknaTtusy; to strike — 6utk). He had been sure he
would go blind (6111 yBepeH, 4to ocnenHeT). When his father died, Tom Hagen's
eleven-year-old mind had snapped in a curious way (ero ym, pasym cTpaHHbiM 06pasom
3aLlerkHyIICA, 3axmonHyrca = B ero yme 4to-1o obopBanock, nepesepHynock). He had
roamed the streets (6pogun no ynuuam) like an animal waiting for death until the fateful
day Sonny found him sleeping in the back of a hallway and brought him to his home.
What had happened afterward was a miracle (1o, 4To crny4nnock NOToM, 6bIfo YyaoMm
['mirokl]). But for years Hagen had had nightmares (MHoro, HeCKosbKO neT emy CHUIMCh
kowwmapsl), dreaming he had grown to manhood blind (B1as Bo cHe, 4TO OH BbIPOC 1
cTan B3pOcCibiM MY>XYMHOW — crienbiM; manhood — BO3My»kanocb, 3penbii BO3pacT),
tapping a white cane (noctykuatowmin 6enon TpocTero), his blind children behind him
tap-tapping with their little white canes as they begged in the streets (npocswiue
MUOCTLIHI, nobupatowmecs; to beg). Some mornings when he woke (npoceinancs; to
wake) the face of Don Corleone was imprinted on his brain (oTnevyaTkiBancsa B ero
moa3ry) in that first conscious moment (B 3TOT nepBbIi CO3HATENBHbBIA MOMEHT;

conscious ['kon/ds]) and he would feel safe (1 oH yyBcTBOBanN ce6s B GesonacHoCTw).
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6 But the Don had insisted that he put in three years of general law practice in addition
to his duties for the family business (B go6aBok k cBoMm 06s3aHHOCTAM; to add —
npnbaensaTk). This experience had proved invaluable later on (3TOT onbIT Okasanca B
AanbHenwemM HeoLEeHUMbIM = KOTOPbIN TPYAHO nepeoueHnTs; valuable [‘'veeljudbl]), and
also removed any doubts in Hagen's mind («y6pan kakne-nnbo comHeHusi» = 3acTaBusl
oTbpocuTb BCe COMHEHMs; to remove — nepemellaTts; youpaTte) about working for Don
Corleone. He had then spent two years of training in the offices of a top firm of criminal
lawyers in which the Don had some influence (B koTopon [JoH nmen HekoTopoe
BnusHue ['Infludns]). It was apparent to everyone (Bcem: «kaxgomy» Obirio 04eBUOHO)
that he had a flair for this branch of the law (/xopowni/ Htox, YyTbe Ans aTon obnacTu:
«BETKM, OTBETBMEeHnA» topucnpyaeHuun). He did well (npeycnesan) and when he went
into the full-time service of the family business, Don Corleone had not been able to
reproach him once in the six years that followed (He mor: «He 66151 cnocobeH» Hu pasy
HW B YEM YMPEKHYTb).
7 When he had been made the acting Consigliori, the other powerful Sicilian families
referred contemptuously (npe3puTtenbHO OT3bIBanuchL = ctanu HasblBaTb; to refer [rifo:]
— roBopuTb, ynomuHarte) to the Corleone family as the "Irish gang (npnangckon
6aHgon)." This had amused Hagen. It had also taught him (310 3acTtaBuno ero noHATL)
that he could never hope to succeed the Don as the head of the family business (4To oH
He MOXeT HagesaTbCs cTaTb Koraa-nnmbo npeemHukom [oHa; to succeed [sok’si:d] —
cnefoBaTh 3a YeM-nMbo, CMeHATb; HacnegoBaTth, ObITb NpeeMHnkom). But he was
content. That had never been his goal (310 H1KoOrga He ObIno ero Lenbtlo, 3agadven),
such an ambition would have been a "disrespect" to his benefactor (no oTHoweHuo k

ero 6narogetento [‘baenifaektd]) and his benefactor's blood family.

1 After he passed the bar exam, Hagen married to start his own family. The bride
was a young ltalian girl from New Jersey, rare at that time for being a college
graduate. After the wedding, which was of course held in the home of Don
Corleone, the Don offered to support Hagen in any undertaking he desired, to
send him law clients, furnish his office, start him in real estate.

2 Tom Hagen had bowed his head and said to the Don, "l would like to work for
you."

3 The Don was surprised, yet pleased. "You know who | am?" he asked.

4 Hagen nodded. He hadn't really known the extent of the Don's power, not then.

He did not really know in the ten years that followed until he was made the acting

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




105
Consigliori after Genco Abbandando became ill. But he nodded and met the
Don's eyes with his own. "l would work for you like your sons,” Hagen said,
meaning with complete loyalty, with complete acceptance of the Don's parental
divinity. The Don, with that understanding which was even then building the
legend of his greatness, showed the young man the first mark of fatherly
affection since he had come into his household. He took Hagen into his arms for
a quick embrace and afterward treated him more like a true son, though he would
sometimes say, "Tom, never forget your parents,” as if he were reminding himself
as well as Hagen.
5 There was no chance that Hagen would forget. His mother had been near
moronic and slovenly, so ridden by anemia she could not feel affection for her
children or make a pretense of it. His father Hagen had hated. His mother's
blindness before she died had terrified him and his own eye infection had been a
stroke of doom. He had been sure he would go blind. When his father died, Tom
Hagen's eleven-year-old mind had snapped in a curious way. He had roamed the
streets like an animal waiting for death until the fateful day Sonny found him
sleeping in the back of a hallway and brought him to his home. What had
happened afterward was a miracle. But for years Hagen had had nightmares,
dreaming he had grown to manhood blind, tapping a white cane, his blind
children behind him tap-tapping with their little white canes as they begged in the
streets. Some mornings when he woke the face of Don Corleone was imprinted
on his brain in that first conscious moment and he would feel safe.
6 But the Don had insisted that he put in three years of general law practice in
addition to his duties for the family business. This experience had proved
invaluable later on, and also removed any doubts in Hagen's mind about working
for Don Corleone. He had then spent two years of training in the offices of a top
firm of criminal lawyers in which the Don had some influence. It was apparent to
everyone that he had a flair for this branch of the law. He did well and when he
went into the full-time service of the family business, Don Corleone had not been
able to reproach him once in the six years that followed.
7 When he had been made the acting Consigliori, the other powerful Sicilian
families referred contemptuously to the Corleone family as the "Irish gang." This
had amused Hagen. It had also taught him that he could never hope to succeed

the Don as the head of the family business. But he was content. That had never
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been his goal, such an ambition would have been a "disrespect” to his benefactor

and his benefactor's blood family.

1 It was still dark (6b1n10 BCe elle TemHo) when the plane landed in Los Angeles
(npusemnuncs). Hagen checked into his hotel (odhopmuncs B roctnHunue), showered
and shaved (npuHan gyw n no6puncs), and watched dawn (pacceeTt) come over the
city. He ordered breakfast and newspapers to be sent up to his room (4T06bI GbIIK
npucnaxel B Homep) and relaxed until it was time for his ten A.M. appointment (noka He
ObIN10 Nopa OTNPaBATLCA Ha HA3HAYEHHYIO Ha AecsaTb yTpa BCTpeyy; to appoint [0'point]
— HasHa4aTb) with Jack Woltz. The appointment had been surprisingly easy to make
(YOUBUTENBHO = HEOXMAAHHO NErko ObINIO NONYYNTb ITY ayaANEHLNIO).

2 The day before (HakaHyHe), Hagen had called the most powerful man in the movie
labor unions (B npodcotozax paboTHMkoB kMHO), @ man named Billy Goff. Acting on
instructions from Don Corleone, Hagen had told Goff to arrange an appointment
(moroBopuTbCs 0 BCTpeye; to arrange [d'reindG] — npyBoAnTbL B NOPSAOK; yCTpanBaTb)
on the next day for Hagen to call on Jack Woltz, that he should hint to Woltz (HamekryTb)
that if Hagen was not made happy (ecnn He BygeT yaoBneTBopeH: «caenaH
cyacTnmebiM, 4OBONbLHLIMY) by the results of the interview, there could be a labor strike
at the movie studio (moxeT 6bITb 3abacTtoBka). An hour later Hagen received a call from
Goff. The appointment would be at ten A.M. Woltz had gotten the message about the
possible labor strike (nony4ynn naeelleHne o Bo3aMoxHon 3abacTtoske) but hadn't
seemed too impressed (HO ka3sarncsa He cnuikom BnevatneHHbiM), Goff said. He added,
"If it really comes down to that (gorget oo atoro), | gotta talk to the Don myself (= | got
to talk — mHe HyxHO BygeT noroBopuTb)."

3 "If it comes to that he'll talk to you," Hagen said. By saying this he avoided making
any promises (n3bexan genaHusa kakmx-nmbo obelanunn; to avoid [d’void] — nsberats,
YKNOHATLCA; promise [‘promis] — obewanune). He was not surprised that Goff was so
agreeable to the Don's wishes (Takon cornacHbin, nogatnuebli xenadusam [JoHa;
agreeable [d'griobl]; to agree — cornawaTtbces). The family empire, technically, did not
extend beyond the New York area (He npoctupanack 3a npeaensl Hoto-Mopkckoii
obnactu; area [‘earid]) but Don Corleone had first become strong by helping labor
leaders (“BnepBbie cTan /no-Hactoswemy/ CUnbHbIM» = Habpan UCTUHHYI0 cuny, /Nuwb/
nomorasi pykosoautensam npodcoto3on). Many of them still owed him debts of friendship

(BCe eLue 6bIM A0MKHBI emy, 065a3aHbl eMy gonrom apyx6bl; debt [det] — gonr).
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4 But the ten A.M. appointment was a bad sign (nnoxon 3Hak = gypHas npumeta). It
meant that he would be first on the appointment list, that he would not be invited to
lunch (4To OH He ByaeT npurnaweH Ha oben). It meant that Woltz held him in small
worth (He npugaBan emy 60MNbLUOIO 3HAYEHUNA: «AepKan ero B Manomn LeHHoctny»). Goff
had not been threatening enough (He gOCTaTOYHO CUNBHO yrpoxar: «Bbin
HeJoCTaToYHO yrpoxatoLy; to threaten — [Bretn]), probably (BoamoxHo) because Woltz
had him on his graft payroll (8 cnucke nuu, nonyyatowmx B3atkn; graft [gra:ft] — B3aTka,
NoAKymn, He3aKkoHHbIe Aoxoabl; payroll — cymma, BbinniadeHHast cnyxawmm /3a
onpegeneHHbin nepuog/). And sometimes the Don's success in keeping himself out of
the limelight (To, yTo [loHY Tak XOpoOLLO yaaBanocb ocTaBaTbCs B TeHU; limelight — ceeT
pamrbl) worked to the disadvantage of the family business (gencrsoBano Bo Bpef;
advantage [eed’va:ntidG] — npeumyectBo), in that his name did not mean anything to
outside circles (TemM, 4YTO €ro Msi HUYEro He 3HAYUIO AN «BHELUHUX KPYroB» = Ans
HEMOCBSILLEHHbIX).
5 His analysis proved correct (ero aHanus okasancs BepHbIM; analysis [0'naeldsis]; to
prove [pru:v] — gokasbelBaTtb, noareepxgath). Woltz kept him waiting for a half hour past
the appointed time (3actasun ero xxagate 6onee nony4vaca /nocrne HazHa4eHHoOro
BpemeHu/). Hagen didn't mind (He obugencs, emy 6bino Bce paBHo). The reception
room was very plush (pockoLUHbIM, LUMKAPHBIM: «MiOLWeBbLIMY ), very comfortable, and
on a plum-colored couch (Ha TemHO-mMoneToBon KywweTke; plum — cnuea) opposite him
(HanpoTtuB Hero ['opazit]) sat the most beautiful child Hagen had ever seen. She was no
more than eleven or twelve, dressed in a very expensive but simple way as a grown
woman. She had incredibly golden hair (HeBeposaTHO 30n0TUCTLIE BOSOCHI), huge deep
sea-blue eyes and a fresh raspberry-red mouth (ManuHoBoro useta pot = rybel;
raspberry [‘ra:zbdri] — manuHa). She was guarded by a woman (conpoBoxganacs:
«oxpaHsnacby; to guard [ga:d]) obviously her mother (oueBuaHo, ee matepbto), who
tried to stare Hagen down (koTopas ctapanack, npucTanbHO rmsasa Ha XareHa,
3acTaBuUTb ero notynutbes; to stare down — cmytuTh B3rnggom) with a cold arrogance (c
XOJSI04HbIM BblCOKOMepueM ['aeragons]; arrogant ['eerougont] — 3aHocumnBbIN,
BblCOKOMepHbIN) that made him want to punch her in the face (4To Bbi3biBano y Hero
XenaHue ABMHYTb en Kynakom B nuuo; to punch — 6uts kynakom). The angel child and
the dragon mother, Hagen thought, returning the mother's cold stare.
6 Finally an exquisitely dressed (13bickaHHO ofeTasi) but stout (nonHas) middle-aged
woman came to lead him through a string of offices (4epe3 psag oducos; string —

BepeBKa; nocriegosaTtensHocTh) to the office-apartment of the movie producer. Hagen
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was impressed by the beauty of the offices and the people working in them. He smiled.
They were all shrewdies (noskauu, npoHbipbl: shrewdie; shrewd [[ru:d] —
NPOHM3bIBAKOLWMI, CUMNbHBIN /Hanp. o BeTpe/; coobpasntenbHbin, BbICTPO
cxBaTblBawoLLmm), trying to get their foot in the movie door by taking office jobs, and
most of them would work in these offices for the rest of their lives (Bcto octaslytoca
Xmn3Hb) or until they accepted defeat (noka He npusHatoT: «npumyT» nopaxeHune; defeat

[dr’fi:t]) and returned to their home towns.

1 It was still dark when the plane landed in Los Angeles. Hagen checked into his
hotel, showered and shaved, and watched dawn come over the city. He ordered
breakfast and newspapers to be sent up to his room and relaxed until it was time
for his ten A.M. appointment with Jack Woltz. The appointment had been
surprisingly easy to make.

2 The day before, Hagen had called the most powerful man in the movie labor
unions, a man named Billy Goff. Acting on instructions from Don Corleone,
Hagen had told Goff to arrange an appointment on the next day for Hagen to call
on Jack Woltz, that he should hint to Woltz that if Hagen was not made happy by
the results of the interview, there could be a labor strike at the movie studio. An
hour later Hagen received a call from Goff. The appointment would be at ten A.M.
Woltz had gotten the message about the possible labor strike but hadn't seemed
too impressed, Goff said. He added, "If it really comes down to that, | gotta talk to
the Don myself."

3 "If it comes to that he'll talk to you,"” Hagen said. By saying this he avoided
making any promises. He was not surprised that Goff was so agreeable to the
Don's wishes. The family empire, technically, did not extend beyond the New York
area but Don Corleone had first become strong by helping labor leaders. Many of
them still owed him debts of friendship.

4 But the ten A.M. appointment was a bad sign. It meant that he would be first on
the appointment list, that he would not be invited to lunch. It meant that Woltz
held him in small worth. Goff had not been threatening enough, probably because
Woltz had him on his graft payroll. And sometimes the Don's success in keeping
himself out of the limelight worked to the disadvantage of the family business, in
that his name did not mean anything to outside circles.

5 His analysis proved correct. Woltz kept him waiting for a half hour past the

appointed time. Hagen didn't mind. The reception room was very plush, very
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comfortable, and on a plum-colored couch opposite him sat the most beautiful
child Hagen had ever seen. She was no more than eleven or twelve, dressed in a
very expensive but simple way as a grown woman. She had incredibly golden hair,
huge deep sea-blue eyes and a fresh raspberry-red mouth. She was guarded by a
woman obviously her mother, who tried to stare Hagen down with a cold
arrogance that made him want to punch her in the face. The angel child and the
dragon mother, Hagen thought, returning the mother's cold stare.

6 Finally an exquisitely dressed but stout middle-aged woman came to lead him
through a string of offices to the office-apartment of the movie producer. Hagen
was impressed by the beauty of the offices and the people working in them. He
smiled. They were all shrewdies, trying to get their foot in the movie door by
taking office jobs, and most of them would work in these offices for the rest of

their lives or until they accepted defeat and returned to their home towns.

1 Jack Woltz was a tall, powerfully built man (kpenko: «MOLHO» CKPOEHHBbIN,
CroXKeHHbIi1) with a heavy paunch (c «TspkensivMy» Gproxom [po:nt/]) almost concealed
(nouTu ckpeiTeiM) by his perfectly tailored suit (ero npeBocxogHO CLUMTLIM KOCTHOMOM
[sju:t]). Hagen knew his history. At ten years of age Woltz had hustled empty beer kegs
(kaTan 6o4kn n3-nog nmea; keg — 6o4voHok /no 10 rannoHos/; hustle [hAsl] — TonkaTs,
nuxaTb, rHaTb BNepen) and pushcarts (Tenexku: to push — Tonkate + cart — Tenera,
nososka) on the East Side. At twenty he helped his father sweat garment workers
(BbPKMMATb COKW: «NOT» M3 pabounx LWBENHOM NPOMbILLSIEHHOCTN; garment — ogexaa,
npegmet ogexabl). At thirty he had left New York and moved West, invested in the
nickelodeon (Bnoxun geHbrn B 0guH U3 NepBbIX KMHOTEATPOB; nickelodeon — Tak
Ha3blBaNMCb NEpPBbIE KNHOTEATPbl, B KOTOPbIX (OUSTbMbI ObINN MK YacTbio 0bLLero
Loy n BxogHas ueHa 6eina 1 nickel = 5 cents) and pioneered motion pictures (1
3anycTun KMHOMPOMBILLSIEHHOCTb, CTan OAHUM U3 ee ocHoBaTenen). At forty-eight he
had been the most powerful movie magnate in Hollywood, still rough-spoken (rpy6ein B
obpalleHun), rapaciously amorous (anuHbiii B No6Bw; rapacious [rd’'peifds] — xaaHbiii,
anyHbIn; amorous [‘eemadrds] — Bnob4mBbIn), a raging wolf (CBMpencTBYOLLMIA BOSIK)
ravaging helpless flocks of young starlets (noxupatowwmn 6essawmtHble ctaga
MOMoAeHbKNX 3Be3noyek; to ravage [raevidG] — pasopsaTtb, onyctowaTs; rpabuts). At
fifty he transformed himself (nepemenunncs). He took speech lessons (6pan ypoku
ankuun), learned how to dress from an English valet (y nakes, kamepguHepa ['veelit])

and how to behave socially (kak BecTn cebs B obLiectse: «obLiecTBeHHO») from an
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English butler (y asopeukoro, ctapwero nakes). When his first wife died he married a
world-famous (Ha BcemupHo 3HameHuTon) and beautiful actress who didn't like acting
(koTOpou He Hpaeunock urpatk, cHUMaTbes). Now at the age of sixty he collected old
master paintings (wegespbl xuneonucu), was a member of the President's Advisory
Committee, and had set up a multimillion-dollar foundation (dpoHz) in his name to
promote art in motion pictures (4Tobbl cogencTBoBaTh NCKYCCTBY B KMHO; to promote —
BblABUraTh, NpoasuraTe; cnocobcteoBath). His daughter had married an English lord,
his son an Italian princess.
2 His latest passion (ero nocrnegHee yBne4veHue: «ctpacTby), as reported dutifully by
every movie columnist in America (kak ctapatenbHo BbIr10 COOBLEHO KaXabIM
KnHooboapeBaTenem; column [‘koldm] — konoHHa; KonoHka /0630p NOCTOAHHOTO
koppecnoHaeHTa/), was his own racing stables (cob6cTBeHHbIE KOHIOLWHN 159 6eroBbIx
nowagen) on which he had spent ten million dollars in the past year. He had made
headlines («caenan 3aronoBku» = 3TO ObINIO BO BCEX rA3€THbIX 3aronoBkax) by
purchasing (Tem, 4To nprobpen, nprobpeTs; to purchase [‘pd:t/os]) the famed English
racing horse Khartoum for the incredible price of six hundred thousand dollars and then
announcing (a 3atem 3aasus, 3asBuB) that the undefeated racer (He 3HaroLwmn
nopaxkeHusi ckakyH; defeat — nopaxenue) would be retired (6onblie He ByaeT
NpYHMMAaTh y4acTus B ckadkax; to retire — yxoanTb, yaanatbCcs; YT Ha NOKOW, Ha
neHcuo) and put to stud (1 ctaHeT ncnonb3oBaTLCA B kKadecTBe xepebua) exclusively
for the Woltz stables.
3 He received Hagen courteously, his beautifully, evenly tanned (posHo 3aropenoe),
meticulously barbered face (TwaTensHo BblIbpuToe nuuo; meticulous [mrtikjulds] —
MeroYHbIM, AOTOLHBLIN, TWaTerbHbIN) contorted with a grimace (1ckasnnock rpyumacom)
meant to be a smile (kotopas gormxHa Obina o3HavaTtb yneloky). Despite all the money
spent, despite the ministrations (HecmoTps Ha «okasaHus» NOMOLLM, YCIyr = HECMOTPS
Ha Bce cTtapaHus) of the most knowledgeable technicians (Hanbonee onbITHBLIX
cneymanuctoB), his age showed (ero BospacT 6bin BuaeH, obHapyxmsan cebs); the
flesh of his face looked as if it had been seamed together (cnosHo 6kino cLuKMTO; seam —
lwoB; to seam — coeguHATL LWWBOM, clumBaTh). But there was an enormous vitality in his
movements (orpomMHas XnM3HeHHas cuna, aHeprusa B ero asmxeHusix) and he had what
Don Corleone had, the air of a man who commanded absolutely the world in which he

lived.
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1 Jack Woltz was a tall, powerfully built man with a heavy paunch almost
concealed by his perfectly tailored suit. Hagen knew his history. At ten years of
age Woltz had hustled empty beer kegs and pushcarts on the East Side. At twenty
he helped his father sweat garment workers. At thirty he had left New York and
moved West, invested in the nickelodeon and pioneered motion pictures. At forty-
eight he had been the most powerful movie magnate in Hollywood, still rough-
spoken, rapaciously amorous, a raging wolf ravaging helpless flocks of young
starlets. At fifty he transformed himself. He took speech lessons, learned how to
dress from an English valet and how to behave socially from an English butler.
When his first wife died he married a world-famous and beautiful actress who
didn't like acting. Now at the age of sixty he collected old master paintings, was a
member of the President's Advisory Committee, and had set up a multimillion-
dollar foundation in his name to promote art in motion pictures. His daughter had
married an English lord, his son an Italian princess.
2 His latest passion, as reported dutifully by every movie columnist in America,
was his own racing stables on which he had spent ten million dollars in the past
year. He had made headlines by purchasing the famed English racing horse
Khartoum for the incredible price of six hundred thousand dollars and then
announcing that the undefeated racer would be retired and put to stud
exclusively for the Woltz stables.
3 He received Hagen courteously, his beautifully, evenly tanned, meticulously
barbered face contorted with a grimace meant to be a smile. Despite all the
money spent, despite the ministrations of the most knowledgeable technicians,
his age showed; the flesh of his face looked as if it had been seamed together.
But there was an enormous vitality in his movements and he had what Don
Corleone had, the air of a man who commanded absolutely the world in which he

lived.

1 Hagen came directly to the point (npsmo nepellen k cytu gena, Hayarn ¢ camon
cyTtn). That he was an emissary (amuccap, nocnaded, ['‘emisari]) from a friend of Johnny
Fontane. That this friend was a very powerful man who would pledge his gratitude
(roTOB NOKNSACTLCSH, 3aBEPUTbL B CBOEW BnarogapHOCTV = rapaHTUPYET CBOHO
6narogapHocTb; to pledge — otaaBaTh B 3anor; gaBaTb 06eT; cBs3blBaTb 0beljaHmem,
knateon) and undying friendship (1 BeuHyto: «HeymupatoLLyto» apyxoy) to Mr. Woltz if

Mr. Woltz would grant a small favor (caenaet HeGonbLuyto N6E3HOCTb, YO0BNETBOPUT
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npocbOy; to grant — gapuTb, XXanoBaTtb; NpPeaoCcTaBnAaATb, yOOBNETBOPATL). The small
favor would be the casting of Johnny Fontane (npepoctaesnenune ponu; to cast —
pacnpenenate ponu) in the new war movie the studio planned to start next week.

2 The seamed face was impassive (6ecctpacTtHoe), polite (Bexxnsoe). "What favors
can your friend do me?" Woltz asked. There was just a trace of condescension in his
voice (nerkuin cnep = OTTEHOK CHUCXOAUTENBHOCTK).

3 Hagen ignored the condescension. He explained. "You've got some labor trouble
coming up (y Bac HaspeBaeT HenpusaTHOCTL ¢ npodcotodamu). My friend can absolutely
guarantee to make that trouble disappear. You have a top male star (y Bac ecTb
«rnaBHas Myckas 3sesga») who makes a lot of money for your studio but he just
graduated from marijuana to heroin (nepewen; to graduate [‘graedjudt] —
nporpeccupoBaTth, NPOABUraTbLCA BNepea; nepexoanTb B gpyroe coctosaHune). My friend
will guarantee that your male star won't be able to get any more heroin (He cmoxeT
bonbwe goctatk). And if some other little things come up over the years (1 ecnu kakue-
nnbo gpyrve Menoyum BO3HUKHYT C TedyeHnem BpemeHun) a phone call to me can solve
your problems (paspewwunTs)."

4 Jack Woltz listened to this as if he were hearing the boasting of a child (cnosHo oH
cnywan noxeansby pebeHka). Then he said harshly (pesko, rpy6o), his voice
deliberately all East Side (cneyunansHo, HAPOYHO € /KPYTbIM/ NCTCANOCKAM aKLEeHTOM
/East Side — the eastern section of Manhattan, in New York City, lying to the east of
Fifth Avenue/), "You trying to put muscle on me (neiTaetecs = B3gymarnv HagasuTb Ha
MeHs)?"

5 Hagen said coolly, "Absolutely not. I've come to ask a service for a friend. I've tried to
explain that you won't lose anything by it (nonbiTancs 06bLACHUTL, YTO Bbl HAYETO He
notepsieTe Ha aToM)."

6 Almost as if he willed it («no4yTn kak ecnn 6l OH XOTEN 3TOroY» = C e4Ba Nn He
HanyckHbIM /rHeBom/), Woltz made his face a mask of anger. The mouth curled (ry6oi
ckpuunuce), his heavy brows (6posu), dyed black (nogkpalueHHbie B YepHbIn LBET; to
dye — kpacuTb, okpalwmeaTte), contracted (caBuHynucek: «cokpaTtunmcey) to form a thick
line over his glinting eyes (4T0OLI 06pa3oBaTh, 06pa3oBaB TONCTYHO /HENPEpPbIBHYO/
NUHWUIO Haf ero 3aceepkaBlimmmy rnasamu). He leaned over the desk toward Hagen. "All
right, you smooth son of a bitch (rmageHbkuia, CKOMb3KkNin CyKMH CbiH; smooth [smu:8] —
rnagKkuin, pOBHbIN; CKOSb3KNIA; BEXITMBLIN, NMPUATHLIN), let me lay it on the line for you
and your boss (M03BOSb MHE KOE-YTO YETKO OO BACHUTD: «BbISTOXUTb HA NINHUIOY),

whoever he is. Johnny Fontane never gets that movie. | don't care how many guinea
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Mafia goombahs come out of the woodwork (CKoNbKO nTanbAaHCKUX ApYKKOB
NnosiIBNSAKTCSA, BO3HUKAIOT; woodwork — aepeBsiHHble nsgenus; to come out of the
woodwork — NnosBnATbLCA, BO3HMKATL; guinea — /CrneHr, npe3puT./ ntanbswka; goombah
— APYXKOK, NpudaTens /cneHr, n3 ntanesHckoro/)." He leaned back. "A word of advice to
you, my friend. J. Edgar Hoover, | assume (nonarato) you've heard of him" — Woltz
smiled sardonically — "is a personal friend of mine. If | let him know I'm being pressured
(4TO Ha MeHA OKasbIBaKT AaBlIEHME, YTO MEHS LWaHTaXupyoT), you guys will never
know what hit you (Bam napHsim KpblILKa: «HUKOr4a Tak U He y3HaeTe, JaXe U He

y3HaeTe, YTO Bac CTyKHyro»)."

1 Hagen came directly to the point. That he was an emissary from a friend of
Johnny Fontane. That this friend was a very powerful man who would pledge his
gratitude and undying friendship to Mr. Woltz if Mr. Woltz would grant a small
favor. The small favor would be the casting of Johnny Fontane in the new war
movie the studio planned to start next week.

2 The seamed face was impassive, polite. "What favors can your friend do me?"
Woltz asked. There was just a trace of condescension in his voice.

3 Hagen ignored the condescension. He explained. "You've got some labor
trouble coming up. My friend can absolutely guarantee to make that trouble
disappear. You have a top male star who makes a lot of money for your studio but
he just graduated from marijuana to heroin. My friend will guarantee that your
male star won't be able to get any more heroin. And if some other little things
come up over the years a phone call to me can solve your problems."

4 Jack Woltz listened to this as if he were hearing the boasting of a child. Then
he said harshly, his voice deliberately all East Side, "You trying to put muscle on
me?"

5 Hagen said coolly, "Absolutely not. I've come to ask a service for a friend. I've
tried to explain that you won't lose anything by it."

6 Almost as if he willed it, Woltz made his face a mask of anger. The mouth
curled, his heavy brows, dyed black, contracted to form a thick line over his
glinting eyes. He leaned over the desk toward Hagen. "All right, you smooth son
of a bitch, let me lay it on the line for you and your boss, whoever he is. Johnny
Fontane never gets that movie. | don't care how many guinea Mafia goombahs
come out of the woodwork." He leaned back. "A word of advice to you, my friend.

J. Edgar Hoover, | assume you've heard of him" — Woltz smiled sardonically — "is
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a personal friend of mine. If | let him know I'm being pressured, you guys will

never know what hit you."

1 Hagen listened patiently (tepnenuso). He had expected better from a man of Woltz's
stature (oH oxxngan 6onbLlero: «y4ywero» OT YenoBeka Takoro popmara,
3aHMMaIOLLIEro CTOSb BbICOKOE MorioxeHue; stature [‘staet/d] — pocT; BbicoTa). Was it
possible that a man who acted this stupidly (HacTtonsko rnyno) could rise to the head of
a company worth hundreds of millions? That was something to think about (3geck 6bino
0 Yyem nogymats) since the Don was looking for new things to put money into (Tak kak
[10H nckan HoBble BO3MOXHOCTU BnioxeHusa aeHer), and if the top brains of this industry
were so dumb (1 ecnn rmaBHble MO3r B 3TOM MHAYCTPUN HACTONbKO Tynbl [dAm]),
movies might be the thing (knHo moxeT okazatbca nogxogsawmm gernom). The abuse
itself bothered him not at all (ockop6neHue camo no cebe ero BoBce He Hecrnokouno, He
pasgpaxano; abuse [0'bju:s] — ockopbneHue, 6paHb; to bother [‘bodd] — becnokonTb,
nokyyaTtk). Hagen had learned the art of negotiation from the Don himself (Bblyunncs
NCKYCCTBY BECTU neperoBopsbl y camoro [JoHa). "Never get angry (HMkorga He cepanch:
«He cTaHoBuCb cepanTeiM»)," the Don had instructed. "Never make a threat (He
yrpoxawn). Reason with people (paccyxgan ¢ niogbmu, npusoam gosogsl)." The word
"reason" sounded so much better in Italian, rajunah, to rejoin (oTBeyaTbL Ha 06BMHEHNKE
ncrtua, BospaxaTtb; coeanHate). The art of this was to ignore all insults, all threats; to
turn the other cheek (noacraenaTe: «noBopavmBate» Apyryto weky). Hagen had seen
the Don sit at a negotiating table for eight hours, swallowing insults (npornateisas,
npornaTbiBatoLwmmMm ockopbnenuns), trying to persuade (ctapatowmmes ybeants
[pds’weid]) a notorious (n3BecTHoro) and megalomaniac (1 KpaHe 3aHOCYMBOrO:
«CTpajatoLiero MaHuen senuyuns») strong-arm man (kpytoro napHs; strong-arm —
NPUMeHsoLWMIA cuny /Hanp. o npectynHuke/) to mend his ways (ncnpasuTbes; to mend
— Y/HUTb, PEMOHTMPOBATb, WTonaTtk). At the end of the eight hours Don Corleone had
thrown up his hands (BcnnecHyn pykamu) in a helpless gesture and said to the other
men at the table, "But no one can reason with this fellow," and had stalked out (1
Benu4aso, ropao sbiwern; to stalk — wecteBoBaTtk) of the meeting room. The strong-arm
man had turned white with fear (no6enen, nobneaHen ot ctpaxa). Emissaries were sent
to bring the Don back into the room. An agreement was reached (cornawienune 6bir0
nocturHyTo) but two months later the strong-arm was shot to death in his favorite

barbershop (66111 3acTpeneH B cBoen N3NONeHHON NapuKMaxepcKon).
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2 So Hagen started again, speaking in the most ordinary voice (cambiM 0BObI4HbIM =
criokorHbIM roriocom). "Look at my card," he said. "I'm a lawyer. Would | stick my neck
out (pasee A ctan Obl BbICOBbIBATL LIE = HanpaliMBaTbCa Ha HeENpUATHocTK)? Have |
uttered one threatening word (pa3se s npon3sHec xoTb O4HO yrpoxatoLlee crioso)? Let
me just say (no3BornbTe MHe Tornbko cka3ath) that | am prepared to meet any condition
you name (470 9 rotoB Ha noboe ycnosune, KoTopoe Bbl HasoBeTe) to get Johnny
Fontane that movie (4To6bl focTtaBuTe). | think I've already offered a great deal (yxxe
npegnoxun goeonsHo mHoro) for such a small favor. A favor that | understand it would
be in your interest to grant. Johnny tells me that you admit (npusHaete) he would be
perfect for that part (4to oH B coBepLueHcTBE nogxoauT ansa aton ponu). And let me say
that this favor would never be asked if that were not so. In fact, if you're worried about
your investment (ecnu Bbl BOrIHyeTecCh Mo noBoAy BaluMx BrioxeHuin), my client would
finance the picture. But please let me make myself absolutely clear (no3sonsTe MHe
BbICKa3aTbca co Bcen acHocTbio). We understand your no is no. Nobody can force you
or is trying to (HMKTO He MOXeT BbIHYAUTb Bac U HUKTO He NbiTaeTcs caenatb 310). We
know about your friendship with Mr. Hoover, | may add (s xoten 6bl no6aBuThb,
3ameTuTb), and my boss respects you for it. He respects that relationship very much."
3 Woltz had been doodling (MawwmHaneHo YyepTtun, pucosan: to doodle [du:dl]) with a
huge, red-feathered pen (py4kon ¢ kpacHbim nepom). At the mention of money (npwu
ynomuHaHuu gexer) his interest was aroused (611 pasbyxeH, npobyauncs; to arouse —
ByaouTb, npobyxaate) and he stopped doodling. He said patronizingly
(NokpoBUTENBLCTBEHHO = BLICOKOMEPHO, CBbICOKa), "This picture is budgeted at five
million."
4 Hagen whistled softly (Tuxo csuctHyn) to show that he was impressed. Then he said
very casually (o4eHb BCKONb3b, HeHasA34MBo), "My boss has a lot of friends who back
his judgment (koTopble nogaepxaT ero cyxaeHue = pelueHne)."
5 For the first time Woltz seemed to take the whole thing seriously. He studied
Hagen's card. "l never heard of you," he said. "I know most of the big lawyers in New
York, but just who the hell are you (HO BbI-TO KTO, 4epT BO3bMun)?"
6 "l have one of those dignified corporate practices (s paboTtato Ha ogHy conuaHyto
kopnopauuto; dignified ['dignifaid] — obnagatowmin 4yBCTBOM COOCTBEHHOIO
poctouHcTea /dignity/, goctonHein, conuaHein)," Hagen said dryly (cyxo). "l just handle
this one account (MHe NPOCTO NOPYYUIIN 3aHATLCH 3TUM enoMm /B BUAE UCKNYeHus/)."
He rose. "l won't take up any more of your time." He held out his hand, Woltz shook it.

Hagen took a few steps toward the door and turned to face Woltz again. "l understand
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you have to deal with a lot of people who try to seem more important than they are. In
my case the reverse is true (B aTom criydae BepHo obpaTtHoe). Why don't you check me
out with our mutual friend (nouyemy 66l Bam He HaBecT 060 MHe CnpaBKK Yepes Hallero
obwero gpyra; mutual ['mju:tjudl] — B3anmHbIN, 06otogHbIN)? If you reconsider
(nepegymaete), call me at my hotel." He paused. "This may be sacrilege to you (ato
MOXET rnokasaTbca Bam KoLlyHcTBoM ['saekrilidG]), but my client can do things for you
that even Mr. Hoover might find out of his range (moxeT HanTu BbilLe CBOMX CUIT: «BHE
ceoen gocsaraemoctuy»)." He saw the movie producer's eyes narrowing. Woltz was
finally getting the message (HakoHeL, Ha4yan NoHMMaTbL, O YEM pPeyYb: «NosyvaTb BECTbY).
"By the way (kctaTu), | admire your pictures very much (Becbma Bocxuwatocsk)," Hagen
said in the most fawning voice he could manage (cambiM Bkpag4MBbIM roflocOM, Ha
Kakom 6bin cnocobeH; to fawn [fo:n] — BUNATL XBOCTOM, nackaTbcs /o cobake/;
nognusbiBathes). "l hope you can keep up the good work. Our country needs it."

7 Late that afternoon Hagen received a call from the producer's secretary that a car
would pick him up within the hour (3aeget 3a Hum: «nogbepeTt ero» NpUMeEpPHO Yepes
yac, B TeyeHue Yaca) to take him out to Mr. Woltz's country home for dinner. She told
him it would be about a three-hour drive but that the car was equipped with a bar and
some hors d'oeuvres (3akyckamu; hors d'oeuvre [0:'dd:vr] — 3akycka /ppaHnu./). Hagen
knew that Woltz made the trip in his private plane and wondered why he hadn't been
invited to make the trip by air. The secretary's voice was adding politely, "Mr. Woltz
suggested you bring an overnight bag (cymky ¢ HOYHbIMW NPUHALNEXHOCTAMU;
overnight — npaHasHaveHHbIM A48 ncnonb3oBaHna Houbto) and he'll get you to the
airport in the morning."

8 "Il do that," Hagen said. That was another thing to wonder about (Hag 4em ctouno
3agymatbces). How did Woltz know he was taking the morning plane back to New York?
He thought about it for a moment. The most likely explanation was (Hanbonee
BepoATHbIM 06bscHeHneMm 6bino) that Woltz had set private detectives on his trail (no
ero crneay) to get all possible information. Then Woltz certainly knew he represented the
Don, which meant that he knew something about the Don, which in turn meant that he
was now ready to take the whole matter seriously. Something might be done after all,
Hagen thought. And maybe Woltz was smarter than he had appeared this morning (6bin

yMHee, YeM Kasarcs).

1 Hagen listened patiently. He had expected better from a man of Woltz's stature.

Was it possible that a man who acted this stupidly could rise to the head of a
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company worth hundreds of millions? That was something to think about since
the Don was looking for new things to put money into, and if the top brains of this
industry were so dumb, movies might be the thing. The abuse itself bothered him
not at all. Hagen had learned the art of negotiation from the Don himself. "Never
get angry,” the Don had instructed. "Never make a threat. Reason with people.”
The word "reason” sounded so much better in Italian, rajunah, to rejoin. The art of
this was to ignore all insults, all threats; to turn the other cheek. Hagen had seen
the Don sit at a negotiating table for eight hours, swallowing insults, trying to
persuade a notorious and megalomaniac strong-arm man to mend his ways. At
the end of the eight hours Don Corleone had thrown up his hands in a helpless
gesture and said to the other men at the table, "But no one can reason with this
fellow," and had stalked out of the meeting room. The strong-arm man had turned
white with fear. Emissaries were sent to bring the Don back into the room. An
agreement was reached but two months later the strong-arm was shot to death in
his favorite barbershop.

2 So Hagen started again, speaking in the most ordinary voice. "Look at my
card,” he said. "I'm a lawyer. Would | stick my neck out? Have | uttered one
threatening word? Let me just say that | am prepared to meet any condition you
name to get Johnny Fontane that movie. | think I've already offered a great deal
for such a small favor. A favor that | understand it would be in your interest to
grant. Johnny tells me that you admit he would be perfect for that part. And let me
say that this favor would never be asked if that were not so. In fact, if you're
worried about your investment, my client would finance the picture. But please let
me make myself absolutely clear. We understand your no is no. Nobody can force
you or is trying to. We know about your friendship with Mr. Hoover, | may add,
and my boss respects you for it. He respects that relationship very much.”

3 Woltz had been doodling with a huge, red-feathered pen. At the mention of
money his interest was aroused and he stopped doodling. He said patronizingly,
"This picture is budgeted at five million."

4 Hagen whistled softly to show that he was impressed. Then he said very
casually, "My boss has a lot of friends who back his judgment.”

5 For the first time Woltz seemed to take the whole thing seriously. He studied
Hagen's card. "l never heard of you," he said. "l know most of the big lawyers in

New York, but just who the hell are you?"

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




118
6 "l have one of those dignified corporate practices,” Hagen said dryly. "l just
handle this one account.” He rose. "l won't take up any more of your time." He
held out his hand, Woltz shook it. Hagen took a few steps toward the door and
turned to face Woltz again. "l understand you have to deal with a lot of people
who try to seem more important than they are. In my case the reverse is true. Why
don't you check me out with our mutual friend? If you reconsider, call me at my
hotel.” He paused. "This may be sacrilege to you, but my client can do things for
you that even Mr. Hoover might find out of his range." He saw the movie
producer's eyes narrowing. Woltz was finally getting the message. "By the way, |
admire your pictures very much,"” Hagen said in the most fawning voice he could
manage. "l hope you can keep up the good work. Our country needs it."
7 Late that afternoon Hagen received a call from the producer's secretary that a
car would pick him up within the hour to take him out to Mr. Woltz's country home
for dinner. She told him it would be about a three-hour drive but that the car was
equipped with a bar and some hors d'oeuvres. Hagen knew that Woltz made the
trip in his private plane and wondered why he hadn't been invited to make the trip
by air. The secretary's voice was adding politely, "Mr. Woltz suggested you bring
an overnight bag and he'll get you to the airport in the morning."
8 "I'll do that," Hagen said. That was another thing to wonder about. How did
Woltz know he was taking the morning plane back to New York? He thought
about it for a moment. The most likely explanation was that Woltz had set private
detectives on his trail to get all possible information. Then Woltz certainly knew
he represented the Don, which meant that he knew something about the Don,
which in turn meant that he was now ready to take the whole matter seriously.
Something might be done after all, Hagen thought. And maybe Woltz was smarter

than he had appeared this morning.

1 The home of Jack Woltz looked like an implausible movie set (Bbirnsgen nogobHo
HEeBEpPOSATHON, (baHTAaCTUYECKON CbEMOYHONM Nnowagke, NogodHO KakuM-TO
HeBepOATHbIM Aekopaunam; implausible [iIm'plo:zibl] — HeBepOATHbBIN, HEBO3MOXHbIN;
plausible [‘plo:zibdl] — 6naroBuaHbIi; NnpaBagonogobHeIn). There was a plantation-type
mansion (ocobHsik), huge grounds girdled (orpomHble y4acTku, onosicaHHbIe) by a rich
black-dirt (c noceinaHHom YepHon 3emnen; dirt — rpasb; peixnas 3emns) bridle path
(koHHOM popoxkkown; bridle [braidl] — yageuyka), stables and pasture for a herd of horses

(v nacTbuLLe ans TabyHa koHeit; pasture [‘pa:st[d]). The hedges (xuBble nropoam),

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




119
flower beds (knymb6kl) and grasses were as carefully (ctonb xe TwarensHo) manicured
as a movie star's nails (Hortn).

2 Woltz greeted Hagen on a glass-panel air-conditioned porch (Ha 3acTtekneHHoMm
KpbinbLe ¢ koHauumoHepom). The producer was informally dressed (no-gomatuHemy) in
blue silk shirt open at the neck, mustard-colored slacks (B Lunpokux 6ptokax ropymyHoOro
useTta; mustard ['mAstad] — ropumua), soft leather sandals (13 msrkon koxu). Framed in
all this color and rich fabric (B 06pamneHnm Bcex aTnx Kpacok 1 ApKOW, HaCbILLEHHOM
uBeTom TkaHu; fabric ['faebrik] — TkaHb, maTepuan) his seamed, tough face (>kecTtkoe,
rpyboe [tAf]) was startling (cmoTpenock cTpaHHO, nopaano; to startle — ucnyratb,
nopasuTb, 3acTaBuUTb B3AporHyTh). He handed Hagen an outsized martini glass
(orpomHbIn cTakaH) and took one for himself from the prepared tray (c nogrotosneHHoro
nogHoca). He seemed more friendly than he had been earlier in the day. He put his arm
over Hagen's shoulder and said, "We have a little time before dinner, let's go look at my
horses." As they walked toward the stables he said, "l checked you out, Tom; you
should have told me your boss is Corleone (gormkHb! 66l Obinn /cpady/ cka3aTb MHe). |
thought you were just some third-rate hustler (TpeTbepaspsagHbIii MoLeHHUK; hustler —
npeanpuMMYmBLIN YernoBek; MoleHHMK) Johnny was running in to bluff me (npucnan
3anyraTb MeHs, B3ATb MeHs Ha nyLky, 6rnedosate co mHon). And | don't bluff. Not that |
want to make enemies (He To 4YTOOBI 51 XO0TeN genatb Bparos), | never believed in that
(MHe 9TO HMKOrga He HPaBUIOCh: «S HUKOrga B 3TO He Bepun»). But let's just enjoy
ourselves now (gaBanTe cenvac NPoCTO pasBrievemcs, NpUATHO npoBeaem Bpems). We
can talk business after dinner."

3 Surprisingly Woltz proved to be a truly considerate host (okasancs nonctuHe
pagyLwHbIM X035MHOM; considerate [kdn'siddrit] — BHUMATENbHBIN K OPYTUM, AeNUKaTHLIN,
TakTuyHbIN). He explained his new methods, innovations (HoBoBBegeHus) that he hoped
would make his stable the most successful in America (cambimu npeycnesarLwmMm
/koHowHamK/). The stables were all fire-proofed (orHeynopHeie; proof —
noaTBepXaeHne, [oka3aTenbCTBO; HenpoHuLaemocTs), sanitized to the highest degree
(o6opyanoBaHHbIE COrnacHO caHUTapHbIM TpeboBaHNAM B BbiCOYanLen ctenexun), and
guarded by a special security detail of private detectives (cneunansHon rpynnon,
crieunansHeiM pacdetom ['di:tell]). Finally Woltz led him to a stall which had a huge
bronze plaque (goLe4ky, nnactuHky, 3Hak [pla:k]) attached to its outside wall
(NpuaenaHHo K ero BHeLLHeN cTeHe; to attach [d‘teet]] — npukpennaTtk). On the plaque

was the name "Khartoum."
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4 The horse inside the stall was, even to Hagen's inexperienced eyes (gaxe ans ero
HeonbITHLIX rnas), a beautiful animal. Khartoum's skin was jet black (4epHas, kak cmornb;
jet — rarat, 4epHbl aHTapb) except for a diamond-shaped white patch on his huge
forehead. The great brown eyes glinted like golden apples, the black skin over the taut
body (Ha Tyro HaTaHyTOoM, yripyrom Tene) was silk. Woltz said with childish pride (c
pebsayeckon ropgocTbio), "The greatest racehorse in the world (Benuuanwas 6erosas
nowanab B mupe). | bought him in England last year for six hundred grand (3a wectbcoT
TbicsY; grand — wTyka /6akcos/ — cneHr). | bet (rotoB nocnoputb, 6bt0Cb 06 3aknan)
even the Russian Czars never paid that much for a single horse (Takyt cymmy 3a
ofHoro-eAMHCTBEHHOro KoHSA). But I'm not going to race him, I'm going to put him to stud.
I'm going to build the greatest racing stable this country has ever known (korga-nvu6o
3Hana)." He stroked the horse's mane (nornagun rpusy) and called out softly,
"Khartoum, Khartoum." There was real love in his voice and the animal responded.
Woltz said to Hagen, "I'm a good horseman (Hae3gHuk), you know, and the first time |
ever rode (korga s cen Ha nowage; to ride — eagute Bepxom) | was fifty years old." He
laughed. "Maybe one of my grandmothers in Russia got raped by a Cossack (6kina
n3HacunoaHa kaszakom) and | got his blood." He tickled Khartoum's belly (nowiekoran
XnBoT, 6ptoxo) and said with sincere admiration (c nckpeHHUM BOCXMLLEHNEM; Sincere
[sin'sid]), "Look at that cock on him (kakon y Hero uneH). | should have such a cock (MHe

Obl Takon)."

1 The home of Jack Woltz looked like an implausible movie set. There was a
plantation-type mansion, huge grounds girdled by a rich black-dirt bridle path,
stables and pasture for a herd of horses. The hedges, flower beds and grasses
were as carefully manicured as a movie star's nails.

2 Woltz greeted Hagen on a glass-panel air-conditioned porch. The producer
was informally dressed in blue silk shirt open at the neck, mustard-colored slacks,
soft leather sandals. Framed in all this color and rich fabric his seamed, tough
face was startling. He handed Hagen an outsized martini glass and took one for
himself from the prepared tray. He seemed more friendly than he had been earlier
in the day. He put his arm over Hagen's shoulder and said, "We have a little time
before dinner, let's go look at my horses." As they walked toward the stables he
said, "l checked you out, Tom; you should have told me your boss is Corleone. |

thought you were just some third-rate hustler Johnny was running in to bluff me.
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And | don't bluff. Not that | want to make enemies, | never believed in that. But
let's just enjoy ourselves now. We can talk business after dinner."
3 Surprisingly Woltz proved to be a truly considerate host. He explained his new
methods, innovations that he hoped would make his stable the most successful
in America. The stables were all fire-proofed, sanitized to the highest degree, and
guarded by a special security detail of private detectives. Finally Woltz led him to
a stall which had a huge bronze plaque attached to its outside wall. On the plaque
was the name "Khartoum."
4 The horse inside the stall was, even to Hagen's inexperienced eyes, a beautiful
animal. Khartoum's skin was jet black except for a diamond-shaped white patch
on his huge forehead. The great brown eyes glinted like golden apples, the black
skin over the taut body was silk. Woltz said with childish pride, "The greatest
racehorse in the world. | bought him in England last year for six hundred grand. |
bet even the Russian Czars never paid that much for a single horse. But I'm not
going to race him, I'm going to put him to stud. I'm going to build the greatest
racing stable this country has ever known." He stroked the horse's mane and
called out softly, "Khartoum, Khartoum." There was real love in his voice and the
animal responded. Woltz said to Hagen, "I'm a good horseman, you know, and the
first time | ever rode | was fifty years old." He laughed. "Maybe one of my
grandmothers in Russia got raped by a Cossack and | got his blood." He tickled
Khartoum's belly and said with sincere admiration, "Look at that cock on him. |

should have such a cock.”

1 They went back to the mansion to have dinner. It was served by three waiters
(ocbmumanTamm) under the command of a butler («nog komaHgoBaHnemM» OBOPELKOro),
the table linen (candeTkn n ckateptu; linen [linin] — nonoTHo, xoncTt) and ware
(npnbopsl; ware [wed] — nsgenua) were all gold thread (3onotas HuTek [Bred]) and silver,
but Hagen found the food mediocre (Hawwen nocpeacteeHHon ['mi:didukd]). Woltz
obviously lived alone, and just as obviously (1 To4HO Takke o4eBMgHO) was not a man
who cared about food. Hagen waited until they had both lit up (3axrnu; to light up) huge
Havana cigars before he asked Woltz, "Does Johnny get it or not?"

2 "l can't," Woltz said. "l can't put Johnny into that picture even if | wanted to. The
contracts are all signed for all the performers (nognucaxel Ans Bcex ucrnonHuternen) and
the cameras roll (3aBepTtsTcs) next week. There's no way | can swing it («ka4yHyTb 3TO»

= 4T70-NMBO B 3TOM U3MEHUTB)."
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3 Hagen said impatiently, "Mr. Woltz, the big advantage of dealing with a man at the
top (6onbLlIoe NpenmyLLIEeCTBO TOrO, YTO MMEELLb ero C pykoBoauTenem; advantage
[od'va:ntidG]) is that such an excuse is not valid (kak pa3 To, 4TO Takas OTroBOpKa
HegenCcTBUTENbHA = HEBO3MOXHA; valid ['veelid] — umetowmin cuny, npaBoMepHbIn). You
can do anything you want to do." He puffed on his cigar (nogbimun, nyctun gsim; to puff
— OyTb nopbiBamu /0 BETPE/; pe3ko BblabixaTh). "Don't you believe my client can keep
his promises?"
4 Woltz said dryly, "l believe that I'm going to have labor trouble. Goff called me up on
that, the son of a bitch, and the way he talked to me you'd never guess (Hukorga He
poragaelwbes = kak 6yaro 6el 4 emy He ...) | pay him a hundred grand a year under the
table. And | believe you can get that fag he-man star of mine off heroin (4To cmoxeTe
3acTaBuTb OTKa3aTbCHA OT repovHa 3Ty MO 3Be3ay-LUEeCTEepPKY, LLEeHKa, UrPatoLLyto
HacToALLEro My>4dnHy; he-man — HacToALWMN MyX4mHa; fag — MnNagwmm yvyeHuk,
OKa3bIBaKOLNIA YCNyrn ctapLiemy /B aHrIMNCKUX LUKONax/; YeNoBeEK, BbIMOMHSAOLLMN
Tshkenyto, HyaHyto paboty). But | don't care about that and | can finance my own
pictures. Because | hate that bastard Fontane. Tell your boss this is one favor | can't
give but that he should try me again on anything else (nyctb nonpobyet 4yto-HNMOYab
apyroe). Anything at all (sce yto yrogHo)."
5 Hagen thought, you sneaky bastard (nognein, xutpein yonogok; to sneak —
noakpagblBaTbCs; genaTb 4To-nnbo ykpagkon), then why the hell did you bring me all
the way out here (3actaBun meHs TawmTbes B Takyto ganes)? The producer had
something on his mind (4To-TO Ha yme). Hagen said coldly, "l don't think you understand
the situation. Mr. Corleone is Johnny Fontane's godfather. That is a very close, a very
sacred religious relationship (o4eHb TecHas = 6n1mn3kasi, 04eHb CBATaA CBA3b; sacred
[‘'selkrid] — cBaweHHbIN)." Woltz bowed his head in respect at this reference to religion
(CKMOHWUN ronoBy B 3HaK yBaXkeHMs Mpu 3TOM ynoMuHaHum penurin). Hagen went on.
"ltalians have a little joke, that the world is so hard a man must have two fathers to look
after him (4To6bl cnegnTb, 3a6oTuTbes 0 Hem), and that's why they have godfathers.
Since Johnny's father died, Mr. Corleone feels his responsibility even more deeply
(4yBCTBET CBOI OTBETCTBEHHOCTb €eLle bonee rnyboko [risponsad’biliti]; responsible
[ris’ponsdbl] — oTBeTcTBEHHLIN). As for trying you again, Mr. Corleone is much too
sensitive (cnuwkom vyBcTBUTENEH = 06MaymB). He never asks a second favor where he
has been refused the first."
6 Woltz shrugged. "I'm sorry. The answer is still no (Bce xe: «Bce ewe» HeT). But since

you're here, what will it cost me to have that labor trouble cleared up (ckonbko mHe
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OyaeTt ctontb, 4TOObLI yNaguTb: «MPOSAICHUTLY 3TY NPOGCO3HYO Npobnemy; to clear up

— npubpaTtb/ca/; nposacHUTb)? In cash (HanuyHbiMK). Right now (npsimo cenyac)."

1 They went back to the mansion to have dinner. It was served by three waiters
under the command of a butler, the table linen and ware were all gold thread and
silver, but Hagen found the food mediocre. Woltz obviously lived alone, and just
as obviously was not a man who cared about food. Hagen waited until they had
both lit up huge Havana cigars before he asked Woltz, "Does Johnny get it or
not?"

2 "l can't,” Woltz said. "l can’t put Johnny into that picture even if | wanted to.
The contracts are all signed for all the performers and the cameras roll next week.
There's no way | can swing it."

3 Hagen said impatiently, "Mr. Woltz, the big advantage of dealing with a man at
the top is that such an excuse is not valid. You can do anything you want to do."
He puffed on his cigar. "Don't you believe my client can keep his promises?"

4 Woltz said dryly, "l believe that I'm going to have labor trouble. Goff called me
up on that, the son of a bitch, and the way he talked to me you'd never guess |
pay him a hundred grand a year under the table. And | believe you can get that
fag he-man star of mine off heroin. But | don't care about that and | can finance
my own pictures. Because | hate that bastard Fontane. Tell your boss this is one
favor | can't give but that he should try me again on anything else. Anything at
all.”

5 Hagen thought, you sneaky bastard, then why the hell did you bring me all the
way out here? The producer had something on his mind. Hagen said coldly, "I
don't think you understand the situation. Mr. Corleone is Johnny Fontane's
godfather. That is a very close, a very sacred religious relationship." Woltz bowed
his head in respect at this reference to religion. Hagen went on. "ltalians have a
little joke, that the world is so hard a man must have two fathers to look after him,
and that's why they have godfathers. Since Johnny's father died, Mr. Corleone
feels his responsibility even more deeply. As for trying you again, Mr. Corleone is
much too sensitive. He never asks a second favor where he has been refused the
first."

6 Woltz shrugged. "I'm sorry. The answer is still no. But since you're here, what

will it cost me to have that labor trouble cleared up? In cash. Right now."

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




124
1 That solved one puzzle for Hagen (aTto paspewwuno 3aragky). Why Woltz was putting
in so much time on him when he had already decided (ecnu oH yxe pewwun) not to give
Johnny the part. And that could not be changed at this meeting. Woltz felt secure
(yyBcTBOBan cebqa B 6e3onacHocTn: «yBepeHHO» [si’kjud]); he was not afraid of the
power of Don Corleone. And certainly Woltz with his national political connections, his
acquaintanceship with the FBI chief (3HakomcTBO, cBs3u ¢ wedom PEP; acquaintance
[0'kweintdns] — 3HakomMcTBO), his huge personal fortune and his absolute power in the
film industry, could not feel threatened by Don Corleone. To any intelligent man, even to
Hagen, it seemed that Woltz had correctly assessed his position (npaBunbHO oueHun
CBOE noroxeHune; to assess [0'ses] — onpenensTb /cymmy Hanora/; oueHnBaTb
NMyLLEeCTBO Anga obnoxeHna Hanorom). He was impregnable to the Don (HenpucTyneH,
HeyassuM [Im’pregnabl]) if he was willing to take the losses (ecnu oH 6bin cornacex
noHectun yobITkN) the labor struggle would cost (koTopble BygeT ctonTb npodcorosHas
B6opwba). There was only one thing wrong with the whole equation (Bo Bcem aTom
ypasHeHnuu [’kwei[an]). Don Corleone had promised his godson he would get the part
and Don Corleone had never, to Hagen's knowledge, broken his word in such matters.
2 Hagen said quietly, "You are deliberately misunderstanding me (Bbl Hapo4HO,
crneumansHo He NoHMMaeTe, NpeBpaTHO NoHMMaeTe MeHsl). You are trying to make me
an accomplice to extortion (coobLHkom B BeiIMoraTenscte; accomplice [0'komplis]; to
extort [Iks'to:rt] — BeimoraTh /geHbru/). Mr. Corleone promises only to speak in your
favor (B Bawwy nonek3ay) on this labor trouble as a matter of friendship (B 3Hak gpyx6bl) in
return (B3ameH) for your speaking in behalf of his client (8 noneay, pagu ero knuexrta). A
friendly exchange of influence (apyxeckun obmeH BrnivsHmem), nothing more. But | can
see you don't take me seriously. Personally, | think that is a mistake (owun6ka)."
3 Woltz, as if he had been waiting for such a moment, let himself get angry
(«no3sonun, gan cebe paccepanteca»). "l understood perfectly," he said. "That's the
Mafia style, isn't it? All olive oil and sweet talk when what you're really doing is making
threats. So let me lay it on the line. Johnny Fontane will never get that part and he's
perfect for it. It would make him a great star. But he never will be because | hate that
pinko punk (HeHaBKXy 3TOro »ankoro paHTa, ppaepa; pinko — po3oBkIn /crieHr/; punk
— /yctap./ npocTUTyTKa; NacCUBHbIA FOMOCEKCYanucT; bpoasara, nobmparoLmnnes ¢
Apyrum, Bonee onbITHBIM; HUKYEeMHbIN Yernosek) and I'm going to run him out of the
movies (cobupatock BbIABOPUTL ero 13 knHo Boobuie). And I'll tell you why. He ruined
one of my most valuable protégés (ncnoptun, 3arydun ogHy 13 cambix LLEHHbBIX MOUX

npotexe). For five years | had this girl under training, singing, dancing, acting lessons, |
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spent hundreds of thousands of dollars. | was going to make her a star. I'll be even
more frank (oTkpoBeHeH), just to show you that I'm not a hard-hearted man, that it
wasn't all dollars and cents. That girl was beautiful and she was the greatest piece of
ass («camblin BeNMKONenHbIM Kycok 3aaHuubl») I've ever had (koTopbIn y MeHs Korga-
nnbo 6bin) and I've had them all over the world (a oHu Bbinn y MeHsa nosctoay, No Bcemy
mupy). She could suck you out like a water pump (morna BeicocaTb TeDS HE Xyxe
BoasiHoro Hacoca). Then Johnny comes along with that olive-oil voice (3asensercsa co
CBOWM OSMBKOBbLIM, MacrsiHbIM roriocom) and guinea charm and she runs off (cGeraer).
She threw it all away just to make me ridiculous (caenaTtb MeHsi CMELUHbIM, OCPaMUTb ;
ridiculous [rI’dikjulds] — HenenkbIn, CMEXOTBOPHLIN, cMeLlHoM). A man in my position, Mr.
Hagen, can't afford to look ridiculous (He moxeT no3sonute cebe [d'fo:d]). | have to pay

Johnny off (npuwnock otnnatute; paccyntarts).”

1 That solved one puzzle for Hagen. Why Woltz was putting in so much time on
him when he had already decided not to give Johnny the part. And that could not
be changed at this meeting. Woltz felt secure; he was not afraid of the power of
Don Corleone. And certainly Woltz with his national political connections, his
acquaintanceship with the FBI chief, his huge personal fortune and his absolute
power in the film industry, could not feel threatened by Don Corleone. To any
intelligent man, even to Hagen, it seemed that Woltz had correctly assessed his
position. He was impregnable to the Don if he was willing to take the losses the
labor struggle would cost. There was only one thing wrong with the whole
equation. Don Corleone had promised his godson he would get the part and Don
Corleone had never, to Hagen's knowledge, broken his word in such matters.

2 Hagen said quietly, "You are deliberately misunderstanding me. You are trying
to make me an accomplice to extortion. Mr. Corleone promises only to speak in
your favor on this labor trouble as a matter of friendship in return for your
speaking in behalf of his client. A friendly exchange of influence, nothing more.
But | can see you don't take me seriously. Personally, | think that is a mistake."

3 Woltz, as if he had been waiting for such a moment, let himself get angry. "l
understood perfectly,” he said. "That's the Mafia style, isn't it? All olive oil and
sweet talk when what you're really doing is making threats. So let me lay it on the
line. Johnny Fontane will never get that part and he's perfect for it. It would make
him a great star. But he never will be because | hate that pinko punk and I'm

going to run him out of the movies. And I'll tell you why. He ruined one of my
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most valuable protégés. For five years | had this girl under training, singing,
dancing, acting lessons, | spent hundreds of thousands of dollars. | was going to
make her a star. I'll be even more frank, just to show you that I'm not a hard-
hearted man, that it wasn't all dollars and cents. That girl was beautiful and she
was the greatest piece of ass I've ever had and I've had them all over the world.
She could suck you out like a water pump. Then Johnny comes along with that
olive-oil voice and guinea charm and she runs off. She threw it all away just to
make me ridiculous. A man in my position, Mr. Hagen, can't afford to look

ridiculous. | have to pay Johnny off."

1 For the first time, Woltz succeeded in astounding Hagen (yganoce yamsuthb; to
succeed [sdk’si:d] — cnegoBaTbh 3a YemM-nnbo; gocTurath Lenu; to astound [os'taund] —
yaouBnaTb, nopaxarts). He found it inconceivable (HembICIMMBIM, HENOCTMXUMbBIM
[Inkan'si:vabl]; to conceive [kon'si:v] — nocturate) that a grown man of substance
(conuaHbIn; substance ['sAbstdns] — maTtepus; cogepxxaHme; nmyulectso) would let
such trivialities (MOXeT No3BONUTL TakMM MycTaKam, CTONb TpuBManbHbIM Bewam) affect
his judgment (noBnuaTbL Ha cBOe cyXaeHue, pelleHue) in an affair of business, and one
of such importance (ga ewle /B gene/ Takon BaxkHocTu). In Hagen's world, the
Corleones' world, the physical beauty, the sexual power of women, carried not the
slightest weight in worldly matters (He nmeno: «He Hecno» HKM manenwero Beca B
Mupckmnx genax). It was a private affair, except, of course, in matters of marriage and
family disgrace (6ecyecTtbs; nosopa). Hagen decided to make one last try (nocnegrtoto
NOMbITKY).

2 "You are absolutely right, Mr. Woltz," Hagen said. "But are your grievances that
major (HO HaCTONbKO N Benuka Balla obvaa, 3HaunTeNbHbl Baliy CTpagaHus;
grievance [gri:vdns] — obnga, HegoBONbCTBO /MTOBOLI 3aTMeBaTh Bce/; major ['meldGa] —
Bbonee BaxHbIN)? | don't think you've understood how important this very small favor is
to my client. Mr. Corleone held the infant Johnny in his arms when he was baptized
(kpeleH; to baptize [baep’taiz]). When Johnny's father died, Mr. Corleone assumed the
duties of parenthood (B35 Ha cebs, npuHAN poguTensckne o6s3aHHOCTN:
«obszaHHOCTM poauTenscTBay), indeed he is called 'Godfather' by many, many people
who wish to show their respect and gratitude for the help he has given them. Mr.
Corleone never lets his friends down (Hukorga He octasnseT B 6ege)."

3 Woltz stood up abruptly (pesko). "I've listened to about enough. Thugs don't give me

orders (rofioBopesbl He gatoT MHe npukasaHuin), | give them orders. If | pick | up this
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phone (cHumy Tpy6Ky), you'll spend the night in jail (npoBegeTe Houb B TiopbMme). And if
that Mafia goombabh tries any rough stuff (4To-HNMGyaL KpyTOE: «rpybLIE BELMY; rough
[rAf] — rpy6bin), he'll find out (0GHapyxuT, nomeT) I'm not a band leader. Yeah, | heard
that story too. Listen, your Mr. Corleone will never know what hit him. Even if | have to
use my influence at the White House."

4 The stupid, stupid son of a bitch. How the hell did he get to be a pezzonovante,
Hagen wondered. Advisor to the President, head of the biggest movie studio in the
world. Definitely (pewmnTtensHo) the Don should get into the movie business. And the
guy was taking his words at their sentimental face value (BocrnpuHuman crnosa Ha nx
NOBEPXHOCTHOM, CEHTUMEHTarnbHOM ypoBHe). He was not getting the message.

5 "Thank you for the dinner and a pleasant evening," Hagen said. "Could you give me
transportation to the airport? | don't think I'll spend the night." He smiled coldly at Woltz.
"Mr. Corleone is a man who insists on hearing bad news at once (HactanBaeT Ha TOM,
4TO6bI MMIOXYH HOBOCTL yCrblWwaTth cpasy, TyT xe)."

6 While waiting in the floodlit colonnade (B NpoXeKTOpHOM OCBELLEHUN, B OCBELLEHUN
s3anmBatowmm ceetom; floodlight — npoxekTtop; to floodlight — ocBeluaTb npoxekTopom;
flood [fIAd] — HaBogHeHune, paanue) of the mansion for his car, Hagen saw two women
about to enter a long limousine already parked in the driveway. They were the beautiful
twelve-year-old blond girl and her mother he had seen in Woltz's office that morning.
But now the girl's exquisitely cut mouth («13aLWwHO Bbipe3aHHbIN poT») seemed to have
smeared into a thick, pink mass (ka3zancsi cMasaHHbIM, padMasaHHbIM B ryCTYHO,
po3oByto maccy). Her sea-blue eyes were filmed over (nokpbiTel nneHkon) and when
she walked down the steps toward the open car her long legs tottered like a crippled
foal's (apoxanu, Wwartanuck Kak y XpoMoro xepebeHka; cripple — kaneka, yBeuvHbin). Her
mother supported the child (nogaepxnsana), helping her into the car, hissing (wuns; to
hiss — wuneTb, cBucTeTb) commands into her ear. The mother's head turned for a quick
furtive look (B3rnapg ykpagkon; furtive [fo:tiv] — BopoBaThin; 3aTaeHHbIN) at Hagen and
he saw in her eyes a burning, hawklike (acTpebuHbin; hawk — actpeb) triumph. Then
she too disappeared into the limousine.

7 So that was why he hadn't got the plane ride from Los Angeles, Hagen thought. The
girl and her mother had made the trip with the movie producer. That had given Woltz
enough time to relax before dinner and do the job on the little kid. And Johnny wanted to

live in this world? Good luck to him, and good luck to Woltz.
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1 For the first time, Woltz succeeded in astounding Hagen. He found it
inconceivable that a grown man of substance would let such trivialities affect his
judgment in an affair of business, and one of such importance. In Hagen's world,
the Corleones’ world, the physical beauty, the sexual power of women, carried
not the slightest weight in worldly matters. It was a private affair, except, of
course, in matters of marriage and family disgrace. Hagen decided to make one
last try.
2 "You are absolutely right, Mr. Woltz," Hagen said. "But are your grievances
that major? | don't think you've understood how important this very small favor is
to my client. Mr. Corleone held the infant Johnny in his arms when he was
baptized. When Johnny's father died, Mr. Corleone assumed the duties of
parenthood, indeed he is called 'Godfather' by many, many people who wish to
show their respect and gratitude for the help he has given them. Mr. Corleone
never lets his friends down."
3 Woltz stood up abruptly. "I've listened to about enough. Thugs don't give me
orders, | give them orders. If | pick | up this phone, you'll spend the night in jail.
And if that Mafia goombabh tries any rough stuff, he'll find out I'm not a band
leader. Yeah, | heard that story too. Listen, your Mr. Corleone will never know
what hit him. Even if | have to use my influence at the White House."
4 The stupid, stupid son of a bitch. How the hell did he get to be a pezzonovante,
Hagen wondered. Advisor to the President, head of the biggest movie studio in
the world. Definitely the Don should get into the movie business. And the guy
was taking his words at their sentimental face value. He was not getting the
message.
5 "Thank you for the dinner and a pleasant evening," Hagen said. "Could you
give me transportation to the airport? | don't think I'll spend the night." He smiled
coldly at Woltz. "Mr. Corleone is a man who insists on hearing bad news at once."
6 While waiting in the floodlit colonnade of the mansion for his car, Hagen saw
two women about to enter a long limousine already parked in the driveway. They
were the beautiful twelve-year-old blond girl and her mother he had seen in
Woltz's office that morning. But now the girl's exquisitely cut mouth seemed to
have smeared into a thick, pink mass. Her sea-blue eyes were filmed over and
when she walked down the steps toward the open car her long legs tottered like a
crippled foal's. Her mother supported the child, helping her into the car, hissing

commands into her ear. The mother's head turned for a quick furtive look at
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Hagen and he saw in her eyes a burning, hawklike triumph. Then she too
disappeared into the limousine.
7 So that was why he hadn't got the plane ride from Los Angeles, Hagen thought.
The girl and her mother had made the trip with the movie producer. That had
given Woltz enough time to relax before dinner and do the job on the little kid.
And Johnny wanted to live in this world? Good luck to him, and good luck to
Woltz.

1 Paulie Gatto hated quickie jobs (Ha ckopyto pyky), especially when they involved
violence (ocobeHHO ecnu oHK BKYanu = npeanonaranu Hacunme). He liked to plan
things ahead (3apaHee nnaHupoBaTb; ahead — npegcrodawmin, sBnepeau). And
something like tonight, even though it was punk stuff, could turn into serious business if
somebody made a mistake. Now, sipping his beer, he glanced around, checking how
the two young punks were making out (cnpaBnsatTcs, kak y Hux uayT gena) with the two
little tramps (wntowkamu; tramp — 6pogsara; /cneHr/ npoctutyTka) at the bar.

2 Paulie Gatto knew everything there was to know about those two punks. Their
names were Jerry Wagner and Kevin Moonan. They were both about twenty years old,
good-looking, brown-haired, tall, well-built. Both were due to go back to college
(BormkHbI BbINK, oXxmMaanock, YTo; due — OOMKHbIN, oxuaaemsbin) out of town in two
weeks, both had fathers with political influence and this, with their college student
classification (Hapsgy co ctygeH4yeckum ctatycom), had so far kept them out of the draft
(noka gaBano UM BO3MOXHOCTb n3bexatb npuabia /B apmuio/; to draw — TawmTb,
Bonountk). They were both also under suspended sentences for assaulting the
daughter of Amerigo Bonasera (3a nonbITky nsHacunoBaHus; to assault [0'so:It]—
HanapgaTb, HabpacekiBaTbcd). The lousy bastards (Bumsble yontogku), Paulie Gatto
thought. Draft dodging (yknoHeHne oT npuabiea; to dodge — nsberatb, yBepTbiBaTHCA,
YKNoHATLCSA), violating their probation (HapyLueHe cBoero ycrioBHOro cpoka,
ocBOOOXaeHMsT Ha Nopykw; to violate [‘vaidleit] — HapywaTtb, nonnpats) by drinking in a
bar after midnight, chasing floozies (oxota Ha wntox; to chase — rHaTbCS,
npecnenoBaTb, oxoTuThes; floozie — wnoxa /cnexr/). Young punks. Paulie Gatto had
been deferred from the draft himself (emy camomy Gbina npegocrasneHa oTcpouka; to
defer [dI'fo:] — 3agepxunBaTh, oTCcpoymBaTh) because his doctor had furnished the draft
board (npegoctasun komuccuu; to furnish — cHabxatb, NnpegocTasnAaThb) with
documents showing that this patient, male, white, aged twenty-six, unmarried, had

received electrical shock treatments (neuyenue, npouenypsl; to treat — obpawaTtsbes;
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neuntb) for a mental condition (cocTosHne ncmxukn, ncuxnyeckoe coctosHue; condition
— ycnosue; coctosiHue, nonoxeHue). All false of course, but Paulie Gatto felt that he
had earned his draft exemption (4Tto 3apaboTtan ceoe ocBoboxaeHue /ot apmun/). It had
been arranged by Clemenza after Gatto had "made his bones" («coenan cBon KocTu» =
npoLuen ucneltaHue, coBeplune npectynnenue) in the family business.

3 It was Clemenza who had told him that this job must be rushed through (aomxHo
ObITb NpogenaHo o4eHb ObICTPO; to rush — genaTtb 6pocok, HecTuck), before the boys
went to college. Why the hell did it have to be done in New York (310 JO/mKHO ObIThb
caenaHo), Gatto wondered. Clemenza was always giving extra orders instead of just
giving out the job. Now if those two little tramps walked out with the punks it would be
another night wasted (notpayeHa 3ps; to waste — TpaTuTh /3ps/).

4 He could hear one of the girls laughing and saying, "Are you crazy, Jerry? I'm not
going in any car with you. | don't want to wind up in the hospital (koH4nTbL B rocnuTane;
to wind up — cmaTbiBaTb, NOATArMBaTb, 3aKkaH4MBaTb; to wind — HamaTbiBaTb) like that
other poor girl." Her voice was spitefully rich with satisfaction (6611 nonoH s3suTensHoro
3riopafcTBa: «31opagHo HacbILeH yaoBneTBopeHnemy; spiteful — amopagHbin,
A3BUTENbHLIN; spite — 3n06a, o3nobrneHHocTk). That was enough for Gatto. He finished
up his beer and walked out into the dark street. Perfect. It was after midnight. There was
only one other bar that showed light. The rest of the stores were closed (ocTtanbHbie
marasuHbl 6binn 3akpbiTel; store — cknag; marasuH). The precinct patrol car (o
/monuuenckon/ malunHe, NaTpynNupyoLen y4acTtok; precinct [‘pri:sinkt]—
aAMUHUCTPATUBHBIN OKPYr, OTHOCALLMCA K onpeaeneHHOMY NOSIMLENCKOMY YYaCTKy)
had been taken care of by Clemenza (noszatotuncs). They wouldn't be around that way
until they got a radio call (He 3aenyT ctoga, noka He nony4at Bbi3oBa) and then they'd
come slow (1 gaxe Torga npuenyT MeasieHHo).

5 He leaned against the four-door Chevy sedan. In the back seat two men were sitting,
almost invisible, although they were very big men. Paulie said, "Take them when they
come out."

6 He still thought it had all been set up too fast (nogrotoeneHo, cnnaHupoBaHo
cnuwkom 6eicTpo). Clemenza had given him copies of the police mug shots
(monuuenckmnx doTtorpadunii; mug — /nnBHag/ Kpyxxka; /cnenr/ niuo, pot; mug shot —
doTtorpacus /caoenanHasa B nonuumu/) of the two punks, the dope (nogckasky; dope —
ryctoe cmasblBaloLLiee BeLLEeCTBO, cMa3ska; to dope up — /crneHr/ BbIMCKMBATb, BbISICHSATb)
on where the punks went drinking every night to pick up bar girls. Paulie had recruited

two of the strong-arms (rpomun) in the family and fingered the punks for them (ykaszan).
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He had also given them their instructions. No blows on the top or the back of the head
(HMKakMx yoapoB Mo TEMEeHU Unn 3aTbinky), there was to be no accidental fatality (He
AOIMKHO BbITb HUKaKMX CrnyYarHbIX Hec4YacTHbIX cryyaes; fatality [fo'taeliti] — pok,
obpeyeHHOCTb, (haTanbHOCTb; CMepTb /0T HecyacTHoro cny4yas/). Other than that (B
octansHom xe) they could go as far as they liked. He had given them only one warning:
"If those punks get out of the hospital in less than a month, you guys go back to driving
trucks."
7 The two big men were getting out of the car. They were both ex-boxers who had
never made it past the small clubs (koTopbiM HUKOrga He yganock BelbpaTbcs 3a
npegensl maneHbknx knyoos) and had been fixed up by Sonny Corleone (6binn
obecneyeHsbl /gonen/; to fixed up — opraHmsoBaTb, yNaauTb, AOrOBOPUTLCS; AaTb MPUIOT)
with a little loan-shark action (loan-shark — raHrcTep-poCTOBLUUK, YENOBEK, CCYXKatoLLNIA
AeHbr nog rpabutenbckme NpoueHTol; to loan — ogamkmeaTb, ccyxaTb + shark — akyna)
so that they could make a decent living (qocTonHoe cyuiectBoBaHue, LOCTOMHbIN
3apabotok). They were, naturally, anxious to show their gratitude (ctpemunuce
nokasaTb CBOI GrarogapHocTb; anxious [‘eenk/ds] — 03aboueHHbIN, BECNOKOALLMIACS;

CUNbHO XenarLwmin /vero-nnbo/).

1 Paulie Gatto hated quickie jobs, especially when they involved violence. He
liked to plan things ahead. And something like tonight, even though it was punk
stuff, could turn into serious business if somebody made a mistake. Now, sipping
his beer, he glanced around, checking how the two young punks were making out
with the two little tramps at the bar.

2 Paulie Gatto knew everything there was to know about those two punks. Their
names were Jerry Wagner and Kevin Moonan. They were both about twenty
years old, good-looking, brown-haired, tall, well-built. Both were due to go back
to college out of town in two weeks, both had fathers with political influence and
this, with their college student classification, had so far kept them out of the draft.
They were both also under suspended sentences for assaulting the daughter of
Amerigo Bonasera. The lousy bastards, Paulie Gatto thought. Draft dodging,
violating their probation by drinking in a bar after midnight, chasing floozies.
Young punks. Paulie Gatto had been deferred from the draft himself because his
doctor had furnished the draft board with documents showing that this patient,
male, white, aged twenty-six, unmarried, had received electrical shock treatments

for a mental condition. All false of course, but Paulie Gatto felt that he had earned
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his draft exemption. It had been arranged by Clemenza after Gatto had "made his
bones" in the family business.

3 It was Clemenza who had told him that this job must be rushed through, before
the boys went to college. Why the hell did it have to be done in New York, Gatto
wondered. Clemenza was always giving extra orders instead of just giving out the
job. Now if those two little tramps walked out with the punks it would be another
night wasted.

4 He could hear one of the girls laughing and saying, "Are you crazy, Jerry? I'm
not going in any car with you. | don't want to wind up in the hospital like that
other poor girl." Her voice was spitefully rich with satisfaction. That was enough
for Gatto. He finished up his beer and walked out into the dark street. Perfect. It
was after midnight. There was only one other bar that showed light. The rest of
the stores were closed. The precinct patrol car had been taken care of by
Clemenza. They wouldn't be around that way until they got a radio call and then
they'd come slow.

5 He leaned against the four-door Chevy sedan. In the back seat two men were
sitting, almost invisible, although they were very big men. Paulie said, "Take them
when they come out.”

6 He still thought it had all been set up too fast. Clemenza had given him copies
of the police mug shots of the two punks, the dope on where the punks went
drinking every night to pick up bar girls. Paulie had recruited two of the strong-
arms in the family and fingered the punks for them. He had also given them their
instructions. No blows on the top or the back of the head, there was to be no
accidental fatality. Other than that they could go as far as they liked. He had given
them only one warning: "If those punks get out of the hospital in less than a
month, you guys go back to driving trucks."

7 The two big men were getting out of the car. They were both ex-boxers who
had never made it past the small clubs and had been fixed up by Sonny Corleone
with a little loan-shark action so that they could make a decent living. They were,

naturally, anxious to show their gratitude.

1 When Jerry Wagner and Kevin Moonan came out of the bar they were perfect setups
(OHM BbINKM B OTNIMYHOM (bopMe, OTANYHO NOAroTOBMEHbI /AN npeacTosuero/; setup —
yCcTaHoBKa, Hanagka). The bar girl's taunts (Hacmelwuku; taunt [to:nt] — a3BuTenLHOE

3amevaHune) had left their adolescent vanity prickly (ocTtaBunu nx nogpocTkoByto
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rop4ocCTb B pasgpakeHHOM cocTosiHuK; adolescent [aedou’lesnt]; vanity [‘veeniti] —
Tuwecnasue; prick — wwun, kontoyka). Paulie Gatto, leaning against the fender of his car
(NpucnoHMBLUKCH K KpbINy cBoero asTomobuns), called out to them with a teasing laugh
(c gpasHawmm cmexom, cmelukom), "Hey, Casanova, those broads really brushed you
off (3gopoBo Te aesBkn ganu Tebe oT BOPOT NOBOPOT; brush — weTka; to brush off —
CMaxHyTb; OTMaxXHYyTbCs, «nocnatby)."

2 The two young men turned on him with delight (noBepHynucb 1 HanpaeBuncb K Hemy
c Boctoprom). Paulie Gatto looked like a perfect outlet for their humiliation (kak
OTNMYHagA OTAYLWMHA ANSA UX YHUXEHUs, YHUXeHHoCcTH; to humiliate [hju’milieit] —
YHWKaTb, ockopbnaTk). Ferret-faced (c nuuom, kak y xopbka), short, slightly built
(TweaywHo cnoxeHHbln; slightly — cnerka, HesHaunTensHo) and a wise guy in the
bargain (ga ewe v ymMHUK B npugady; bargain ['ba:gin] — caenka, cornaweHue). They
pounced on him eagerly (OHM pbSHO HABPOCUIUCBL HA HEFO; POUNCe — KOroTk /acTpebal;
to pounce — xBaTaTb KOrTsMn; BHe3anHo atakosaTtb) and immediately found their arms
pinned (3axBa4yeHHbIMN, 3aXxaTbIMK; pin — NGO NpoaoNroBaThLIN NpeameT Ans
coeavHeHus, cuenneHms Yero-nmbo; to pin — cuennaTe, NpUKanbiBaTh; NpuXaThb,
npungaeuts) by two men grabbing them from behind (cxBaTuswnmm nx caagn). At the
same moment Paulie Gatto had slipped onto his right hand (He3ameTHo B34n; to slip —
ckonb3nTh) a specially made set of brass knuckles (metannuyeckun kactet; brass —
meab; knuckle — cyctae /nanbua/; knuckles — kactet) studded (06utbIn, ycesaHHbin; stud
— reo3ab /c bonbLown wnankon/, wtndT) with one-sixteenth-inch iron spikes
(>KenesHbIMM WMNaMK B OA4HY WeCTHaauaTyto arorma; inch = 2,5 cm). His timing was
good (pacyeT BpemeHu, koopanHauuns /asmkenHnin/), he worked out in the gym (B
rmmHacTndeckom 3ane) three times a week. He smashed (aBuHyn; to smash —
HaAHOCUTb COKPYLUMTESbHBIN yaap, pa3dbusath Bapebesrn) the punk named Wagner
right on the nose. The man holding Wagner lifted him up off the ground and Paulie
swung his arm (pasmaxHyrcs; to swing), uppercutting into the perfectly positioned groin
(B ynobHo noactaeneHHbln nax). Wagner went limp (06msk; limp — MArKMiA, HEXECTKUI)
and the big man dropped him. This had taken no more than six seconds.

3 Now both of them turned their attention to Kevin Moonan, who was trying to shout.
The man holding him from behind did so easily with one huge muscled arm. The other
hand he put around Moonan's throat (Bokpyr ropna) to cut off any sound.

4 Paulie Gatto jumped into the car and started the motor. The two big men were
beating Moonan to jelly (qo coctosHus xxene). They did so with frightening deliberation

(C nyratoLLen paccyeTnMBOCTbLIO, HeCcneLHOCTbIo; deliberation — paccyxaeHwne,
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pasmbilLnieHne; MmeanuTensHocTe), as if they had all the time in the world. They did not
throw punches in flurries (oHn He «Bpocanun yaapbl Kynakom cyeTriMBbIMU
apwxeHnamny; flurry — wkean /BeTpal; BonHeHne, cnewka, cyeta) but in timed, slow-
motion sequences (HO ¢ pa3mMepeHHON, Kak bbl 3amMmeaneHHON NOCTENEHHOCTLIO,
pasmMmepeHHbIMU cepuamm /ygapos/; sequence [‘si:kwdns] — nocnegoBaTenbHOCTb,
oyepenHoCTb; cepus) that carried the full weight (koTopbie Hecnun nonHein Bec) of their
massive bodies. Each blow landed with a splat (Bcnneckom, wnenkom) of flesh splitting
open (TpeckarLencs, pasbusatoiencs nnotn). Gatto got a glimpse of Moonan's face.
It was unrecognizable (Hey3HaBaemo [An’rekdgnaizdbl]; to recognize [rekdgnaiz] —
y3HaBaTb). The two men left Moonan lying on the sidewalk (Ha 6okoBoM JOPOXKe,
TpoTyape) and turned their attention to Wagner. Wagner was trying to get to his feet
and he started to scream for help. Someone came out of the bar and the two men had
to work faster now. They clubbed Wagner to his knees (yoapamu nogHsnu Ha Horu; club
— aybuHka; to club — 6utk /Hanp. aybunHkow/). One of the men took his arm and twisted it
(BbiBepHYN), then kicked him in the spine (nHyn Horon B No3BoHO4YHKMK). There was a
cracking sound (4TO-TO XpycTHYNO; to crack — Tpewiatb, xpycteTb) and Wagner's
scream of agony brought windows open (3actasun pacnaxHyTtbcs okHa) all along the
street. The two men worked very quickly. One of them held Wagner up by using his two
hands around Wagner's head like a vise (kak Tucku). The other man smashed his huge
fist into the fixed target (B 3akpenneHHyto Lenk). There were more people coming out of
the bar but none tried to interfere (BmewaTtbcsa [Intd'fid]). Paulie Gatto yelled, "Come on,
enough (nagHo, xsatut)." The two big men jumped into the car and Paulie gunned it
away (ymyan ee, gan nonHeln ras; to gun — /pasr./ gaBaTb NONHbIN rad). Somebody
would describe the car and read the license plates (license plate — HomepHon 3Hak
aBTomobuns) but it didn't matter. It was a stolen California plate and there were one

hundred thousand black Chevy sedans in New York City.

1 When Jerry Wagner and Kevin Moonan came out of the bar they were perfect
setups. The bar girl's taunts had left their adolescent vanity prickly. Paulie Gatto,
leaning against the fender of his car, called out to them with a teasing laugh, "Hey,
Casanova, those broads really brushed you off."

2 The two young men turned on him with delight. Paulie Gatto looked like a
perfect outlet for their humiliation. Ferret-faced, short, slightly built and a wise
guy in the bargain. They pounced on him eagerly and immediately found their

arms pinned by two men grabbing them from behind. At the same moment Paulie
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Gatto had slipped onto his right hand a specially made set of brass knuckles
studded with one-sixteenth-inch iron spikes. His timing was good, he worked out
in the gym three times a week. He smashed the punk named Wagner right on the
nose. The man holding Wagner lifted him up off the ground and Paulie swung his
arm, uppercutting into the perfectly positioned groin. Wagner went limp and the
big man dropped him. This had taken no more than six seconds.
3 Now both of them turned their attention to Kevin Moonan, who was trying to
shout. The man holding him from behind did so easily with one huge muscled
arm. The other hand he put around Moonan's throat to cut off any sound.
4 Paulie Gatto jumped into the car and started the motor. The two big men were
beating Moonan to jelly. They did so with frightening deliberation, as if they had
all the time in the world. They did not throw punches in flurries but in timed, slow-
motion sequences that carried the full weight of their massive bodies. Each blow
landed with a splat of flesh splitting open. Gatto got a glimpse of Moonan's face.
It was unrecognizable. The two men left Moonan lying on the sidewalk and turned
their attention to Wagner. Wagner was trying to get to his feet and he started to
scream for help. Someone came out of the bar and the two men had to work
faster now. They clubbed Wagner to his knees. One of the men took his arm and
twisted it, then kicked him in the spine. There was a cracking sound and
Wagner's scream of agony brought windows open all along the street. The two
men worked very quickly. One of them held Wagner up by using his two hands
around Wagner's head like a vise. The other man smashed his huge fist into the
fixed target. There were more people coming out of the bar but none tried to
interfere. Paulie Gatto yelled, "Come on, enough.” The two big men jumped into
the car and Paulie gunned it away. Somebody would describe the car and read
the license plates but it didn't matter. It was a stolen California plate and there

were one hundred thousand black Chevy sedans in New York City.

Chapter 2

1 Tom Hagen went to his law office in the city on Thursday morning. He planned to
catch up on his paper work (HarHaTtb /ynyuieHHoe/; to catch up — BbICTPO CXBaTUTb,

noaxeatuTthb) so as to have everything cleared away for the meeting with Virgil Sollozzo
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on Friday. A meeting of such importance that he had asked the Don for a full evening of
talk to prepare for the proposition (4To6b1 NnogroToBUTLCA ANa npeanoxeHus) they knew
Sollozzo would offer the family business. Hagen wanted to have all little details cleared
away so that he could go to that preparatory meeting with an unencumbered mind («c
HeobpeMeHeHHbIM YMOMY; to encumber [IN'kAmbd] — 3arpomoxaaTthb).

2 The Don had not seemed surprised when Hagen returned from California late
Tuesday evening and told him the results of the negotiations with Woltz. He had made
Hagen go over every detail and grimaced with distaste (c oTBpawieHnem = ot
oTtBpaLleHus) when Hagen told about the beautiful little girl and her mother. He had
murmured "infamita," his strongest disapproval (Heogo6penue). He has asked Hagen
one final question. "Does this man have real balls (HacTosiLMe aAnLa = My>KecTBo,
nowngeT N oH 4O KoHua)?"

3 Hagen considered exactly (nopasmeicrinn To4Ho) what the Don meant by this
question. Over the years he had learned that the Don's values (ueHHocTu: value
[‘veelju:]) were so different from those of most people that his words also could have a
different meaning. Did Woltz have character (['keerikid])? Did he have a strong will
(cunbHyto Bonto)? He most certainly did, but that was not what the Don was asking. Did
the movie producer have the courage not to be bluffed? Did he have the willingness to
suffer heavy financial loss (noHecTu Tskenyo uHaHcoByo notepto; to suffer —
cTpagaTk) delay on his movies would mean (kotopyto Oyget o3HayaTb oTcpoyka), the
scandal of his big star exposed (BbicTaBneHHoMy Harnoka3s) as a user of heroin? Again
the answer was yes. But again this was not what the Don meant. Finally Hagen
translated the question properly (kak crniegyet, BepHo) in his mind. Did Jack Woltz have
the balls to risk everything, to run the chance (puckHyTb: «nogBeprHyTbCA
BO3MOXxHOCTU») of losing all on a matter of principle (pagn npuHuuna), on a matter of
honor; for revenge (pagn mectun)?

4 Hagen smiled. He did it rarely but now he could not resist jesting with the Don (He
MOT yaepXXaTbCs OT LUYTKKN, YTOObI HE NOWYTUTL; to resist — conpoTuBnaTbeN). "You're
asking if he is a Sicilian." The Don nodded his head pleasantly, acknowledging the
flattering witticism (npusHaBas, noareepxgas /ogobpuTtensHo/ necTHy ocTtpoTty) and
its truth. "No," Hagen said.

5 That had been all. The Don had pondered the question (paambiwnsn) until the next
day. On Wednesday afternoon he had called Hagen to his home and given him his
instructions. The instructions had consumed (nornotunu) the rest of Hagen's working

day and left him dazed with admiration (n3ymneHHbiM oT BocxuleHuns /JoHom/; to daze
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— N3yMUTb, owenomuTs). There was no question in his mind that the Don had solved
the problem, that Woltz would call him this morning with the news that Johnny Fontane
had the starring part in his new war movie.
6 At that moment the phone did ring but it was Amerigo Bonasera. The undertaker's
voice was trembling with gratitude (gpoxaiwmm ot 6narogapHocTu). He wanted Hagen
to convey (nepepnatsb, Bblpasuts /vyBcTBal/ [kan’vel]) to the Don his undying friendship.
The Don had only to call on him (nycTtb Tonbko nossoHuT emy). He, Amerigo Bonasera,
would lay down his life (xwn3Hb nonoxuT) for the blessed (pagn 6narocrnoseHrHoro; to
bless — 6narocnaenaTe) Godfather. Hagen assured him that the Don would be told (4T0
[oHy ByaeT ckasaHo).
7 The Daily News had carried a middle-page spread (passopoT) of Jerry Wagner and
Kevin Moonan lying in the street. The photos were expertly gruesome
(«npodhbeccroHansHo, yMerno» oTBpatuTenbHble, y»kacHble), they seemed to be pulps of
human beings (kaxxabi N3 HUX Ka3ancsa Kakon-To 6ecopMeHHON Maccomn, a He
4YenoBEYECKMM CYLLEeCTBOM: «/1U3/ 4enoBeYeCcKoro cyLecTsay; pulp — msrkaa macca,
mMsaroTs). Miraculously (kak H1 yanBuTensHoO, YygecHsiM obpasom), said the News, they
were both still alive though they would both be in the hospital for months and would
require plastic surgery (um noHagobaTcs nnactuyeckmue onepauum; to require —
TpeboBaTb; HykgaTbcs B 4eM-nnbo). Hagen made a note to tell Clemenza that
something should be done for Paulie Gatto. He seemed to know his job.
8 Hagen worked quickly and efficiently for the next three hours consolidating earning
reports (06beanHaa ot4eThl 0 goxoaax) from the Don's real estate company (real estate
— HegBwxMMoe nmyLlecTtro), his olive oil importing business and his construction firm
(ctpoutensHoun covpmel). None of them were doing well (Hurge gena He WM XOpPOLLO)
but with the war over (c okoH4yaHnem BonHbI) they should all become rich producers. He
had almost forgotten the Johnny Fontane problem when his secretary told him
California was calling. He felt a little thrill (Bo36yxgeHue, HepBHas gpoxb, TpeneT) of
anticipation (npegyyscteug) as he picked up the phone and said, "Hagen here."
9 The voice that came over the phone was unrecognizable with hate and passion.
"You fucking bastard," Woltz screamed. "I'll have you all in jail for a hundred years. I'll
spend every penny | have to get you (4tobbl gobpaTtbea go Tebs). I'll get that Johnny
Fontane's balls cut off (yctpoto, 4tobel emy oTpesanu anua), do you hear me, you
guinea fuck?"
10 Hagen said kindly (nto6e3HbiM, BexnmBbIM ronocom), "I'm German-Irish." There

was a long pause and then a click (wen4yok) of the phone being hung up (koTopyto
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BewatoT). Hagen smiled. Not once (Hu pasy) had Woltz uttered a threat against Don

Corleone himself. Genius had its rewards (reHnanbHOCTb MMEET CBOM BO3HArpaKaeHus).

1 Tom Hagen went to his law office in the city on Thursday morning. He planned
to catch up on his paper work so as to have everything cleared away for the
meeting with Virgil Sollozzo on Friday. A meeting of such importance that he had
asked the Don for a full evening of talk to prepare for the proposition they knew
Sollozzo would offer the family business. Hagen wanted to have all little details
cleared away so that he could go to that preparatory meeting with an
unencumbered mind.

2 The Don had not seemed surprised when Hagen returned from California late
Tuesday evening and told him the results of the negotiations with Woltz. He had
made Hagen go over every detail and grimaced with distaste when Hagen told
about the beautiful little girl and her mother. He had murmured “infamita,” his
strongest disapproval. He has asked Hagen one final question. "Does this man
have real balls?"

3 Hagen considered exactly what the Don meant by this question. Over the years
he had learned that the Don's values were so different from those of most people
that his words also could have a different meaning. Did Woltz have character?
Did he have a strong will? He most certainly did, but that was not what the Don
was asking. Did the movie producer have the courage not to be bluffed? Did he
have the willingness to suffer heavy financial loss delay on his movies would
mean, the scandal of his big star exposed as a user of heroin? Again the answer
was yes. But again this was not what the Don meant. Finally Hagen translated the
question properly in his mind. Did Jack Woltz have the balls to risk everything, to
run the chance of losing all on a matter of principle, on a matter of honor; for
revenge?

4 Hagen smiled. He did it rarely but now he could not resist jesting with the Don.
"You're asking if he is a Sicilian." The Don nodded his head pleasantly,
acknowledging the flattering witticism and its truth. "No," Hagen said.

5 That had been all. The Don had pondered the question until the next day. On
Wednesday afternoon he had called Hagen to his home and given him his
instructions. The instructions had consumed the rest of Hagen's working day and

left him dazed with admiration. There was no question in his mind that the Don
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had solved the problem, that Woltz would call him this morning with the news
that Johnny Fontane had the starring part in his new war movie.

6 At that moment the phone did ring but it was Amerigo Bonasera. The
undertaker's voice was trembling with gratitude. He wanted Hagen to convey to
the Don his undying friendship. The Don had only to call on him. He, Amerigo
Bonasera, would lay down his life for the blessed Godfather. Hagen assured him
that the Don would be told.

7 The Daily News had carried a middle-page spread of Jerry Wagner and Kevin
Moonan lying in the street. The photos were expertly gruesome, they seemed to
be pulps of human beings. Miraculously, said the News, they were both still alive
though they would both be in the hospital for months and would require plastic
surgery. Hagen made a note to tell Clemenza that something should be done for
Paulie Gatto. He seemed to know his job.

8 Hagen worked quickly and efficiently for the next three hours consolidating
earning reports from the Don's real estate company, his olive oil importing
business and his construction firm. None of them were doing well but with the
war over they should all become rich producers. He had almost forgotten the
Johnny Fontane problem when his secretary told him California was calling. He
felt a little thrill of anticipation as he picked up the phone and said, "Hagen here."
9 The voice that came over the phone was unrecognizable with hate and passion.
"You fucking bastard," Woltz screamed. "I'll have you all in jail for a hundred
years. I'll spend every penny | have to get you. I'll get that Johnny Fontane's balls
cut off, do you hear me, you guinea fuck?"

10 Hagen said kindly, "I'm German-Irish.” There was a long pause and then a
click of the phone being hung up. Hagen smiled. Not once had Woltz uttered a

threat against Don Corleone himself. Genius had its rewards.

1 Jack Woltz always slept alone. He had a bed big enough for ten people and a
bedroom large enough for a movie ballroom scene, but he had slept alone since the
death of his first wife ten years before. This did not mean he no longer used women. He
was physically a vigorous man (Kpenkuii; vigorous — CUIbHbIA, SHEPTrMYHbIN ['VIgaras))
despite his age (HecmoTpsi Ha cBon Bo3pacT), but he could be aroused (Bo3byxaeH)
now only by very young girls and had learned that a few hours in the evening were all

the youth of his body and his patience could tolerate (aTo BCe, 4TO MONOAOCTL /TO, YTO
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OT Hee ocTanocbk/ ero Tena u ero TepneHme Mornu BolHecTy; to tolerate — TepneTs,
CHOCUTD).
2 On this Thursday morning, for some reason, he awoke early. The light of dawn
(pacceeta) made his huge bedroom as misty as a foggy meadowland (8 gbimke 1 B
TyMaHe: «4blIM4aTon 1 TYMaHHOWY, Kak HU3WHHbIE Nyra; meadow [‘medadu] — nyr, HX3MHa,
nonmeHHas 3emns). Far down at the foot of his bed was a familiar shape and Woltz
struggled up on his elbows (c Tpyoom npunoaHsncsa Ha noktsx) to get a clearer look. It
had the shape of a horse's head. Still groggy (ewe He npuas B cebs; groggy —
noBALWMI NPONYCTUTbL POMOYKY, XMENBHOW; WaTKnin, Henpo4Hbii), Woltz reached
(npoTtaHyn pyky) and flicked on the night table lamp (Bkntounn; to flick — cnerka yoaputs
/BbICTPbIM, NErKUM OABWXXEHUEM; LLENKHYTb/).
3 The shock of what he saw made him physically ill. It seemed as if a great
sledgehammer (kyBanpga: sledge — canu; kyBanga + hammer — monot) had struck him
on the chest (yoapuna ero B rpyab), his heartbeat jumped erratically (HepaBsHoMepHO;
erratic [I'reetik] — nepemeHu4MBLIN, HENOCTOSAHHBIN: «Bnyxaatowminy») and he became
nauseous (ero Ha4asno TOLWHUTb; Nauseous ['N0:Sjds] — TOLWHOTBOPHbLIN; hausea ['no:sjd]
— TowHoTa). His vomit (peoTta ['vomit]) spluttered on the thick flair rug (pacnneckanacs,
pasbpbl3ranack No ero TONCTOMY, CTUIbHOMY, LUMKaApHOMY KoBpy; flair — 4yTbe; BKyC;
CTUNb).
4 Severed from its body (oTaeneHHas, otpesaHHas: to sever [‘sevd]), the black silky
head of the great horse Khartoum was stuck fast (kpenko cugena, Topyana, ysasna; to
stick — BTbIKaTh, HacaxmBaThb) in a thick cake of blood. White, reedy tendons showed
(BMaHenucb 6enble, XXeCcTkne cyxoxmnus; reed — kambiw, TPOCTHUK). Froth covered the
muzzle (neHa nokpeisana mopay) and those apple-sized eyes that had glinted like gold,
were mottled (6b1n1 NOKPLITHI KpanMHKaMu, ucneLlpeHsl; mottle — kpanuHka, NATHBILKO)
the color of rotting fruit (uBeTa rHntowmx nnogos) with dead, hemorrhaged blood. Woltz
was struck by a purely animal terror (nopakeH 4YnCTo XMBOTHbLIM YyXXacoMm, cTpaxom) and
out of that terror he screamed for his servants and out of that terror he called Hagen to
make his uncontrolled threats. His maniacal raving (6pep, HecBsidHas peyb; to rave —
roBOpUTb HECBA3HO, CNMLLIKOM BO36YXaeHHO) alarmed the butler (BcTpeBoxuna
asopeukoro), who called Woltz's personal physician (Bpada) and his second in
command at the studio (1 ero 3amectutens). But Woltz regained his senses (npuwen B
cebsa: «obpen cHoBa, BepHyn 4YyscTea») before they arrived.
5 He had been profoundly (rny6oko) shocked. What kind of man could destroy an

animal (norybutb: «paspywunTby) worth six hundred thousand dollars? Without a word
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of warning (npeaynpexagenuns; to warn — npegynpexagats). Without any negotiation to
have the act, its order, countermanded (He gaB BO3MOXHOCTH, NOCIe NEPEroBOpPOB,
OTMEHUTb, NPUOCTaHOBMUTL Npukas). The ruthlessness (6ecnowaaHocTs; ruthless —
BesxanocTtHeln), the sheer disregard for any values (coseplueHHOe HeyBaxeHue,
HEMNPUHATUE BO BHUMaHME Kakux-nnbo LieHHocTen; sheer — abCONOTHLIN, NOSTHENLLNIA),
implied a man (npegnonarano, nogpasymesarno; to imply) who considered himself
completely his own law, even his own God. And a man who backed up (nogkpennsn,
obecneuynBan BbinonHeHue; to back up — nogaepxusaTth: «nognupatby) this kind of will
with the power and cunning (xuTpocTbto, koBapcTeom) that held his own stable security
force of no account («cunTanu 3a HUYTO €ro oxpaHy» = nepea KOTOpPbIMU OXpaHa ero
KOHIOLWeH Bbina npocto HMYTO). For by this time Woltz had learned that the horse's body
had obviously been heavily drugged (HanuykaHo cHoTBOpHbIM) before someone
leisurely hacked the huge triangular head off with an ax (cnokownHo, He cnewa oTTanan
TpeyronbHyto ronosy Tonopowm; leisure [leGd] — pocyr; triangle [‘traizengl] —
TpeyronbHuk). The men on night duty (koTopble 6binn Ha HOYHOM AexypcTse) claimed
(3assnanu, yteepxganun) that they had heard nothing. To Woltz this seemed impossible.
They could be made to talk (nx moxHo 3acTaBuTb rosopuTtsk). They had been bought off
(6bInn nogkynneHsbl, OT HUX OTKynunuck; to buy off — oTkynaTteca) and they could be

made to tell who had done the buying.

1 Jack Woltz always slept alone. He had a bed big enough for ten people and a
bedroom large enough for a movie ballroom scene, but he had slept alone since
the death of his first wife ten years before. This did not mean he no longer used
women. He was physically a vigorous man despite his age, but he could be
aroused now only by very young girls and had learned that a few hours in the
evening were all the youth of his body and his patience could tolerate.

2 On this Thursday morning, for some reason, he awoke early. The light of dawn
made his huge bedroom as misty as a foggy meadowland. Far down at the foot of
his bed was a familiar shape and Woltz struggled up on his elbows to get a
clearer look. It had the shape of a horse's head. Still groggy, Woltz reached and
flicked on the night table lamp.

3 The shock of what he saw made him physically ill. It seemed as if a great
sledgehammer had struck him on the chest, his heartbeat jumped erratically and

he became nauseous. His vomit spluttered on the thick flair rug.
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4 Severed from its body, the black silky head of the great horse Khartoum was
stuck fast in a thick cake of blood. White, reedy tendons showed. Froth covered
the muzzle and those apple-sized eyes that had glinted like gold, were mottled the
color of rotting fruit with dead, hemorrhaged blood. Woltz was struck by a purely
animal terror and out of that terror he screamed for his servants and out of that
terror he called Hagen to make his uncontrolled threats. His maniacal raving
alarmed the butler, who called Woltz's personal physician and his second in
command at the studio. But Woltz regained his senses before they arrived.
5 He had been profoundly shocked. What kind of man could destroy an animal
worth six hundred thousand dollars? Without a word of warning. Without any
negotiation to have the act, its order, countermanded. The ruthlessness, the
sheer disregard for any values, implied a man who considered himself completely
his own law, even his own God. And a man who backed up this kind of will with
the power and cunning that held his own stable security force of no account. For
by this time Woltz had learned that the horse's body had obviously been heavily
drugged before someone leisurely hacked the huge triangular head off with an ax.
The men on night duty claimed that they had heard nothing. To Woltz this seemed
impossible. They could be made to talk. They had been bought off and they could
be made to tell who had done the buying.

1 Woltz was not a stupid man, he was merely a supremely egotistical one (Tonbko
KpanHe: «B BbICLLEN CTEMEHN» AroMCTUYHbIW; supreme [sju'pri:m] — BbICLLWNA,
BblcovanLumin). He had mistaken the power he wielded in his world to be more potent
than the power of Don Corleone. He had merely needed some proof (qokasaTtenscTso)
that this was not true. He understood this message. That despite all his wealth, despite
all his contacts with the President of the United States, despite all his claims of
friendship with the director of the FBI, an obscure importer of Italian olive oil (obscure
[0b’skjud] — TEMHbIN, TYCKMbIA, NIIOXO0 OCBELLEHHbIN; HE3aMETHbIN, HUKOMY HEe
n3sectHbln) would have him killed (mor 661 ero youTs). Would actually have him killed!
Because he wouldn't give Johnny Fontane a movie part he wanted. It was incredible.
People didn't have any right to act that way. There couldn't be any kind of world if
people acted that way. It was insane (6e3ymHo, abcypaHo [In'sein]). It meant you
couldn't do what you wanted with your own money, with the companies you owned, the

power you had to give orders. It was ten times worse than communism. It had to be
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smashed (310 JormKHO Bkl BbITh cokpyLLeHo). It must never be allowed (310 HUKoOrga,
BOBCE He [O/MKHO ObiTb NO3BOSIEHO).

2 Woltz let the doctor give him a very mild sedation (nerkoe ycrnokoutensHoe; mild
[maild] — markuin, cnokorHbIn; HeocTpbIn, Hekpenkui). It helped him calm down again
(ycnokouTbes) and to think sensibly (pasymHo). What really shocked him was the
casualness (nerkoctb /noctynka/; casually — HeHapokom, mumoxogom) with which this
man Corleone had ordered the destruction of a world-famous horse worth six hundred
thousand dollars. Six hundred thousand dollars! And that was just for openers (Tonsko
Ha4ano; opener — HavyanbHoe cobbiTue /B cepum cobbiTuii/; for openers — gns Havana).
Woltz shuddered (cogpornyncs). He thought of this life he had built up. He was rich. He
could have the most beautiful women in the world by crooking his finger (nomaHvs
nansuem: «CorHyB naneuy») and promising a contract. He was received by kings and
queens. He lived a life as perfect as money and power could make it. It was crazy to
risk all this because of a whim (13-3a kanpuaa). Maybe he could get to Corleone. What
was the legal penalty for killing a race-horse? He laughed wildly and his doctor and
servants watched him with nervous anxiety (c 6ecrnokoncTeom, Tpesorou [eeng’zaidti]).
Another thought occurred to him (npuwna: «cnyymnace» emy B ronosy). He would be
the laughingstock (nocmewuniiem) of California merely because someone had
contemptuously defied his power (npe3putensHo Gpocun BLI3oB ero Bractu; to defy
[dr'fal] — BeI3bIBaTh, GpocaThb BbI30B) in such arrogant fashion (Takum BbICOKOMEPHbIM,
HarnbiM obpasom). That decided him (310 pewwmnno geno, 3actaBunio ero NPUHATbL
pelweHne). That and the thought that maybe, maybe they wouldn't kill him. That they
had something much more clever and painful in reserve (xutpoe n 6onesHeHHoe B
3anace).

3 Woltz gave the necessary orders. His personal confidential staff swung into action
(ero nu4yHaga goBepeHHas KoMmaHaa bpocunack BeINonHATL). The servants and the
doctor were sworn to secrecy (NOKNANUCb XpaHnTb TanHy, NPUHECHN MNPUCATY O
cobrnitogeHun cekpeTHocTr) on pain of incurring the studio's and Woltz's undying enmity
(noa yrposon HaBneveHns Ha cebst BedHown Bpaxabl; to incur [In’kd:] — nogsepratbes,
HaBnekaTb Ha cebs). Word was given to the press that the racehorse Khartoum had
died of an iliness contracted during his shipment from England (ot 6onesHu,
nony4yeHHou npu ero nepenpaeke). Orders were given to bury the remains (3axopoHuUTb
ocTaHku) in a secret place on the estate (Ha TeppuTopun nveHuns).

4 Six hours later Johnny Fontane received a phone call from the executive producer

(ot ncnonHutensHoro aupekrtopa) of the film telling him to report for work (sBuTbCs Ha
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paboTy; to report — coobuiaTth; AokNaabiBaTh; ABNATbCA, Npeactasath) the following

Monday.

1 Woltz was not a stupid man, he was merely a supremely egotistical one. He
had mistaken the power he wielded in his world to be more potent than the power
of Don Corleone. He had merely needed some proof that this was not true. He
understood this message. That despite all his wealth, despite all his contacts with
the President of the United States, despite all his claims of friendship with the
director of the FBI, an obscure importer of Italian olive oil would have him killed.
Would actually have him killed! Because he wouldn't give Johnny Fontane a
movie part he wanted. It was incredible. People didn't have any right to act that
way. There couldn't be any kind of world if people acted that way. It was insane. It
meant you couldn't do what you wanted with your own money, with the
companies you owned, the power you had to give orders. It was ten times worse
than communism. It had to be smashed. It must never be allowed.

2 Woltz let the doctor give him a very mild sedation. It helped him calm down
again and to think sensibly. What really shocked him was the casualness with
which this man Corleone had ordered the destruction of a world-famous horse
worth six hundred thousand dollars. Six hundred thousand dollars! And that was
just for openers. Woltz shuddered. He thought of this life he had built up. He was
rich. He could have the most beautiful women in the world by crooking his finger
and promising a contract. He was received by kings and queens. He lived a life as
perfect as money and power could make it. It was crazy to risk all this because of
a whim. Maybe he could get to Corleone. What was the legal penalty for killing a
race-horse? He laughed wildly and his doctor and servants watched him with
nervous anxiety. Another thought occurred to him. He would be the
laughingstock of California merely because someone had contemptuously defied
his power in such arrogant fashion. That decided him. That and the thought that
maybe, maybe they wouldn't kill him. That they had something much more clever
and painful in reserve.

3 Woltz gave the necessary orders. His personal confidential staff swung into
action. The servants and the doctor were sworn to secrecy on pain of incurring
the studio's and Woltz's undying enmity. Word was given to the press that the
racehorse Khartoum had died of an iliness contracted during his shipment from

England. Orders were given to bury the remains in a secret place on the estate.
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4 Six hours later Johnny Fontane received a phone call from the executive

producer of the film telling him to report for work the following Monday.

1 That evening, Hagen went to the Don's house to prepare him for the important
meeting the next day with Virgil Sollozzo. The Don had summoned his eldest son to
attend (BbI3Ban npucyTcTBOBaTh; to summon ['sAmadn] — BbI3bIBaTb, CO3bIBaTh; to attend
[0'tend] — yaenaTb BHUMaHue; nocewaTb, npucyTcTeoBaTk), and Sonny Corleone, his
heavy Cupid-shaped face drawn with fatigue (BbITAHyTOE OT ycTanocTtu, ¢ nevyartbo
ycTtanocTu), was sipping at a glass of water. He must still be humping that maid of
honor (gomkHO BbITh, BCe eLle TpaxaeT; hump — Byropok, koyka; ropd; ropbutbcs;
BKanblBaTbh, HanpsraTtbcs; /Bynbr./ coBokynnsatecs), Hagen thought. Another worry (eLue
oaHa 3aboTa, elle ogHO BGECNOKOMNCTBO).

2 Don Corleone settled into an armchair puffing his Di Nobili cigar. Hagen kept a box
of them in his room. He had tried to get the Don to switch to Havanas (nepekntountbes)
but the Don claimed they hurt his throat.

3 "Do we know everything necessary for us to know?" the Don asked.

4 Hagen opened the folder (narnky; to fold — cknageiBaTh) that held his notes. The
notes were in no way incriminating (3anucu b1 HU B KOEN Mepe He
«n306nMunNTENbHbIE, UHKPUMUHUPYOLLIMEY» = BMOMHE Ge3onacHble, KOHCNMPaTUBHbLIE),
merely cryptic reminders (Bcero nuilb TaNHCTBEHHbIE, CEKPETHbLIE MOMETKN; reminder —
HanomunHaHue) to make sure he touched on every important detail. "Sollozzo is coming
to us for help," Hagen said. "He will ask the family to put up at least a million dollars
(BnoxuTb; to put up — BbICTaBUTL /Ha Npoaaxy/; BNoxuTb /geHbri/) and to promise
some sort of immunity from the law (o6ewats 4TO-TO BpOoAE HENPUKOCHOBEHHOCTH CO
CTOPOHbI 3aKoHa; immunity [I'mju:nit]] — HENPUKOCHOBEHHOCTL; UMMYHUTET). For that we
get a piece of the action (gonto), nobody knows how much. Sollozzo is vouched for by
the Tattaglia family (3a Hero nopy4unacs; to vouch — pyyatbcs) and they may have a
piece of the action. The action is narcotics. Sollozzo has the contacts in Turkey, where
they grow the poppy (mak). From there he ships to Sicily. No trouble. In Sicily he has the
plant to process into heroin (babpuka gns nepepaboTku; plant [pla:nt] — pabpuka,
3aBop; to process [‘prduses] — nepepabatbiBaTh). He has safety-valve operations
(safety-valve — npegoxpannTenbHbIn Knanad, otaywnHa) to bring it down to morphine
and bring it up to heroin if necessary (cyTb koTOpbIX /onepauunn gns 6esonacHocTu/ B
TOM, 4YTO MOXHO nepepaboTaTb 3T0 B MOpdui, a 3aTeM 06paTHO B repovH, ecrnm

Heobxogumo, ecnn noHagodutcs). But it would seem that the processing plant in Sicily
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is protected in every way. The only hitch (3agepxka, 3amuHka, Henonagka = 3arsoazka)
is bringing it into this country, and then distribution (pacnpenenenne,
pacripocTtpaHeHue). Also initial capital (a Takke HavyanbHbIM kanuTtan). A million dollars
cash doesn't grow on trees." Hagen saw Don Corleone grimace (kak ero nvuo
nckasunocs rpumacon /Hegosonsctea/ [gri'meis]). The old man hated unnecessary
flourishes in business matters (n3nuiwHue npukpacs!; flourish [fIAr]] — LBeTeHne
/nnofoBoro gepesal; 3aBUTYLLKK, LBETUCTLIE BbipaxeHusi). He went on hastily
(MpOAOMKMN NOCNELLHO).

5 "They call Sollozzo the Turk. Two reasons. He's spent a lot of time in Turkey and is
supposed to have a Turkish wife and kids (npegnonaraetcs, 4TO y HErO ecTb = KaxeTcs,
y Hero). Second. He's supposed to be very quick with the knife, or was, when he was
young. Only in matters of business, though, and with some sort of reasonable complaint
(M TONBKO NPY HaNM4YUKU Kakor-NMBO BECOMOM NMPUYMHBI ANA HEAOBOMBLCTBA; complaint
[komp’leint] —xanoba, HeygoBneTBopeHHOCTL). A very competent man and his own
boss. He has a record, he's done two terms in prison (gBa cpoka), one in ltaly, one in
the United States, and he's known to the authorities (Brnactsam) as a narcotics man. This
could be a plus for us. It means that he'll never get immunity to testify (oH He ByaeT
MMEeTb NpaBa CBMAETENbCTBOBATb, JaBaTb NokasaHua /NpoTue Hac/), since he's
considered the top and, of course, because of his record. Also he has an American wife
and three children and he is a good family man. He'll stand still (ctoates Ha mecTe) for
any rap (nerkum yaap, CTyk; /cneHr/ HakasaHue, o6BMHEHNe, NpUroBop) = (ero He
nokonebnet HMkakon npurosop) as long as he knows that they will be well taken care of
for living money (noka 6yget 3HaTh, YTO O HUX NO3abOTATCA U Yy HUX Bcerga byayT

AEHbIN Ha XN3Hb)."

1 That evening, Hagen went to the Don's house to prepare him for the important
meeting the next day with Virgil Sollozzo. The Don had summoned his eldest son
to attend, and Sonny Corleone, his heavy Cupid-shaped face drawn with fatigue,
was sipping at a glass of water. He must still be humping that maid of honor,
Hagen thought. Another worry.

2 Don Corleone settled into an armchair puffing his Di Nobili cigar. Hagen kept a
box of them in his room. He had tried to get the Don to switch to Havanas but the
Don claimed they hurt his throat.

3 "Do we know everything necessary for us to know?" the Don asked.
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4 Hagen opened the folder that held his notes. The notes were in no way
incriminating, merely cryptic reminders to make sure he touched on every
important detail. "Sollozzo is coming to us for help,” Hagen said. "He will ask the
family to put up at least a million dollars and to promise some sort of immunity
from the law. For that we get a piece of the action, nobody knows how much.
Sollozzo is vouched for by the Tattaglia family and they may have a piece of the
action. The action is narcotics. Sollozzo has the contacts in Turkey, where they
grow the poppy. From there he ships to Sicily. No trouble. In Sicily he has the
plant to process into heroin. He has safety-valve operations to bring it down to
morphine and bring it up to heroin if necessary. But it would seem that the
processing plant in Sicily is protected in every way. The only hitch is bringing it
into this country, and then distribution. Also initial capital. A million dollars cash
doesn't grow on trees." Hagen saw Don Corleone grimace. The old man hated
unnecessary flourishes in business matters. He went on hastily.
5 "They call Sollozzo the Turk. Two reasons. He's spent a lot of time in Turkey
and is supposed to have a Turkish wife and kids. Second. He's supposed to be
very quick with the knife, or was, when he was young. Only in matters of
business, though, and with some sort of reasonable complaint. A very competent
man and his own boss. He has a record, he's done two terms in prison, one in
Italy, one in the United States, and he's known to the authorities as a narcotics
man. This could be a plus for us. It means that he'll never get immunity to testify,
since he's considered the top and, of course, because of his record. Also he has
an American wife and three children and he is a good family man. He'll stand still
for any rap as long as he knows that they will be well taken care of for living

money."

1 The Don puffed on his cigar and said, "Santino, what do you think?"

2 Hagen knew what Sonny would say. Sonny was chafing (cepauncs, pasgpaxancs;
chafe — ccaguHa; rHeB, gocaga) at being under the Don's thumb (4T0 OH BCe Bpems
HaxoAMTCsa Nof onekow: «nog donbwum nansuem JoHa» [6Am]). He wanted a big
operation of his own. Something like this would be perfect.

3 Sonny took a long slug of scotch (rnotok /cnnpTtHoro — cnewr/). "There's a lot of
money in that white powder (B aTom 6enom nopotuke)," he said. "But it could be

dangerous (onacHo; danger ['deindGd] — onacHocTk). Some people could wind up in jail
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for twenty years. I'd say that if we kept out of the operations end, just stuck to protection
and financing (ecnn orpaHudnmcs), it might be a good idea."

4 Hagen looked at Sonny approvingly (ogo6putensHo). He had played his cards well.
He had stuck to the obvious (gepxarnca ouesmagHoro), much the best course for him.

5 The Don puffed on his cigar. "And you, Tom, what do you think?"

6 Hagen composed himself to be absolutely honest. He had already come to the
conclusion (k 3aknto4veHuto) that the Don would refuse Sollozzo's proposition (oTBeprHeT
npegnoxenune). But what was worse, Hagen was convinced (y6exzaeH; to convince
[kan’vins] — y6exxaaTts) that for one of the few times in his experience, the Don had not
thought things through (He npogyman /kak cneayet/). He was not looking far enough
ahead.

7 "Go ahead (nasan, HaunHau, Bnepen), Tom," the Don said encouragingly
(nopbagpwvsatowle; encourage [IN'kAridG] — o6ogpaTe, nogaepxmeatb). "Not even a
Sicilian Consigliori always agrees with the boss." They all laughed.

8 "l think you should say yes," Hagen said. "You know all the obvious reasons. But the
most important one is this. There is more money potential in narcotics than in any other
business. If we don't get into it, somebody else will, maybe the Tattaglia family. With the
revenue (c goxoaom, Bbipyykon ['revinju:]) they earn they can amass (cobpaTb, ckonuTb
[0'maes]) more and more police and political power. Their family will become stronger
than ours. Eventually (B koHue koHUoB) they will come after us to take away what we
have. It's just like countries. If they arm (BoopyxatoTcs), we have to arm. If they become
stronger economically, they become a threat to us (yrpo3soin). Now we have the
gambling and we have the unions and right now they are the best things to have. But |
think narcotics is the coming thing («rpagylias sewb» = B aToM byayliee, 370 camas
nepcnektueHas Bellb). | think we have to have a piece of that action or we risk
everything we have. Not now, but maybe ten years from now.

9 The Don seemed enormously impressed. He puffed on his cigar and murmured,
"That's the most important thing of course." He sighed and got to his feet. "What time do
| have to meet this infidel tomorrow (aToro HeBepHoro = Typka, mycyribMaHuHa; infidel
[‘infidal])?"

10 Hagen said hopefully, "He'll be here at ten in the morning." Maybe the Don would
go for it (nonget Ha aT0).

11 "I'll want you both here with me," the Don said. He rose, stretching (notsHyBLuMCE),
and took his son by the arm. "Santino, get some sleep tonight, you look like the devil

himself. Take care of yourself, you won't be young forever (8e4Ho)."
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12 Sonny, encouraged by this sign of fatherly concern (3a6oTel [kdn'sd:n]), asked the
question Hagen did not dare to ask (He ocmenuncs). "Pop, what's your answer going to
be?"
13 Don Corleone smiled. "How do | know until | hear the percentages (o npoueHTax;
percentage [pd'sentidG] — npoueHT, NnpoueHTHoe oTyucnenune, gons) and other details?
Besides | have to have time to think over the advice given here tonight (o gaHHoM 3geck
cerogHsa Bevyepom cosete). After all, I'm not a man who does things rashly (nocnetuHo)."
As he went out the door he said casually to Hagen, "Do you have in your notes that the
Turk made his living from prostitution before the war? As the Tattaglia family does now.
Write that down before you forget." There was just a touch of derision (maneHbkun
oTTeHok Hacmewwkn [di'riGan]) in the Don's voice and Hagen flushed (nokpacHen,
3anuncs kpackon; to flush — 3abute cTpyen, xnbiHYTh; NpunnTb /0 Kposu/). He had
deliberately not mentioned it (cosHaTensHO, Hapo4YHO He ynomsaHyn; to deliberate
[dr'liborit] — /rnyBoko/ o6aymbiBaTh, pa3mblwnaTts), legitimately so since it really had no
bearing (3aKOHHO, NOTOMY YTO 3TO HE OTHOCWIIOCH K Aeny, He UMEeNO OCHOBAHUS;
bearing — HoweHWe; ornopa; oTHoLweHne; cmblicr), but he had feared it might prejudice
the Don's decision (/HeraTuBHO/ NOBNUATL Ha pelleHune; to prejudice [‘predGudis] —
npeaybexaaTtb, co3gaBaTb NPeaB3saToe MHEeHWe, HacTpanBaTb NpoTMB). He was
notoriously straitlaced in matters of sex (61510 N3BECTHO HACKONBKO OH LLEMNETUSEH:

«TYro CTSIHYT, 3allHYpOBaH» B BOMpocax rnona).

1 The Don puffed on his cigar and said, "Santino, what do you think?"

2 Hagen knew what Sonny would say. Sonny was chafing at being under the
Don's thumb. He wanted a big operation of his own. Something like this would be
perfect.

3 Sonny took a long slug of scotch. "There's a lot of money in that white
powder,"” he said. "But it could be dangerous. Some people could wind up in jail
for twenty years. I'd say that if we kept out of the operations end, just stuck to
protection and financing, it might be a good idea.”

4 Hagen looked at Sonny approvingly. He had played his cards well. He had
stuck to the obvious, much the best course for him.

5 The Don puffed on his cigar. "And you, Tom, what do you think?"

6 Hagen composed himself to be absolutely honest. He had already come to the

conclusion that the Don would refuse Sollozzo's proposition. But what was worse,
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Hagen was convinced that for one of the few times in his experience, the Don had
not thought things through. He was not looking far enough ahead.
7 "Go ahead, Tom," the Don said encouragingly. "Not even a Sicilian Consigliori
always agrees with the boss." They all laughed.
8 "l think you should say yes," Hagen said. "You know all the obvious reasons.
But the most important one is this. There is more money potential in narcotics
than in any other business. If we don't get into it, somebody else will, maybe the
Tattaglia family. With the revenue they earn they can amass more and more
police and political power. Their family will become stronger than ours.
Eventually they will come after us to take away what we have. It's just like
countries. If they arm, we have to arm. If they become stronger economically,
they become a threat to us. Now we have the gambling and we have the unions
and right now they are the best things to have. But | think narcotics is the coming
thing. | think we have to have a piece of that action or we risk everything we have.
Not now, but maybe ten years from now.
9 The Don seemed enormously impressed. He puffed on his cigar and murmured,
"That's the most important thing of course." He sighed and got to his feet. "What
time do | have to meet this infidel tomorrow?"
10 Hagen said hopefully, "He'll be here at ten in the morning." Maybe the Don
would go for it.
11 "I'll want you both here with me," the Don said. He rose, stretching, and took
his son by the arm. "Santino, get some sleep tonight, you look like the devil
himself. Take care of yourself, you won't be young forever."
12 Sonny, encouraged by this sign of fatherly concern, asked the question
Hagen did not dare to ask. "Pop, what's your answer going to be?"
13 Don Corleone smiled. "How do | know until | hear the percentages and other
details? Besides | have to have time to think over the advice given here tonight.
After all, I'm not a man who does things rashly.” As he went out the door he said
casually to Hagen, "Do you have in your notes that the Turk made his living from
prostitution before the war? As the Tattaglia family does now. Write that down
before you forget.” There was just a touch of derision in the Don's voice and
Hagen flushed. He had deliberately not mentioned it, legitimately so since it really
had no bearing, but he had feared it might prejudice the Don's decision. He was

notoriously straitlaced in matters of sex.
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1 Virgil "the Turk" Sollozzo was a powerfully built, medium-sized man (cpegHero pocta)
of dark complexion (¢ TemHbiMm LBeTOoM nuua) who could have been taken for a true Turk.
He had a scimitar of a nose (/M3orHyTbI/ HOC, HANOMUHAKLWMIA TypPeLKyto cabnio;
scimitar [‘simitd] — kpuBas Typeukasa cabns) and cruel (kectokune) black eyes. He also
had an impressive dignity (BHyLIMTENBbHOE YyBCTBO COBCTBEHHOIO JOCTOUHCTBA,
BaXXHOCTb).
2 Sonny Corleone met him at the door and brought him into the office where Hagen
and the Don waited. Hagen thought he had never seen a more dangerous-looking man
except for Luca Brasi.
3 There were polite handshakings all around. If the Don ever asks me if this man has
balls, | would have to answer yes, Hagen thought. He had never seen such force in one
man, not even the Don. In fact the Don appeared at his worst (B xygLen ceoein opme,
611 He B hbopme). He was being a little too simple, a little too peasantlike (no-
KPECTbAHCKWN, AepeBEHCKUI) in his greeting.
4 Sollozzo came to the point immediately (cpa3sy nepewen k cytn). The business was
narcotics. Everything was set up (nogrotoeneHo). Certain poppy fields in Turkey had
pledged him (obewanun, 3aBepunu = rapaHTupoBanu) certain amounts (onpegeneHHbie
konuyectea; amount [0‘'maunt]) every year. He had a protected plant in France to
convert into morphine. He had an absolutely secure plant in Sicily to process into heroin.
Smuggling (npoBo3 koHTpabaHnabl; to smuggle — npoBo3nTL KOHTpabaHay) into both
countries was as positively safe as such matters could be (HacTtonsko 6e3onaceH,
HaCKOIbKO Takue Beln MoryT ObiTh /6e3onacHsl/). Entry into the United States (BB03;
entry [‘entri] — Bxoa, Bbe3a) would entail (nosneyet 3a cobown [In'tell]) about five percent
losses since the FBI itself was incorruptible (HenogkynHo [Inkd'ryptdbl]), as they both
knew. But the profits would be enormous (HO Bbirogbl, Joxoabl 6yayT orpoMHbIMKU), the
risk nonexistent («HecyLecTByOLMMY = a pycKka HUKaKOro).
5 "Then why do you come to me?" the Don asked politely. "How have | deserved your
generosity (4em s 3acnyxun Bawly wenpocTtb, Benukogywmve [dGend'rositi])?"
6 Sollozzo's dark face remained impassive («octanocb 6ecctpacTtHbeiM»). "l need two
million dollars cash," he said. "Equally important (1 4TO He MeHee: «0aNHaKOBO» BaXHO),
| need a man who has powerful friends in the important places. Some of my couriers
(HekoTopble U3 MOMX KypbepoB /c KoHTpabaHaHbIM ToBapoM/ ['kurid]) will be caught over
the years (bygyTt novimaHbl ¢ TedeHnem BpemeHun). That is inevitable (HensbexHo
[In'evitobl]). They will all have clean records (y Hux He ByaeTt cyaumocTen), that |

promise. So it will be logical for judges to give light sentences (nerkue npurosopsl). |

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




152
need a friend who can guarantee that when my people get in trouble they won't spend
more than a year or two in jail. Then they won't talk. But if they get ten and twenty years,
who knows? In this world there are many weak individuals. They may talk, they may
jeopardize more important people (nogBeprHyTb ONAacHOCTW, NOCTaBUTb B PUCKOBAHHOE
nonoxexue ['[dGepaddaiz]). Legal protection is a must (/abcontoTtHasa/ HeobxoanumocTs). |
hear, Don Corleone, that you have as many judges in your pocket as a bootblack
(ymctuneLmk canor) has pieces of silver."

7 Don Corleone didn't bother to acknowledge the compliment (He nogyman: «He
nob6ecnokouncsay nokasaTb, YTO eMy NPUATEH KOMMIIMMEHT: «NPU3HATb KOMNIIMMEHT»).
"What percentage for my family?" he asked.

8 Sollozzo's eyes gleamed. "Fifty percent." He paused and then said in a voice that
was almost a caress (nacka), "In the first year your share (gons) would be three or four
million dollars. Then it would go up."

9 Don Corleone said, "And what is the percentage of the Tattaglia family?"

10 For the first time Sollozzo seemed to be nervous. "They will receive something from
my share. | need some help in the operations."

11 "So," Don Corleone said, "l receive fifty percent merely for finance and legal
protection. | have no worries about operations, is that what you tell me?"

12 Sollozzo nodded. "If you think two million dollars in cash is 'merely finance,' |

congratulate you, Don Corleone (nosgpasnsto)."

1 Virgil "the Turk" Sollozzo was a powerfully built, medium-sized man of dark
complexion who could have been taken for a true Turk. He had a scimitar of a
nose and cruel black eyes. He also had an impressive dignity.

2 Sonny Corleone met him at the door and brought him into the office where
Hagen and the Don waited. Hagen thought he had never seen a more dangerous-
looking man except for Luca Brasi.

3 There were polite handshakings all around. If the Don ever asks me if this man
has balls, | would have to answer yes, Hagen thought. He had never seen such
force in one man, not even the Don. In fact the Don appeared at his worst. He was
being a little too simple, a little too peasantlike in his greeting.

4 Sollozzo came to the point immediately. The business was narcotics.
Everything was set up. Certain poppy fields in Turkey had pledged him certain
amounts every year. He had a protected plant in France to convert into morphine.

He had an absolutely secure plant in Sicily to process into heroin. Smuggling into
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both countries was as positively safe as such matters could be. Entry into the
United States would entail about five percent losses since the FBI itself was
incorruptible, as they both knew. But the profits would be enormous, the risk
nonexistent.

5 "Then why do you come to me?" the Don asked politely. "How have | deserved
your generosity?"

6 Sollozzo's dark face remained impassive. "l need two million dollars cash," he
said. "Equally important, | need a man who has powerful friends in the important
places. Some of my couriers will be caught over the years. That is inevitable.
They will all have clean records, that | promise. So it will be logical for judges to
give light sentences. | need a friend who can guarantee that when my people get
in trouble they won't spend more than a year or two in jail. Then they won't talk.
But if they get ten and twenty years, who knows? In this world there are many
weak individuals. They may talk, they may jeopardize more important people.
Legal protection is a must. | hear, Don Corleone, that you have as many judges in
your pocket as a bootblack has pieces of silver."

7 Don Corleone didn't bother to acknowledge the compliment. "What percentage
for my family?" he asked.

8 Sollozzo's eyes gleamed. "Fifty percent."” He paused and then said in a voice
that was almost a caress, "In the first year your share would be three or four
million dollars. Then it would go up.”

9 Don Corleone said, "And what is the percentage of the Tattaglia family?"

10 For the first time Sollozzo seemed to be nervous. "They will receive
something from my share. | need some help in the operations.”

11 "So," Don Corleone said, "l receive fifty percent merely for finance and legal
protection. | have no worries about operations, is that what you tell me?"

12 Sollozzo nodded. "If you think two million dollars in cash is 'merely finance,’ |

congratulate you, Don Corleone."

1 The Don said quietly, "I consented to see you (cornacurncs) out of my respect for the
Tattaglias and because I've heard you are a serious man to be treated also with respect
(c KoTOpbIM Hago obpallaTbes Takke yBaxuTernsHO). | must say no to you but | must
give you my reasons (npu4uHbl, Joeoasl). The profits in your business are huge but so
are the risks. Your operation, if | were part of it, could damage my other interests

(noBpeanTb, HaHecTu yuepb ['deemidG]). It's true | have many, many friends in politics,
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but they would not be so friendly if my business were narcotics instead of gambling.
They think gambling is something like liquor, a harmless vice (6e306uaHbIN Nopok), and
they think narcotics a dirty business. No, don't protest. I'm telling you their thoughts, not
mine. How a man makes his living is not my concern (He mosi 3abota). And what | am
telling you is that this business of yours is too risky. All the members of my family have
lived well the last ten years, without danger, without harm. | can't endanger them
(nogBeprHyTb onacHocTn) or their livelihoods (cpeacTsa Kk xu3Hu, 3apaboTku ['laiviihud])
out of greed (13 xxagHocTu, anyHocTu)."

2 The only sign of Sollozzo's disappointment (pasoyapoBaHus) was a quick flickering
of his eyes (6bicTpoe aBmxeHne = cTpenbHyn rnasamu; to flicker — muraTb; MENBKHYTB)
around the room, as if he hoped Hagen or Sonny would speak in his support (B ero
nogaepxky). Then he said, "Are you worried about security for your two million
(BOMHyeTeCb 3a COXPaHHOCTb)?"

3 The Don smiled coldly. "No," he said.

4 Sollozzo tried again. "The Tattaglia family will guarantee your investment also."

5 It was then that Sonny Corleone made an unforgivable error (HenpocTuTenbHyto
owmnbky) in judgment and procedure (B cygeHuun v B Xxoge gena, B npoueaype
[pro’si:dGd]). He said eagerly («pbsHO, OXXMBNEHHO, XaAHO»; eager — CTPacTHO
Xenawwmm /o YenoBeKe/; NUHTEHCMBHLIN, HanpsbKeHHbIV /0 B3rnage, xecte/), "The
Tattaglia family guarantees the return of our investment (so3BpalyeHune Halwero Bkraga)
without any percentage from us?"

6 Hagen was horrified at this break (6b11 B y>xace ot atoro HapyLwweHus). He saw the
Don turn cold, malevolent eyes (3nobHble: «HegobpoxenartensHblie» [md’levalont]) on
his eldest son, who froze (3acTbin: «3ameps, onegeHeny; to freeze) in
uncomprehending dismay (B HernoHumatoLem ncnyre, cmareHum [dis'met]). Sollozzo's
eyes flickered again but this time with satisfaction (c yaosnetsopennem). He had
discovered a chink in the Don's fortress (0GHapy>kun TpeLnHKy, pasnom = 6pellb B
kpenocTtu). When the Don spoke his voice held a dismissal (no ero ronocy 661510
MOHATHO, YTO pa3roBop OkoHYeH; dismissal [dis’misdl] — yBonbHeHMe, OTAYCK, POCMYCK).
"Young people are greedy (>kagHble, anyHele)," he said. "And today they have no
manners. They interrupt their elders (o6pbiBatoT, nepebusatoT crapimx). They meddle
(smewwmBatoTcs). But | have a sentimental weakness for my children and | have spoiled
them (n3banoean). As you see. Signor Sollozzo, my no is final (okoH4yaTensHoe). Let
me say that | myself wish you good fortune in your business. It has no conflict with my

own. I'm sorry that | had to disappoint you (4T0 npuwnoce pasoyapoBarts).”
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7 Sollozzo bowed (nokrnoHuncs), shook the Don's hand and let Hagen take him to his
car outside. There was no expression on his face when he said good-bye to Hagen.
8 Back in the room, Don Corleone asked Hagen, "What did you think of that man?"
9 "He's a Sicilian," Hagen said dryly.
10 The Don nodded his head thoughtfully. Then he turned to his son and said gently,
"Santino, never let anyone outside the family know what you are thinking. Never let
them know what you have under your fingernails (nog Hortamu). | think your brain is
going soft (pasamaryuncs) from all that comedy you play with that young girl. Stop it and
pay attention to business. Now get out of my sight (yngu ¢ rmas gonon)."
11 Hagen saw the surprise on Sonny's face, then anger at his father's reproach
(ynpek). Did he really think the Don would be ignorant of his conquest (He 3HaeT o ero
nobene, 3aBoeBaHuu ['konkwest]), Hagen wondered. And did he really not know what a
dangerous mistake he had made this morning? If that were true, Hagen would never
wish to be the Consigliori to the Don of Santino Corleone.
12 Don Corleone waited until Sonny had left the room. Then he sank back into his
leather armchair and motioned brusquely for a drink (peskum gBwxeHnem; brusque
[brusk] — oTpbiBMCTLIN, pe3kuin). Hagen poured him a glass of anisette (Hanun
aHucoBoro nukepa; to pour [po:]). The Don looked up at him. "Send Luca Brasi to see

me," he said.

1 The Don said quietly, "l consented to see you out of my respect for the
Tattaglias and because I've heard you are a serious man to be treated also with
respect. | must say no to you but | must give you my reasons. The profits in your
business are huge but so are the risks. Your operation, if | were part of it, could
damage my other interests. It's true | have many, many friends in politics, but
they would not be so friendly if my business were narcotics instead of gambling.
They think gambling is something like liquor, a harmless vice, and they think
narcotics a dirty business. No, don't protest. I'm telling you their thoughts, not
mine. How a man makes his living is not my concern. And what | am telling you is
that this business of yours is too risky. All the members of my family have lived
well the last ten years, without danger, without harm. | can't endanger them or
their livelihoods out of greed."

2 The only sign of Sollozzo's disappointment was a quick flickering of his eyes
around the room, as if he hoped Hagen or Sonny would speak in his support.

Then he said, "Are you worried about security for your two million?"
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3 The Don smiled coldly. "No," he said.
4 Sollozzo tried again. "The Tattaglia family will guarantee your investment
also.”
5 It was then that Sonny Corleone made an unforgivable error in judgment and
procedure. He said eagerly, "The Tattaglia family guarantees the return of our
investment without any percentage from us?"
6 Hagen was horrified at this break. He saw the Don turn cold, malevolent eyes
on his eldest son, who froze in uncomprehending dismay. Sollozzo's eyes
flickered again but this time with satisfaction. He had discovered a chink in the
Don's fortress. When the Don spoke his voice held a dismissal. "Young people
are greedy," he said. "And today they have no manners. They interrupt their
elders. They meddle. But | have a sentimental weakness for my children and |
have spoiled them. As you see. Signor Sollozzo, my no is final. Let me say that |
myself wish you good fortune in your business. It has no conflict with my own.
I'm sorry that | had to disappoint you."
7 Sollozzo bowed, shook the Don's hand and let Hagen take him to his car
outside. There was no expression on his face when he said good-bye to Hagen.
8 Back in the room, Don Corleone asked Hagen, "What did you think of that
man?"
9 "He's a Sicilian,” Hagen said dryly.
10 The Don nodded his head thoughtfully. Then he turned to his son and said
gently, "Santino, never let anyone outside the family know what you are thinking.
Never let them know what you have under your fingernails. | think your brain is
going soft from all that comedy you play with that young girl. Stop it and pay
attention to business. Now get out of my sight."
11 Hagen saw the surprise on Sonny's face, then anger at his father's reproach.
Did he really think the Don would be ignorant of his conquest, Hagen wondered.
And did he really not know what a dangerous mistake he had made this morning?
If that were true, Hagen would never wish to be the Consigliori to the Don of
Santino Corleone.
12 Don Corleone waited until Sonny had left the room. Then he sank back into
his leather armchair and motioned brusquely for a drink. Hagen poured him a

glass of anisette. The Don looked up at him. "Send Luca Brasi to see me," he said.
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1 Three months later, Hagen hurried through the paper work in his city office hoping to
leave early enough for some Christmas shopping for his wife and children (ans
PoxpecTtBeHckux nokynok). He was interrupted by a phone call from a Johnny Fontane
bubbling with high spirits («ny3bipsLleroca xopolmm HacTpoeHnem»; bubble — nysbipek).
The picture had been shot (cHaTa), the rushes (nepBbie oTcHATBIE 3ann30abl AN
nokasa), whatever the hell they were (kak 6yato s 3Hato, 4yto aTo Takoe), Hagen thought,
were fabulous (cka3ouHbl ['faebjulds]). He was sending the Don a present for Christmas
that would knock his eyes out («BbiObeT ero rnasa» = nopasut ero), he'd bring it himself
but there were some little things to be done in the movie. He would have to stay out on
the Coast. Hagen tried to conceal his impatience (ckpbiTb HETEPNEHNE = pasgpaxeHne
[im'pei/dns]). Johnny Fontane's charm had always been lost on him (6611 noTepsH Ha
HeM = OH He ObIn noaBepkeH wapmy [koHHK). But his interest was aroused (pasbyxeH,
npobyauncs). "What is it?" he asked. Johnny Fontane chuckled (xoxoTHyn, nsgan
ropsioBou, kak 6kl 3axnebdsiBatowmiica, cmellok) and said, "l can't tell, that's the best
part of a Christmas present." Hagen immediately lost all interest and finally managed,
politely, to hang up (1 HakoHeL, emy yaanocb BEXIIMBO MOBECUTbL TPYDOKY).
2 Ten minutes later his secretary told him that Connie Corleone was on the phone and
wanted to speak to him. Hagen sighed. As a young girl Connie had been nice, as a
married woman she was a nuisance (gocaga, HenpuUATHOCTb; HaA0eAMBbIA YENOBEK,
3aHyga ['nju:sns]). She made complaints about her husband (>kanosanack). She kept
going home to visit her mother for two or three days. And Carlo Rizzi was turning out to
be a real loser (oka3ancs: «okasbiBanca» = CTAaHOBUITOCb SICHO, YTO OH HaCTOSLLMI
Heyada4vyHuK, onyx: «npourpsiatolwmning). He had been fixed up with a nice little business
(emy yctpounu) and was running it into the ground (a oH ero pasopsn: «3aroHan B
3emnoy). He was also drinking, whoring around (6nsigosan soscto), gambling and
beating his wife up (n3buean; to beat up) occasionally (nHorga, Bpems oT BpemMeHu
[0'keiGnadl]; occasion [d'keIGan] — cny4ain, Bo3amoxHoCTh). Connie hadn't told her family
about that but she had told Hagen. He wondered what new tale of woe (ropectHoe
npegaxue; woe [waou] — rope, ckopbb /noat./) she had for him now.
3 But the Christmas spirit (qyx = HacTpoeHue PoxaecTtea) seemed to have cheered
her up (o6ogpun, passecenun). She just wanted to ask Hagen what her father would
really like for Christmas. And Sonny and Fred and Mike. She already knew what she
would get her mother. Hagen made some suggestions (npeanonoxeHui, coBeTos; to

suggest [sd'dGest] — npegnaraTe, coBeToBaTh), all of which she rejected as silly
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(otBeprna: «otbpocunax» kak rnynele). Finally she let him go (otctana ot Hero:
«OTNyCTUa eroy).
4 When the phone rang again, Hagen threw his papers back into the basket (B
kop3uHy ['ba:skit]). The hell with it. He'd leave. It never occurred to him to refuse to take
the call, however (ogHako emy HMKOr4a He NPUXOAWUIIO B rOfIOBY OTKa3aTbCs CHATb
TpybKy). When his secretary told him it was Michael Corleone he picked up the phone
with pleasure. He had always liked Mike.
5 "Tom," Michael Corleone said, "I'm driving down to the city with Kay tomorrow.
There's something important | want to tell the old man before Christmas. Will he be
home tomorrow night?"
6 "Sure," Hagen said. "He's not going out of town until after Christmas. Anything | can
do for you?"
7 Michael was as closemouthed as his father (Hepasrosopuung). "No," he said. "l guess
I'll see you Christmas, everybody is going to be out at Long Beach, right?"
8 "Right," Hagen said. He was amused (yavBneH n passeceneH: «pa3BrieqyeH», ero
nosabasuno; to amuse [d‘'mju:z]) when Mike hung up on him without any small talk
(6e30 BCAKOro «CBETCKOro pasroBopa» = pasroBopa paaun nbesHocTn).
9 He told his secretary to call his wife and tell her he would be home a little late but to
have some supper for him. Outside the building he walked briskly (>x1Bo, 6bICTPO)
downtown (B ueHTp; downtown — gernosas YacTtb ropoga) toward Macy's (HassaHue
Toprosoro ueHTpa). Someone stepped in his way. To his surprise he saw it was
Sollozzo.
10 Sollozzo took him by the arm and said quietly, "Don't be frightened (He nyraTecs).
| just want to talk to you." A car parked at the curb (y 6opatopa, o6o4mHbl) suddenly had
its door open. Sollozzo said urgently (HacTon4mBo; urgent [‘9:dGant] — cpoyHbIN,
HEOTIOXHbIN, HEOBXOAUMBbIN; HAaCTOMYMBbLIN, OBMBatOLWMACS; tO urge — NOArOHATD,
nogcrermeath), "Get in, | want to talk to you."
11 Hagen pulled his arm loose (BbigepHyn, Beiceoboann pyky). He was still not
alarmed (He BcTpeBOXeH), just irritated (npocTo pasgpaxeH, Bo3myLeH; to irritate [‘inteit]
— BO3MmyLathb, cepautsb). "l haven't got time," he said. At that moment two men came up
behind him. Hagen felt a sudden weakness in his legs. Sollozzo said softly, "Get in the
car. If  wanted to kill you you'd be dead now. Trust me."
12 Without a shred of trust («6e3 kpynuubl JoBepus»; shred — kno4ok, kycoyek) Hagen

got into the car.
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1 Three months later, Hagen hurried through the paper work in his city office
hoping to leave early enough for some Christmas shopping for his wife and
children. He was interrupted by a phone call from a Johnny Fontane bubbling
with high spirits. The picture had been shot, the rushes, whatever the hell they
were, Hagen thought, were fabulous. He was sending the Don a present for
Christmas that would knock his eyes out, he'd bring it himself but there were
some little things to be done in the movie. He would have to stay out on the Coast.
Hagen tried to conceal his impatience. Johnny Fontane's charm had always been
lost on him. But his interest was aroused. "What is it?" he asked. Johnny Fontane
chuckled and said, "l can't tell, that's the best part of a Christmas present.” Hagen
immediately lost all interest and finally managed, politely, to hang up.
2 Ten minutes later his secretary told him that Connie Corleone was on the
phone and wanted to speak to him. Hagen sighed. As a young girl Connie had
been nice, as a married woman she was a nuisance. She made complaints about
her husband. She kept going home to visit her mother for two or three days. And
Carlo Rizzi was turning out to be a real loser. He had been fixed up with a nice
little business and was running it into the ground. He was also drinking, whoring
around, gambling and beating his wife up occasionally. Connie hadn't told her
family about that but she had told Hagen. He wondered what new tale of woe she
had for him now.
3 But the Christmas spirit seemed to have cheered her up. She just wanted to
ask Hagen what her father would really like for Christmas. And Sonny and Fred
and Mike. She already knew what she would get her mother. Hagen made some
suggestions, all of which she rejected as silly. Finally she let him go.
4 When the phone rang again, Hagen threw his papers back into the basket. The
hell with it. He'd leave. It never occurred to him to refuse to take the call, however.
When his secretary told him it was Michael Corleone he picked up the phone with
pleasure. He had always liked Mike.
5 "Tom," Michael Corleone said, "I'm driving down to the city with Kay tomorrow.
There's something important | want to tell the old man before Christmas. Will he
be home tomorrow night?"
6 "Sure," Hagen said. "He's not going out of town until after Christmas. Anything
| can do for you?"
7 Michael was as closemouthed as his father. "No," he said. "l guess I'll see you

Christmas, everybody is going to be out at Long Beach, right?"
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8 "Right,” Hagen said. He was amused when Mike hung up on him without any
small talk.
9 He told his secretary to call his wife and tell her he would be home a little late
but to have some supper for him. Outside the building he walked briskly
downtown toward Macy's. Someone stepped in his way. To his surprise he saw it
was Sollozzo.
10 Sollozzo took him by the arm and said quietly, "Don't be frightened. | just
want to talk to you." A car parked at the curb suddenly had its door open.
Sollozzo said urgently, "Get in, | want to talk to you."
11 Hagen pulled his arm loose. He was still not alarmed, just irritated. "l haven't
got time," he said. At that moment two men came up behind him. Hagen felt a
sudden weakness in his legs. Sollozzo said softly, "Get in the car. If | wanted to
kill you you'd be dead now. Trust me."

12 Without a shred of trust Hagen got into the car.

1 Michael Corleone had lied to Hagen. He was already in New York, and he had called
from a room in the Hotel Pennsylvania less than ten blocks away. When he hung up the
phone, Kay Adams put out her cigarette and said, "Mike, what a good fibber you are
(Bpanb, BbIAYMLLKK)."

2 Michael sat down beside her on the bed. "All for you, honey; if | told my family we
were in town we'd have to go there right away. Then we couldn't go out to dinner, we
couldn't go to the theater, and we couldn't sleep together tonight. Not in my father's
house, not when we're not married." He put his arms around her and kissed her gently
on the lips. Her mouth was sweet and he gently pulled her down on the bed. She closed
her eyes, waiting for him to make love to her and Michael felt an enormous happiness.
He had spent the war years fighting in the Pacific, and on those bloody islands (Ha aTux
OKpOBaBIEHHbIX; NMPOKNATLIX ocTpoBax) he had dreamed of a girl like Kay Adams. Of a
beauty like hers. A fair (npekpacHoe; ceetnoe) and fragile (xpynkoe ['freedGalil]) body,
milky-skinned and electrified by passion. She opened her eyes and then pulled his head
down to kiss him. They made love until it was time for dinner and the theater.

3 After dinner they walked past the brightly lit department stores full of holiday
shoppers and Michael said to her, "What shall | get you for Christmas?"

4 She pressed against him. "Just you," she said. "Do you think your father will approve

of me?"
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5 Michael said gently, "That's not really the question. Will your parents approve of
me?"
6 Kay shrugged. "l don't care," she said.
7 Michael said, "l even thought of changing my name, legally, but if something
happened, that wouldn't really help. You sure you want to be a Corleone?" He said it
only half-jokingly.
8 "Yes," she said without smiling. They pressed against each other. They had decided
to get married during Christmas week, a quiet civil ceremony at City Hall with just two
friends as witnesses. But Michael had insisted he must tell his father. He had explained
that his father would not object in any way as long as it was not done in secrecy. Kay
was doubtful. She said she could not tell her parents until after the marriage. "Of course
they'll think I'm pregnant (6epemeHHa)," she said. Michael grinned. "So will my parents,"
he said.
9 What neither of them mentioned was the fact that Michael would have to cut his
close ties (nopeatb 6nnskme ceasn) with his family. They both understood that Michael
had already done so to some extent (qo onpegeneHHon ctenenn) and yet they both felt
guilty (smHoBaTLIMK) about this fact.
10 They planned to finish college, seeing each other weekends and living together
during summer vacations. It seemed like a happy life.
11 The play was a musical called Carousel and its sentimental story of a braggart thief
(braggart — xBacTyH, xBactnuebii ['breegdt]) made them smile at each other with
amusement. When they came out of the theater it had turned cold. Kay snuggled up to
him (npwxanack) and said, "After we're married, will you beat me and then steal a star
for a present?"
12 Michael laughed. "I'm going to be a mathematics professor," he said. Then he
asked, "Do you want something to eat before we go to the hotel?"
13 Kay shook her head. She looked up at him meaningfully. As always he was
touched by her eagerness to make love. He smiled down at her, and they kissed in the
cold street. Michael felt hungry, and he decided to order sandwiches sent up to the
room.
14 In the hotel lobby (6onbLion kopugop, xonn) Michael pushed Kay toward the
newsstand and said, "Get the papers while | get the key." He had to wait in a small line
(B o4epean); the hotel was still short of help despite the end of the war. Michael got his
room key and looked around impatiently for Kay. She was standing by the newsstand,

staring down at a newspaper she held in her hand. He walked toward her. She looked

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




162
up at him. Her eyes were filled with tears. "Oh, Mike," she said, "oh, Mike." He took the
paper from her hands. The first thing he saw was a photo of his father lying in the street,
his head in a pool of blood (B nyxe kposu). A man was sitting on the curb weeping like a
child. It was his brother Freddie. Michael Corleone felt his body turning to ice. There
was no grief, no fear, just cold rage. He said to Kay, "Go up to the room." But he had to
take her by the arm and lead her into the elevator. They rode up together in silence. In
their room, Michael sat down on the bed and opened the paper. The headlines said,
VITO CORLEONE SHOT. ALLEGED (npegnonaraemsin) RACKET CHIEF CRITICALLY
WOUNDED. OPERATED ON UNDER HEAVY POLICE GUARD. BLOODY MOB WAR
FEARED (onacHocTb raHrctepckon BorHbI; mob — Tonna, YepHb; 6aHga).

15 Michael felt the weakness in his legs. He said to Kay, "He's not dead, the bastards
didn't kill him." He read the story again. His father had been shot at five in the afternoon.
That meant that while he had been making love to Kay, having dinner, enjoying the
theater, his father was near death. Michael felt sick with guilt.

16 Kay said "Shall we go down to the hospital now?" Michael shook his head. "Let me
call the house first. The people who did this are crazy and now that the old man's still
alive they'll be desperate (B oT4asHuKM, roToBLI Ha BCe /B CBOEM DE3BLIXO4HOM
nonoxeHuwn/ ['desparit]). Who the hell knows what they'll pull next (4To oHu eLle ycTpoar,
caenatot; to pull — TaHyTb)."

17 Both phones in the Long Beach house were busy and it was almost twenty minutes
before Michael could get through. He heard Sonny's voice saying, "Yeah."

18 "Sonny, it's me." Michael said.

19 He could hear the relief in Sonny's voice. "Jesus, kid, you had us worried. Where
the hell are you? I've sent people to that hick town of yours (hick — 3axonycTHblin) to see
what happened."

20 "How's the old man?" Michael said. "How bad is he hurt?"

21 "Pretty bad," Sonny said. "They shot him five times. But he's tough. Sonny's voice
was proud. "The doctors said he'll pull through. Listen, kid, I'm busy, | can't talk, where
are you?"

22 "In New York," Michael said. "Didn't Tom tell you | was coming down?"

23 Sonny's voice dropped a little. "They've snatched Tom (cuananu, ctawmnn). That's
why | was worried about you. His wife is here. She don't know and neither do the cops. |
don't want them to know. The bastards who pulled this must be crazy. | want you to get
out here right away and keep your mouth shut. OK?"

24 "OK," Mike said, "do you know who did it?"
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25 "Sure," Sonny said. "And as soon as Luca Brasi checks in (06baButcs; to check in
— PErnCTpMpOBaTLCS; OTMeYaTh npuxon Ha paboTy) they're gonna (= going to) be dead
meat. We still have all the horses."
26 "I'll be out in a hour," Mike said. "In a cab." He hung up. The papers had been on
the streets for over three hours. There must have been radio news reports. It was
almost impossible that Luca hadn't heard the news. Thoughtfully Michael pondered the
question (pasmbiwnsan). Where was Luca Brasi? It was the same question that Hagen
was asking himself at that moment. It was the same question that was worrying Sonny

Corleone out in Long Beach.

1 Michael Corleone had lied to Hagen. He was already in New York, and he had
called from a room in the Hotel Pennsylvania less than ten blocks away. When he
hung up the phone, Kay Adams put out her cigarette and said, "Mike, what a good
fibber you are."

2 Michael sat down beside her on the bed. "All for you, honey; if | told my family
we were in town we'd have to go there right away. Then we couldn't go out to
dinner, we couldn't go to the theater, and we couldn't sleep together tonight. Not
in my father's house, not when we're not married." He put his arms around her
and kissed her gently on the lips. Her mouth was sweet and he gently pulled her
down on the bed. She closed her eyes, waiting for him to make love to her and
Michael felt an enormous happiness. He had spent the war years fighting in the
Pacific, and on those bloody islands he had dreamed of a girl like Kay Adams. Of
a beauty like hers. A fair and fragile body, milky-skinned and electrified by
passion. She opened her eyes and then pulled his head down to kiss him. They
made love until it was time for dinner and the theater.

3 After dinner they walked past the brightly lit department stores full of holiday
shoppers and Michael said to her, "What shall | get you for Christmas?"

4 She pressed against him. "Just you," she said. "Do you think your father will
approve of me?"

5 Michael said gently, "That's not really the question. Will your parents approve
of me?"

6 Kay shrugged. "l don't care,” she said.

7 Michael said, "l even thought of changing my name, legally, but if something
happened, that wouldn't really help. You sure you want to be a Corleone?" He

said it only half-jokingly.
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8 "Yes," she said without smiling. They pressed against each other. They had
decided to get married during Christmas week, a quiet civil ceremony at City Hall
with just two friends as withesses. But Michael had insisted he must tell his
father. He had explained that his father would not object in any way as long as it
was not done in secrecy. Kay was doubtful. She said she could not tell her
parents until after the marriage. "Of course they'll think I'm pregnant,” she said.
Michael grinned. "So will my parents,” he said.
9 What neither of them mentioned was the fact that Michael would have to cut
his close ties with his family. They both understood that Michael had already
done so to some extent and yet they both felt guilty about this fact.
10 They planned to finish college, seeing each other weekends and living
together during summer vacations. It seemed like a happy life.
11 The play was a musical called Carousel and its sentimental story of a
braggart thief made them smile at each other with amusement. When they came
out of the theater it had turned cold. Kay snuggled up to him and said, "After
we're married, will you beat me and then steal a star for a present?"
12 Michael laughed. "I'm going to be a mathematics professor," he said. Then he
asked, "Do you want something to eat before we go to the hotel?"
13 Kay shook her head. She looked up at him meaningfully. As always he was
touched by her eagerness to make love. He smiled down at her, and they kissed
in the cold street. Michael felt hungry, and he decided to order sandwiches sent
up to the room.
14 In the hotel lobby Michael pushed Kay toward the newsstand and said, "Get
the papers while | get the key." He had to wait in a small line; the hotel was still
short of help despite the end of the war. Michael got his room key and looked
around impatiently for Kay. She was standing by the newsstand, staring down at
a newspaper she held in her hand. He walked toward her. She looked up at him.
Her eyes were filled with tears. "Oh, Mike," she said, "oh, Mike." He took the
paper from her hands. The first thing he saw was a photo of his father lying in the
street, his head in a pool of blood. A man was sitting on the curb weeping like a
child. It was his brother Freddie. Michael Corleone felt his body turning to ice.
There was no grief, no fear, just cold rage. He said to Kay, "Go up to the room."
But he had to take her by the arm and lead her into the elevator. They rode up
together in silence. In their room, Michael sat down on the bed and opened the
paper. The headlines said, VITO CORLEONE SHOT. ALLEGED RACKET CHIEF
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CRITICALLY WOUNDED. OPERATED ON UNDER HEAVY POLICE GUARD.
BLOODY MOB WAR FEARED.
15 Michael felt the weakness in his legs. He said to Kay, "He's not dead, the
bastards didn't kill him." He read the story again. His father had heen shot at five
in the afternoon. That meant that while he had been making love to Kay, having
dinner, enjoying the theater, his father was near death. Michael felt sick with guilt.
16 Kay said "Shall we go down to the hospital now?" Michael shook his head.
"Let me call the house first. The people who did this are crazy and now that the
old man's still alive they'll be desperate. Who the hell knows what they'll puli
next."
17 Both phones in the Long Beach house were busy and it was almost twenty
minutes before Michael could get through. He heard Sonny's voice saying,
"Yeah."
18 "Sonny, it's me." Michael said.
19 He could hear the relief in Sonny's voice. "Jesus, kid, you had us worried.
Where the hell are you? I've sent people to that hick town of yours to see what
happened.”
20 "How's the old man?" Michael said. "How bad is he hurt?"
21 "Pretty bad,” Sonny said. "They shot him five times. But he's tough. Sonny's
voice was proud. "The doctors said he'll pull through. Listen, kid, I'm busy, | can't
talk, where are you?"
22 "In New York," Michael said. "Didn't Tom tell you | was coming down?"
23 Sonny's voice dropped a little. "They've snatched Tom. That's why | was
worried about you. His wife is here. She don't know and neither do the cops. |
don't want them to know. The bastards who pulled this must be crazy. | want you
to get out here right away and keep your mouth shut. OK?"
24 "OK," Mike said, "do you know who did it?"
25 "Sure," Sonny said. "And as soon as Luca Brasi checks in they're gonna be
dead meat. We still have all the horses."
26 "I'll be out in a hour,” Mike said. "In a cab.” He hung up. The papers had been
on the streets for over three hours. There must have been radio news reports. It
was almost impossible that Luca hadn't heard the news. Thoughtfully Michael
pondered the question. Where was Luca Brasi? It was the same question that
Hagen was asking himself at that moment. It was the same question that was

worrying Sonny Corleone out in Long Beach.
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1 At a quarter to five that afternoon, Don Corleone had finished checking the papers
the office manager of his olive oil company had prepared for him. He put on his jacket
and rapped his knuckles (crerka nocryyan koctdwkamu nansues) on his son Freddie's
head to make him take his nose out of the afternoon newspaper. "Tell Gatto to get the
car from the lot (c aBTocTosHku: parking lot)," he said. "I'll be ready to go home in a few
minutes."

2 Freddie grunted (3ambiuvan, nposopyan: «xptokHyn»). "I'll have to get it myself. Paulie
called in sick this morning. Got a cold again (npoctyauncs)."

3 Don Corleone looked thoughtful for a moment. "That's the third time this month. |
think maybe you'd better get a healthier fellow for this job. Tell Tom."

4  Fred protested. "Paulie's a good kid. If he says he's sick, he's sick. | don't mind
getting the car," He left the office. Don Corleone watched out the window as his son
crossed Ninth Avenue to the parking lot. He stopped to call Hagen's office but there was
no answer. He called the house at Long Beach but again there was no answer. Irritated,
he looked out the window. His car was parked at the curb in front of his building.
Freddie was leaning against the fender, arms folded, watching the throng of Christmas
shoppers. Don Corleone put on his jacket. The office manager helped him with his
overcoat. Don Corleone grunted his thanks and went out the door and started down the
two flights (gBa nponeta) of steps.

5 Outin the street the early winter light was failing. Freddie leaned casually against the
fender of the heavy Buick. When he saw his father come out of the building Freddie
went out into the street to the driver's side of the car and got in. Don Corleone was
about to get in on the sidewalk side of the car when he hesitated (nomegnun:
«3acomHeBarica») and then turned back to the long open fruit stand near the corner.
This had been his habit (npuebiyka) lately, he loved the big but-of-season fruits, yellow
peaches and oranges, that glowed (cBeTunuce, paenu, pymanunmce) in their green
boxes. The proprietor sprang to serve him. Don Corleone did not handle the fruit (He
Bpan B pyku, He nepebupan). He pointed. The fruit man disputed his decisions only
once, to show him that one of his choices had a rotten underside (rtunon Hu3). Don
Corleone took the paper bag in his left hand and paid the man with a five-dollar bill. He
took his change and, as he turned to go back to the waiting car, two men stepped from
around the corner. Don Corleone knew immediately what was to happen.

6 The two men wore black overcoats and black hats pulled low to prevent identification

by witnesses (to prevent — npegoTepatuTh, He gonycTuTk [pri'vent]). They had not
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expected Don Corleone's alert reaction (alert — 6auTtensHbIn, npoBopHbIN [d'10:1]). He
dropped the bag of fruit and darted toward the parked car (6pocuncs; dart — ctpena,
apoTuk) with startling quickness for a man of his bulk. At the same time he shouted,
"Fredo, Fredo." It was only then that the two men drew their guns and fired.

7 The first bullet caught Don Corleone in the back. He felt the hammer shock of its
impact but made his body move toward the car. The next two bullets hit him in the
buttocks and sent him sprawling in the middle of the street (to sprawl — pactaHyTbCS,
pasBanutbcs). Meanwhile the two gunmen, careful not to slip on the rolling fruit (to slip
— nockonb3HyThes), started to follow in order to finish him off. At that moment, perhaps
no more than five seconds after the Don's call to his son, Frederico Corleone appeared
out of his car, looming over it (to loom — BUAHETBLCHA, HEACHO BbIPUCOBBLIBATLCS, MAAYNTD;
npuHUMaTh yrpoxatouwme pasmepsl). The gunmen fired two more hasty shots at the Don
lying in the gutter (B /cTouHol/ kaHaBe). One hit him in the fleshy part of his arm and the
second hit him in the calf of his right leg. Though these wounds were the least serious
they bled profusely (06unbHo; profuse [prd’fju:s] — naobunyoLwmin, pacTounTENbHbIN),
forming small pools of blood beside his body. But by this time Don Corleone had lost
consciousness (NoTepsin cosHaHue; conscious ['kon|ds] — co3HaTENbHbIA; OLLYLLAIOLLWIA).
8 Freddie had heard his father shout, calling him by his childhood name, and then he
had heard the first two loud reports (report — 3BeHsiLee axo /BeicTpenal/). By the time he
got out of the car he was in shock, he had not even drawn his gun. The two assassins
(assassin [d'saesIn] — /HaeMHbIW, Hanagawwmn n3-3a yrna/ younua) could easily have
shot him down. But they too panicked.

9 They must have known the son was armed, and besides too much time had passed.
They disappeared around the corner, leaving Freddie alone in the street with his father's
bleeding body. Many of the people thronging the avenue had flung themselves into
doorways or on the ground (6pocunuce; to fling), others had huddled together in small
groups (ToNNUNUCh, Xanuck Apyr K aApyry).

10 Freddie still had not drawn his weapon. He seemed stunned (to stun — ornywats
yaapom). He stared down at his father's body lying face down on the tarred street (Ha
McrnayvkaHHON: «NpPOCMOIeHHONY ynuue; tar — cmona, ryapoH), lying now in what
seemed to him a blackish lake of blood (4epHoBaToe 03epo). Freddie went into physical
shock. People eddied out again (cHoBa nosiBUNUCh, BbIWMN HAPYXy; eddy — MmaneHbKui
BOJOBOPOT, BOPOHKA; to eddy — kpyTuUTbCs B BogoBOpoTE) and someone, seeing him
start to sag (Ha4an ocenats), led him to the curbstone and made him sit down on it. A

crowd gathered around Don Corleone's body, a circle that shattered (pacceinancs)
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when the first police car sirened a path through them. Directly behind the police was the
Daily News radio car and even before it stopped a photographer jumped out to snap
pictures (LenkHyTb, HawernkaTsb) of the bleeding Don Corleone. A few moments later an
ambulance arrived. The photographer turned his attention to Freddie Corleone, who
was now weeping openly, and this was a curiously comical sight, because of his tough,
Cupid-featured face, heavy nose and thick mouth smeared with snot (namapanHbie
connamu; to smear — pasmasbiBaTh; nadkate). Detectives were spreading through the
crowd and more police cars were coming up. One detective knelt beside Freddie,
questioning him, but Freddie was too deep in shock to answer. The detective reached
inside Freddie's coat and lifted his wallet. He looked at the identification inside and
whistled to his partner. In just a few seconds Freddie had been cut off from the crowd by
a flock of plainclothesmen (rpynnkoi: «cTagom» CbILLMKOB: «to4en B WTaTckomy). The
first detective found Freddie's gun in its shoulder holster (B kobype) and took it. Then
they lifted Freddie off his feet and shoved him into an unmarked car. As that car pulled
away it was followed by the Daily News radio car. The photographer was still snapping

pictures of everybody and everything.

1 At a quarter to five that afternoon, Don Corleone had finished checking the
papers the office manager of his olive oil company had prepared for him. He put
on his jacket and rapped his knuckles on his son Freddie's head to make him take
his nose out of the afternoon newspaper. "Tell Gatto to get the car from the lot,"”
he said. "I'll be ready to go home in a few minutes."

2 Freddie grunted. "I'll have to get it myself. Paulie called in sick this morning.
Got a cold again."

3 Don Corleone looked thoughtful for a moment. "That's the third time this
month. | think maybe you'd better get a healthier fellow for this job. Tell Tom."

4 Fred protested. "Paulie's a good kid. If he says he's sick, he's sick. | don't mind
getting the car,” He left the office. Don Corleone watched out the window as his
son crossed Ninth Avenue to the parking lot. He stopped to call Hagen's office
but there was no answer. He called the house at Long Beach but again there was
no answer. Irritated, he looked out the window. His car was parked at the curb in
front of his building. Freddie was leaning against the fender, arms folded,
watching the throng of Christmas shoppers. Don Corleone put on his jacket. The
office manager helped him with his overcoat. Don Corleone grunted his thanks

and went out the door and started down the two flights of steps.
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5 Out in the street the early winter light was failing. Freddie leaned casually
against the fender of the heavy Buick. When he saw his father come out of the
building Freddie went out into the street to the driver's side of the car and got in.
Don Corleone was about to get in on the sidewalk side of the car when he
hesitated and then turned back to the long open fruit stand near the corner. This
had been his habit lately, he loved the big but-of-season fruits, yellow peaches
and oranges, that glowed in their green boxes. The proprietor sprang to serve
him. Don Corleone did not handle the fruit. He pointed. The fruit man disputed his
decisions only once, to show him that one of his choices had a rotten underside.
Don Corleone took the paper bag in his left hand and paid the man with a five-
dollar bill. He took his change and, as he turned to go back to the waiting car, two
men stepped from around the corner. Don Corleone knew immediately what was
to happen.
6 The two men wore black overcoats and black hats pulled low to prevent
identification by withesses. They had not expected Don Corleone's alert reaction.
He dropped the bag of fruit and darted toward the parked car with startling
quickness for a man of his bulk. At the same time he shouted, "Fredo, Fredo." It
was only then that the two men drew their guns and fired.
7 The first bullet caught Don Corleone in the back. He felt the hammer shock of
its impact but made his body move toward the car. The next two bullets hit him in
the buttocks and sent him sprawling in the middle of the street. Meanwhile the
two gunmen, careful not to slip on the rolling fruit, started to follow in order to
finish him off. At that moment, perhaps no more than five seconds after the Don's
call to his son, Frederico Corleone appeared out of his car, looming over it. The
gunmen fired two more hasty shots at the Don lying in the gutter. One hit him in
the fleshy part of his arm and the second hit him in the calf of his right leg.
Though these wounds were the least serious they bled profusely, forming small
pools of blood beside his body. But by this time Don Corleone had lost
consciousness.
8 Freddie had heard his father shout, calling him by his childhood name, and
then he had heard the first two loud reports. By the time he got out of the car he
was in shock, he had not even drawn his gun. The two assassins could easily
have shot him down. But they too panicked.
9 They must have known the son was armed, and besides too much time had

passed. They disappeared around the corner, leaving Freddie alone in the street
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with his father's bleeding body. Many of the people thronging the avenue had
flung themselves into doorways or on the ground, others had huddled together in
small groups.

10 Freddie still had not drawn his weapon. He seemed stunned. He stared down
at his father's body lying face down on the tarred street, lying now in what
seemed to him a blackish lake of blood. Freddie went into physical shock. People
eddied out again and someone, seeing him start to sag, led him to the curbstone
and made him sit down on it. A crowd gathered around Don Corleone's body, a
circle that shattered when the first police car sirened a path through them.
Directly behind the police was the Daily News radio car and even before it
stopped a photographer jumped out to snap pictures of the bleeding Don
Corleone. A few moments later an ambulance arrived. The photographer turned
his attention to Freddie Corleone, who was now weeping openly, and this was a
curiously comical sight, because of his tough, Cupid-featured face, heavy nose
and thick mouth smeared with snot. Detectives were spreading through the
crowd and more police cars were coming up. One detective knelt beside Freddie,
questioning him, but Freddie was too deep in shock to answer. The detective
reached inside Freddie's coat and lifted his wallet. He looked at the identification
inside and whistled to his partner. In just a few seconds Freddie had been cut off
from the crowd by a flock of plainclothesmen. The first detective found Freddie's
gun in its shoulder holster and took it. Then they lifted Freddie off his feet and
shoved him into an unmarked car. As that car pulled away it was followed by the
Daily News radio car. The photographer was still snapping pictures of everybody
and everything.

1 In the half hour after the shooting of his father, Sonny Corleone received five phone
calls in rapid succession (B 6bicTpom criegoBaHun /gpyr 3a gpyrom/; rapid ['reepid] —
ckopbln, cTpemuTteneHeln). The first was from Detective John Phillips, who was on the
family payroll and had been in the lead car of plainclothesmen at the scene of the
shooting. The first thing he said to Sonny over the phone was, "Do you recognize my
voice?"

2 "Yeah," Sonny said. He was fresh from a nap (apemota, kopoTkun coH), called to the
phone by his wife.

3 Phillips said quickly without preamble (npeambyna; npegucnosune, BCTynneHne

[pri:’aembl]), "Somebody shot your father outside his place. Fifteen minutes ago. He's
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alive but hurt bad. They've taken him to French Hospital. They got your brother Freddie
down at the Chelsea precinct. You better get him a doctor when they turn him loose
(otnyctaT). I'm going down to the hospital now to help question your old man, if he can
talk. I'll keep you posted (oepxaThb B kypce)."

4 Across the table, Sonny's wife Sandra noticed that her husband's face had gone red
with flushing blood. His eyes were glazed over (octekneHenu, notyckHenu; to glaze —
nokpbiBaTh rnasypeto). She whispered, "What's the matter?" He waved at her
impatiently to shut up (4To6bI 3aTkHYNack), swung his body away so that his back was
toward her and said into the phone, "You sure he's alive?"

5 "Yeah, I'm sure," the detective said. "A lot of blood but | think maybe he's not as bad
as he looks."

6 "Thanks, " Sonny said. "Be home tomorrow morning eight sharp. You got a grand
coming."

7 Sonny cradled the phone (nosBecun Tpy6ky; cradle — konbibens; to cradle — knacTe B
konblbernb; BelwaTb Tpyoky). He forced himself to sit still. He knew that his greatest
weakness was his anger and this was one time when anger could be fatal. The first
thing to do was get Tom Hagen. But before he could pick up the phone, it rang. The call
was from the bookmaker (6ykmekep — nonyyaroLwmim AeHbIN € TEX, KTO AenaeT CTaBKn
Ha ckadkax) licensed by the Family to operate in the district of the Don's office. The
bookmaker had called to tell him that the Don had been killed, shot dead in the street.
After a few questions to make sure that the bookmaker's informant had not been close
to the body, Sonny dismissed the information as incorrect. Phillips' dope would be more
accurate. The phone rang almost immediately a third time. It was a reporter from the
Daily News. As soon as he identified himself, Sonny Corleone hung up.

8 He dialed Hagen's house and asked Hagen's wife, "Did Tom come home yet?" She
said, "No," that he was not due for another twenty minutes but she expected home for
supper. "Have him call me," Sonny said.

9 He tried to think things out. He tried to imagine (BoobpasnTte [I’'maedGin]) how his
father would react in a like situation. He had known immediately that this was an attack
by Sollozzo, but Sollozzo would never have dared to eliminate (yctpanuts [I'limineit])
so high-ranking a leader as the Don unless he was backed by other powerful people.
The phone, ringing for the fourth time, interrupted his thoughts. The voice on the other
end was very soft, very gentle. "Santino Corleone?" it asked.

10 "Yeah," Sonny said.
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11 "We have Tom Hagen," the voice said. "In about three hours he'll be released with
our proposition. Don't do anything rash until you've heard what he has to say. You can
only cause a lot of trouble. What's done is done. Everybody has to be sensible now.
Don't lose that famous temper of yours (camoobnagaHue; Hpag, xapaktep)." The voice
was slightly mocking. Sonny couldn't be sure, but it sounded like Sollozzo. He made his
voice sound muted, depressed. "I'll wait," he said. He heard the receiver on the other
end click. He looked at his heavy gold-banded wristwatch and noted the exact time of
the call and jotted it down on the tablecloth (to jot — kpaTko 3anucaTb, HabpocaTb).
12 He sat at the kitchen table, frowning (HaxmypueLKce). His wife asked, "Sonny,
what is it?" He told her calmly, "They shot the old man." When he saw the shock on her
face he said roughly, "Don't worry, he's not dead. And nothing else is going to happen.”
He did not tell her about Hagen. And then the phone rang for the fifth time.
13 It was Clemenza. The fat man's voice came wheezing over the phone in gruntlike
gasps (3aTpyaHeHHoe abixaHbe, yaywbee). "You hear about your father?" he asked.
14 "Yeah," Sonny said. "But he's not dead." There was a long pause over the phone
and then Clemenza's voice came packed with emotion, "Thank God, thank God." Then
anxiously, "You sure? | got word he was dead in the street."
15 "He's alive," Sonny said. He was listening intently to every intonation in Clemenza's
voice. The emotion had seemed genuine but it was part of the fat man's profession to
be a good actor.
16 "You'll have to carry the ball, Sonny," Clemenza said. "What do you want me to
do?"
17 "Get over to my father's house," Sonny said. "Bring Paulie Gatto."
18 "That's all?" Clemenza asked. "Don't you want me to send some people to the
hospital and your place?"
19 "No, | just want you and Paulie Gatto," Sonny said. There was a long pause.
Clemenza was getting the message. To make it a little more natural, Sonny asked,
"Where the hell was Paulie anyway? What the hell was he doing?"
20 There was no longer any wheezing on the other end of the line. Clemenza's voice
was guarded. "Paulie was sick, he had a cold, so he stayed home. He's been a little sick
all winter."
21 Sonny was instantly alert. "How many times did he stay home the last couple of

months?"
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22 "Maybe three or four times," Clemenza said. "l always asked Freddie if he wanted
another guy but he said no. There's been no cause, the last ten years things been
smooth, you know."
23 "Yeah," Sonny said. "I'll see you at my father's house. Be sure you bring Paulie.
Pick him up on your way over. | don't care how sick he is. You got that?" He slammed
down the phone (to slam — xnonHyTb /gBepbro/, BpocuTeb co ctykom) without waiting for
an answer.
24 His wife was weeping silently. He stared at her for a moment, then said in a harsh
voice (harsh —xecTkui, rpyoein), "Any of our people call, tell them to get me in my
father's house on his special phone. Anybody else call, you don't know nothing. If Tom's
wife calls, tell her that Tom won't be home for a while, he's on business.
25 He pondered for a moment. "A couple of our people will come to stay here." He saw
her look of fright and said impatiently, "You don't have to be scared, | just want them
here. Do whatever they tell you to do. If you wanta (= want to) talk to me, get me on
Pop's special phone but don't call me unless it's really important. And don't worry." He
went out of the house.
26 Darkness had fallen and the December wind whipped through the mall (xnectan no
annee; whip — xnbeicT). Sonny had no fear about stepping out into the night. All eight
houses were owned by Don Corleone. At the mouth of the mall the two houses on either
side were rented by family retainers (retainer — cnyra /nOCTOAHHO XUBYLLNIA B KAKOW-
nnbo cembe/) with their own families and star boarders (1 nocTosiHHbIMK
KBapTMpaHTamu, naHcunoHepamm), single men who lived in the basement apartments
(basement — nogean; LokonbHbIM aTax). Of the remaining six houses that formed the
rest of the half circle, one was inhabited by Tom Hagen and his family, his own, and the
smallest and least ostentatious (6pocatoLumiica B rnasa, nokasHoii [osten'tel|ds]) by the
Don himself. The other three houses were given rent-free to retired friends of the Don
with the understanding that they would be vacated whenever he requested
(ocBobOXaeHbI No nepeomy TpeboBaHuio). The harmless-looking mall was an
impregnable fortress («HenpoHuLaemasa» KpenocTb).
27 All eight houses were equipped with floodlights which bathed the grounds around
them and made the mall impossible to lurk in (npokpacTtbcs; to lurk — ckpbiBaTbCA B
3acage, npartatbcs). Sonny went across the street to his father's house and let himself
inside with his own key. He yelled out, "Ma, where are you?" and his mother came out
of the kitchen. Behind her rose the smell of frying peppers (kapswerocs nepua). Before

she could say anything, Sonny took her by the arm and made her sit down. "l just got a
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call," he said. "Now don't get worried. Pop's in the hospital, he's hurt. Get dressed and
get ready to get down there. I'll have a car and a driver for you in a little while. OK?"

28 His mother looked at him steadily (npuctansHo: «HenogsmxHo») for a moment and
then asked in Italian, "Have they shot him?"

29 Sonny nodded. His mother bowed her head for a moment. Then she went back into
the kitchen. Sonny followed her. He watched her turn off the gas under the panful of
peppers (nog ckosopogon ¢ nepuem) and then go out and up to the bedroom. He took
peppers from the pan and bread from the basket on the table and made a sloppy
sandwich (sloppy — Mmokpbii, BogaHucTein) with hot olive oil dripping from his fingers. He
went into the huge corner room that was his father's office and took the special phone
from a locked cabinet box (to lock — 3anupaTtk). The phone had been especially installed
and was listed under a phony (panswmsoe) name and a phony address. The first
person he called was Luca Brasi. There was no answer. Then he called the safety-valve
caporegime in Brooklyn, a man of unquestioned loyalty to the Don. This man's name
was Tessio. Sonny told him what had happened and what he wanted. Tessio was to
recruit fifty absolutely reliable men (HagexHbix; to rely on ... — nonaratbcs Ha ...). He
was to send guards to the hospital, he was to send men out to Long Beach to work here.
Tessio asked, "Did they get Clemenza too?" Sonny said, "l don't want to use
Clemenza's people right now." Tessio understood immediately, there was a pause, and
then he said, "Excuse me, Sonny, | say this as your father would say it. Don't move too
fast. | can't believe Clemenza would betray us."

30 "Thanks," Sonny said. "l don't think so but | have to be careful. Right?"

31 "Right," Tessio said.

32 "Another thing," Sonny said. "My kid brother Mike goes to college in Hanover, New
Hampshire. Get some people we know in Boston to go up and get him and bring him
down here to the house until this blow’s over. I'll call him up so he'll expect them. Again
I'm just playing the percentages, just to make sure."

33 "OK," Tessio said, "I'll be over your father's house as soon as | get things rolling.
OK? You know my boys, right?"

34 "Yeah," Sonny said. He hung up. He went over to a small wall safe and unlocked it.
From it he took an indexed book (c andasntHeIM nHaekcom) bound in blue leather. He
opened it to the T's until he found the entry he was looking for. It read, "Ray Farrell
$5,000 Christmas Eve (CouenbHuk)." This was followed by a telephone number. Sonny
dialed the number and said, "Farrell?" The man on the other end answered, "Yes."

Sonny said, "This is Santino Corleone. | want you to do me a favor and | want you to do
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it right away (cenyac xe, HesameanutensHo). | want you to check two phone numbers
and give me all the calls they got and all the calls they made for the last three months."
He gave Farrell the number of Paulie Gatto's home and Clemenza's home. Then he
said, "This is important. Get it to me before midnight and you'll have an extra very Merry
Christmas."

35 Before he settled back to think things out he gave Luca Brasi's number one more
call. Again there was no answer. This worried him but he put it out of his mind. Luca
would come to the house as soon as he heard the news. Sonny leaned back in the
swivel chair (BpawatoLieecs kpecno; swivel [swivl] — wapHupHoe coeguHeHue). In an
hour the house would be swarming with Family people (to swarm — kuweTb, pouTbes;
swarm — pou, ctas) and he would have to tell them all what to do, and now that he
finally had time to think he realized how serious the situation was. It was the first
challenge (Bri3oB) to the Corleone Family and their power in ten years. There was no
doubt that Sollozzo was behind it, but he would never have dared attempt such a stroke
(HvKorga 6bl He oTBaXuUrca Ha Takown yaap; to attempt — noneiTatecs) unless he had
support from at least one of the five great New York families. And that support must
have come from the Tattaglias. Which meant a full-scale war (nonHomacLTabHyto;
scale — vawa BecoB; rpagauus; macwTad) or an immediate settlement on Sollozzo's
terms (HemeaneHHoOe NpuHATHUE ero ycrnosun; settlement — yperynnposaHue,
cornatweHune). Sonny smiled grimly. The wily (koBapHbI, xuTpbin) Turk had planned
well but he had been unlucky. The old man was alive and so it was war. With Luca Brasi
and the resources of the Corleone Family there could be but one outcome. But again

the nagging worry (rpeidylee 6ecnokoncteo). Where was Luca Brasi?

1 In the half hour after the shooting of his father, Sonny Corleone received five
phone calls in rapid succession. The first was from Detective John Phillips, who
was on the family payroll and had been in the lead car of plainclothesmen at the
scene of the shooting. The first thing he said to Sonny over the phone was, "Do
you recognize my voice?"

2 "Yeah," Sonny said. He was fresh from a nap, called to the phone by his wife.

3 Phillips said quickly without preamble, "Somebody shot your father outside
his place. Fifteen minutes ago. He's alive but hurt bad. They've taken him to
French Hospital. They got your brother Freddie down at the Chelsea precinct. You
better get him a doctor when they turn him loose. I'm going down to the hospital

now to help question your old man, if he can talk. I'll keep you posted."
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4 Across the table, Sonny's wife Sandra noticed that her husband's face had
gone red with flushing blood. His eyes were glazed over. She whispered, "What's
the matter?" He waved at her impatiently to shut up, swung his body away so that
his back was toward her and said into the phone, "You sure he's alive?"
5 "Yeah, I'm sure,” the detective said. "A lot of blood but | think maybe he's not
as bad as he looks."
6 "Thanks, " Sonny said. "Be home tomorrow morning eight sharp. You got a
grand coming."
7 Sonny cradled the phone. He forced himself to sit still. He knew that his
greatest weakness was his anger and this was one time when anger could be
fatal. The first thing to do was get Tom Hagen. But before he could pick up the
phone, it rang. The call was from the bookmaker licensed by the Family to
operate in the district of the Don's office. The bookmaker had called to tell him
that the Don had been killed, shot dead in the street. After a few questions to
make sure that the bookmaker's informant had not been close to the body, Sonny
dismissed the information as incorrect. Phillips' dope would be more accurate.
The phone rang almost immediately a third time. It was a reporter from the Daily
News. As soon as he identified himself, Sonny Corleone hung up.
8 He dialed Hagen's house and asked Hagen's wife, "Did Tom come home yet?"
She said, "No," that he was not due for another twenty minutes but she expected
home for supper. "Have him call me," Sonny said.
9 He tried to think things out. He tried to imagine how his father would react in a
like situation. He had known immediately that this was an attack by Sollozzo, but
Sollozzo would never have dared to eliminate so high-ranking a leader as the Don
unless he was backed by other powerful people. The phone, ringing for the fourth
time, interrupted his thoughts. The voice on the other end was very soft, very
gentle. "Santino Corleone?" it asked.
10 "Yeah," Sonny said.
11 "We have Tom Hagen," the voice said. "In about three hours he'll be released
with our proposition. Don't do anything rash until you've heard what he has to
say. You can only cause a lot of trouble. What's done is done. Everybody has to
be sensible now. Don't lose that famous temper of yours."” The voice was slightly
mocking. Sonny couldn't be sure, but it sounded like Sollozzo. He made his voice

sound muted, depressed. "I'll wait," he said. He heard the receiver on the other
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end click. He looked at his heavy gold-banded wristwatch and noted the exact
time of the call and jotted it down on the tablecloth.

12 He sat at the kitchen table, frowning. His wife asked, "Sonny, what is it?" He
told her calmly, "They shot the old man." When he saw the shock on her face he
said roughly, "Don't worry, he's not dead. And nothing else is going to happen.”
He did not tell her about Hagen. And then the phone rang for the fifth time.

13 It was Clemenza. The fat man's voice came wheezing over the phone in
gruntlike gasps. "You hear about your father?" he asked.

14 "Yeah," Sonny said. "But he's not dead." There was a long pause over the
phone and then Clemenza's voice came packed with emotion, "Thank God, thank
God." Then anxiously, "You sure? | got word he was dead in the street.”

15 "He's alive,” Sonny said. He was listening intently to every intonation in
Clemenza's voice. The emotion had seemed genuine but it was part of the fat
man's profession to be a good actor.

16 "You'll have to carry the ball, Sonny,"” Clemenza said. "What do you want me
to do?"

17 "Get over to my father's house," Sonny said. "Bring Paulie Gatto."

18 "That's all?" Clemenza asked. "Don’'t you want me to send some people to the
hospital and your place?"

19 "No, | just want you and Paulie Gatto," Sonny said. There was a long pause.
Clemenza was getting the message. To make it a little more natural, Sonny asked,
"Where the hell was Paulie anyway? What the hell was he doing?"

20 There was no longer any wheezing on the other end of the line. Clemenza's
voice was guarded. "Paulie was sick, he had a cold, so he stayed home. He's
been a little sick all winter."

21 Sonny was instantly alert. "How many times did he stay home the last couple
of months?"

22 "Maybe three or four times," Clemenza said. "l always asked Freddie if he
wanted another guy but he said no. There's been no cause, the last ten years
things been smooth, you know."

23 "Yeah," Sonny said. "I'll see you at my father's house. Be sure you bring
Paulie. Pick him up on your way over. | don't care how sick he is. You got that?"
He slammed down the phone without waiting for an answer.

24 His wife was weeping silently. He stared at her for a moment, then said in a

harsh voice, "Any of our people call, tell them to get me in my father's house on
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his special phone. Anybody else call, you don't know nothing. If Tom's wife calls,
tell her that Tom won't be home for a while, he's on business.

25 He pondered for a moment. "A couple of our people will come to stay here."
He saw her look of fright and said impatiently, "You don't have to be scared, | just
want them here. Do whatever they tell you to do. If you wanta talk to me, get me
on Pop's special phone but don't call me unless it's really important. And don't
worry." He went out of the house.

26 Darkness had fallen and the December wind whipped through the mall. Sonny
had no fear about stepping out into the night. All eight houses were owned by
Don Corleone. At the mouth of the mall the two houses on either side were rented
by family retainers with their own families and star boarders, single men who
lived in the basement apartments. Of the remaining six houses that formed the
rest of the half circle, one was inhabited by Tom Hagen and his family, his own,
and the smallest and least ostentatious by the Don himself. The other three
houses were given rent-free to retired friends of the Don with the understanding
that they would be vacated whenever he requested. The harmless-looking mall
was an impregnable fortress.

27 All eight houses were equipped with floodlights which bathed the grounds
around them and made the mall impossible to lurk in. Sonny went across the
street to his father's house and let himself inside with his own key. He yelled out,
"Ma, where are you?" and his mother came out of the kitchen. Behind her rose
the smell of frying peppers. Before she could say anything, Sonny took her by the
arm and made her sit down. "l just got a call,” he said. "Now don't get worried.
Pop's in the hospital, he's hurt. Get dressed and get ready to get down there. I'll
have a car and a driver for you in a little while. OK?"

28 His mother looked at him steadily for a moment and then asked in Italian,
"Have they shot him?"

29 Sonny nodded. His mother bowed her head for a moment. Then she went
back into the kitchen. Sonny followed her. He watched her turn off the gas under
the panful of peppers and then go out and up to the bedroom. He took peppers
from the pan and bread from the basket on the table and made a sloppy sandwich
with hot olive oil dripping from his fingers. He went into the huge corner room
that was his father's office and took the special phone from a locked cabinet box.
The phone had been especially installed and was listed under a phony name and

a phony address. The first person he called was Luca Brasi. There was no answer.
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Then he called the safety-valve caporegime in Brooklyn, a man of unquestioned
loyalty to the Don. This man's name was Tessio. Sonny told him what had
happened and what he wanted. Tessio was to recruit fifty absolutely reliable men.
He was to send guards to the hospital, he was to send men out to Long Beach to
work here. Tessio asked, "Did they get Clemenza too?" Sonny said, "l don't want
to use Clemenza's people right now." Tessio understood immediately, there was
a pause, and then he said, "Excuse me, Sonny, | say this as your father would say
it. Don't move too fast. | can't believe Clemenza would betray us."
30 "Thanks," Sonny said. "l don't think so but | have to be careful. Right?"
31 "Right,” Tessio said.
32 "Another thing,"” Sonny said. "My kid brother Mike goes to college in Hanover,
New Hampshire. Get some people we know in Boston to go up and get him and
bring him down here to the house until this blow’s over. I'll call him up so he'll
expect them. Again I'm just playing the percentages, just to make sure."
33 "OK," Tessio said, "I'll be over your father's house as soon as | get things
rolling. OK? You know my boys, right?"
34 "Yeah," Sonny said. He hung up. He went over to a small wall safe and
unlocked it. From it he took an indexed book bound in blue leather. He opened it
to the T's until he found the entry he was looking for. It read, "Ray Farrell $5,000
Christmas Eve." This was followed by a telephone number. Sonny dialed the
number and said, "Farrell?" The man on the other end answered, "Yes." Sonny
said, "This is Santino Corleone. | want you to do me a favor and | want you to do
it right away. | want you to check two phone numbers and give me all the calls
they got and all the calls they made for the last three months.”" He gave Farrell the
number of Paulie Gatto's home and Clemenza's home. Then he said, "This is
important. Get it to me before midnight and you'll have an extra very Merry
Christmas."
35 Before he settled back to think things out he gave Luca Brasi's number one
more call. Again there was no answer. This worried him but he put it out of his
mind. Luca would come to the house as soon as he heard the news. Sonny
leaned back in the swivel chair. In an hour the house would be swarming with
Family people and he would have to tell them all what to do, and now that he
finally had time to think he realized how serious the situation was. It was the first
challenge to the Corleone Family and their power in ten years. There was no

doubt that Sollozzo was behind it, but he would never have dared attempt such a
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stroke unless he had support from at least one of the five great New York families.
And that support must have come from the Tattaglias. Which meant a full-scale
war or an immediate settlement on Sollozzo's terms. Sonny smiled grimly. The
wily Turk had planned well but he had been unlucky. The old man was alive and
so it was war. With Luca Brasi and the resources of the Corleone Family there

could be but one outcome. But again the nagging worry. Where was Luca Brasi?

Chapter 3

1 Counting the driver, there were four men in the car with Hagen. They put him in the
back seat, in the middle of the two men who had come up behind him in the street.
Sollozzo sat up front. The man on Hagen's right reached over across his body and tilted
Hagen's hat (HaknoHun, otBepHyn) over his eyes so that he could not see. "Don't even
move your pinkie (M13nHel,)," he said.

2 It was a short ride, not more than twenty minutes and when they got out of the car
Hagen could not recognize the neighborhood because darkness had fallen. They led
him into a basement apartment and made him sit on a straight-backed kitchen chair.
Sollozzo sat across the kitchen table from him. His dark face had a peculiarly vulterine
look (0cobeHHo xuLLHOe BhipaxkeHue /nuual; vulture ['VAIt/d] — rpudb /nTuual; peculiarly
[prkju:loli] — ocobo; cTpaHHO, HEOBBLIYHO).

3 "l don't want you to be afraid," he said. "I know you're not in the muscle end of the
Family (He obnagaelws peansHon Bnactbio, curon). | want you to help the Corleones
and | want you to help me."

4 Hagen's hands were shaking as he put a cigarette in his mouth. One of the men
brought a bottle of rye to the table and gave him a slug of it in a china coffee cup.
Hagen drank the fiery liquid gratefully. It steadied his hands and took the weakness out
of his legs.

5 "Your boss is dead," Sollozzo said. He paused, surprised at the tears that sprang to
Hagen's eyes. Then he went on. "We got him outside his office, in the street. As soon
as | got the word, | picked you up. You have to make the peace between me and
Sonny."

6 Hagen didn't answer. He was surprised at his own grief (ckop6sb, rope). And the
feeling of desolation (onycToleHHocTb; 6esyTelwHocTs [desd'lelfdn]) mixed with his fear
of death. Sollozzo was speaking again. "Sonny was hot for my deal (6111 B BOCTOpre ot

mMoero npeanioxenus, 6o 3a). Right? You know it's the smart thing to do too. Narcotics
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is the coming thing. There's so much money in it that everybody can get rich just in a
couple of years. The Don was an old 'Moustache Pete,' (1enoBsek ctaporo 3akana) his
day was over but he didn't know it. Now he's dead, nothing can bring him back. I'm
ready to make a new deal, | want you to talk Sonny into taking it."
7 Hagen said, "You haven't got a chance. Sonny will come after you with everything
he's got (to come after — npecnegosatb).”
8 Sollozzo said impatiently, "That's gonna be his first reaction. You have to talk some
sense to him. The Tattaglia Family stands behind me with all their people. The other
New York families will go along with anything that will stop a full-scale war between us.
Our war has to hurt them and their businesses. If Sonny goes along with the deal (to go
along — conpoBoxaaThb; cornawartbcs), the other Families in the country will consider it
none of their affair, even the Don's oldest friends."
9 Hagen stared down at his hands, not answering. Sollozzo went on persuasively
(ybexpas, ctapasicb yoeanTtb; to persuade [pds’'weld] — y6exgaTs). "The Don was
slipping (cunbHO caan; to slip — cockanb3biBaTb; YXyALWwaTbCH, Aerpaamposarth). In the
old days | could never have gotten to him (He cmor 6kl K Hemy nogobpatscs). The other
Families distrust him (He goBepsitoT) because he made you his Consigliori and you're
not even Italian, much less Sicilian. If it goes to all-out war (gogeT go nonHon,
TOTanbHOW BOVHbI; all-out — n3o Bcex cun, Bcemu cpencreamm) the Corleone Family will
be smashed and everybody loses, me included. | need the Family political contacts
more than | need the money even. So talk to Sonny, talk to the caporegimes; you'll save
a lot of bloodshed (kposonponutue)."
10 Hagen held out his china cup for more whiskey. "I'll try," he said. "But Sonny is
strong-headed (ynpsim). And even Sonny won't be able to call off Luca. You have to
worry about Luca. /'l have to worry about Luca if | go for your deal."
11 Sollozzo said quietly, "I'll take care of Luca. You take care of Sonny and the other
two kids. Listen, you can tell them that Freddie would have gotten it today with his old
man but my people had strict orders (cTporve ykazaHus, onpegeneHHbl, TOYHbI yKa3s)
not to gun him. | didn't want any more hard feelings (pasgpaxeHue, rHes, Bpaxga) than
necessary. You can tell them that, Freddie is alive because of me."
12 Finally Hagen's mind was working. For the first time he really believed that Sollozzo
did not mean to kill him or hold him as a hostage (3anoxHuk). The sudden relief
(obneryenune, ocesoboxaeHne) from fear that flooded his body made him flush with
shame. Sollozzo watched him with a quiet understanding smile. Hagen began to think

things out. If he did not agree to argue Sollozzo's case (to argue [‘a:gju:] — cnopuTs,
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AoKasblBaTb, YTBEPXKAATb; 34eChb: NogaepXaTtb, BbICTYyNUTb B 3awwmTy), he might be
killed. But then he realized that Sollozzo expected him only to present it (npeacraeuTs,
nokasarb, nepefatk) and present it properly, as he was bound (06s3aH) to do as a
responsible Consigliori. And now, thinking about it, he also realized that Sollozzo was
right. An unlimited war between the Tattaglias and the Corleones must be avoided at all
costs (to avoid — nsbexarts). The Corleones must bury their dead and forget, make a
deal. And then when the time was right they could move against Sollozzo.
13 But glancing up, he realized that Sollozzo knew exactly what he was thinking. The
Turk was smiling. And then it struck Hagen. What had happened to Luca Brasi that
Sollozzo was so unconcerned? Had Luca made a deal? He remembered that on the
night Don Corleone had refused Sollozzo, Luca had been summoned into the office for
a private conference with the Don. But now was not the time to worry about such details.
He had to get back to the safety of the Corleone Family fortress in Long Beach. "I'll do
my best," he said to Sollozzo. "l believe you're right, it's even what the Don would want
us to do."
14 Sollozzo nodded gravely. "Fine," he said. "l don't like bloodshed, I'm a businessman
and blood costs too much money." At that moment the phone rang and one of the men
sitting behind Hagen went to answer it. He listened and then said curtly, "OK, I'll tell
him." He hung up the phone, went to Sollozzo's side and whispered in the Turk's ear.
Hagen saw Sollozzo's face go pale, his eyes glitter with rage (to glitter — bnecreTs,
ceepkaTb). He himself felt a thrill of fear. Sollozzo was looking at him speculatively
(3agymumBo, pasmbilwnasa) and suddenly Hagen knew that he was no longer going to be
set free. That something had happened that might mean his death. Sollozzo said, "The
old man is still alive. Five bullets in his Sicilian hide (koxa, wkypa) and he's still alive."
He gave a fatalistic shrug. "Bad luck," he said to Hagen. "Bad luck for me. Bad luck for

you.

1 Counting the driver, there were four men in the car with Hagen. They put him
in the back seat, in the middle of the two men who had come up behind him in the
street. Sollozzo sat up front. The man on Hagen's right reached over across his
body and tilted Hagen's hat over his eyes so that he could not see. "Don't even
move your pinkie,” he said.

2 It was a short ride, not more than twenty minutes and when they got out of the
car Hagen could not recognize the neighborhood because darkness had fallen.

They led him into a basement apartment and made him sit on a straight-backed
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kitchen chair. Sollozzo sat across the kitchen table from him. His dark face had a
peculiarly vulterine look.
3 "l don't want you to be afraid,” he said. "l know you're not in the muscle end of
the Family. | want you to help the Corleones and | want you to help me."
4 Hagen's hands were shaking as he put a cigarette in his mouth. One of the
men brought a bottle of rye to the table and gave him a slug of it in a china coffee
cup. Hagen drank the fiery liquid gratefully. It steadied his hands and took the
weakness out of his legs.
5 "Your boss is dead," Sollozzo said. He paused, surprised at the tears that
sprang to Hagen's eyes. Then he went on. "We got him outside his office, in the
street. As soon as | got the word, | picked you up. You have to make the peace
between me and Sonny."
6 Hagen didn't answer. He was surprised at his own grief. And the feeling of
desolation mixed with his fear of death. Sollozzo was speaking again. "Sonny
was hot for my deal. Right? You know it's the smart thing to do too. Narcotics is
the coming thing. There's so much money in it that everybody can get rich just in
a couple of years. The Don was an old 'Moustache Pete,' his day was over but he
didn't know it. Now he's dead, nothing can bring him back. I'm ready to make a
new deal, | want you to talk Sonny into taking it."
7 Hagen said, "You haven't got a chance. Sonny will come after you with
everything he's got."
8 Sollozzo said impatiently, "That's gonna be his first reaction. You have to talk
some sense to him. The Tattaglia Family stands behind me with all their people.
The other New York families will go along with anything that will stop a full-scale
war between us. Our war has to hurt them and their businesses. If Sonny goes
along with the deal, the other Families in the country will consider it none of their
affair, even the Don's oldest friends."
9 Hagen stared down at his hands, not answering. Sollozzo went on
persuasively. "The Don was slipping. In the old days | could never have gotten to
him. The other Families distrust him because he made you his Consigliori and
you're not even Italian, much less Sicilian. If it goes to all-out war the Corleone
Family will be smashed and everybody loses, me included. | need the Family
political contacts more than | need the money even. So talk to Sonny, talk to the

caporegimes; you'll save a lot of bloodshed."
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10 Hagen held out his china cup for more whiskey. "I'll try," he said. "But Sonny
is strong-headed. And even Sonny won't be able to call off Luca. You have to
worry about Luca. I'll have to worry about Luca if | go for your deal.”
11 Sollozzo said quietly, "I'll take care of Luca. You take care of Sonny and the
other two kids. Listen, you can tell them that Freddie would have gotten it today
with his old man but my people had strict orders not to gun him. | didn't want any
more hard feelings than necessary. You can tell them that, Freddie is alive
because of me."
12 Finally Hagen's mind was working. For the first time he really believed that
Sollozzo did not mean to kill him or hold him as a hostage. The sudden relief from
fear that flooded his body made him flush with shame. Sollozzo watched him with
a quiet understanding smile. Hagen began to think things out. If he did not agree
to argue Sollozzo's case, he might be killed. But then he realized that Sollozzo
expected him only to present it and present it properly, as he was bound to do as
a responsible Consigliori. And now, thinking about it, he also realized that
Sollozzo was right. An unlimited war between the Tattaglias and the Corleones
must be avoided at all costs. The Corleones must bury their dead and forget,
make a deal. And then when the time was right they could move against Sollozzo.
13 But glancing up, he realized that Sollozzo knew exactly what he was thinking.
The Turk was smiling. And then it struck Hagen. What had happened to Luca
Brasi that Sollozzo was so unconcerned? Had Luca made a deal? He remembered
that on the night Don Corleone had refused Sollozzo, Luca had been summoned
into the office for a private conference with the Don. But now was not the time to
worry about such details. He had to get back to the safety of the Corleone Family
fortress in Long Beach. "I'll do my best,” he said to Sollozzo. "I believe you're
right, it's even what the Don would want us to do."
14 Sollozzo nodded gravely. "Fine," he said. "l don't like bloodshed, I'm a
businessman and blood costs too much money." At that moment the phone rang
and one of the men sitting behind Hagen went to answer it. He listened and then
said curtly, "OK, I'll tell him." He hung up the phone, went to Sollozzo's side and
whispered in the Turk's ear. Hagen saw Sollozzo's face go pale, his eyes glitter
with rage. He himself felt a thrill of fear. Sollozzo was looking at him speculatively
and suddenly Hagen knew that he was no longer going to be set free. That
something had happened that might mean his death. Sollozzo said, "The old man

is still alive. Five bullets in his Sicilian hide and he's still alive." He gave a
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fatalistic shrug. "Bad luck," he said to Hagen. "Bad luck for me. Bad luck for

you.

Chapter 4

1 When Michael Corleone arrived at his father's house in Long Beach he found the
narrow entrance mouth of the mall blocked off with a link chain. The mall itself was
bright with the floodlights of all eight houses, outlining at least ten cars parked along the
curving cement walk (Baonb «uarmbatolleroca» Tpotyapa; to curve — narnbartbcs; curve
— KpuBas NnHKuN, ayra).

2 Two men he didn't know were leaning against the chain. One of them asked in a
Brooklyn accent, "Who're you?"

3 He told them. Another man came out of the nearest house and peered at his face (to
peer — Brnagbiateca). "That's the Don's kid," he said. "I'll bring him inside." Mike
followed this man to his father's house, where two men at the door let him and his
escort pass inside.

4 The house seemed to be full of men he didn't know, until he went into the living room.
There Michael saw Tom Hagen's wife, Theresa, sitting stiffly on the sofa (stiff — Tyromn,
Hernbkumn; ogepeBeHensIn), smoking a cigarette. On the coffee table in front of her was
a glass of whiskey. On the other side of the sofa sat the bulky (rpy3Hbin, Ty4HbIN)
Clemenza. The caporegime's face was impassive, but he was sweating and the cigar in
his hand glistened slickly black with his saliva (slick — rnagkui, ckonb3knin; saliva
[sd’laivd] — cnitoHa).

5 Clemenza came to wring his hand in a consoling way (noxatb emy pyky, yTtewias =
COYYBCTBEHHO, CTapasch ycrnokouTb; to console [kon’sdul]), muttering, "Your mother is
at the hospital with your father, he's going to be all right." Paulie Gatto stood up to
shake hands. Michael looked at him curiously. He knew Paulie was his father's
bodyguard but did not know that Paulie had stayed home sick that day. But he sensed
tension (HanpspkeHne, HanpskeHHOCTh) in the thin dark face. He knew Gatto's
reputation as an up-and-coming man (nogarowm Hagexabl, NePCrnekTUBHbIN), a very
quick man who knew how to get delicate jobs done without complications (6e3
ocnoxHeHui), and today he had failed in his duty (He ncnonHun ceon gonr). He noticed
several other men in the corners of the room but he did not recognize them. They were
not of Clemenza's people. Michael put these facts together and understood. Clemenza

and Gatto were suspect (nogospeaemsl, nog nogospeHnem ['sAspekt]). Thinking that
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Paulie had been at the scene, he asked the ferret-faced young man, "How is Freddie?
He OK?"
6 "The doctor gave him a shot (ykon)," Clemenza said. "He's sleeping."
7 Michael went to Hagen's wife and bent down to kiss her cheek. They had always
liked each other. He whispered, "Don't worry, Tom will be OK. Have you talked to Sonny
yet?"
8 Theresa clung to him (to cling — uennartsca, NpPUNUNHYTL, Kpernko aepxaTtbes) for a
moment and shook her head. She was a delicate, very pretty woman, more American
than Italian, and very scared (ncnyraHHas). He took her hand and lifted her off the sofa.
Then he led her into his father's corner room office.
9 Sonny was sprawled out (passanuncs) in his chair behind the desk holding a yellow
pad (6riokHOT) in one hand and a pencil in the other. The only other man in the room
with him was the caporegime Tessio, whom Michael recognized and immediately
realized that it must be his men who were in the house and forming the new palace
guard. He too had a pencil and pad in his hands.
10 When Sonny saw them he came from behind his desk and took Hagen's wife in his
arms. "Don't worry, Theresa," he said. "Tom's OK. They just wanta give him the
proposition (npeanioxenune), they said they'd turn him loose (otnyctaT). He's not on the
operating end, he's just our lawyer. There's no reason for anybody to do him harm."
11 He released Theresa and then to Michael's surprise he too, got a hug («nony4un»
0b6baTMe = 6bIr1 06HAT) and a kiss on the cheek. He pushed Sonny away and said
grinning, "After | get used to you beating me up | gotta put up with this (nocne toro, kak
A1 NPUBBIK K TOMY, KaK Tbl MEHS NYNWM, MHE eLle U C 3TUM NPUAETCH MUPUTBCS, U K
sTomy npuesikaTs)?" They had often fought when they were younger.
12 Sonny shrugged. "Listen, kid, | was worried when | couldn't get ahold of you (He
mor Teba HanTn; ahold — 3axBaT, yaepxanue) in that hick town. Not that | gave a crap if
they knocked you off (He To 4TOOLI 5 O4eHb BoNHoBarcs, nepexuearn bbl, ecrnv 6bl OHK
Tebsa yKoKkoLWnNK; crap — AepbMo; epyHaa, mernodb; to knock off — youte /cnenr/), but |
didn't like the idea of bringing the news to the old lady. | had to tell her about Pop (o
nane)."
13 "How'd she take it?" Michael asked.
14 "Good," Sonny said. "She's been through it before. Me too. You were too young to
know about it and then things got pretty smooth while you were growing up." He paused
and then said, "She's down at the hospital with the old man. He's gonna pull through

(BblkapabkaeTcs)."
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15 "How about us going down (cte3guTtb Tyaa /B ueHTp ropoaa/)?" Michael asked.
16 Sonny shook his head and said dryly, "l can't leave this house until it's all over."
The phone rang. Sonny picked it up and listened intently (BH1umaTernsHo,
cocpenotoyeHHo). While he was listening Michael sauntered over to the desk
(MegneHHo npowlen; to saunter [‘'so:ntd] — megneHHo ryndatb, NnpoxaxueaTtbes) and
glanced down at the yellow pad Sonny had been writing on. There was a list of seven
names. The first three were Sollozzo, Phillip Tattaglia, and John Tattaglia. It struck
Michael with full force that he had interrupted Sonny and Tessio as they were making
up a list of men to be killed.
17 When Sonny hung up the phone he said to Theresa Hagen and Michael, "Can you
two wait outside? | got some business with Tessio we have to finish."
18 Hagen's wife said, "Was that call about Tom?" She said it almost truculently
(truculent [‘trAkjulont] — >kecTokmin, cBupensin; rpybobin, BoidbiBatowmin) but she was
weeping with fright. Sonny put his arm around her and led her to the door. "l swear he's
going to be OK," he said. "Wait in the living room. I'll come out as soon as | hear
something." He shut the door behind her. Michael had sat down in one of the big leather
armchairs. Sonny gave him a quick sharp look and then went to sit down behind the
desk.
19 "You hang around me (gepxuck Boane meHs), Mike," he said, "you're gonna hear
things you don't wanta hear."
20 Michael lit a cigarette. "l can help out," he said.
21 "No, you can't," Sonny said. "The old man would be sore as hell (4epToBCKM
pasgpaxeH, pasoarneH) if | let you get mixed up in this (no3sonto Tebe ObITb
3aMeLllaHHbIM B 3TOM, BTAHY Tebs B 370)."
22 Michael stood up and yelled. "You lousy bastard, he's my father. I'm not supposed
to help him? | can help. | don't have to go out and kill people but | can help. Stop
treating me like a kid brother. | was in the war. | got shot (meHsa nogctpenunu = g 6bin
paHeH), remember? | killed some Japs (snowwek). What the hell do you think I'll do when
you knock somebody off? Faint (ynagy B o6mopok)?"
23 Sonny grinned at him. "Pretty soon you'll want me to put up my dukes (nogHsTb
pyku /npuHaB Bokcepckyto ctouky/; dukes — kynaku /cnienr/). OK, stick around, you can
handle the phone." He turned to Tessio. "That call | just got gave me dope (noackasky,
nHgpopmaumio) we needed." He turned to Michael. "Somebody had to finger the old man
(mormkeH 6bIN ykasaTtb = nogctasuTh). It could have been Clemenza, it could have been

Paulie Gatto, who was very conveniently sick today (convenient [kon’vi:njont] —
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yOo06HbIn, nogxoaswmi). | know the answer now, let's see how smart you are, Mike,
you're the college boy. Who sold out to Sollozzo?"

24 Michael sat down again and relaxed back into the leather armchair. He thought
everything over very carefully. Clemenza was a caporegime in the Corleone Family
structure. Don Corleone had made him a millionaire and they had been intimate friends
for over twenty years. He held one of the most powerful posts in the organization. What
could Clemenza gain for betraying his Don? More money? He was rich enough but then
men are always greedy. More power? Revenge for some fancied insult or slight (vecTb
3a Kakoe-HNbyab Boobpakaemoe, HagyMaHHOe OCKOpPOeHne nnm NposiBneHne
npeHebpexuntensHocTu; to fancy — Boobpaxatb, npeactaenaTtb cebe)? That Hagen had
been made the Consigliori? Or perhaps a businessman's conviction (ybexageHue) that
Sollozzo would win out? No, it was impossible for Clemenza to be a traitor, and then
Michael thought sadly it was only impossible because he didn't want Clemenza to die.
The fat man had always brought him gifts when he was growing up, had sometimes
taken him on outings (3aropogHsie nporyrnkun) when the Don had been too busy. He
could not believe that Clemenza was guilty of treachery (BuHOBeH B npegartenscTBe;
treachery [‘tret/ori] — BepornomcTBO, U3MeHa).

25 But, on the other hand, Sollozzo would want Clemenza in his pocket more than any
other man in the Corleone Family.

26 Michael thought about Paulie Gatto. Paulie as yet had not become rich. He was
well thought of (0 Hem xopowo no3aboTunuce), his rise in the organization was certain
but he would have to put in his time like everybody else. Also he would have wilder
dreams of power, as the young always do. It had to be Paulie. And then Michael
remembered that in the sixth grade (B wectom knacce) he and Paulie had been in the
same class in school and he didn't want it to be Paulie either.

27 He shook his head. "Neither one of them," he said. But he said it only because
Sonny had said he had the answer. If it had been a vote (ronocosaHue), he would have
voted Paulie guilty.

28 Sonny was smiling at him. "Don't worry," he said. "Clemenza is OK. It's Paulie."

29 Michael could see that Tessio was relieved. As a fellow caporegime his sympathy
would be with Clemenza. Also the present situation was not so serious if treachery did
not reach so high. Tessio said cautiously (cautious ['ko:]ds] — ocTopoxHbii), "Then | can
send my people home tomorrow?"

30 Sonny said, "The day after tomorrow. | don't want anybody to know about this until

then. Listen, | want to talk some family business with my brother, personal. Wait out in
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the living room, eh? We can finish our list later. You and Clemenza will work together on
it."

31 "Sure," Tessio said. He went out.

32 "How do you know for sure it's Paulie?" Michael asked.

33 Sonny said, "We have people in the telephone company and they tracked down
(npocneannu, BocctaHoBunu) all of Paulie's phone calls in and out Clemenza's too. On
the three days Paulie was sick this month he got a call from a street booth across from
the old man's building. Today too. They were checking to see if Paulie was coming
down or somebody was being sent down to take his place. Or for some other reason. It
doesn't matter." Sonny shrugged. "Thank God it was Paulie. We'll need Clemenza bad
(OH Ham o4eHb ByaeT HyxeH)."

34 Michael asked hesitantly (hesitant [‘hezitont] — konebntowmincs, HepelnTenbHbIN,
comHeBatowmmcs), "Is it going to be an all-out war?"

35 Sonny's eyes were hard. "That's how I'm going to play it as soon as Tom checks in.
Until the old man tells me different."

36 Michael asked, "So why don't you wait until the old man can tell you?"

37 Sonny looked at him curiously. "How the hell did you win those combat medals
(6oeBble megann; combat [‘kombdt] — 6on, cpaxenne)? We are under the gun, man, we
gotta fight. I'm just afraid they won't let Tom go."

38 Michael was surprised at this. "Why not?"

39 Again Sonny's voice was patient "They snatched Tom because they figured the old
man was finished and they could make a deal with me and Tom would be the sit-down
guy in the preliminary stages (napeHb Ans neperoBopoB Ha NpeaBapUTENbHbIX CTaanax
[pri'hminadri]), carry the proposition. Now with the old man alive they know | can't make a
deal so Tom's no good to them. They can turn him loose or dump him (MpYKOHYUTL
/cneHr/; dump — MycopHasi Kky4da, otBan /3aemnu, pyapbl/; to dump — BbirpyxaTb,
ceanueatb), depending how Sollozzo feels. If they dump him, it would be just to show
us they really mean business, trying to bulldoze us (3anyratb; to bulldoze [‘buldduz] —
pa3bmBaTb KpynHble KyCcku /pyabl/; pacumwaTb npu noMmowm 6ynbaosepa; 3anyrmeaTb,
LWaHTaXxuposaTb /cneHr/)."

40 Michael said quietly, "What think he could get a deal with you?"

41 Sonny flushed and he didn't answer for a moment. Then he said, "We had a
meeting a few months ago, Sollozzo came to us with a proposition on drugs. The old
man turned him down (oTknoHwun). But during the meeting | shot off my mouth a little

(npobonTancs; to shot off — cTtpenaTb B BO3ayx, nyckathb /denepBepk, pakety/), |
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showed | wanted the deal. Which is absolutely the wrong thing to do; if there's one thing
the old man hammered into me (B6uBan, Bkonaymean; hammer — MonoTok) it's never to
do a thing like that, to let other people know there's a split of opinion (pasgenerne
MHEHUWI, pacxoxaeHne Bo MHeHUAX; to split — packanbiBaTb, pacwennaTs) in the Family.
So Sollozzo figures he gets rid of the old man (BooGpaxaeT, 4to ecnn nsbasutcs), |
have to go in with him on the drugs. With the old man gone, the Family power is cut at
least in half. | would be fighting for my life anyway to keep all the businesses the old
man got together. Drugs are the coming thing, we should get into it. And his knocking
off the old man is purely business, nothing personal. As a matter of business | would go
in with him. Of course he would never let me get too close, he'd make sure I'd never get
a clean shot at him, just in case (Ha Bcsikum cnydan). But he also knows that once |
accepted the deal the other Families would never let me start a war a couple of years
later just for revenge. Also, the Tattaglia Family is behind him."

42 "If they had gotten the old man, what would you have done?" Michael asked.

43 Sonny said very simply, "Sollozzo is dead meat. | don't care what it costs. | don't
care if we have to fight all the five families in New York. The Tattaglia Family is going to
be wiped out (byget nctpebneHa; to wipe — cTupaTb; yHU4TOXaTh; youBaTb /crneHr/). |
don't care if we all go down together (ecnu Bce, nyctb gaxe mbl Bce 3arHemcs)."

44  Michael said softly, "That's not how Pop would have played it."

Sonny made a violent gesture (violent — HenctoBbIn, Benbinbynebln). "I know I'm not the
man he was. But I'll tell you this and he'll tell you too. When it comes to real action | can
operate as good as anybody, short-range (B 6nmxHem 6oto: «B manom paguyce
aencteus»). Sollozzo knows that and so do Clemenza and Tessio, | 'made my bones'
when | was nineteen, the last time the Family had a war, and | was a big help to the old
man. So I'm not worried now. And our Family has all the horses in a deal like this. | just
wish we could get contact with Luca."

45 Michael asked curiously, "Is Luca that tough (nencrBuTensHO HaCTONBKO KpyTOM),
like they say? Is he that good?"

46 Sonny nodded. "He's in a class by himself. I'm going to send him after the three
Tattaglias. I'll get Sollozzo myself."

47 Michael shifted uneasily in his chair (3agBurancs, 3aep3san 6ecnokoinHo). He looked
at his older brother. He remembered Sonny as being sometimes casually brutal (nog4ac
XecTok, rpy6) but essentially warmhearted (no cytu, B ocHoBe cBoei Jo6p). A nice guy.
It seemed unnatural to hear him talking this way, it was chilling (xyTko; to chill —

3amopaxmBaTb, oxnaxaaTtb) to see the list of names he had scribbled down (Habpocan;
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to scribble — nucatb HepasbopumBbIM NOYepKOM, HEOpPeXHO), men to be executed
(koTopble AomKkHbI ObITb Ka3HeHb!), as if he were some newly crowned Roman Emperor.
He was glad that he was not truly part of all this, that now his father lived he did not
have to involve himself in vengeance (mecTtb, MweHune ['vendGons]). He'd help out,
answering the phone, running errands (6eras no nopyyeHusm) and messages. Sonny
and the old man could take care of themselves, especially with Luca behind them.

48 At that moment they heard a woman scream in the living room. Oh, Christ, Michael
thought, it sounded like Tom's wife. He rushed to the door and opened it. Everybody in
the living room was standing. And by the sofa Tom Hagen was holding Theresa close to
him, his face embarrassed (cmyLieHHoe). Theresa was weeping and sobbing, and
Michael realized that the scream he had heard had been her calling out her husband's
name with joy. As he watched, Tom Hagen disentangled himself from his wife's arms
(ocBoboauncs: «BbinyTanca»; entangle [In'taengl] — 3anyTeiBaTh, cnnetaTtbes; tangle —
3anyTtaHHbIi knybok) and lowered her back onto the sofa. He smiled at Michael grimly
(Mpa4Ho). "Glad to see you, Mike, really glad." He strode (to stride — natn 6onbwmmn
waramu, beicTpor noxoakon) into the office without another look at his still-sobbing wife.
He hadn't lived with the Corleone Family ten years for nothing (Hegapowm, He BeccnegHo
npoxwun), Michael thought with a queer flush of pride. Some of the old man had rubbed
off on him (4TO0-TO NEepeLwwno K HeEMy OT CTapuka, Kakon-To HaneT ocrancs; to rub —
TepeTsb; to rub off — cTupaTs), as it had on Sonny, and he thought, with surprise, even

on himself.

1 When Michael Corleone arrived at his father's house in Long Beach he found
the narrow entrance mouth of the mall blocked off with a link chain. The mall
itself was bright with the floodlights of all eight houses, outlining at least ten cars
parked along the curving cement walk.

2 Two men he didn't know were leaning against the chain. One of them asked in
a Brooklyn accent, "Who're you?"

3 He told them. Another man came out of the nearest house and peered at his
face. "That's the Don's kid," he said. "I'll bring him inside." Mike followed this
man to his father's house, where two men at the door let him and his escort pass
inside.

4 The house seemed to be full of men he didn't know, until he went into the
living room. There Michael saw Tom Hagen's wife, Theresa, sitting stiffly on the

sofa, smoking a cigarette. On the coffee table in front of her was a glass of
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whiskey. On the other side of the sofa sat the bulky Clemenza. The caporegime's
face was impassive, but he was sweating and the cigar in his hand glistened
slickly black with his saliva.

5 Clemenza came to wring his hand in a consoling way, muttering, "Your mother
is at the hospital with your father, he's going to be all right." Paulie Gatto stood
up to shake hands. Michael looked at him curiously. He knew Paulie was his
father's bodyguard but did not know that Paulie had stayed home sick that day.
But he sensed tension in the thin dark face. He knew Gatto's reputation as an up-
and-coming man, a very quick man who knew how to get delicate jobs done
without complications, and today he had failed in his duty. He noticed several
other men in the corners of the room but he did not recognize them. They were
not of Clemenza's people. Michael put these facts together and understood.
Clemenza and Gatto were suspect. Thinking that Paulie had been at the scene, he
asked the ferret-faced young man, "How is Freddie? He OK?"

6 "The doctor gave him a shot,” Clemenza said. "He's sleeping.”

7 Michael went to Hagen's wife and bent down to kiss her cheek. They had
always liked each other. He whispered, "Don't worry, Tom will be OK. Have you
talked to Sonny yet?"

8 Theresa clung to him for a moment and shook her head. She was a delicate,
very pretty woman, more American than Italian, and very scared. He took her
hand and lifted her off the sofa. Then he led her into his father's corner room
office.

9 Sonny was sprawled out in his chair behind the desk holding a yellow pad in
one hand and a pencil in the other. The only other man in the room with him was
the caporegime Tessio, whom Michael recognized and immediately realized that it
must be his men who were in the house and forming the new palace guard. He
too had a pencil and pad in his hands.

10 When Sonny saw them he came from behind his desk and took Hagen's wife
in his arms. "Don't worry, Theresa," he said. "Tom's OK. They just wanta give him
the proposition, they said they'd turn him loose (oTnyctaT). He's not on the
operating end, he's just our lawyer. There's no reason for anybody to do him
harm."

11 He released Theresa and then to Michael's surprise he too, got a hug and a

kiss on the cheek. He pushed Sonny away and said grinning, "After | get used to
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you beating me up | gotta put up with this?" They had often fought when they
were younger.

12 Sonny shrugged. "Listen, kid, | was worried when | couldn't get ahold of you
in that hick town. Not that | gave a crap if they knocked you off, but | didn't like
the idea of bringing the news to the old lady. | had to tell her about Pop."

13 "How'd she take it?" Michael asked.

14 "Good," Sonny said. "She's been through it before. Me too. You were too
young to know about it and then things got pretty smooth while you were
growing up." He paused and then said, "She's down at the hospital with the old
man. He's gonna pull through."

15 "How about us going down?" Michael asked.

16 Sonny shook his head and said dryly, "l can't leave this house until it's all
over." The phone rang. Sonny picked it up and listened intently. While he was
listening Michael sauntered over to the desk and glanced down at the yellow pad
Sonny had been writing on. There was a list of seven names. The first three were
Sollozzo, Phillip Tattaglia, and John Tattaglia. It struck Michael with full force that
he had interrupted Sonny and Tessio as they were making up a list of men to be
killed.

17 When Sonny hung up the phone he said to Theresa Hagen and Michael, "Can
you two wait outside? | got some business with Tessio we have to finish."”

18 Hagen's wife said, "Was that call about Tom?" She said it almost truculently
but she was weeping with fright. Sonny put his arm around her and led her to the
door. "l swear he's going to be OK," he said. "Wait in the living room. I'll come out
as soon as | hear something." He shut the door behind her. Michael had sat down
in one of the big leather armchairs. Sonny gave him a quick sharp look and then
went to sit down behind the desk.

19 "You hang around me, Mike," he said, "you're gonna hear things you don't
wanta hear."

20 Michael lit a cigarette. "l can help out,"” he said.

21 "No, you can't,” Sonny said. "The old man would be sore as hell if | let you
get mixed up in this."

22 Michael stood up and yelled. "You lousy bastard, he's my father. I'm not
supposed to help him? | can help. | don't have to go out and Kkill people but | can

help. Stop treating me like a kid brother. | was in the war. | got shot, remember? |
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killed some Japs. What the hell do you think I'll do when you knock somebody off?
Faint?"

23 Sonny grinned at him. "Pretty soon you'll want me to put up my dukes. OK,
stick around, you can handle the phone." He turned to Tessio. "That call | just got
gave me dope we needed." He turned to Michael. "Somebody had to finger the old
man. It could have been Clemenza, it could have been Paulie Gatto, who was very
conveniently sick today. | know the answer now, let's see how smart you are,
Mike, you're the college boy. Who sold out to Sollozzo?"

24 Michael sat down again and relaxed back into the leather armchair. He
thought everything over very carefully. Clemenza was a caporegime in the
Corleone Family structure. Don Corleone had made him a millionaire and they
had been intimate friends for over twenty years. He held one of the most powerful
posts in the organization. What could Clemenza gain for betraying his Don? More
money? He was rich enough but then men are always greedy. More power?
Revenge for some fancied insult or slight? That Hagen had been made the
Consigliori? Or perhaps a businessman's conviction that Sollozzo would win out?
No, it was impossible for Clemenza to be a traitor, and then Michael thought sadly
it was only impossible because he didn't want Clemenza to die. The fat man had
always brought him gifts when he was growing up, had sometimes taken him on
outings when the Don had been too busy. He could not believe that Clemenza
was guilty of treachery.

25 But, on the other hand, Sollozzo would want Clemenza in his pocket more
than any other man in the Corleone Family.

26 Michael thought about Paulie Gatto. Paulie as yet had not become rich. He
was well thought of, his rise in the organization was certain but he would have to
put in his time like everybody else. Also he would have wilder dreams of power,
as the young always do. It had to be Paulie. And then Michael remembered that in
the sixth grade he and Paulie had been in the same class in school and he didn't
want it to be Paulie either.

27 He shook his head. "Neither one of them," he said. But he said it only
because Sonny had said he had the answer. If it had been a vote, he would have
voted Paulie guilty.

28 Sonny was smiling at him. "Don’'t worry," he said. "Clemenza is OK. It's

Paulie.”
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29 Michael could see that Tessio was relieved. As a fellow caporegime his
sympathy would be with Clemenza. Also the present situation was not so serious
if treachery did not reach so high. Tessio said cautiously, "Then | can send my
people home tomorrow?"
30 Sonny said, "The day after tomorrow. | don't want anybody to know about
this until then. Listen, | want to talk some family business with my brother,
personal. Wait out in the living room, eh? We can finish our list later. You and
Clemenza will work together on it."”
31 "Sure,” Tessio said. He went out.
32 "How do you know for sure it's Paulie?" Michael asked.
33 Sonny said, "We have people in the telephone company and they tracked
down all of Paulie's phone calls in and out Clemenza's too. On the three days
Paulie was sick this month he got a call from a street booth across from the old
man's building. Today too. They were checking to see if Paulie was coming down
or somebody was being sent down to take his place. Or for some other reason. It
doesn't matter.” Sonny shrugged. "Thank God it was Paulie. We'll need Clemenza
bad.”
34 Michael asked hesitantly, "Is it going to be an all-out war?"
35 Sonny's eyes were hard. "That's how I'm going to play it as soon as Tom
checks in. Until the old man tells me different."
36 Michael asked, "So why don't you wait until the old man can tell you?"
37 Sonny looked at him curiously. "How the hell did you win those combat
medals? We are under the gun, man, we gotta fight. I'm just afraid they won't let
Tom go."
38 Michael was surprised at this. "Why not?"
39 Again Sonny's voice was patient "They snatched Tom because they figured
the old man was finished and they could make a deal with me and Tom would be
the sit-down guy in the preliminary stages, carry the proposition. Now with the
old man alive they know | can't make a deal so Tom's no good to them. They can
turn him loose or dump him, depending how Sollozzo feels. If they dump him, it
would be just to show us they really mean business, trying to bulldoze us."
40 Michael said quietly, "What think he could get a deal with you?"
41 Sonny flushed and he didn't answer for a moment. Then he said, "We had a
meeting a few months ago, Sollozzo came to us with a proposition on drugs. The

old man turned him down. But during the meeting | shot off my mouth a little, |
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showed | wanted the deal. Which is absolutely the wrong thing to do; if there's
one thing the old man hammered into me it's never to do a thing like that, to let
other people know there's a split of opinion in the Family. So Sollozzo figures he
gets rid of the old man, | have to go in with him on the drugs. With the old man
gone, the Family power is cut at least in half. | would be fighting for my life
anyway to keep all the businesses the old man got together. Drugs are the
coming thing, we should get into it. And his knocking off the old man is purely
business, nothing personal. As a matter of business | would go in with him. Of
course he would never let me get too close, he'd make sure I'd never get a clean
shot at him, just in case. But he also knows that once | accepted the deal the
other Families would never let me start a war a couple of years later just for
revenge. Also, the Tattaglia Family is behind him."

42 "If they had gotten the old man, what would you have done?" Michael asked.
43 Sonny said very simply, "Sollozzo is dead meat. | don't care what it costs. |
don't care if we have to fight all the five families in New York. The Tattaglia Family
is going to be wiped out. | don't care if we all go down together."

44 Michael said softly, "That's not how Pop would have played it."

Sonny made a violent gesture. "l know I'm not the man he was. But I'll tell you this
and he'll tell you too. When it comes to real action | can operate as good as
anybody, short-range. Sollozzo knows that and so do Clemenza and Tessio, |
'made my bones' when | was nineteen, the last time the Family had a war, and |
was a big help to the old man. So I'm not worried now. And our Family has all the
horses in a deal like this. | just wish we could get contact with Luca."”

45 Michael asked curiously, "Is Luca that tough, like they say? Is he that good?"
46 Sonny nodded. "He's in a class by himself. I'm going to send him after the
three Tattaglias. I'll get Sollozzo myself."

47 Michael shifted uneasily in his chair. He looked at his older brother. He
remembered Sonny as being sometimes casually brutal but essentially
warmhearted. A nice guy. It seemed unnatural to hear him talking this way, it was
chilling to see the list of names he had scribbled down, men to be executed, as if
he were some newly crowned Roman Emperor. He was glad that he was not truly
part of all this, that now his father lived he did not have to involve himself in
vengeance. He'd help out, answering the phone, running errands and messages.
Sonny and the old man could take care of themselves, especially with Luca
behind them.
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48 At that moment they heard a woman scream in the living room. Oh, Christ,
Michael thought, it sounded like Tom's wife. He rushed to the door and opened it.
Everybody in the living room was standing. And by the sofa Tom Hagen was
holding Theresa close to him, his face embarrassed. Theresa was weeping and
sobbing, and Michael realized that the scream he had heard had been her calling
out her husband's name with joy. As he watched, Tom Hagen disentangled
himself from his wife's arms and lowered her back onto the sofa. He smiled at
Michael grimly. "Glad to see you, Mike, really glad."” He strode into the office
without another look at his still-sobbing wife. He hadn't lived with the Corleone
Family ten years for nothing, Michael thought with a queer flush of pride. Some of
the old man had rubbed off on him, as it had on Sonny, and he thought, with

surprise, even on himself.

Chapter 5

1 It was nearly four o'clock in the morning as they all sat in the corner room office —
Sonny, Michael, Tom Hagen, Clemenza and Tessio. Theresa Hagen had been
persuaded to go to her own home next door. Paulie Gatto was still waiting in the living
room, not knowing that Tessio's men had been instructed not to let him leave or let him
out of their sight.

2 Tom Hagen relayed the deal (nepepnasan, nepeckasbian) Sollozzo offered. He told
how after Sollozzo had learned the Don still lived, it was obvious that he meant to Kill
Hagen. Hagen grinned. "If | ever plead (3awuwars nHTEpPECHI NOACYAMMOrO, BbICTYNaTh
B cyae c 3assreHnem) before the Supreme Court (BepxosHbivi cya /cyn nepsou
WHCTaHLUMK B WTaTe Hbto-Mopk/; supreme [sju:’pri:m] — Bbiclunit), I'll never plead better
than | did with that goddamn Turk tonight. | told him I'd talk the Family into the deal even
though the Don was alive. | told him | could wrap you around my finger (o6moTaTb
BOKpYr narnbLa), Sonny. How we were buddies (npustenamu, apyxkamn) as kids; and
don't get sore, but | let him get the idea that maybe you weren't too sorry about getting
the old man's job, God forgive me." He smiled apologetically at Sonny, who made a
gesture signifying that he understood, that it was of no consequence (He nveet
3Ha4yeHus, epyHaa; consequence ['‘konsikwons] — nocrnencteume).

3 Michael, leaning back in his armchair with the phone at his right hand, studied both
men. When Hagen had entered the room Sonny had come rushing to embrace him.

Michael realized with a faint twinge of jealousy (c nerkum ykonom peBHOCTU, 3aBUCTY;
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twinge — npuctyn 6onu; mopaneHas myka, yrpbldeHus) that in many ways Sonny and
Tom Hagen were closer than he himself could ever be to his own brother.

4 "Let's get down to business," Sonny said. "We have to make plans. Take a look at
this list me and Tessio made up. Tessio, give Clemenza your copy."

5 "If we make plans," Michael said, "Freddie should be here."

6 Sonny said grimly, "Freddie is no use to us. The doctor says he's in shock so bad he
has to have complete rest. | don't understand that. Freddie was always a pretty tough
guy. | guess seeing the old man gunned down was hard on him, he always thought the
Don was God. He wasn't like you and me, Mike."

7 Hagen said quickly, "OK, leave Freddie out. Leave him out of everything, absolutely
everything. Now, Sonny, until this is all over | think you should stay in the house. | mean
never leave it. You're safe here. Don't underrate Sollozzo (He HegooueHuBan), he's got
to be a pezzonovante, a real .90 caliber. Is the hospital covered (HagexHO NPUKPLIT =
OXpaHsAeM, CrnegsT nn 3a HUm)?"

8 Sonny nodded. "The cops have it locked in and | got my people there visiting Pop all
the time. What do you think of that list, Tom?"

9 Hagen frowned down at the list of names. "Jesus Christ, Sonny, you're really taking
this personal, The Don would consider it a purely business dispute. Sollozzo is the key.
Get rid of Sollozzo and everything falls in line (yTpsacetcsa, npuget B HopMy). You don't
have to go after the Tattaglias."

10 Sonny looked at his two caporegimes. Tessio shrugged. "It's tricky (3anytaHHo =
CnoXHoe aeno, TpyaHo ckasatb)," he said. Clemenza didn't answer at all.

11 Sonny said to Clemenza, "One thing we can take care of without discussion. | don't
want Paulie around here anymore. Make that first on your list." The fat caporegime
nodded.

12 Hagen said, "What about Luca? Sollozzo didn't seem worried about Luca. That
worries me. If Luca sold us out, we're in real trouble. That's the first thing we have to
know. Has anybody been able to get in touch with him?"

13 "No," Sonny said. "I've been calling him all night. Maybe he's shacked up (rae-to
He y cebs, ¢ XeHLWKnHon cenvac npoxumeaeT; shack — nayyra, xvxnHa; to shack up —
COXUTENbCTBOBATL C KEM-TO /cneHr/)."

14 "No," Hagen said. "He never sleeps over with a broad (Hukorga He npoBoguT €
[eBKOW BCIO HoYb). He always goes home when he's through (3akorunT). Mike, keep

ringing his number until you get an answer." Michael dutifully picked up the phone and
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dialed. He could hear the phone ringing on the other end but no one answered. Finally
he hung up. "Keep trying every fifteen minutes," Hagen said.

15 Sonny said impatiently, "OK, Tom you're the Consigliori, how about some advice
(kak HacyeT kakoro-HMbyab coseta)? What the hell do you think we should do?"

16 Hagen helped himself to the whiskey bottle on the desk. "We negotiate with
Sollozzo until your father is in shape to take charge (6yznet B doopme, 4T06bI B3ATH Ha
ceb4a Harpyasky, 3aboTy /060 Bcem/). We might even make a deal if we have to. When
your father gets out of bed he can settle the whole business without a fuss (6e3 cyeTsl,
wyma, '6asapa’) and all the Families will go along with him."

17 Sonny said angrily, "You think | can't handle this guy Sollozzo (He cnpasntock)?"
18 Tom Hagen looked him directly in the eye. "Sonny, sure you can outfight him
(nobegutb B 6010). The Corleone Family has the power. You have Clemenza and
Tessio here and they can muster a thousand men (cobpaTb, co3saTb) if it comes to an
all-out war. But at the end there will be a shambles (6onHs; paspyLieHns, pynHsl) over
the whole East Coast and all the other Families will blame the Corleones (to blame —
BuHUTL). We'll make a lot of enemies. And that's something your father never believed
in."

19 Michael, watching Sonny, thought he took this well. But then Sonny said to Hagen,
"What if the old man dies, what do you advise then, Consigliori?"

20 Hagen said quietly, "I know you won't do it, but | would advise you to make a real
deal with Sollozzo on the drugs. Without your father's political contacts and personal
influence (BnusHue ['Infludns]) the Corleone Family loses half its strength. Without your
father, the other New York Families might wind up supporting the Tattaglias (koHuat
Tem, 4Yto ByayT nogaepxmeaThb) and Sollozzo just to make sure there isn't a long
destructive war. If your father dies, make the deal. Then wait and see."

21 Sonny was white-faced with anger. "That's easy for you to say, it's not your father
they killed."

22 Hagen said quickly and proudly, "l was as good a son to him as you or Mike,
maybe better. I'm giving you a professional opinion. Personally | want to kill all those
bastards." The emotion in his voice shamed Sonny, who said, "Oh, Christ, Tom, | didn't
mean it that way." But he had, really. Blood was blood and nothing else was its equal.
23 Sonny brooded (to brood — cngeTb Ha ANLEXx, BbICMXMBATDL; Pa3MbILLNAT,
BblHalWmBaTh /B yme/) for a moment as the others waited in embarrassed silence. Then
he sighed and spoke quietly. "OK, we'll sit tight (byaem cugete Trxo) until the old man

can give us the lead. But, Tom, | want you to stay inside the mall, too. Don't take any
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chances (He puckyin). Mike, you be careful, though | don't think even Sollozzo would
bring personal family into the war. Everybody would be against him then. But be careful.
Tessio, you hold your people in reserve but have them nosing around the city (nyctb
pasHioxmsatoT). Clemenza, after you settle the Paulie Gatto thing, you move your men
into the house and the mall to replace Tessio's people. Tessio, you keep your men at
the hospital, though. Tom, start negotiation over the phone or by messenger with
Sollozzo and the Tattaglias the first thing in the morning. Mike, tomorrow you take a
couple of Clemenza's people and go to Luca's house and wait for him to show up or find
out where the hell he is. That crazy bastard might be going after Sollozzo right now if
he's heard the news. | can't believe he'd ever go against his Don, no matter what the
Turk offered him."

24 Hagen said reluctantly, "Maybe Mike shouldn't get mixed up in this so directly."

25 "Right," Sonny said. "Forget that, Mike. Anyway | need you on the phone here in
the house, that's more important.”

26 Michael didn't say anything. He felt awkward (Hernosko [‘0:kwed]), almost ashamed
(npuctbbkeHHO), and he noticed Clemenza and Tessio with faces so carefully impassive
that he was sure that they were hiding their contempt (ckpeiBanu npespenune). He
picked up the phone and dialed Luca Brasi's number and kept the receiver to his ear as

it rang and rang.

1 It was nearly four o'clock in the morning as they all sat in the corner room
office — Sonny, Michael, Tom Hagen, Clemenza and Tessio. Theresa Hagen had
been persuaded to go to her own home next door. Paulie Gatto was still waiting in
the living room, not knowing that Tessio's men had been instructed not to let him
leave or let him out of their sight.

2 Tom Hagen relayed the deal Sollozzo offered. He told how after Sollozzo had
learned the Don still lived, it was obvious that he meant to kill Hagen. Hagen
grinned. "If | ever plead before the Supreme Court, I'll never plead better than | did
with that goddamn Turk tonight. | told him I'd talk the Family into the deal even
though the Don was alive. | told him | could wrap you around my finger, Sonny.
How we were buddies as kids; and don't get sore, but | let him get the idea that
maybe you weren't too sorry about getting the old man's job, God forgive me." He
smiled apologetically at Sonny, who made a gesture signifying that he

understood, that it was of no consequence.
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3 Michael, leaning back in his armchair with the phone at his right hand, studied
both men. When Hagen had entered the room Sonny had come rushing to
embrace him. Michael realized with a faint twinge of jealousy that in many ways
Sonny and Tom Hagen were closer than he himself could ever be to his own
brother.
4 "Let's get down to business,"” Sonny said. "We have to make plans. Take a
look at this list me and Tessio made up. Tessio, give Clemenza your copy."
5 "If we make plans," Michael said, "Freddie should be here."
6 Sonny said grimly, "Freddie is no use to us. The doctor says he's in shock so
bad he has to have complete rest. | don't understand that. Freddie was always a
pretty tough guy. | guess seeing the old man gunned down was hard on him, he
always thought the Don was God. He wasn't like you and me, Mike."
7 Hagen said quickly, "OK, leave Freddie out. Leave him out of everything,
absolutely everything. Now, Sonny, until this is all over | think you should stay in
the house. | mean never leave it. You're safe here. Don't underrate Sollozzo, he's
got to be a pezzonovante, a real .90 caliber. Is the hospital covered?"
8 Sonny nodded. "The cops have it locked in and | got my people there visiting
Pop all the time. What do you think of that list, Tom?"
9 Hagen frowned down at the list of names. "Jesus Christ, Sonny, you're really
taking this personal, The Don would consider it a purely business dispute.
Sollozzo is the key. Get rid of Sollozzo and everything falls in line. You don't have
to go after the Tattaglias."
10 Sonny looked at his two caporegimes. Tessio shrugged. "It's tricky,” he said.
Clemenza didn't answer at all.
11 Sonny said to Clemenza, "One thing we can take care of without discussion. |
don't want Paulie around here anymore. Make that first on your list." The fat
caporegime nodded.
12 Hagen said, "What about Luca? Sollozzo didn't seem worried about Luca.
That worries me. If Luca sold us out, we're in real trouble. That's the first thing we
have to know. Has anybody been able to get in touch with him?"
13 "No," Sonny said. "I've been calling him all night. Maybe he's shacked up."
14 "No," Hagen said. "He never sleeps over with a broad. He always goes home
when he's through. Mike, keep ringing his number until you get an answer."

Michael dutifully picked up the phone and dialed. He could hear the phone ringing
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on the other end but no one answered. Finally he hung up. "Keep trying every
fifteen minutes,” Hagen said.

15 Sonny said impatiently, "OK, Tom you're the Consigliori, how about some
advice? What the hell do you think we should do?"

16 Hagen helped himself to the whiskey bottle on the desk. "We negotiate with
Sollozzo until your father is in shape to take charge. We might even make a deal if
we have to. When your father gets out of bed he can settle the whole business
without a fuss and all the Families will go along with him."

17 Sonny said angrily, "You think | can't handle this guy Sollozzo?"

18 Tom Hagen looked him directly in the eye. "Sonny, sure you can outfight him.
The Corleone Family has the power. You have Clemenza and Tessio here and
they can muster a thousand men if it comes to an all-out war. But at the end there
will be a shambles over the whole East Coast and all the other Families will blame
the Corleones. We'll make a lot of enemies. And that's something your father
never believed in."

19 Michael, watching Sonny, thought he took this well. But then Sonny said to
Hagen, "What if the old man dies, what do you advise then, Consigliori?"

20 Hagen said quietly, "l know you won't do it, but | would advise you to make a
real deal with Sollozzo on the drugs. Without your father's political contacts and
personal influence the Corleone Family loses half its strength. Without your
father, the other New York Families might wind up supporting the Tattaglias and
Sollozzo just to make sure there isn't a long destructive war. If your father dies,
make the deal. Then wait and see."

21 Sonny was white-faced with anger. "That's easy for you to say, it's not your
father they killed."

22 Hagen said quickly and proudly, "l was as good a son to him as you or Mike,
maybe better. I'm giving you a professional opinion. Personally | want to kill all
those bastards.” The emotion in his voice shamed Sonny, who said, "Oh, Christ,
Tom, | didn't mean it that way." But he had, really. Blood was blood and nothing
else was its equal.

23 Sonny brooded for a moment as the others waited in embarrassed silence.
Then he sighed and spoke quietly. "OK, we'll sit tight until the old man can give
us the lead. But, Tom, | want you to stay inside the mall, too. Don't take any
chances. Mike, you be careful, though | don't think even Sollozzo would bring

personal family into the war. Everybody would be against him then. But be careful.
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Tessio, you hold your people in reserve but have them nosing around the city.
Clemenza, after you settle the Paulie Gatto thing, you move your men into the
house and the mall to replace Tessio's people. Tessio, you keep your men at the
hospital, though. Tom, start negotiation over the phone or by messenger with
Sollozzo and the Tattaglias the first thing in the morning. Mike, tomorrow you
take a couple of Clemenza's people and go to Luca's house and wait for him to
show up or find out where the hell he is. That crazy bastard might be going after
Sollozzo right now if he's heard the news. | can't believe he'd ever go against his
Don, no matter what the Turk offered him."
24 Hagen said reluctantly, "Maybe Mike shouldn't get mixed up in this so
directly.”
25 "Right," Sonny said. "Forget that, Mike. Anyway | need you on the phone here
in the house, that's more important.”
26 Michael didn't say anything. He felt awkward, almost ashamed, and he
noticed Clemenza and Tessio with faces so carefully impassive that he was sure
that they were hiding their contempt. He picked up the phone and dialed Luca

Brasi's number and kept the receiver to his ear as it rang and rang.

Chapter 6

1 Peter Clemenza slept badly that night. In the morning he got up early and made his
own breakfast of a glass of grappa, a thick slice of Genoa salami (slice — nomTuk) with a
chunk of fresh Italian bread (chunk — Toncteii kycok /xneba, ceipa, msca/) that was still
delivered to his door (to deliver — goctasnaTte, pasHocuTs) as in the old days. Then he
drank a great, plain china mug filled with hot coffee that had been lashed with anisette
(c nobaskon aHncoBoro nukepa; to lash — xnecrtatb; nogxnecToiBaTh, BO30YXaaThb;
cBasbiBaTh). But as he padded about the house (pacxaxusan, marko crtynas; pad —
npokragka; nogylieyka /Ha koH4Ymkax nanbeues/) in his old bathrobe and red felt slippers
he pondered on the day's work that lay ahead of him. Last night Sonny Corleone had
made it very clear that Paulie Gatto was to be taken care of immediately. It had to be
today.

2 Clemenza was troubled. Not because Gatto had been his protégé and had turned
traitor. This did not reflect on the caporegime's judgment. After all, Paulie's background
had been perfect. He came from a Sicilian family, he had grown up in the same

neighborhood as the Corleone children, had indeed even gone to school with one of the
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sons. He had been brought up through each level (yposeHs) in the proper manner. He
had been tested and not found wanting (Hyxgatowmics; HegoCTaTOYHbIN,
HenonHoueHHbIM). And then after he had "made his bones" he had received a good
living from the Family, a percentage of an East Side "book" and a union payroll slot
(Luenb; MecTo B pacnmcaHuu, Hagnexaiiee Mecto; pasmMeyeHHoe MeCTO 4115 NapKOBKU
aBTomobuns). Clemenza had not been unaware that Paulie Gatto supplemented his
income with free-lance stickups (gononHan ceon goxoa He3aBucuMbIMK rpabexamu; to
supplement [‘'sAplimadnt]; free-lance — «cBo6ogHOE KONbE»: NaHACKHEXT /HAEMHBbIN
congat B CpeaHue Beka/; He3aBMCUMbIA, CBOOOAHBIV; BHELTATHbIN; to stick up —
OoCTaHaBnuBaThb C Lenbko orpabnenHna /cnenr/), strictly against the Family rules, but even
this was a sign of the man's worth. The breaking of such regulations was considered a
sign of high-spiritedness (myxectBeHHOCTb, yaanscTBo), like that shown by a fine racing
horse fighting the reins (noBogba, BOXOKM).

3 And Paulie had never caused trouble with his stickups. They had always been
meticulously planned (meticulous [mr'tikjulds] — MenoYHbIN, AOTOLWHBIN, TLWATENBHbIN)
and carried out with the minimum of fuss and trouble, with no one ever getting hurt: a
three-thousand-dollar Manhattan garment (ogexxaa) center payroll (HanuyHocTh), a
small chinaware factory (dpabpuka dapdoposbix nsgenuin) payroll in the slums
(Tpywo6kl) of Brooklyn. After all, a young man could always use some extra pocket
money. It was all in the pattern (8 Hopme; pattern — o6paseun, mogens). Who could ever
foretell (npenckasate) that Paulie Gatto would turn traitor?

4 What was troubling Peter Clemenza this morning was an administrative problem.
The actual execution of Gatto was a cut-and-dried chore (pyTuHHoe geno; cut-and-dried
— PYTUHHBIN; chore [tlo:] — pyTuHHas paboTa, exenHeBHble 06s3aHHOCTH). The problem
was, who should the caporegime bring up from the ranks to replace Gatto in the Family?
It was an important promotion (npogswxeHue, noeeiweHne), that to "button” man
(6oeBuk: «conpgaT» /cneHnr/), one not to be handed out lightly. The man had to be tough
and he had to be smart. He had to be safe, not a person who would talk to the police if
he got in trouble, one well saturated (to saturate [‘saet/dreit] — HacbIwaTh, NPONUTLIBATL)
in the Sicilians' law of omerta, the law of silence. And then, what kind of a living would
he receive for his new duties? Clemenza had several times spoken to the Don about
better rewards for the all-important button man who was first in the front line when
trouble arose, but the Don had put him off. If Paulie had been making more money, he
might have been able to resist the blandishments (conpoTuenaTbcs, NPOTUBOCTOATH

yrosopam, obonsLueHnam) of the wily Turk, Sollozzo.
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5 Clemenza finally narrowed down the list of candidates to three men. The first was an
enforcer (MU0, NPUHYANTENBHO OCYLLECTBASAOLLNA NPaBo B CyaeOHOM nopsagke; Ynex
raHrcrepckon 6aHapl, OyHKLUMEN KOTOPOro SABMSAETCS NPUHYXXAEHWE K BbINOMHEHUIO €€
TpebosaHuin) who worked with the colored policy bankers in Harlem, a big brawny brute
of a man of great physical strength, a man with a great deal of personal charm who
could get along with people and yet when necessary make them go in fear of him. But
Clemenza scratched him off the list (BbivepkHyr; scratch — yapanats; to scratch —
Bbl4epkuBaTh) after considering his name for a half hour. This man got along too well
with the black people, which hinted at some flaw of character (flaw — TpewmHa, nopok).
Also he would be too hard to replace in the position he now held.
6 The second name Clemenza considered and almost settled on was a hard-working
chap (napeHb) who served faithfully and well in the organization. This man was the
collector of delinquent accounts (cOOpLUMK NPOLIEHTOB MO cHEeTaM y TeX, KTO YKITOHAEeTCcs
oT nnarexen; delinquent [di'linkwont] — Hapywatowun 3akoH, npaBoHapyLumTens) for
Family-licensed shylocks (pocToBLymkn; Shylock — 6ecnowagHbIin 1 MCTUTENBHbIN
pocToBLMK B nNbece LLekcnvpa «BeneunaHckun kynewy») in Manhattan. He had started
off as a bookmaker's runner. But he was not quite yet ready for such an important
promotion.
7 Finally he settled on Rocco Lampone. Lampone had served a short but impressive
apprenticeship (y4eHnyecTBo, cpok 0byyeHuns; apprentice — nogmacrtepee) in the Family.
During the war he had been wounded in Africa and been discharged in 1943. Because
of the shortage of young men, Clemenza had taken him on even though Lampone was
partially incapacitated (6bin YacTM4HO caenaH HeNnpPUrogHbIM, BbIBEAEH U3 CTPOS;
capacity [kd’paesiti] — cnocobHocTb) by his injuries (injury [‘IndGari] — noBpexaeHue;
paHa) and walked with a pronounced limp (C SiBHbIM, XOPOLUO 3aMeTHbIM
npuxpameisaHnem). Clemenza had used him as a black-market contact in the garment
center and with government employees controlling OPA food stamps. From that,
Lampone had graduated to trouble-shooter (aBapunHbIN MOHTEP; crieumnanbHbIn
YNOSTHOMOYEHHbIN MO yIaxmnBaHuio KOHMNukToe; nocpeaHuk) for the whole operation.
What Clemenza liked about him was his good judgment. He knew that there was no
percentage in being tough about something that would only cost a heavy fine (wtpad)
or six months in jail, small prices to pay for the enormous profits earned. He had the
good sense to know that it was not an area for heavy threats but light ones. He kept the

whole operation in a minor key, which was exactly what was needed.
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8 Clemenza felt the relief of a conscientious administrator who has solved a knotty
personnel problem. Yes, it would be Rocco Lampone who would assist. For Clemenza
planned to handle this job himself, not only to help a new, inexperienced man "make his
bones," but to settle a personal score with Paulie Gatto. Paulie had been his protégé,
he had advanced Paulie over the heads of more deserving and more loyal people, he
had helped Paulie "make his bones" and furthered his career in every way (to further —
npogsuraTb, NnogaepxusaTtb, cogencteoBaTk). Paulie had not only betrayed the Family,
he had betrayed his padrone, Peter Clemenza. This lack of respect had to be repaid.
9 Everything else was arranged. Paulie Gatto had been instructed to pick him up at
three in the afternoon, and to pick him up with his own car, nothing hot (Tonbko 4T0
ykpageHHbin /cnenr/). Now Clemenza took up the telephone and dialed Rocco
Lampone's number. He did not identify himself. He simply said, "Come to my house, |
have an errand for you." He was pleased to note that despite the early hour, Lampone's
voice was not surprised or dazed with sleep (to daze — nsymnTb, olenomuTb, 3actaTb
Bpacnsiox) and he simply said, "OK." Good man. Clemenza added, "No rush, have your
breakfast and lunch first before you come see me. But not later than two in the
afternoon."
10 There was another laconic OK on the other end and Clemenza hung up the phone.
He had already alerted his people about replacing caporegime Tessio's people in the
Corleone mall so that was done. He had capable subordinates and never interfered in a
mechanical operation of that kind.
11 He decided to wash his Cadillac. He loved the car. It gave him such a quiet
peaceful ride, and its upholstery (o6ueka) was so rich that he sometimes sat in it for an
hour when the weather was good because it was more pleasant than sitting in the
house. And it always helped him think when he was grooming the car (to groom —
YUCTUTb; XONUTb, HABOAMTL TIOCK; groom — KoHox). He remembered his father in Italy
doing the same thing with donkeys (ocnbl).
12 Clemenza worked inside the heated garage, he hated cold. He ran over his plans
(ewe pas nepebpan B ronose). You had to be careful with Paulie, the man was like a rat,
he could smell danger. And now of course despite being so tough he must be shitting in
his pants because the old man was still alive. He'd be as skittish (HopoBucTeIn,
nyrnvebin) as a donkey with ants (mypasbu) up his ass. But Clemenza was accustomed
to these circumstances (npuBbIk kK 3TM obcToaTenbcTBaMm; to accustom [0'kAstom] —
npuyyaTs; circumstance ['sd:kdmstons]), usual in his work. First, he had to have a good

excuse for Rocco to accompany them. Second, he had to have a plausible
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(npaBgonogobHbIN, BHeWwHe yoeauTensHbin ['plo:zdbl]) mission for the three of them to
go on.
13 Of course, strictly speaking, this was not necessary. Paulie Gatto could be killed
without any of these frills (1 6e3 aTux yxuwpenun, npukpac; frill — obopka, xabo;
Bbl4YPHOCTb, MaHepHocTh). He was locked in, he could not run away. But Clemenza felt
strongly that it was important to keep good working habits and never give away a
fraction (opobb, nons) of a percentage point. You never could tell what might happen
and these matters were, after all, questions of life and death.
14 As he washed his baby-blue Cadillac, Peter Clemenza pondered and rehearsed his
lines (noBTOpPSAN, penetTupoBan «pennnkn, CTpokny»; to rehearse [ri’had:s]), the
expressions of his face. He would be curt with Paulie, as if displeased with him. With a
man so sensitive and suspicious as Gatto this would throw him off the track or at least
leave him uncertain. Undue friendliness would make him wary (nogo3puternbHbii,
HacTopoXeHHbIN [‘wedrl]). But of course the curtness must not be too angry. It had to be
rather an absentminded sort of irritation. And why Lampone? Paulie would find that
most alarming, especially since Lampone had to be in the rear seat. Paulie wouldn't like
being helpless at the wheel with Lampone behind his head. Clemenza rubbed and
polished the metal of his Cadillac furiously. It was going to be tricky. Very tricky. For a
moment he debated whether to recruit another man but decided against it. Here he
followed basic reasoning. In years to come a situation might arise where it might be
profitable for one of his partners to testify against him. If there were just one accomplice
(coobuHuk [d'komplis]) it was one's word against the other. But the word of a second
accomplice could swing the balance. No, they would stick to procedure
(NpnoepxmBaTbCA HAMEYEeHHOoro nraxa).
15 What annoyed (to annoy [d'noi] — gokyyaTs; pasgpaxarts) Clemenza was that the
execution had to be "public." That is, the body was to be found. He would have much
preferred having it disappear. (Usual burying grounds were the nearby ocean or the
swamplands (6onota) of New Jersey on land owned by friends of the Family or by other
more complicated methods.) But it had to be public so that embryo traitors (npegatenu
«B 3apogbiwe») would be frightened and the enemy warned that the Corleone Family
had by no means gone stupid or soft (Bosce He nornynena v He ocnabna, pasmsakna).
Sollozzo would be made wary by this quick discovery of his spy (wnuoH). The Corleone
Family would win back some of its prestige (npectux [pres’ti:G]). It had been made to

look foolish by the shooting of the old man.
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16 Clemenza sighed. The Cadillac gleamed like a huge blue steel egg, and he was
nowhere near the solving of his problem. Then the solution hit him, logical and to the
point. It would explain Rocco Lampone, himself and Paulie being together and give
them a mission of sufficient secrecy and importance (sufficient — gocTaTtoyHbIv
[s&fijont]).
17 He would tell Paulie that their job today was to find an apartment in case the Family
decided to "go to the mattresses (3aneysb B matpacsl)."
18 Whenever a war between the Families became bitterly intense, the opponents
would set up headquarters (yctpanBathb WwTab-kBapTupsl) in secret apartments where
the "soldiers" could sleep on mattresses scattered (paszbpocaHHsie) through the rooms.
This was not so much (He ctonbko gns Toro /4To6kl/) to keep their families out of
danger, their wives and little children, since any attack on noncombatants (Ha «MupHBIX
Xntenem», Ha He yyYacTBYLLKMX B cpakeHmn) was undreamed of (Hembicninma). All
parties were too vulnerable (paHumbl) to similar retaliation (ans nogo6Horo oTBETHOrO
yaapa,; retaliation — sBoamesaune). But it was always smarter to live in some secret place
where your everyday movements could not be charted (HaHeceHbl Ha kapTy =
npocnexeHsl) either by your opponents or by some police who might arbitrarily (6e3
OO0CTaTOYHbIX OCHOBaHUM, cBOEBONLHO) decide to meddle.
19 And so usually a trusted caporegime would be sent out to rent a secret apartment
and fill it with mattresses. That apartment would be used as a sally port (npoxop /B
yKpenneHuu/, ncnonb3yemMbiii BOMCKamun 451 COBEPLUEHNS Bbina3kuy; sally — Bbinaska)
into the city when an offensive was mounted (korga opraHunayetcs, npegnpvHumaeTca
HanageHue; to mount — nogHMMaTbLCA, BOCXOAUTb; NpeanpuHumarts). It was natural for
Clemenza to be sent on such an errand. It was natural for him to take Gatto and
Lampone with him to arrange all the details, including the furnishing of the apartment
(mebnnposky nomeleHus; to furnish — cHabxaTtb; 0o6cTaBnsaTb, MebnmposaTth). Also,
Clemenza thought with a grin, Paulie Gatto had proved he was greedy and the first
thought that would pop into his head (HeoxngaHHo nosiButcs) was how much he could
get from Sollozzo for this valuable intelligence (3a 370 LueHHOe cBefeHue).
20 Rocco Lampone arrived early and Clemenza explained what had to be done and
what their roles would be. Lampone's face lit up with surprised gratitude and he thanked
Clemenza respectfully for the promotion allowing him (no3sonstoLlee) to serve the
Family. Clemenza was sure he had done well. He clapped Lampone on the shoulder
and said, "You'll get something better for your living after today. We'll talk about that

later. You understand the Family now is occupied with more critical matters, more
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important things to do." Lampone made a gesture that said he would be patient,
knowing his reward was certain.

21 Clemenza went to his den's safe (den — 6epnora, Hopa; yKpbITUE; Kamopka,
yeanHeHHas komHaTa) and opened it. He took out a gun and gave it to Lampone. "Use
this one," he said. "They can never trace it. Leave it in the car with Paulie. When this job
is finished | want you to take your wife and children on a vacation to Florida. Use your
own money now and I'll pay you back later. Relax, get the sun. Use the Family hotel in
Miami Beach so I'll know where | can get you when | want."

22 Clemenza's wife knocked on the door of the den to tell them that Paulie Gatto had
arrived. He was parked in the driveway. Clemenza led the way through the garage and
Lampone followed him. When Clemenza got into the front seat with Gatto he merely
grunted in greeting, an exasperated look on his face. He looked at his wrist watch as if
he expected to find that Gatto was late.

23 The ferret-faced button man was watching him intently, looking for a clue (kny6ok,
MOTOK /HUTOK/; koY /k pasragke/). He flinched (B3gporHyn, nepegepHyncs) a little when
Lampone got into the rear seat behind him and said, "Rocco, sit on the other side. A big
guy like you blocks up my rear-view mirror." Lampone shifted dutifully (kak nonoxexo =
nocnywHo) so that he was sitting behind Clemenza, as if such a request (npock6a) was
the most natural thing in the world.

24 Clemenza said sourly to Gatto, "Damn that Sonny, he's running scared (curnbHO
HanyraH). He's already thinking of going to the mattresses. We have to find a place on
the West Side. Paulie, you and Rocco gotta staff and supply it (HabpaTb nogen n Bcem
obecneunTts) until the word comes down for the rest of the soldiers to use it. You know a
good location (nomelleHne, mecTo; pasmeLleHve, gucnokaums)?"

25 As he had expected, Gatto's eyes became greedily interested. Paulie had
swallowed the bait (npornotun Haxueky, npumaHky) and because he was thinking how
much the information was worth to Sollozzo, he was forgetting to think about whether he
was in danger. Also, Lampone was acting his part perfectly, staring out the window in a
disinterested, relaxed way. Clemenza congratulated himself on his choice.

26 Gatto shrugged. "I'd have to think about it," he said.

27 Clemenza grunted. "Drive while you think, | want to get to New York today."

28 Paulie was an expert driver and traffic going into the city was light at this time in the
afternoon, so the early winter darkness was just beginning to fall when they arrived.
There was no small talk in the car. Clemenza directed Paulie to drive up to the

Washington Heights section. He checked a few apartment buildings and told him to park
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near Arthur Avenue and wait. He also left Rocco Lampone in the car. He went into the
Vera Mario Restaurant and had a light dinner of veal (tenstuHa) and salad, nodding his
hello's to some acquaintances (3HakombIM; acquaintance [d'kweintdns] — 3HaKOMCTBO;
3HakomeblIn). After an hour had gone by he walked the several blocks (Heckonbko
kBapTanos) to where the car was parked and entered it. Gatto and Lampone were still
waiting. "Shit," Clemenza said, "they want us back in Long Beach. They got some other
job for us now. Sonny says we can let this one go until later. Rocco, you live in the city,
can we drop you off (nogsesTtn: «cobpocutb»)?"

29 Rocco said quietly, "I have my car out at your place and my old lady needs it first
thing in the morning (npsimo ¢ camoro yTpa)."

30 "That's right," Clemenza said. "Then you have to come back with us, after all."

31 Again on the ride back to Long Beach nothing was said. On the stretch of road (Ha
oTpeske goporu; to stretch — TaHyTe/cs/, pactarmeaTe/cs/) that led into the city,
Clemenza said suddenly, "Paulie, pull over (octaHOBM MaLUNHY: «OTbe3XKalN-Ka K
oboumHer), | gotta take a leak (MHe Hapgo cnycTuTb; leak — Teub, yTeuyka; to leak —
npocaymnsaTbes)." From working together so long, Gatto knew the fat caporegime had a
weak bladder (moyeBou ny3eipk). He had often made such a request (npock6a,
TpeboBaHue, 3asaBka [ri'kwest]). Gatto pulled the car off the highway onto the soft earth
that led to the swamp (Bena k 6onoty). Clemenza climbed out of the car and took a few
steps into the bushes. He actually relieved himself (n B camom gene obneryuncs). Then
as he opened the door to get back into the car he took a quick look up and down the
highway. There were no lights, the road was completely dark. "Go ahead," Clemenza
said. A second later the interior of the car reverberated with the report of a gun (to
reverberate — oTpaxaTbcs, oTAaBaTbCs /0 3ByKe/; report — 3BeHsiLee axo /BbicTpena/).
Paulie Gatto seemed to jump forward, his body flinging against the steering wheel and
then slumping over to the seat (oces, pesko ynas). Clemenza had stepped back hastily
to avoid being hit with fragments of skull bone and blood.

32 Rocco Lampone scrambled out (Belkapabkarcs, Bbiries) of the back seat. He still
held the gun and he threw it into the swamp. He and Clemenza walked hastily to a car
parked nearby and got in. Lampone reached underneath the seat and found the key
that had been left for them. He started the car and drove Clemenza to his home. Then
instead of going back by the same route, he took the Jones Beach Causeway right on
through to the town of Merrick and onto the Meadowbrook Parkway until he reached the
Northern State Parkway. He rode that to the Long Island Expressway and then

continued on to the Whitestone Bridge and through the Bronx to his home in Manhattan.
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1 Peter Clemenza slept badly that night. In the morning he got up early and
made his own breakfast of a glass of grappa, a thick slice of Genoa salami with a
chunk of fresh Italian bread that was still delivered to his door as in the old days.
Then he drank a great, plain china mug filled with hot coffee that had been lashed
with anisette. But as he padded about the house in his old bathrobe and red felt
slippers he pondered on the day's work that lay ahead of him. Last night Sonny
Corleone had made it very clear that Paulie Gatto was to be taken care of
immediately. It had to be today.

2 Clemenza was troubled. Not because Gatto had been his protégé and had
turned traitor. This did not reflect on the caporegime's judgment. After all,
Paulie's background had been perfect. He came from a Sicilian family, he had
grown up in the same neighborhood as the Corleone children, had indeed even
gone to school with one of the sons. He had been brought up through each level
in the proper manner. He had been tested and not found wanting. And then after
he had "made his bones" he had received a good living from the Family, a
percentage of an East Side "book" and a union payroll slot. Clemenza had not
been unaware that Paulie Gatto supplemented his income with free-lance
stickups, strictly against the Family rules, but even this was a sign of the man's
worth. The breaking of such regulations was considered a sign of high-
spiritedness, like that shown by a fine racing horse fighting the reins.

3 And Paulie had never caused trouble with his stickups. They had always been
meticulously planned and carried out with the minimum of fuss and trouble, with
no one ever getting hurt: a three-thousand-dollar Manhattan garment center
payroll, a small chinaware factory payroll in the slums of Brooklyn. After all, a
young man could always use some extra pocket money. It was all in the pattern.
Who could ever foretell that Paulie Gatto would turn traitor?

4 What was troubling Peter Clemenza this morning was an administrative
problem. The actual execution of Gatto was a cut-and-dried chore. The problem
was, who should the caporegime bring up from the ranks to replace Gatto in the
Family? It was an important promotion, that to "button™ man, one not to be
handed out lightly. The man had to be tough and he had to be smart. He had to be
safe, not a person who would talk to the police if he got in trouble, one well
saturated in the Sicilians' law of omerta, the law of silence. And then, what kind of

a living would he receive for his new duties? Clemenza had several times spoken
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to the Don about better rewards for the all-important button man who was first in
the front line when trouble arose, but the Don had put him off. If Paulie had been
making more money, he might have been able to resist the blandishments of the
wily Turk, Sollozzo.

5 Clemenza finally narrowed down the list of candidates to three men. The first
was an enforcer who worked with the colored policy bankers in Harlem, a big
brawny brute of a man of great physical strength, a man with a great deal of
personal charm who could get along with people and yet when necessary make
them go in fear of him. But Clemenza scratched him off the list after considering
his name for a half hour. This man got along too well with the black people, which
hinted at some flaw of character. Also he would be too hard to replace in the
position he now held.

6 The second name Clemenza considered and almost settled on was a hard-
working chap who served faithfully and well in the organization. This man was the
collector of delinquent accounts for Family-licensed shylocks in Manhattan. He
had started off as a bookmaker's runner. But he was not quite yet ready for such
an important promotion.

7 Finally he settled on Rocco Lampone. Lampone had served a short but
impressive apprenticeship in the Family. During the war he had been wounded in
Africa and been discharged in 1943. Because of the shortage of young men,
Clemenza had taken him on even though Lampone was partially incapacitated by
his injuries and walked with a pronounced limp. Clemenza had used him as a
black-market contact in the garment center and with government employees
controlling OPA food stamps. From that, Lampone had graduated to trouble-
shooter for the whole operation. What Clemenza liked about him was his good
judgment. He knew that there was no percentage in being tough about something
that would only cost a heavy fine or six months in jail, small prices to pay for the
enormous profits earned. He had the good sense to know that it was not an area
for heavy threats but light ones. He kept the whole operation in a minor key,
which was exactly what was needed.

8 Clemenza felt the relief of a conscientious administrator who has solved a
knotty personnel problem. Yes, it would be Rocco Lampone who would assist.
For Clemenza planned to handle this job himself, not only to help a new,
inexperienced man "make his bones," but to settle a personal score with Paulie

Gatto. Paulie had been his protégé, he had advanced Paulie over the heads of
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more deserving and more loyal people, he had helped Paulie "make his bones"
and furthered his career in every way. Paulie had not only betrayed the Family, he
had betrayed his padrone, Peter Clemenza. This lack of respect had to be repaid.
9 Everything else was arranged. Paulie Gatto had been instructed to pick him up
at three in the afternoon, and to pick him up with his own car, nothing hot. Now
Clemenza took up the telephone and dialed Rocco Lampone's number. He did not
identify himself. He simply said, "Come to my house, | have an errand for you."
He was pleased to note that despite the early hour, Lampone's voice was not
surprised or dazed with sleep and he simply said, "OK." Good man. Clemenza
added, "No rush, have your breakfast and lunch first before you come see me.
But not later than two in the afternoon.”

10 There was another laconic OK on the other end and Clemenza hung up the
phone. He had already alerted his people about replacing caporegime Tessio's
people in the Corleone mall so that was done. He had capable subordinates and
never interfered in a mechanical operation of that kind.

11 He decided to wash his Cadillac. He loved the car. It gave him such a quiet
peaceful ride, and its upholstery was so rich that he sometimes sat in it for an
hour when the weather was good because it was more pleasant than sitting in the
house. And it always helped him think when he was grooming the car. He
remembered his father in Italy doing the same thing with donkeys.

12 Clemenza worked inside the heated garage, he hated cold. He ran over his
plans. You had to be careful with Paulie, the man was like a rat, he could smell
danger. And now of course despite being so tough he must be shitting in his
pants because the old man was still alive. He'd be as skittish as a donkey with
ants up his ass. But Clemenza was accustomed to these circumstances, usual in
his work. First, he had to have a good excuse for Rocco to accompany them.
Second, he had to have a plausible mission for the three of them to go on.

13 Of course, strictly speaking, this was not necessary. Paulie Gatto could be
killed without any of these frills. He was locked in, he could not run away. But
Clemenza felt strongly that it was important to keep good working habits and
never give away a fraction of a percentage point. You never could tell what might
happen and these matters were, after all, questions of life and death.

14 As he washed his baby-blue Cadillac, Peter Clemenza pondered and
rehearsed his lines, the expressions of his face. He would be curt with Paulie, as

if displeased with him. With a man so sensitive and suspicious as Gatto this
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would throw him off the track or at least leave him uncertain. Undue friendliness
would make him wary. But of course the curtness must not be too angry. It had to
be rather an absentminded sort of irritation. And why Lampone? Paulie would
find that most alarming, especially since Lampone had to be in the rear seat.
Paulie wouldn't like being helpless at the wheel with Lampone behind his head.
Clemenza rubbed and polished the metal of his Cadillac furiously. It was going to
be tricky. Very tricky. For a moment he debated whether to recruit another man
but decided against it. Here he followed basic reasoning. In years to come a
situation might arise where it might be profitable for one of his partners to testify
against him. If there were just one accomplice it was one's word against the other.
But the word of a second accomplice could swing the balance. No, they would
stick to procedure.

15 What annoyed Clemenza was that the execution had to be "public.” That is,
the body was to be found. He would have much preferred having it disappear.
(Usual burying grounds were the nearby ocean or the swamplands of New Jersey
on land owned by friends of the Family or by other more complicated methods.)
But it had to be public so that embryo traitors would be frightened and the enemy
warned that the Corleone Family had by no means gone stupid or soft. Sollozzo
would be made wary by this quick discovery of his spy. The Corleone Family
would win back some of its prestige. It had been made to look foolish by the
shooting of the old man.

16 Clemenza sighed. The Cadillac gleamed like a huge blue steel egg, and he
was nowhere near the solving of his problem. Then the solution hit him, logical
and to the point. It would explain Rocco Lampone, himself and Paulie being
together and give them a mission of sufficient secrecy and importance.

17 He would tell Paulie that their job today was to find an apartment in case the
Family decided to "go to the mattresses."

18 Whenever a war between the Families became bitterly intense, the opponents
would set up headquarters in secret apartments where the "soldiers" could sleep
on mattresses scattered through the rooms. This was not so much to keep their
families out of danger, their wives and little children, since any attack on
noncombatants was undreamed of. All parties were too vulnerable to similar
retaliation. But it was always smarter to live in some secret place where your
everyday movements could not be charted either by your opponents or by some

police who might arbitrarily decide to meddle.
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19 And so usually a trusted caporegime would be sent out to rent a secret
apartment and fill it with mattresses. That apartment would be used as a sally
port into the city when an offensive was mounted. It was natural for Clemenza to
be sent on such an errand. It was natural for him to take Gatto and Lampone with
him to arrange all the details, including the furnishing of the apartment. Also,
Clemenza thought with a grin, Paulie Gatto had proved he was greedy and the
first thought that would pop into his head was how much he could get from
Sollozzo for this valuable intelligence.
20 Rocco Lampone arrived early and Clemenza explained what had to be done
and what their roles would be. Lampone's face lit up with surprised gratitude and
he thanked Clemenza respectfully for the promotion allowing him to serve the
Family. Clemenza was sure he had done well. He clapped Lampone on the
shoulder and said, "You'll get something better for your living after today. We'll
talk about that later. You understand the Family now is occupied with more
critical matters, more important things to do." Lampone made a gesture that said
he would be patient, knowing his reward was certain.
21 Clemenza went to his den's safe and opened it. He took out a gun and gave it
to Lampone. "Use this one,"” he said. "They can never trace it. Leave it in the car
with Paulie. When this job is finished | want you to take your wife and children on
a vacation to Florida. Use your own money now and I'll pay you back later. Relax,
get the sun. Use the Family hotel in Miami Beach so I'll know where | can get you
when | want."
22 Clemenza's wife knocked on the door of the den to tell them that Paulie Gatto
had arrived. He was parked in the driveway. Clemenza led the way through the
garage and Lampone followed him. When Clemenza got into the front seat with
Gatto he merely grunted in greeting, an exasperated look on his face. He looked
at his wrist watch as if he expected to find that Gatto was late.
23 The ferret-faced button man was watching him intently, looking for a clue. He
flinched a little when Lampone got into the rear seat behind him and said, "Rocco,
sit on the other side. A big guy like you blocks up my rear-view mirror." Lampone
shifted dutifully so that he was sitting behind Clemenza, as if such a request was
the most natural thing in the world.
24 Clemenza said sourly to Gatto, "Damn that Sonny, he's running scared. He's

already thinking of going to the mattresses. We have to find a place on the West
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Side. Paulie, you and Rocco gotta staff and supply it until the word comes down
for the rest of the soldiers to use it. You know a good location?"
25 As he had expected, Gatto's eyes became greedily interested. Paulie had
swallowed the bait and because he was thinking how much the information was
worth to Sollozzo, he was forgetting to think about whether he was in danger.
Also, Lampone was acting his part perfectly, staring out the window in a
disinterested, relaxed way. Clemenza congratulated himself on his choice.
26 Gatto shrugged. "I'd have to think about it," he said.
27 Clemenza grunted. "Drive while you think, | want to get to New York today."
28 Paulie was an expert driver and traffic going into the city was light at this time
in the afternoon, so the early winter darkness was just beginning to fall when they
arrived. There was no small talk in the car. Clemenza directed Paulie to drive up
to the Washington Heights section. He checked a few apartment buildings and
told him to park near Arthur Avenue and wait. He also left Rocco Lampone in the
car. He went into the Vera Mario Restaurant and had a light dinner of veal and
salad, nodding his hello's to some acquaintances. After an hour had gone by he
walked the several blocks to where the car was parked and entered it. Gatto and
Lampone were still waiting. "Shit,"” Clemenza said, "they want us back in Long
Beach. They got some other job for us now. Sonny says we can let this one go
until later. Rocco, you live in the city, can we drop you off?"
29 Rocco said quietly, "I have my car out at your place and my old lady needs it
first thing in the morning."
30 "That's right,” Clemenza said. "Then you have to come back with us, after
all.”
31 Again on the ride back to Long Beach nothing was said. On the stretch of
road that led into the city, Clemenza said suddenly, "Paulie, pull over, | gotta take
a leak.” From working together so long, Gatto knew the fat caporegime had a
weak bladder. He had often made such a request. Gatto pulled the car off the
highway onto the soft earth that led to the swamp. Clemenza climbed out of the
car and took a few steps into the bushes. He actually relieved himself. Then as he
opened the door to get back into the car he took a quick look up and down the
highway. There were no lights, the road was completely dark. "Go ahead,"
Clemenza said. A second later the interior of the car reverberated with the report

of a gun. Paulie Gatto seemed to jump forward, his body flinging against the
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steering wheel and then slumping over to the seat. Clemenza had stepped back
hastily to avoid being hit with fragments of skull bone and blood.

32 Rocco Lampone scrambled out of the back seat. He still held the gun and he
threw it into the swamp. He and Clemenza walked hastily to a car parked nearby
and got in. Lampone reached underneath the seat and found the key that had
been left for them. He started the car and drove Clemenza to his home. Then
instead of going back by the same route, he took the Jones Beach Causeway
right on through to the town of Merrick and onto the Meadowbrook Parkway until
he reached the Northern State Parkway. He rode that to the Long Island
Expressway and then continued on to the Whitestone Bridge and through the

Bronx to his home in Manhattan.

Chapter 7

1 On the night before the shooting of Don Corleone, his strongest and most loyal and
most feared retainer (cnyra /noctosaHHO XmByLLMIA B cembe/) prepared to meet with the
enemy. Luca Brasi had made contact with the forces of Sollozzo several months before.
He had done so on the orders of Don Corleone himself. He had done so by frequenting
the nightclubs (nocewas; to frequent [fri:’kwent] — yacto nocewats, 6biBaTh) controlled
by the Tattaglia Family and by taking up with one of their top call girls (3aBa3aB
OTHOLLIEHMS, 3aHABLUNCb OQHOW U3 MX OCHOBHBbIX AeBYLUeEK rno Bbi3oBy). In bed with this
call girl he grumbled about how he was held down in the Corleone Family (sopyan, 4yto
emy He gatoT xogy; to hold down — yaepxuBatb, AepXaTb B nog4nHeHumn), how his
worth was not recognized (ero 4OCTOMHCTBO /TO, Ha YTO OH CnocobeH/, He Npu3HaeTcs,
He ueHuTcq; to recognize [rekdgnaiz] — npusHaBaThk). After a week of this affair with the
call girl (affair [0'fed] — cBA3b), Luca was approached by Bruno Tattaglia (k Hemy
o6patuncs; to approach [0'proutf] — npubnmxaTbCst, NOAXOAUTb; 0BpaLLaThCs /C
npocbbou, npeanoxerHnem/), manager of the nightclub. Bruno was the youngest son,
and ostensibly not connected (skobbl, N0 BUAMMOCTY HE CBA3AHHbLIN, HE NPUYACTHbIN)
with the Family business of prostitution. But his famous nightclub with its dancing line of
long-stemmed beauties (gnnHHOHOMMX KpacoTok; stem — cTtebens; long-stemmed — ¢
ANVHHBIM cTebnem; anvHHoHoras) was the finishing school for many of the city hookers
(YNMYHbBIX NPOCTUTYTOK).

2 The first meeting was all above-board (oTkpbIThIN, Npsamon), Tattaglia offering him a

job to work in the Family business as enforcer (enforcer — «npuHyguTenb», YneH
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raHrcrepckon 6aHapbl, OyHKUMEN KOTOPOro SABMSETCS NPUHYXXAEHME K BbINOMHEHUIO ee
TpeboBaHu unu npmeBeaeHne B ncronHeHne ee npurosopos). The flirtation went on for
nearly a month. Luca played his role of man infatuated with a young beautiful girl (to
infatuate [In’feetjueit] — cBecTn ¢ yma, BHyLLIMTb CUnNbHYHO cTpacTs), Bruno Tattaglia the
role of a businessman trying to recruit an able executive from a rival (ot conepHuka,
KOoHKypeHTa). At one such meeting, Luca pretended to be swayed (caenan Bug, 4To
cornawaeTcs: «4TO YroBOpeH»; to sway — kavaTtbCs, KonebaTbCa; CKNOHATL /K YeMy-
nnbo/), then said, "But one thing must be understood. | will never go against the
Godfather. Don Corleone is a man | respect. | understand that he must put his sons
before me in the Family business."

3 Bruno Tattaglia was one of the new generation with a barely hidden contempt (c
eaBa ckpbiBaembiM npespeHnem) for the old Moustache Petes like Luca Brasi, Don
Corleone and even his own father. He was just a little too respectful. Now he said, "My
father wouldn't expect you to do anything against the Corleones. Why should he?
Everybody gets along with everybody else now (Bce yxuBatoTcs, gorosapmsaroTcs), it's
not like the old days. It's just that if you're looking for a new job, | can pass along the
word to my father (nepegats). There's always need for a man like you in our business.
It's a hard business and it needs hard men to keep it running smooth. Let me know if
you ever make up your mind (ecnn Hagymaelb)."

4 Luca shrugged. "It's not so bad where I'm at." And so they left it.

5 The general idea had been to lead the Tattaglias to believe that he knew about the
lucrative narcotics operation (lucrative [‘lu:krétiv] — npubeineHeIM) and that he wanted a
piece of it free-lance. In that fashion he might hear something about Sollozzo's plans if
the Turk had any, or whether he was getting ready to step on the toes of Don Corleone
(cobupaeTtca nn oH YTO-NMBO NpeanpuHATL NPoTMB [JoHa KopneoHe: «HacTynuTb Ha
nansubl Hory). After waiting for two months with nothing else happening, Luca reported
to the Don that obviously Sollozzo was taking his defeat graciously (gracious ['grei[ds] —
MUMOCTMBLIN; NobesHbIN, 06xoauTensHbI, Bexnuebin). The Don had told him to keep
trying but merely as a sideline, not to press it.

6 Luca had dropped into the nightclub the evening before Don Corleone's being shot.
Almost immediately Bruno Tattaglia had come to his table and sat down.

7 "l have a friend who wants to talk to you," he said.

8 "Bring him over," Luca said. "I'll talk to any friend of yours."

9 "No," Bruno said. "He wants to see you in private."

10 "Who is he?" Luca asked.
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11 "Just a friend of mine," Bruno Tattaglia said. "He wants to put a proposition to you.
Can you meet him later on tonight?"
12 "Sure," Luca said. "What time and where?"
13 Tattaglia said softly, "The club closes at four in the morning. Why don't you meet in
here while the waiters are cleaning up?"
14 They knew his habits (npusbivku ['haebit]), Luca thought, they must have been
checking him out (oHK, gormxHO BbITb, Crieannu 3a HUM, Beicnexnsanu ero). He usually
got up about three or four in the afternoon and had breakfast, then amused himself by
gambling with cronies in the Family (crony — 3akagbluHbIN Apyr, Apy»xokK) or had a girl.
Sometimes he saw one of the midnight movies and then would drop in for a drink at one
of the clubs. He never went to bed before dawn. So the suggestion (npegnoxeHnue) of a
four A.M. meeting was not as outlandish (cTpaHHbIM, ANKOBUHHBIM: «3amMOpCckuM») as it
seemed.
15 "Sure, sure," he said. "I'll be back at four." He left the club and caught a cab to his
furnished room on Tenth Avenue. He boarded (npoxwusan; board — o6egeHHbIN,
HaKpbITbI cTOS; board — cTonosaTbes, NpoXxueatsk /3a nnaty/) with an Italian family to
which he was distantly related (B8 otganeHHom poactse). His two rooms were separated
from the rest of their railroad flat by a special door. He liked the arrangement (atot
nopsaaokK, Takoe YyCTPOMCTBO, NonoxeHne Bellen) because it gave him some family life
and also protection against surprise where he was most vulnerable.
16 The sly Turkish fox was going to show his bushy tail (xutpas nuca nokaxet csou
nblWwHbIM XxBOCT), Luca thought. If things went far enough, if Sollozzo committed himself
tonight (packpoeTtcs, BblgacT cebs; to commit — coBepLuaTth /Bbixogsilee 3a Kakne-nmbo
pamMku fencTeue/; BBepsATh; KOMNpomMeTnposaTtsk), maybe the whole thing could be
wound up as a Christmas present for the Don. In his room, Luca unlocked the trunk
(cyHayk) beneath the bed and took out a bulletproof vest (nyneHenpotusaemebliin xuner).
It was heavy. He undressed and put it on over his woolen underwear, then put his shirt
and jacket over it. He thought for a moment of calling the Don's house at Long Beach to
tell him of this new development but he knew the Don never talked over the phone, to
anyone, and the Don had given him this assignment (3agaHve: «HasHa4yeHne»
[0'sainmadnt]) in secret and so did not want anyone, not even Hagen or his eldest son, to
know about it.
17 Luca always carried a gun. He had a license to carry a gun, probably the most
expensive gun license ever issued anyplace, anytime (to issue [‘IJu:], [‘Isju:] — ucxoauTsb,

BbITEKaTb; BblaaBaTh). It had cost a total of ten thousand dollars but it would keep him
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out of jail if he was frisked by the cops (to frisk — ckakaTb, npbirate; obbicknBaTth /B
nouckax opyxus — crieHr/). As a top executive operating official of the Family he rated
the license (3acnyxusan, ygoctousncs). But tonight, just in case he could finish off the
job, he wanted a "safe" gun. One that could not possibly be traced. But then thinking the
matter over, he decided that he would just listen to the proposition tonight and report
back to the Godfather, Don Corleone.
18 He made his way back to the club but he did not drink any more. Instead he
wandered out to 48th Street, where he had a leisurely (HecnewHbin; leisure [leGd] —
pocyr, ceobogHoe Bpems) late supper at Patsy's, his favorite Italian restaurant. When it
was time for his appointment (onsa HasHavyeHHoW BCTpeun) he drifted uptown (HecnewwHo
OTnpaBuricsa B Xurble KBapTanbl /13 ueHTpa/; to drift — cHocuTb TeyeHunem) to the club
entrance. The doorman was no longer there when he went in. The hatcheck girl
(rapgepobuwmua) was gone. Only Bruno Tattaglia waited to greet him and lead him to
the deserted bar at the side of the room. Before him he could see the desert of small
tables with the polished yellow wood dance floor gleaming like a small diamond in the
middle of them. In the shadows was the empty bandstand, out of it grew the skeleton
metal stalk (ctebens) of a microphone.
19 Luca sat at the bar and Bruno Tattaglia went behind it. Luca refused the drink
offered to him and lit a cigarette. It was possible that this would turn out to be something
else, not the Turk. But then he saw Sollozzo emerge out of the shadows (kak nossuncs,
BO3HUK) at the far end of the room.
20 Sollozzo shook his hand and sat at the bar next to him. Tattaglia put a glass in front
of the Turk, who nodded his thanks. "Do you know who | am?" asked Sollozzo.
21 Luca nodded. He smiled grimly. The rats were being flushed out of their holes. It
would be his pleasure to take care of this renegade Sicilian.
22 "Do you know what | am going to ask of you?" Sollozzo asked.
23 Luca shook his head.
24 "There's big business to be made," Sollozzo said. "I mean millions for everybody at
the top level. On the first shipment | can guarantee you fifty thousand dollars. I'm talking
about drugs. It's the coming thing."
25 Luca said, "Why come to me? You want me to talk to my Don?"
26 Sollozzo grimaced. "I've already talked to the Don. He wants no part of it. All right, |
can do without him. But | need somebody strong to protect the operation physically. |
understand you're not happy with your Family, you might make a switch (nepeinTtu k Ham:

«caenaTtb nepeknodeHne»)."
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27 Luca shrugged. "If the offer is good enough."
28 Sollozzo had been watching him intently and seemed to have come to a decision
(npuHan pewenue). "Think about my offer for a few days and then we'll talk again," he
said. He put out his hand but Luca pretended not to see it and busied himself putting a
cigarette in his mouth. Behind the bar, Bruno Tattaglia made a lighter (3axuranky)
appear magically and held it to Luca's cigarette. And then he did a strange thing. He
dropped the lighter on the bar and grabbed Luca's right hand, holding it tight.
29 Luca reacted instantly, his body slipping off the bar stool and trying to twist away
(BbiBepHYThLCS). But Sollozzo had grabbed his other hand at the wrist (cxsatun y
3ansactbs). Still, Luca was too strong for both of them and would have broken free
except that a man stepped out of the shadows behind him and threw a thin silken cord
around his neck. The cord pulled tight, choking off Luca's breath (to choke — gywunTs).
His face became purple, the strength in his arms drained away (to drain — ocywarts,
Aenatb OpeHax; ucrtowarb, BolikavmBaTh). Tattaglia and Sollozzo held his hands easily
now, and they stood there curiously childlike as the man behind Luca pulled the cord
around Luca's neck tighter and tighter. Suddenly the floor was wet and slippery. Luca's
sphincter, no longer under control, opened, the waste («oTxozabl, oT6pockl») of his body
spilled out (nponunuck). There was no strength in him anymore and his legs folded
(noporHynuce; to fold — cknageiate/cs/), his body sagged. Sollozzo and Tattaglia let
his hands go and only the strangler stayed with the victim (yaywwurens octanca c
xepTBon; to strangle — 3agywunTe), sinking to his knees to follow Luca's falling body,
drawing the cord so tight that it cut into the flesh of the neck and disappeared. Luca's
eyes were bulging out of his head (Bbinesnu: «BbinaTunucey) as if in the utmost surprise
(cnoBHo oT kpaurHero yaueneHnda) and this surprise was the only humanity remaining to
him. He was dead.
30 "l don't want him found," Sollozzo said. "It's important that he not be found right

now" He turned on his heel and left, disappearing back into the shadows.

1 On the night before the shooting of Don Corleone, his strongest and most
loyal and most feared retainer prepared to meet with the enemy. Luca Brasi had
made contact with the forces of Sollozzo several months before. He had done so
on the orders of Don Corleone himself. He had done so by frequenting the
nightclubs controlled by the Tattaglia Family and by taking up with one of their
top call girls. In bed with this call girl he grumbled about how he was held down

in the Corleone Family, how his worth was not recognized. After a week of this
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affair with the call girl, Luca was approached by Bruno Tattaglia, manager of the
nightclub. Bruno was the youngest son, and ostensibly not connected with the
Family business of prostitution. But his famous nightclub with its dancing line of
long-stemmed beauties was the finishing school for many of the city hookers.

2 The first meeting was all above-board, Tattaglia offering him a job to work in
the Family business as enforcer. The flirtation went on for nearly a month. Luca
played his role of man infatuated with a young beautiful girl, Bruno Tattaglia the
role of a businessman trying to recruit an able executive from a rival. At one such
meeting, Luca pretended to be swayed, then said, "But one thing must be
understood. | will never go against the Godfather. Don Corleone is a man |
respect. | understand that he must put his sons before me in the Family
business."

3 Bruno Tattaglia was one of the new generation with a barely hidden contempt
for the old Moustache Petes like Luca Brasi, Don Corleone and even his own
father. He was just a little too respectful. Now he said, "My father wouldn’'t expect
you to do anything against the Corleones. Why should he? Everybody gets along
with everybody else now, it's not like the old days. It's just that if you're looking
for a new job, | can pass along the word to my father. There's always need for a
man like you in our business. It's a hard business and it needs hard men to keep
it running smooth. Let me know if you ever make up your mind."

4 Luca shrugged. "It's not so bad where I'm at." And so they left it.

5 The general idea had been to lead the Tattaglias to believe that he knew about
the lucrative narcotics operation and that he wanted a piece of it free-lance. In
that fashion he might hear something about Sollozzo's plans if the Turk had any,
or whether he was getting ready to step on the toes of Don Corleone. After
waiting for two months with nothing else happening, Luca reported to the Don
that obviously Sollozzo was taking his defeat graciously. The Don had told him to
keep trying but merely as a sideline, not to press it.

6 Luca had dropped into the nightclub the evening before Don Corleone's being
shot. Aimost immediately Bruno Tattaglia had come to his table and sat down.

7 "l have a friend who wants to talk to you," he said.

8 "Bring him over," Luca said. "I'll talk to any friend of yours."

9 "No," Bruno said. "He wants to see you in private."

10 "Who is he?" Luca asked.
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11 "Just a friend of mine,"” Bruno Tattaglia said. "He wants to put a proposition
to you. Can you meet him later on tonight?"
12 "Sure," Luca said. "What time and where?"
13 Tattaglia said softly, "The club closes at four in the morning. Why don't you
meet in here while the waiters are cleaning up?"
14 They knew his habits, Luca thought, they must have been checking him out.
He usually got up about three or four in the afternoon and had breakfast, then
amused himself by gambling with cronies in the Family or had a girl. Sometimes
he saw one of the midnight movies and then would drop in for a drink at one of
the clubs. He never went to bed before dawn. So the suggestion of a four A.M.
meeting was not as outlandish as it seemed.
15 "Sure, sure,” he said. "I'll be back at four." He left the club and caught a cab
to his furnished room on Tenth Avenue. He boarded with an Italian family to
which he was distantly related. His two rooms were separated from the rest of
their railroad flat by a special door. He liked the arrangement because it gave him
some family life and also protection against surprise where he was most
vulnerable.
16 The sly Turkish fox was going to show his bushy tail, Luca thought. If things
went far enough, if Sollozzo committed himself tonight, maybe the whole thing
could be wound up as a Christmas present for the Don. In his room, Luca
unlocked the trunk beneath the bed and took out a bulletproof vest. It was heavy.
He undressed and put it on over his woolen underwear, then put his shirt and
jacket over it. He thought for a moment of calling the Don's house at Long Beach
to tell him of this new development but he knew the Don never talked over the
phone, to anyone, and the Don had given him this assignment in secret and so
did not want anyone, not even Hagen or his eldest son, to know about it.
17 Luca always carried a gun. He had a license to carry a gun, probably the most
expensive gun license ever issued anyplace, anytime. It had cost a total of ten
thousand dollars but it would keep him out of jail if he was frisked by the cops.
As a top executive operating official of the Family he rated the license. But
tonight, just in case he could finish off the job, he wanted a "safe" gun. One that
could not possibly be traced. But then thinking the matter over, he decided that
he would just listen to the proposition tonight and report back to the Godfather,

Don Corleone.
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18 He made his way back to the club but he did not drink any more. Instead he
wandered out to 48th Street, where he had a leisurely late supper at Patsy's, his
favorite Italian restaurant. When it was time for his appointment he drifted uptown
to the club entrance. The doorman was no longer there when he went in. The
hatcheck girl was gone. Only Bruno Tattaglia waited to greet him and lead him to
the deserted bar at the side of the room. Before him he could see the desert of
small tables with the polished yellow wood dance floor gleaming like a small
diamond in the middle of them. In the shadows was the empty bandstand, out of
it grew the skeleton metal stalk of a microphone.
19 Luca sat at the bar and Bruno Tattaglia went behind it. Luca refused the drink
offered to him and lit a cigarette. It was possible that this would turn out to be
something else, not the Turk. But then he saw Sollozzo emerge out of the
shadows at the far end of the room.
20 Sollozzo shook his hand and sat at the bar next to him. Tattaglia put a glass
in front of the Turk, who nodded his thanks. "Do you know who | am?" asked
Sollozzo.
21 Luca nodded. He smiled grimly. The rats were being flushed out of their holes.
It would be his pleasure to take care of this renegade Sicilian.
22 "Do you know what | am going to ask of you?" Sollozzo asked.
23 Luca shook his head.
24 "There's big business to be made," Sollozzo said. "l mean millions for
everybody at the top level. On the first shipment | can guarantee you fifty
thousand dollars. I'm talking about drugs. It's the coming thing."
25 Luca said, "Why come to me? You want me to talk to my Don?"
26 Sollozzo grimaced. "I've already talked to the Don. He wants no part of it. All
right, | can do without him. But | need somebody strong to protect the operation
physically. | understand you're not happy with your Family, you might make a
switch."
27 Luca shrugged. "If the offer is good enough."
28 Sollozzo had been watching him intently and seemed to have come to a
decision. "Think about my offer for a few days and then we'll talk again,"” he said.
He put out his hand but Luca pretended not to see it and busied himself putting a
cigarette in his mouth. Behind the bar, Bruno Tattaglia made a lighter appear
magically and held it to Luca's cigarette. And then he did a strange thing. He
dropped the lighter on the bar and grabbed Luca's right hand, holding it tight.
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29 Luca reacted instantly, his body slipping off the bar stool and trying to twist
away. But Sollozzo had grabbed his other hand at the wrist. Still, Luca was too
strong for both of them and would have broken free except that a man stepped
out of the shadows behind him and threw a thin silken cord around his neck. The
cord pulled tight, choking off Luca's breath. His face became purple, the strength
in his arms drained away. Tattaglia and Sollozzo held his hands easily now, and
they stood there curiously childlike as the man behind Luca pulled the cord
around Luca's neck tighter and tighter. Suddenly the floor was wet and slippery.
Luca's sphincter, no longer under control, opened, the waste of his body spilled
out. There was no strength in him anymore and his legs folded, his body sagged.
Sollozzo and Tattaglia let his hands go and only the strangler stayed with the
victim, sinking to his knees to follow Luca's falling body, drawing the cord so
tight that it cut into the flesh of the neck and disappeared. Luca's eyes were
bulging out of his head as if in the utmost surprise and this surprise was the only
humanity remaining to him. He was dead.
30 "l don't want him found," Sollozzo said. "It's important that he not be found

right now" He turned on his heel and left, disappearing back into the shadows.

Chapter 8

1 The day after the shooting of Don Corleone was a busy time for the Family. Michael
stayed by the phone relaying messages to Sonny. Tom Hagen was busy trying to find a
mediator (nocpegHuka) satisfactory to both parties (yoosnetsopurensHoro,
yoosrieTBopsitollero) so that a conference could be arranged with Sollozzo. The Turk
had suddenly become cagey (yknoH4mBbIM B OTBETax, CKpbITHLIN ['keldGl]), perhaps he
knew that the Family button men of Clemenza and Tessio were ranging far and wide
over the city (peickanu; to range) in an attempt to pick up his trail (nbiTasce: «B
noneITke» HanTn ero cnep; to attempt [0'tempt] — neiTaTees). But Sollozzo was sticking
close to his hideout (aep>xancsa ceoero ykpblTus, ganeko He otxogwun), as were all top
members of the Tattaglia Family. This was expected by Sonny, an elementary
precaution (npegocrtopoxHocTs) he knew the enemy was bound to take (HenpemeHHO
NpeaAnpuUMET, BbIHYXXAEH NPEeAnpUHATD).

2 Clemenza was tied up with Paulie Gatto. Tessio had been given the assignment of

trying to track down the whereabouts of Luca Brasi (vectoHaxoxgeHue). Luca had not
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been home since the night before the shooting, a bad sign. But Sonny could not believe
that Brasi had either turned traitor or had been taken by surprise (Bpacnsnox).

3 Mama Corleone was staying in the city with friends of the Family so that she could
be near the hospital. Carlo Rizzi, the son-in-law (3aTk), had offered his services but had
been told to take care of his own business that Don Corleone had set him up in, a
lucrative bookmaking territory in the Italian section of Manhattan. Connie was staying
with her mother in town so that she too could visit her father in the hospital.

4 Freddie was still under sedation (ycnokouTtensHble) in his own room of his parents'
house. Sonny and Michael had paid him a visit and had been astonished at his
paleness (yanerneH, nopaxeH ero 6rnegHocTtelo; pale — 6negHein) , his obvious illness.
"Christ," Sonny said to Michael when they left Freddie's room, "he looks like he got
plugged worse than the old man (crnosHo emy 6orbLue gocTanock, Yem ctapuky; plugg
— npo6ka, 3aTblyka; to plugg — 3aTbikaTb, 3aKynopmuBaTh; HAHECTU CUMbHbLIA yaap
Kynakom /cneHr/)."

5 Michael shrugged. He had seen soldiers in the same condition (B Tom e cocTosHUN)
on the battlefield. But he had never expected it to happen to Freddie. He remembered
the middle brother as being physically the toughest one in the family when all of them
were kids. But he had also been the most obedient son to his father (nocnyLuHbIn
[0'bi:djont]). And yet everyone knew that the Don had given up on this middle son ever
being important to the business (oTkasarnca ot aTon mMbicnn, ocTasun 3Ty naek). He
wasn't quite smart enough, and failing that (kpome Toro: «3a HemmeHnem aToro»), not
quite ruthless enough (ruthless ['ru:0lis] — 6e3xanocTHbIn, BecnowagHbIn). He was too
retiring a person (3acTeH4YMBLINA, CKPOMHbLIW, 34ECh — POOKMIA: «OTCTYNaLLNNA,
ycTynawowminy), did not have enough force.

6 Late in the afternoon, Michael got a call from Johnny Fontane in Hollywood. Sonny
took the phone. "Nah, Johnny, no use coming back here to see the Old Man. He's too
sick and it would give you a lot of bad publicity (rmacHocTk), and | know the old man
wouldn't like that. Wait until he's better and we can move him home, then come see him.
OK, I'll give him your regards (nepegam TBOE no4yteHue)." Sonny hung up the phone. He
turned to Michael and said. "That'll make Pop happy, that Johnny wanted to fly from
California to see how he was."

7 Late that afternoon, Michael was called to the listed phone in the kitchen by one of
Clemenza's men. It was Kay.

8 "lIs your father all right?" she asked. Her voice was a little strained (HanpsixeH; to

strain — HaTaruBaTtbe, HanpsaraTe), a little unnatural. Michael knew that she couldn't quite
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believe what had happened, that his father really was what the newspapers called a
gangster.
9 "He'll be OK," Michael said.
10 "Can | come with you when you visit him in the hospital?" Kay asked.
11 Michael laughed. She had remembered him telling her how important it was to do
such things if you wanted to get along with the old Italians. "This is a special case," he
said. "If the newspaper guys get a hold of your name and background you'll be on page
three of the Daily News. Girl from old Yankee family mixed up with son of big Mafia
chief. How would your parents like that?"
12 Kay said dryly, "My parents never read the Daily News." Again there was an
awkward pause and then she said, "You're OK, aren't you, Mike, you're not in any
danger?"
13 Mike laughed again. "I'm known as the sissy of the Corleone family (HexxeHka,
MaMeHbKMH CbIHOK, 6aba /o myxuumHe/). No threat. So they don't have to bother coming
after me (UM coBepLUEHHO He3a4YeM 3a MHOW OXOTUTCH, 1 UM HeuHTepeceH). No, it's all
over, Kay, there won't be any more trouble. It was all sort of an accident anyway
(HecuacTHbIn cnyyan ['eeksidant]). I'll explain when | see you."
14 "When will that be?" she asked.
15 Michael pondered. "How about late tonight? We'll have a drink and supper in your
hotel and then I'll go to the hospital and see my old man. I'm getting tired of hanging
around here answering phones. OK? But don't tell anybody. | don't want newspaper
photographers snapping pictures of us together. No kidding, Kay, it's damned
embarrassing (y>KacHO HeNoBKO, HENPUATHO; to embarrass [Im’baerds] — 3aTpyaHATb,
CTECHATb, CTAaBUTbL B HENOBKOE nonoxeHue), especially for your parents."
16 "All right," Kay said. "I'll be waiting. Can | do any Christmas shopping for you? Or
anything else?"
17 "No," Michael said. "Just be ready."
18 She gave a little excited laugh (to excite [Ik’'sait] — Bo3byxaaTts). "I'll be ready," she
said. "Aren't | always?"
19 "Yes, you are," he said. "That's why you're my best girl."
20 "l love you," she said. "Can you say it?"
21 Michael looked at the four hoods sitting in the kitchen (hood = hoodlum [‘hudlom] —
xynvraH /cneHr/, 3geck — radrctep). "No," he said. "Tonight, OK?"
22 "OK," she said. He hung up.
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23 Clemenza had finally come back from his day's work and was bustling around the
kitchen (cyeTtuncs; to bustle) cooking up a huge pot of tomato sauce. Michael nodded to
him and went to the corner office where he found Hagen and Sonny waiting for him
impatiently. "Is Clemenza out there?" Sonny asked.
24 Michael grinned. "He's cooking up spaghetti for the troops (ana sorick), just like the
army."
25 Sonny said impatiently, "Tell him to cut out that crap (npekpaTtute 3ty yenyxy) and
come on in here. | have more important things for him to do. Get Tessio in here with
him."
26 In a few minutes they were all gathered in the office. Sonny said curtly to Clemenza,
"You take care of him?"
27 Clemenza nodded. "You won't see him anymore."
28 With a slight electric shock, Michael realized they were talking about Paulie Gatto
and that little Paulie was dead, murdered by that jolly (Becernbim, XnsHepagoCTHLIM)
wedding dancer, Clemenza.
29 Sonny asked Hagen, "You have any luck with Sollozzo?"
30 Hagen shook his head. "He seems to have cooled off on the negotiation idea
(oxnagen). Anyway he doesn't seem to be too anxious. Or maybe he's just being very
careful so that our button men won't nail him. Anyway | haven't been able to set up a
top-notch go-between (gencreutensHoO noaxoasilero nocpegHuka; top-notch —
oTnn4HbIn, nepsoknaccHbin) he'll trust. But he must know he has to negotiate now. He
missed his chance when he let the old man get away from him."
31 Sonny said, "He's a smart guy, the smartest our Family ever came up against.
Maybe he figured we're just stalling (Bbpkuaaem; stall — ctonno, koHoWwHS; to stall —
NoCTaBUTb B CTOWIO; 3acTpsTh; yBunmueathk) until the old man gets better or we can get
a line on him (to get a line — nonyunTb cBegeHus /o kom-n./)."
32 Hagen shrugged. "Sure, he figures that (npegnonaraet, BoobpaaeT). But he still
has to negotiate. He has no choice. I'll get it set up tomorrow. That's certain."
33 One of Clemenza's men knocked on the office door and then came in. He said to
Clemenza, "It just came over the radio, the cops found Paulie Gatto. Dead in his car."
34 Clemenza nodded and said to the man, "Don't worry about it." The button man
gave his caporegime an astonished look, which was followed by a look of
comprehension, before he went back to the kitchen.
35 The conference went on as if there had been no interruption (npepsiBaHus). Sonny

asked Hagen, "Any change in the Don's condition?"
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36 Hagen shook his head. "He's OK but he won't be able to talk for another couple of
days. He's all knocked out. Still recovering from the operation (npuxogut B cebs: to
recover — BHOBb 06peTaTb, BO3BpaLLaTh; NpuxoauTb B cebs, onpaBnatecs). Your
mother spends most of the day with him, Connie too. There's cops all over the hospital
and Tessio's men hang around too, just in case. In a couple of days he'll be all right and
then we can see what he wants us to do. Meanwhile we have to keep Sollozzo from
doing anything rash. That's why | want to start you talking deals with him."
37 Sonny grunted. "Until he does, I've got Clemenza and Tessio looking for him.
Maybe we'll get lucky and solve the whole business."
38 "You won't get lucky," Hagen said. "Sollozzo is too smart." Hagen paused. "He
knows once he comes to the table he'll have to go our way mostly. That's why he's
stalling. I'm guessing he's trying to line up support from the other New York Families so
that we won't go after him when the old man gives us the word."
39 Sonny frowned. "Why the hell should they do that?" Hagen said patiently, "To avert
a big war (npegpotepatutk [d'va:t]) which hurts everybody and brings the papers and
government into the act. Also, Sollozzo will give them a piece of the action. And you
know how much dough there is in drugs (dough [ddu] — TecTo; aeHbrn /cnenr/). The
Corleone Family doesn't need it, we have the gambling, which is the best business to
have. But the other Families are hungry. Sollozzo is a proven man (1CnbITaHHbLIN,
npoBepeHHbIn), they know he can make the operation go on a big scale
(wmpokomaciTabHyto). Alive he's money in their pockets, dead he's trouble."
40 Sonny's face was as Michael had never seen it. The heavy Cupid mouth and
bronzed skin seemed gray. "l don't give a fuck what they want. They better not mess in
this fight (ny4ywe 6bl UM He BMeLwnMBaTLCA B Apaky)."
41 Clemenza and Tessio shifted uneasily in their chairs, infantry leaders (komaHgupbl
nexoTbl) who hear their general rave about storming an impregnable hill (kpuunT, 4to
HaZo B35Tb HEMPUCTYMHYIO BLICOTY; to rave — 6peanTb, roBOpUTbL BO30YXAEHHO) NO
matter what the cost. Hagen said a little impatiently, "Come on, Sonny, your father
wouldn't like you thinking that way. You know what he always says, 'That's a waste
(pacTpaTa, pactounTtenscTBo /aeHer, cun/).' Sure, we're not going to let anybody stop
us if the old man says we go after Sollozzo. But this is not a personal thing, this is
business. If we go after the Turk and the Families interfere (Bmewatotca [Intd'fid]), we'll
negotiate the issue (ncxopa, sbixop [‘ifu:]). If the Families see that we're determined to
have Sollozzo (TBepao pewwnnu; determined [di'to:mind] — pelumMTenbHbIA, TBEPALIN,

HenpeknoHHbIn), they'll let us. The Don will make concessions (yctynku) in other areas
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to square things (ypoBHATL). But don't go blood crazy on a thing like this. It's business.
Even the shooting of your father was business, not personal. You should know that by
now."

42 Sonny's eyes were still hard. "OK. | understand all that. Just so long as you
understand that nobody stands in our way when we want Sollozzo."

43 Sonny turned to Tessio. "Any leads on Luca (ceBegenus; lead — kntoy, ykasaTens,
Hamek)?"

44 Tessio shook his head. "None at all. Sollozzo must have snatched him."

45 Hagen said quietly, "Sollozzo wasn't worried about Luca, which struck me as funny
(mopasuno MeHs, rnokasasnock cTpaHHbIM). He's too smart not to worry about a guy like
Luca. | think he maybe got him out of the picture, one way or the other."

46 Sonny muttered, "Christ, | hope Luca isn't fighting against us. That's the one thing
I'd be afraid of. Clemenza, Tessio, how do you two guys figure it?"

47 Clemenza said slowly, "Anybody could go wrong, look at Paulie. But with Luca, he
was a man who could only go one way. The Godfather was the only thing he believed in,
the only man he feared. But not only that, Sonny, he respected your father as no one
else respected him and the Godfather has earned respect from everyone. No, Luca
would never betray us (Hukorga 6el He npeaarn). And | find it hard to believe that a man
like Sollozzo, no matter how cunning (kakum 6bl OH He Bbin XUTPLIM, KOBapHbIM), could
surprise Luca. He was a man who suspected everyone and everything. He was always
ready for the worst. | think maybe he just went off someplace for a few days. We'll be
hearing from him anytime now."

48 Sonny turned to Tessio. The Brooklyn caporegime shrugged. "Any man can turn
traitor. Luca was very touchy (061a41BbIN, NOBLILLEHHO YYBCTBUTESbHLIN,
pasgpaxutensHelin). Maybe the Don offended him some way. That could be. | think
though that Sollozzo gave him a little surprise. That fits in with what the Consigliori says.
We should expect the worst."

49 Sonny said to all of them, "Sollozzo should get the word soon about Paulie Gatto.
How will that affect him?"

50 Clemenza said grimly, "It will make him think. He will know the Corleone Family are
not fools. He will realize that he was very lucky yesterday."

51 Sonny said sharply, "That wasn't luck. Sollozzo was planning that for weeks. They
must have tailed the old man to his office every day (tail — xsocr; to tail — ngTn cnegowm,
BbicnexnsaTtb) and watched his routine. Then they bought Paulie off and maybe Luca.

They snatched Tom right on the button (To4HO B Hy>XHbBIN, NoaxoaALWMIA MOMeEHT). They
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did everything they wanted to do. They were unlucky, not lucky. Those button men they
hired weren't good enough and the old man moved too quick. If they had killed him, |
would have had to make a deal and Sollozzo would have won. For now. | would have
waited maybe and got him five, ten years from now. But don't call him lucky, Pete, that's
underrating him (to underrate — HegooueHuBaTb, NpeymeHbLuaTsh). And we've done that
too much lately."
52 One of the button men brought a bowl of spaghetti in from the kitchen and then
some plates, forks and wine. They ate as they talked. Michael watched in amazement (c
youerieHnem). He didn't eat and neither did Tom, but Sonny, Clemenza and Tessio dug
in (Habpocunuce /Ha eny/; to dig — konaTts; to dig in — BOH3aTkL), mopping up sauce
(mnogbupas, BbiTMpasa coyc; mop — weabpa; to mop — npoTnpaTh WBabpown; BuITUPaTb
/cnesbl, not/) with crusts of bread. It was almost comical. They continued their
discussion.
53 Tessio didn't think that the loss of Paulie Gatto would upset Sollozzo (oropuur,
paccTpouT, obecnokouT; to upset — onpokngbiBaTh, NepeBopavmnBath), in fact he
thought that the Turk might have anticipated it (to anticipate [een’tisipeit]- oxungaTs,
npensuaets), indeed might have welcomed it. A useless mouth off the payroll. And he
would not be frightened by it; after all, would they be in such a situation?
54 Michael spoke up diffidently (diffident — HeyBepeHHbIN B cebe, 3acTeH4YnBbIN,
pobkun). "I know I'm an amateur in this (nobutens, HenpodeccuoHan [‘eematd]), but
from everything you guys have said about Sollozzo, plus the fact that all of a sudden
he's out of touch with Tom, I'd guess he has an ace up his sleeve (Ty3 B pykase). He
might be ready to pull off something real tricky that would put him back on top. If we
could figure out what that would be, we'd be in the driver's seat."
55 Sonny said reluctantly (reluctant [r’'lAktont] — genarowmm 4To-To ¢ BonbLION
HeoxoTow, BbIHYXAeHHO), "Yeah, | thought of that and the only thing | can figure is Luca.
The word is already out that he's to be brought here before he's allowed any of his old
rights in the Family. The only other thing | can think of is that Sollozzo has made his
deal with the Families in New York and we'll get the word tomorrow that they will be
against us in a war. That we'll have to give the Turk his deal. Right, Tom?"
56 Hagen nodded. "That's what it looks like to me. And we can't move against that
kind of opposition without your father. He's the only one who can stand against the
Families. He has the political connections they always need and he can use them for

trading. If he wants to badly enough."
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57 Clemenza said, a little arrogantly (Heckonbko 3aHoc4MBO, BbiICOKOMepPHO) for a man
whose top button man had recently betrayed him, "Sollozzo will never get near this
house, Boss, you don't have to worry about that."
58 Sonny looked at him thoughtfully for a moment. Then he said to Tessio, "How about
the hospital, your men got it covered?"
59 For the first time during the conference Tessio seemed to be absolutely sure of his
ground. "Outside and inside," he said. "Right around the clock (kpyrrnocyto4Ho). The
cops have it covered pretty good too. Detectives at the bedroom door waiting to
question the old man. That's a laugh. The Don is still getting that stuff in the tubes
(mony4aeT aTy WTYKY: «maTepuany = nekapcrteo no Tpyboyvkam), no food, so we don't
have to worry about the kitchen, which would be something to worry about with those
Turks, they believe in poison (s4). They can't get at the Don, not in any way."
60 Sonny tilted back in his chair (oTkuHyncs). "It wouldn't be me, they have to do
business with me, they need the Family machine." He grinned at Michael. "I wonder if
it's you? Maybe Sollozzo figures to snatch you and hold you for a hostage to make a
deal."
61 Michael thought ruefully (rueful [‘ru:ful] — rpycTHbIN, yopyYeHHbIN, NOAABNEHHbLIN;
rue — »arnocTb, cocTpagaHue; packaaHune), there goes my date with Kay (Bot tebe u
ceuganune). Sonny wouldn't let him out of the house. But Hagen said impatiently, "No,
he could have snatched Mike anytime if he wanted insurance (ecrnv 6bl 3axoTen
noacTpaxoBaThes; insurance [In’Judréns] — ctpaxosanue). But everybody knows that
Mike is not in the Family business. He's a civilian (rpaxxgaHckoe nuuo) and if Sollozzo
snatches him, then he loses all the other New York Families. Even the Tattaglias would
have to help hunt him down. No, it's simple enough. Tomorrow we'll get a representative
(npeactasutend) from all the Families who'll tell us we have to do business with the
Turk. That's what he's waiting for. That's his ace in the hole."
62 Michael heaved a sigh of relief. "Good," he said "l have to go into town tonight."
63 "Why?" Sonny asked sharply.
64 Michael grinned. "l figure I'll drop in to the hospital and visit the old man, see Mom
and Connie. And | got some other things to do." Like the Don, Michael never told his
real business and now he didn't want to tell Sonny he was seeing Kay Adams. There
was no reason not to tell him, it was just habit.
65 There was a loud murmur of voices in the kitchen. Clemenza went out to see what
was happening. When he come back he was holding Luca Brasi's bulletproof vest in his

hands. Wrapped In the vest was a huge dead fish.
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66 Clemenza said drily, "The Turk has heard about his spy Paulie Gatto."
67 Tessio said just as dryly, "And now we know about Luca Brasi."
68 Sonny lit a cigar and took a shot of whiskey. Michael, bewildered, said, "What the
hell does that fish mean?" It was Hagen the Irisher, the Consigliori, who answered him.
"The fish means that Luca Brasi is sleeping on the bottom of the ocean," he said. "It's

an old Sicilian message."

1 The day after the shooting of Don Corleone was a busy time for the Family.
Michael stayed by the phone relaying messages to Sonny. Tom Hagen was busy
trying to find a mediator satisfactory to both parties so that a conference could be
arranged with Sollozzo. The Turk had suddenly become cagey, perhaps he knew
that the Family button men of Clemenza and Tessio were ranging far and wide
over the city in an attempt to pick up his trail. But Sollozzo was sticking close to
his hideout, as were all top members of the Tattaglia Family. This was expected
by Sonny, an elementary precaution he knew the enemy was bound to take.

2 Clemenza was tied up with Paulie Gatto. Tessio had been given the
assignment of trying to track down the whereabouts of Luca Brasi. Luca had not
been home since the night before the shooting, a bad sign. But Sonny could not
believe that Brasi had either turned traitor or had been taken by surprise.

3 Mama Corleone was staying in the city with friends of the Family so that she
could be near the hospital. Carlo Rizzi, the son-in-law, had offered his services
but had been told to take care of his own business that Don Corleone had set him
up in, a lucrative bookmaking territory in the Italian section of Manhattan. Connie
was staying with her mother in town so that she too could visit her father in the
hospital.

4 Freddie was still under sedation in his own room of his parents' house. Sonny
and Michael had paid him a visit and had been astonished at his paleness, his
obvious iliness. "Christ,"” Sonny said to Michael when they left Freddie's room,
"he looks like he got plugged worse than the old man."

5 Michael shrugged. He had seen soldiers in the same condition on the
battlefield. But he had never expected it to happen to Freddie. He remembered the
middle brother as being physically the toughest one in the family when all of
them were kids. But he had also been the most obedient son to his father. And

yet everyone knew that the Don had given up on this middle son ever being
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important to the business. He wasn't quite smart enough, and failing that, not
quite ruthless enough. He was too retiring a person, did not have enough force.

6 Late in the afternoon, Michael got a call from Johnny Fontane in Hollywood.
Sonny took the phone. "Nah, Johnny, no use coming back here to see the Old
Man. He's too sick and it would give you a lot of bad publicity, and | know the old
man wouldn't like that. Wait until he's better and we can move him home, then
come see him. OK, I'll give him your regards.” Sonny hung up the phone. He
turned to Michael and said. "That'll make Pop happy, that Johnny wanted to fly
from California to see how he was."

7 Late that afternoon, Michael was called to the listed phone in the kitchen by
one of Clemenza's men. It was Kay.

8 "Is your father all right?" she asked. Her voice was a little strained, a little
unnatural. Michael knew that she couldn't quite believe what had happened, that
his father really was what the newspapers called a gangster.

9 "He'll be OK," Michael said.

10 "Can | come with you when you visit him in the hospital?" Kay asked.

11 Michael laughed. She had remembered him telling her how important it was

to do such things if you wanted to get along with the old Italians. "This is a
special case,"” he said. "If the newspaper guys get a hold of your name and
background you'll be on page three of the Daily News. Girl from old Yankee family
mixed up with son of big Mafia chief. How would your parents like that?"

12 Kay said dryly, "My parents never read the Daily News." Again there was an
awkward pause and then she said, "You're OK, aren't you, Mike, you're not in any
danger?"

13 Mike laughed again. "I'm known as the sissy of the Corleone family. No threat.
So they don't have to bother coming after me. No, it's all over, Kay, there won't be
any more trouble. It was all sort of an accident anyway. I'll explain when | see
you."

14 "When will that be?" she asked.

15 Michael pondered. "How about late tonight? We'll have a drink and supper in
your hotel and then I'll go to the hospital and see my old man. I'm getting tired of
hanging around here answering phones. OK? But don't tell anybody. | don't want
newspaper photographers snapping pictures of us together. No kidding, Kay, it's

damned embarrassing, especially for your parents."
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16 "All right," Kay said. "I'll be waiting. Can | do any Christmas shopping for you?
Or anything else?"
17 "No," Michael said. "Just be ready."
18 She gave a little excited laugh. "I'll be ready,” she said. "Aren't | always?"
19 "Yes, you are,” he said. "That's why you're my best girl."
20 "llove you," she said. "Can you say it?"
21 Michael looked at the four hoods sitting in the kitchen. "No," he said.
"Tonight, OK?"
22 "OK," she said. He hung up.
23 Clemenza had finally come back from his day's work and was bustling around
the kitchen cooking up a huge pot of tomato sauce. Michael nodded to him and
went to the corner office where he found Hagen and Sonny waiting for him
impatiently. "Is Clemenza out there?" Sonny asked.
24 Michael grinned. "He's cooking up spaghetti for the troops, just like the
army."
25 Sonny said impatiently, "Tell him to cut out that crap and come on in here. |
have more important things for him to do. Get Tessio in here with him."
26 In a few minutes they were all gathered in the office. Sonny said curtly to
Clemenza, "You take care of him?"
27 Clemenza nodded. "You won't see him anymore."
28 With a slight electric shock, Michael realized they were talking about Paulie
Gatto and that little Paulie was dead, murdered by that jolly wedding dancer,
Clemenza.
29 Sonny asked Hagen, "You have any luck with Sollozzo?"
30 Hagen shook his head. "He seems to have cooled off on the negotiation idea.
Anyway he doesn't seem to be too anxious. Or maybe he's just being very careful
so that our button men won't nail him. Anyway | haven't been able to set up a top-
notch go-between he'll trust. But he must know he has to negotiate now. He
missed his chance when he let the old man get away from him."
31 Sonny said, "He's a smart guy, the smartest our Family ever came up against.
Maybe he figured we're just stalling until the old man gets better or we can get a
line on him."
32 Hagen shrugged. "Sure, he figures that. But he still has to negotiate. He has

no choice. I'll get it set up tomorrow. That's certain."
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33 One of Clemenza's men knocked on the office door and then came in. He said
to Clemenza, "It just came over the radio, the cops found Paulie Gatto. Dead in
his car.”
34 Clemenza nodded and said to the man, "Don't worry about it." The button
man gave his caporegime an astonished look, which was followed by a look of
comprehension, before he went back to the kitchen.
35 The conference went on as if there had been no interruption. Sonny asked
Hagen, "Any change in the Don's condition?"
36 Hagen shook his head. "He's OK but he won't be able to talk for another
couple of days. He's all knocked out. Still recovering from the operation. Your
mother spends most of the day with him, Connie too. There's cops all over the
hospital and Tessio's men hang around too, just in case. In a couple of days he'll
be all right and then we can see what he wants us to do. Meanwhile we have to
keep Sollozzo from doing anything rash. That's why | want to start you talking
deals with him."
37 Sonny grunted. "Until he does, I've got Clemenza and Tessio looking for him.
Maybe we'll get lucky and solve the whole business."
38 "You won't get lucky," Hagen said. "Sollozzo is too smart." Hagen paused.
"He knows once he comes to the table he'll have to go our way mostly. That's
why he's stalling. I'm guessing he's trying to line up support from the other New
York Families so that we won't go after him when the old man gives us the word."
39 Sonny frowned. "Why the hell should they do that?" Hagen said patiently, "To
avert a big war which hurts everybody and brings the papers and government
into the act. Also, Sollozzo will give them a piece of the action. And you know
how much dough there is in drugs. The Corleone Family doesn't need it, we have
the gambling, which is the best business to have. But the other Families are
hungry. Sollozzo is a proven man, they know he can make the operation go on a
big scale. Alive he's money in their pockets, dead he's trouble."
40 Sonny's face was as Michael had never seen it. The heavy Cupid mouth and
bronzed skin seemed gray. "l don't give a fuck what they want. They better not
mess in this fight."
41 Clemenza and Tessio shifted uneasily in their chairs, infantry leaders who
hear their general rave about storming an impregnable hill no matter what the
cost. Hagen said a little impatiently, "Come on, Sonny, your father wouldn't like

you thinking that way. You know what he always says, 'That's a waste.' Sure,
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we're not going to let anybody stop us if the old man says we go after Sollozzo.
But this is not a personal thing, this is business. If we go after the Turk and the
Families interfere, we'll negotiate the issue. If the Families see that we're
determined to have Sollozzo, they'll let us. The Don will make concessions in
other areas to square things. But don't go blood crazy on a thing like this. It's
business. Even the shooting of your father was business, not personal. You
should know that by now."

42 Sonny's eyes were still hard. "OK. | understand all that. Just so long as you
understand that nobody stands in our way when we want Sollozzo."

43 Sonny turned to Tessio. "Any leads on Luca?"

44 Tessio shook his head. "None at all. Sollozzo must have snatched him."

45 Hagen said quietly, "Sollozzo wasn't worried about Luca, which struck me as
funny. He's too smart not to worry about a guy like Luca. | think he maybe got him
out of the picture, one way or the other."

46 Sonny muttered, "Christ, | hope Luca isn't fighting against us. That's the one
thing I'd be afraid of. Clemenza, Tessio, how do you two guys figure it?"

47 Clemenza said slowly, "Anybody could go wrong, look at Paulie. But with
Luca, he was a man who could only go one way. The Godfather was the only
thing he believed in, the only man he feared. But not only that, Sonny, he
respected your father as no one else respected him and the Godfather has earned
respect from everyone. No, Luca would never betray us. And I find it hard to
believe that a man like Sollozzo, no matter how cunning, could surprise Luca. He
was a man who suspected everyone and everything. He was always ready for the
worst. | think maybe he just went off someplace for a few days. We'll be hearing
from him anytime now."

48 Sonny turned to Tessio. The Brooklyn caporegime shrugged. "Any man can
turn traitor. Luca was very touchy. Maybe the Don offended him some way. That
could be. | think though that Sollozzo gave him a little surprise. That fits in with
what the Consigliori says. We should expect the worst."

49 Sonny said to all of them, "Sollozzo should get the word soon about Paulie
Gatto. How will that affect him?"

50 Clemenza said grimly, "It will make him think. He will know the Corleone
Family are not fools. He will realize that he was very lucky yesterday."

51 Sonny said sharply, "That wasn't luck. Sollozzo was planning that for weeks.

They must have tailed the old man to his office every day and watched his routine.
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Then they bought Paulie off and maybe Luca. They snatched Tom right on the
button. They did everything they wanted to do. They were unlucky, not lucky.
Those button men they hired weren't good enough and the old man moved too
quick. If they had killed him, | would have had to make a deal and Sollozzo would
have won. For now. | would have waited maybe and got him five, ten years from
now. But don't call him lucky, Pete, that's underrating him. And we've done that
too much lately."
52 One of the button men brought a bowl of spaghetti in from the kitchen and
then some plates, forks and wine. They ate as they talked. Michael watched in
amazement. He didn't eat and neither did Tom, but Sonny, Clemenza and Tessio
dug in, mopping up sauce with crusts of bread. It was almost comical. They
continued their discussion.
53 Tessio didn't think that the loss of Paulie Gatto would upset Sollozzo, in fact
he thought that the Turk might have anticipated it, indeed might have welcomed it.
A useless mouth off the payroll. And he would not be frightened by it; after all,
would they be in such a situation?
54 Michael spoke up diffidently. "l know I'm an amateur in this, but from
everything you guys have said about Sollozzo, plus the fact that all of a sudden
he's out of touch with Tom, I'd guess he has an ace up his sleeve. He might be
ready to pull off something real tricky that would put him back on top. If we could
figure out what that would be, we'd be in the driver's seat."
55 Sonny said reluctantly, "Yeah, | thought of that and the only thing | can figure
is Luca. The word is already out that he's to be brought here before he's allowed
any of his old rights in the Family. The only other thing | can think of is that
Sollozzo has made his deal with the Families in New York and we'll get the word
tomorrow that they will be against us in a war. That we'll have to give the Turk his
deal. Right, Tom?"
56 Hagen nodded. "That's what it looks like to me. And we can't move against
that kind of opposition without your father. He's the only one who can stand
against the Families. He has the political connections they always need and he
can use them for trading. If he wants to badly enough."
57 Clemenza said, a little arrogantly for a man whose top button man had
recently betrayed him, "Sollozzo will never get near this house, Boss, you don't

have to worry about that."
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58 Sonny looked at him thoughtfully for a moment. Then he said to Tessio, "How
about the hospital, your men got it covered?"
59 For the first time during the conference Tessio seemed to be absolutely sure
of his ground. "Outside and inside," he said. "Right around the clock. The cops
have it covered pretty good too. Detectives at the bedroom door waiting to
question the old man. That's a laugh. The Don is still getting that stuff in the
tubes, no food, so we don't have to worry about the kitchen, which would be
something to worry about with those Turks, they believe in poison. They can't get
at the Don, not in any way."
60 Sonny tilted back in his chair. "It wouldn't be me, they have to do business
with me, they need the Family machine."” He grinned at Michael. "l wonder if it's
you? Maybe Sollozzo figures to snatch you and hold you for a hostage to make a
deal.”
61 Michael thought ruefully, there goes my date with Kay. Sonny wouldn't let
him out of the house. But Hagen said impatiently, "No, he could have snatched
Mike anytime if he wanted insurance. But everybody knows that Mike is not in the
Family business. He's a civilian and if Sollozzo snatches him, then he loses all the
other New York Families. Even the Tattaglias would have to help hunt him down.
No, it's simple enough. Tomorrow we'll get a representative from all the Families
who'll tell us we have to do business with the Turk. That's what he's waiting for.
That's his ace in the hole."
62 Michael heaved a sigh of relief. "Good," he said "l have to go into town
tonight."”
63 "Why?" Sonny asked sharply.
64 Michael grinned. "l figure I'll drop in to the hospital and visit the old man, see
Mom and Connie. And | got some other things to do." Like the Don, Michael never
told his real business and now he didn't want to tell Sonny he was seeing Kay
Adams. There was no reason not to tell him, it was just habit.
65 There was a loud murmur of voices in the kitchen. Clemenza went out to see
what was happening. When he come back he was holding Luca Brasi's
bulletproof vest in his hands. Wrapped In the vest was a huge dead fish.
66 Clemenza said drily, "The Turk has heard about his spy Paulie Gatto."
67 Tessio said just as dryly, "And now we know about Luca Brasi."”

Sonny lit a cigar and took a shot of whiskey. Michael, bewildered, said, "What

the hell does that fish mean?" It was Hagen the Irisher, the Consigliori, who
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answered him. "The fish means that Luca Brasi is sleeping on the bottom of the

ocean,” he said. "It's an old Sicilian message."

Chapter 9

1 When Michael Corleone went into the city that night it was with a depressed spirit.
He felt that he was being enmeshed in the Family business (3anytan; mesh — netns,
Aa4verika cetu) against his will and he resented Sonny using him even to answer the
phone (to resent [r’zent] — BoamyLwlaTbes, obmkaTbes). He felt uncomfortable being on
the inside of the Family councils (y4acTteys B coBeluanusax; council [kaunsl]) as if he
could be absolutely trusted with such secrets as murder. And now, going to see Kay, he
felt guilty about her also. He had never been completely honest (cosepLueHHO
OTKpoBeHeH: «4yecTeH» [‘onist]) with her about his family. He had told her about them
but always with little jokes and colorful anecdotes that made them seem more like
adventurers in a Technicolor movie (technicolor — spkuii, XXnBon, coYHbIN /0 Kpackax/;
Technicolor — cuctema LBETHOrO KMHO /a Takke pupmeHHoe HassaHue/) than what they
really were. And now his father had been shot down in the street and his eldest brother
was making plans for murder. That was putting it plainly and simply (aTo ecnu roBopuTtb
6e3 npukpac, kak ecTtb; plain — Nockun, poBHbLIN; NPOCTON, 6ECNPUMECHbI; O4EBUAHBIN,
AacHbIn) but that was never how he would tell it to Kay. He had already said his father
being shot was more like an "accident" and that all the trouble was over. Hell, it looked
like it was just beginning. Sonny and Tom were off-center on this guy Sollozzo (coscem
Ha HeM nomeLllanuce; off-center — nepudepunHbIn; aKCUEHTPUYHBIN), they were still
underrating him (Hegoouenunsanu), even though Sonny was smart enough to see the
danger. Michael tried to think what the Turk might have up his sleeve. He was obviously
a bold man (oTBa)HbIN; SHEPTNYHBIA, CaMOyBepPEHHLIN), a clever man, a man of
extraordinary force. You had to figure him to come up with a real surprise. But then
Sonny and Tom and Clemenza and Tessio were all agreed that everything was under
control and they all had more experience than he did. He was the "civilian" in this war,
Michael thought wryly. And they'd have to give him a hell of a lot better medals than
he'd gotten in World War Il to make him join this one.

2 Thinking this made him feel guilty about not feeling more sympathy for his father. His
own father shot full of holes and yet in a curious way Michael, better than anyone else,
understood when Tom had said it was just business, not personal. That his father had

paid for the power he had wielded all his life (o6nagan), the respect he had extorted
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from all those around him (koTopoe oH Tpebosan, 3actaBnan cebe BbikasbiBaTh; to
extort [Iks’to:t] — BbiIMOraTtb, BbiNbITbIBATL).

3 What Michael wanted was out, out of all this, to lead his own life. But he couldn't cut
loose from the family until the crisis was over. He had to help in a civilian capacity (B
KayecTBe rpaxgaHckoro /He BoeHHoro/ nuua). With sudden clarity he realized that he
was annoyed with the role assigned to him (4To ero pasgpaxaeTt npegHa3Ha4YeHHas,
oTBedeHHas emy porsb), that of the privileged noncombatant, the excused conscientious
objector («1M3BMHEHHOro CO3HATENbLHOroO = NO COBECTM OTKa3blBatoLLerocsy; to object
[0b’Gekt] — Bo3paaTb). That was why the word "civilian" kept popping into his skull
(BbICKakMBaro B ero rofioBe: «4yepeney) in such an irritating way (takum
pasgpaxatoLwmm obpasom; to irritate ['iriteit] — BoamyLwatb, pasgpaxaTb, cepauTb).

4 When he got to the hotel, Kay was waiting for him in the lobby. (A couple of
Clemenza's people had driven him into town and dropped him off on a nearby corner
after making sure (nocne Toro, kak ybegunuce) they were not followed.)

5 They had dinner together and some drinks. "What time are you going to visit your
father?" Kay asked.

6 Michael looked at his watch. "Visiting hours end at eight-thirty. | think I'll go after
everybody has left. They'll let me up. He has a private room and his own nurses so |
can just sit with him for a while. | don't think he can talk yet or even know if I'm there.
But | have to show respect.”

7 Kay said quietly, "l feel so sorry for your father, he seemed like such a nice man at
the wedding. | can't believe the things the papers are printing about him (neuyatatoT). I'm
sure most of it's not true."

8 Michael said politely, "I don't think so either." He was surprised to find himself so
secretive with Kay. He loved her, he trusted her, but he would never tell her anything
about his father or the Family. She was an outsider.

9 "What about you?" Kay asked. "Are you going to get mixed up in this gang war the
papers are talking about so gleefully (c Takum nukosaHuem; gleeful — pagocTHbIN,
NUKyoLWnn; glee — Becenbe, nNukosaHmne)?"

10 Michael grinned, unbuttoned his jacket and held it wide open. "Look, no guns," he
said. Kay laughed.

11 It was getting late and they went up to their room. She mixed a drink for both of
them and sat on his lap as they drank. Beneath her dress she was all silk until his hand
touched the glowing skin of her thigh. They fell back on the bed together and made love

with all their clothes on, their mouths glued together (to glue — npuknensars,
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cknensatb). When they were finished they lay very still, feeling the heat of their bodies
burning through their garments. Kay murmured, "Is that what you soldiers call a
quickie?"

12 "Yeah," Michael said.

13 "It's not bad," Kay said in a judicious voice (paccyxgatoLnum, oLeHnBarLnm
ronocom [dGu:'d1]ds]).

14 They dozed off (3agpemanu) until Michael suddenly started up anxiously and
looked at his watch. "Damn," he said. "It's nearly ten. | have to get down to the hospital."
He went to the bathroom to wash up and comb his hair. Kay came in after him and put
her arms around his waist from behind. "When are we going to get married?" she asked.
15 "Whenever you say," Michael said. "As soon as this family thing quiets down and
my old man gets better. | think you'd better explain things to your parents though."

16 "What should | explain?" Kay said quietly.

17 Michael ran the comb through his hair. "Just say that you've met a brave,
handsome guy of Italian descent (cnyck, ckaT, ckrnoH; npoucxoxaeHue [di'sent]. Top
marks at Dartmouth. Distinguished Service Cross during the war plus the Purple Heart
(Meganb, garowasncs 3a nonyyeHHble B 6oto paHbl; to distinguish oneself in battle —
oTnnunThes B 60oto; to distinguish — oTnnyaTh, pasnuyats). Honest. Hard-working. But
his father is a Mafia chief who has to kill bad people, sometimes bribe high government
officials (to bribe — nogkynatb, gasatb B34TKy) and in his line of work gets shot full of
holes himself. But that has nothing to do with his honest hard-working son. Do you think
you can remember all that?"

18 Kay let go his body and leaned against the door of the bathroom. "Is he really?" she
said. "Does he really?" She paused. "Kill people?"

19 Michael finished combing his hair. "l don't really know," he said. "Nobody really
knows. But | wouldn't be surprised.”

20 Before he went out the door she asked, "When will | see you again?"

21 Michael kissed her. "l want you to go home and think things over in that little hick
town of yours," he said. "l don't want you to get mixed up in this business in any way.
After the Christmas holidays I'll be back at school and we'll get together up in Hanover.
OK?"

22 "OK," she said. She watched him go out the door, saw him wave before he stepped
into the elevator (to wave — nomaxatb /pykoin/). She had never felt so close to him,

never so much in love and if someone had told her she would not see Michael again
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until three years passed, she would not have been able to bear the anguish of it

(BbIHECTU 3Ty TOCKY, 3TO MyyeHue [‘senwil]).

1 When Michael Corleone went into the city that night it was with a depressed
spirit. He felt that he was being enmeshed in the Family business against his will
and he resented Sonny using him even to answer the phone. He felt
uncomfortable being on the inside of the Family councils as if he could be
absolutely trusted with such secrets as murder. And now, going to see Kay, he
felt guilty about her also. He had never been completely honest with her about his
family. He had told her about them but always with little jokes and colorful
anecdotes that made them seem more like adventurers in a Technicolor movie
than what they really were. And now his father had been shot down in the street
and his eldest brother was making plans for murder. That was putting it plainly
and simply but that was never how he would tell it to Kay. He had already said his
father being shot was more like an "accident" and that all the trouble was over.
Hell, it looked like it was just beginning. Sonny and Tom were off-center on this
guy Sollozzo, they were still underrating him, even though Sonny was smart
enough to see the danger. Michael tried to think what the Turk might have up his
sleeve. He was obviously a bold man, a clever man, a man of extraordinary force.
You had to figure him to come up with a real surprise. But then Sonny and Tom
and Clemenza and Tessio were all agreed that everything was under control and
they all had more experience than he did. He was the "civilian" in this war,
Michael thought wryly. And they'd have to give him a hell of a lot better medals
than he'd gotten in World War Il to make him join this one.

2 Thinking this made him feel guilty about not feeling more sympathy for his
father. His own father shot full of holes and yet in a curious way Michael, better
than anyone else, understood when Tom had said it was just business, not
personal. That his father had paid for the power he had wielded all his life, the
respect he had extorted from all those around him.

3 What Michael wanted was out, out of all this, to lead his own life. But he
couldn't cut loose from the family until the crisis was over. He had to help in a
civilian capacity. With sudden clarity he realized that he was annoyed with the
role assigned to him, that of the privileged noncombatant, the excused
conscientious objector. That was why the word "civilian" kept popping into his

skull in such an irritating way.
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4 When he got to the hotel, Kay was waiting for him in the lobby. (A couple of
Clemenza's people had driven him into town and dropped him off on a nearby
corner after making sure they were not followed.)
5 They had dinner together and some drinks. "What time are you going to visit
your father?" Kay asked.
6 Michael looked at his watch. "Visiting hours end at eight-thirty. | think I'll go
after everybody has left. They'll let me up. He has a private room and his own
nurses so | can just sit with him for a while. | don't think he can talk yet or even
know if I'm there. But | have to show respect."
7 Kay said quietly, "l feel so sorry for your father, he seemed like such a nice
man at the wedding. | can't believe the things the papers are printing about him.
I'm sure most of it's not true.”
8 Michael said politely, "l don't think so either."” He was surprised to find himself
so secretive with Kay. He loved her, he trusted her, but he would never tell her
anything about his father or the Family. She was an outsider.
9 "What about you?" Kay asked. "Are you going to get mixed up in this gang
war the papers are talking about so gleefully?"
10 Michael grinned, unbuttoned his jacket and held it wide open. "Look, no
guns,” he said. Kay laughed.
11 It was getting late and they went up to their room. She mixed a drink for both
of them and sat on his lap as they drank. Beneath her dress she was all silk until
his hand touched the glowing skin of her thigh. They fell back on the bed together
and made love with all their clothes on, their mouths glued together. When they
were finished they lay very still, feeling the heat of their bodies burning through
their garments. Kay murmured, "Is that what you soldiers call a quickie?"
12 "Yeah," Michael said.
13 "It's not bad,” Kay said in a judicious voice.
14 They dozed off until Michael suddenly started up anxiously and looked at his
watch. "Damn," he said. "It's nearly ten. | have to get down to the hospital.” He
went to the bathroom to wash up and comb his hair. Kay came in after him and
put her arms around his waist from behind. "When are we going to get married?"
she asked.
15 "Whenever you say," Michael said. "As soon as this family thing quiets down
and my old man gets better. | think you'd better explain things to your parents
though."
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16 "What should | explain?" Kay said quietly.
17 Michael ran the comb through his hair. "Just say that you've met a brave,
handsome guy of Italian descent. Top marks at Dartmouth. Distinguished Service
Cross during the war plus the Purple Heart. Honest. Hard-working. But his father
is a Mafia chief who has to kill bad people, sometimes bribe high government
officials and in his line of work gets shot full of holes himself. But that has
nothing to do with his honest hard-working son. Do you think you can remember
all that?"
18 Kay let go his body and leaned against the door of the bathroom. "Is he
really?" she said. "Does he really?” She paused. "Kill people?"
19 Michael finished combing his hair. "l don't really know," he said. "Nobody
really knows. But | wouldn't be surprised."
20 Before he went out the door she asked, "When will | see you again?"
21 Michael kissed her. "l want you to go home and think things over in that little
hick town of yours," he said. "l don't want you to get mixed up in this business in
any way. After the Christmas holidays I'll be back at school and we'll get together
up in Hanover. OK?"
22 "OK," she said. She watched him go out the door, saw him wave before he
stepped into the elevator. She had never felt so close to him, never so much in
love and if someone had told her she would not see Michael again until three

years passed, she would not have been able to bear the anguish of it.

1 When Michael got out of the cab in front of the French Hospital he was surprised to
see that the street was completely deserted (cosepLueHHo nycta). When he entered the
hospital he was even more surprised to find the lobby empty. Damn it, what the hell
were Clemenza and Tessio doing? Sure, they never went to West Point (amepukaHckas
BoeHHas akagemuns) but they knew enough about tactics to have outposts (aBaHnocThl,
CTOpOXeBoe oxpaHeHue, 3actasbl). A couple of their men should have been in the lobby
at least.

2 Even the latest visitors had departed, it was almost ten-thirty at night. Michael was
tense and alert now (HanpspkeH n Bo3byxaeH). He didn't bother to stop at the
information desk (1 He nogyman: «He nobecrnokouncsa»), he already knew his father's
room number up on the fourth floor. He took the self-service elevator. Oddly enough
nobody stopped him until he reached the nurses' station on the fourth floor. But he

strode right past her query (He obpaluasa BHMMaHue Ha ee Bonpoc; query ['kwidri] —
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Bornpoc) and on to his father's room. There was no one outside the door. Where the hell
were the two detectives who were supposed (koTopeble, Kak npeanonaranocs) to be
waiting around to guard and question the old man? Where the hell were Tessio and
Clemenza's people? Could there be someone inside the room? But the door was open.
Michael went in. There was a figure in the bed and by the December moonlight straining
through the window (npocaunBatowmiics; to strain — HanparaTb, pacTarMesathb;
npouexusatb) Michael could see his father's face. Even now it was impassive, the
chest heaved shallowly (egsa B3gbimanacs; shallow — menkuin, Hernybokuin) with his
uneven breath (HepoBHbIM AbixaHuem [breB]). Tubes hung from steel gallows (co
cTanbHbIX gyr, nogcrtaBok) beside the bed and ran into his nose. On the floor was a
glass jar (6aHka, kyBLUMH) receiving the poisons emptied from his stomach (13 ero
xenypgka ['stAmdk]) by other tubes. Michael stayed there for a few moments to make
sure his father was all right, then backed out of the room.
3 He told the nurse, "My name is Michael Corleone, | just want to sit with my father.
What happened to the detectives who were supposed to be guarding him?"
4 The nurse was a pretty young thing with a great deal of confidence in the power of
her office (c 6onbLwon gonen ysepeHHOCTU B MOryLecTBe ee gormkHocTtun). "Oh, your
father just had too many visitors, it interfered with the hospital service (aTo mewwanoHu:
«BMeLunBarnocs, nepebusano»)," she said. "The police came and made them all leave
about ten minutes ago. And then just five minutes ago | had to call the detectives to the
phone for an emergency alarm from their headquarters (cpo4Has TpeBora ns nx
ynpaBneHus; emergency [’'mad:dGaonsi] — HenpeaBUAEHHbIV Criydan, KpanHAs
HeobxoaumocTsk), and then they left too. But don't worry, | look in on your father often
and | can hear any sound from his room. That's why we leave the doors open."
5 "Thank you," Michael said. "I'll sit with him for a little while. OK?"
6 She smiled at him. "Just for a little bit and then I'm afraid you'll have to leave. It's the
rules (npasuna), you know."
7 Michael went back into his father's room. He took the phone from its cradle and got
the hospital operator to give him the house in Long Beach, the phone in the comer
office room. Sonny answered. Michael whispered, "Sonny, I'm down at the hospital, |
came down late. Sonny, there's nobody here. None of Tessio's people. No detectives at
the door. The old man was completely unprotected." His voice was trembling.
8 There was a long silence and then Sonny's voice came, low and impressed, "This is

Sollozzo's move (xon: «aBwxeHue») you were talking about."
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9 Michael said, "That's what | figured too. But how did he get the cops to clear
everybody out and where did they go? What happened to Tessio's men? Jesus Christ,
has that bastard Sollozzo got the New York Police Department in his pocket too?"
10 "Take it easy, kid." Sonny's voice was soothing. "We got lucky again with you going
to visit the hospital so late. Stay in the old man's room. Lock the door from the inside. I'll
have some men there inside of fifteen minutes, soon as | make some calls. Just sit tight
and don't panic. OK, kid?"
11 "l won't panic," Michael said. For the first time since it had all started he felt a
furious anger rising in him (apocTtHbIn rHeB), a cold hatred for his father's enemies
(HeHaBUCTb K Bparam; hatred [‘heitrid]).
12 He hung up the phone and rang the buzzer for the nurse (3BOHOK, KHOMKY BbI30Ba;
to buzz — xyxkaTb). He decided to use his own judgment (pewwwnn gencreosaTh Mo
csoemy pasymeHuto) and disregard Sonny's orders (He nNpyHMMaTL BO BHUMaHue
npukasos, ykasaHun CoHHn). When the nurse came in he said, "l don't want you to get
frightened, but we have to move my father right away. To another room or another floor.
Can you disconnect all these tubes (oTkntounTs) so we can wheel the bed out?"
13 The nurse said, "That's ridiculous (cmeLuHo [rI’dikjulds]). We have to get permission
from the doctor (paspeluerne)."
14 Michael spoke very quickly. "You've read about my father in the papers. You've
seen that there's no one here tonight to guard him. Now I've just gotten word some men
will come into the hospital to kill him. Please believe me and help me." He could be
extraordinarily persuasive (ybeautensHbiM, yoexgatowmm [pds'welsiv]; to persuade
[pos'weid] — y6eguTb) when he wanted to be.
15 The nurse said, "We don't have to disconnect the tubes. We can wheel the stand
with the bed."
16 "Do you have an empty room?" Michael whispered.
17 "At the end of the hall," the nurse said.
18 It was done in a matter of moments, very quickly and very efficiently. Then Michael
said to the nurse, "Stay here with him until help comes. If you're outside at your station
you might get hurt."
19 At that moment he heard his father's voice from the bed, hoarse (oxpununn,
cunnein [ho:s]) but full of strength, "Michael, is it you? What happened, what is it?"
20 Michael leaned over the bed. He took his father's hand in his. "It's Mike," he said.
"Don't be afraid. Now listen, don't make any noise at all, especially if somebody calls out

your name. Some people want to kill you, understand? But I'm here so don't be afraid."
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21 Don Corleone, still not fully conscious (cosHaTenbHbIN, cosHaoLuii [‘kon|ds]) of
what had happened to him the day before, in terrible pain, yet smiled benevolently (sce
Xe ynblbHynca bnarogyLwHo, CHUCXoauTenbHO: «braroxenaTtensHo») on his youngest
son, wanting to tell him, but it was too much effort (ycunue [‘efdt]), "Why should | be

afraid now? Strange men have come to kill me ever since | was twelve years old."

1 When Michael got out of the cab in front of the French Hospital he was
surprised to see that the street was completely deserted. When he entered the
hospital he was even more surprised to find the lobby empty. Damn it, what the
hell were Clemenza and Tessio doing? Sure, they never went to West Point but
they knew enough about tactics to have outposts. A couple of their men should
have been in the lobby at least.

2 Even the latest visitors had departed, it was almost ten-thirty at night. Michael
was tense and alert now. He didn't bother to stop at the information desk, he
already knew his father's room number up on the fourth floor. He took the self-
service elevator. Oddly enough nobody stopped him until he reached the nurses'
station on the fourth floor. But he strode right past her query and on to his
father's room. There was no one outside the door. Where the hell were the two
detectives who were supposed to be waiting around to guard and question the
old man? Where the hell were Tessio and Clemenza's people? Could there be
someone inside the room? But the door was open. Michael went in. There was a
figure in the bed and by the December moonlight straining through the window
Michael could see his father's face. Even now it was impassive, the chest heaved
shallowly with his uneven breath. Tubes hung from steel gallows beside the bed
and ran into his nose. On the floor was a glass jar receiving the poisons emptied
from his stomach by other tubes. Michael stayed there for a few moments to
make sure his father was all right, then backed out of the room.

3 He told the nurse, "My name is Michael Corleone, | just want to sit with my
father. What happened to the detectives who were supposed to be guarding
him?"

4 The nurse was a pretty young thing with a great deal of confidence in the
power of her office. "Oh, your father just had too many visitors, it interfered with
the hospital service,"” she said. "The police came and made them all leave about
ten minutes ago. And then just five minutes ago | had to call the detectives to the

phone for an emergency alarm from their headquarters, and then they left too.
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But don't worry, | look in on your father often and | can hear any sound from his
room. That's why we leave the doors open.”
5 "Thank you," Michael said. "I'll sit with him for a little while. OK?"
6 She smiled at him. "Just for a little bit and then I'm afraid you'll have to leave.
It's the rules, you know."
7 Michael went back into his father's room. He took the phone from its cradle
and got the hospital operator to give him the house in Long Beach, the phone in
the comer office room. Sonny answered. Michael whispered, "Sonny, I'm down at
the hospital, | came down late. Sonny, there's nobody here. None of Tessio's
people. No detectives at the door. The old man was completely unprotected.” His
voice was trembling.
8 There was a long silence and then Sonny's voice came, low and impressed,
"This is Sollozzo's move you were talking about."
9 Michael said, "That's what | figured too. But how did he get the cops to clear
everybody out and where did they go? What happened to Tessio's men? Jesus
Christ, has that bastard Sollozzo got the New York Police Department in his
pocket too?"
10"Take it easy, kid." Sonny's voice was soothing. "We got lucky again with you
going to visit the hospital so late. Stay in the old man's room. Lock the door from
the inside. I'll have some men there inside of fifteen minutes, soon as | make
some calls. Just sit tight and don't panic. OK, kid?"
11 "l won't panic,” Michael said. For the first time since it had all started he felt a
furious anger rising in him, a cold hatred for his father's enemies.
12 He hung up the phone and rang the buzzer for the nurse. He decided to use
his own judgment and disregard Sonny's orders. When the nurse came in he said,
"l don't want you to get frightened, but we have to move my father right away. To
another room or another floor. Can you disconnect all these tubes so we can
wheel the bed out?"
13 The nurse said, "That's ridiculous. We have to get permission from the
doctor."
14 Michael spoke very quickly. "You've read about my father in the papers.
You've seen that there's no one here tonight to guard him. Now I've just gotten
word some men will come into the hospital to kill him. Please believe me and help

me." He could be extraordinarily persuasive when he wanted to be.

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Hnou @panxa www.franklang.ru




250
15 The nurse said, "We don't have to disconnect the tubes. We can wheel the
stand with the bed."
16 "Do you have an empty room?" Michael whispered.
17 "At the end of the hall,” the nurse said.
18 It was done in a matter of moments, very quickly and very efficiently. Then
Michael said to the nurse, "Stay here with him until help comes. If you're outside
at your station you might get hurt."
19 At that moment he heard his father's voice from the bed, hoarse but full of
strength, "Michael, is it you? What happened, what is it?"
20 Michael leaned over the bed. He took his father's hand in his. "It's Mike," he
said. "Don't be afraid. Now listen, don't make any noise at all, especially if
somebody calls out your name. Some people want to kill you, understand? But
I'm here so don't be afraid."
21 Don Corleone, still not fully conscious of what had happened to him the day
before, in terrible pain, yet smiled benevolently on his youngest son, wanting to
tell him, but it was too much effort, "Why should | be afraid now? Strange men

have come to kill me ever since | was twelve years old."

(MpumevaHune ans pegakumn: ¢ 3TOro MOMeEHTa BECb KOMMEHTapUN MaeT B CHOCKax

BHWU3Y CTpaHuLbI.)

Chapter 10

The hospital was small and private with just one entrance. Michael looked through the
window down into the street. There was a curved courtyard that had steps leading down
into the street and the street was empty of cars. But whoever came into the hospital
would have to come through that entrance. He knew he didn't have much time so he ran
out of the room and down the four flights and through the wide doors of the ground floor
entrance. Off to the side he saw the ambulance yard and there was no car there, no
ambulances either.

Michael stood on the sidewalk outside the hospital and lit a cigarette. He unbuttoned
his coat and stood in the light of a lamppost so that his features could be seen. A young
man was walking swiftly down from Ninth Avenue, a package under his arm. The young
man wore a combat jacket and had a heavy shock (konHa, ckupga) of black hair. His

face was familiar when he came under the lamplight but Michael could not place it. But
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the young man stopped in front of him and put out his hand, saying in a heavy ltalian
accent, "Don Michael, do you remember me? Enzo, the baker's helper to Nazorine the
Paniterra; his son-in-law. Your father saved my life by getting the government to let me
stay in America."

Michael shook his hand. He remembered him now. Enzo went on, "lI've come to pay
my respects to your father. Will they let me into the hospital so late?"

Michael smiled and shook his head. "No, but thanks anyway. I'll tell the Don you
came." A car came roaring down the street and Michael was instantly alert. He said to
Enzo, "Leave here quickly. There may be trouble. You don't want to get involved with
the police."

He saw the look of fear on the young Italian's face. Trouble with the police might
mean being deported or refusal of citizenship. But the young man stood fast. He
whispered in Italian. "If there's trouble I'll stay to help. | owe it to the Godfather."

Michael was touched. He was about to tell the young man to go away again, but then
he thought, why not let him stay? Two men in front of the hospital might scare off any of
Sollozzo's crew sent to do a job. One man almost certainly would not. He gave Enzo a
cigarette and lit it for him. They both stood under the lamppost in the cold December
night. The yellow panes (pane — okoHHOe cTekro; naHens) of the hospital, bisected
(pasgeneHHble, paspesaHHble HagBoe) by the greens of Christmas decorations,
twinkled down on them. They had almost finished their cigarettes when a long low black
car turned into 30th Street from Ninth A venue and cruised (to cruise [kru:z] —
coBepLuaTh Kpymu3, KypcupoBaTh; npoMmyaTbcesi) toward them, very close to the curb. It
almost stopped. Michael peered to see their faces inside, his body flinching involuntarily.
The car seemed about to stop, then speeded forward. Somebody had recognized him.
Michael gave Enzo another cigarette and noticed that the baker's hands were shaking.
To his surprise his own hands were steady.

They stayed in the street smoking for what was no more than ten minutes when
suddenly the night air was split by a police siren. A patrol car made a screaming turn
from Ninth Avenue and pulled up in front of the hospital. Two more squad (rpynna,
komaHga) cars followed right behind it. Suddenly the hospital entranceway was flooded
with uniformed police and detectives. Michael heaved a sigh of relief. Good old Sonny
must have gotten through right away. He moved forward to meet them.

Two huge, burly policemen grabbed his arms. Another frisked him. A massive police
captain, gold braid on his cap, came up the steps, his men parting respectfully to leave

a path. He was a vigorous man for his girth (nognpyra; obxeat /Tanun/) and despite the
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white hair that peeked out of his cap. His face was beefy red. He came up to Michael
and said harshly, "l thought | got all you guinea hoods locked up. Who the hell are you
and what are you doing here?"

One of the cops standing beside Michael said, "He's clean, Captain."

Michael didn't answer. He was studying this police captain, coldly searching his face,
the metallic blue eyes. A detective in plain clothes said, "That's Michael Corleone, the
Don's son."

Michael said quietly, "What happened to the detectives who were supposed to be
guarding my father? Who pulled them off that detail (Hapsa, pacyet, komanga)?"

The police captain was choleric with rage. "You fucking hood, who the hell are you to
tell me my business? | pulled them off. | don't give a shit how many dago (naro —
npounsBuLLEe UTanbsHLa, ncnadua, noprtyransua) gangsters kill each other. If it was up to
me (ecrnu 6bl aTO 3aBucernio ot meHs), | wouldn't lift a finger to keep your old man from
getting knocked off. Now get the hell out of here. Get out of this street, you punk, and
stay out of this hospital when it's not visiting hours."

Michael was still studying him intently. He was not angry at what this police captain
was saying. His mind was racing furiously. Was it possible that Sollozzo had been in
that first car and had seen him standing in front of the hospital? Was it possible that
Sollozzo had then called this captain and said, "How come the Corleones' men are still
around the hospital when | paid you to lock them up?" Was it possible that all had been
carefully planned as Sonny had said? Everything fitted in. Still cool, he said to the
captain, "I'm not leaving this hospital until you put guards around my father's room."
The captain didn't bother answering. He said to the detective standing beside him, "Phil,
lock this punk up."

The detective said hesitantly, "The kid is clean, Captain. He's a war hero and he's never
been mixed up in the rackets. The papers could make a stink."

The captain started to turn on the detective, his face red with fury. He roared out,
"Goddamn it, | said lock him up."

Michael, still thinking clearly, not angry, said with deliberate malice (3no6a ['meelis]),
"How much is the Turk paying you to set my father up, Captain?"

The police captain turned to him. He said to the two burly patrolmen, "Hold him."
Michael felt his arms pinned to his sides. He saw the captain's massive fist arching
(arch — gyra; to arch — nsrnbarteca gyroun) toward his face. He tried to weave away
(oTkNoHUTLCS; to weave — TkaTb, MMecTu; kKadaTbcs, OTKIOHATLESA) but the fist caught

him high on the cheekbone. A grenade exploded in his skull. His mouth filled with blood
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and small hard bones that he realized were his teeth. He could feel the side of his head
puff up as if it were filling with air. His legs were weightless and he would have fallen if
the two policemen had not held him up. But he was still conscious. The plainclothes
detective had stepped in front of him to keep the captain from hitting him again and was
saying, "Jesus Christ, Captain, you really hurt him."

The captain said loudly, "I didn't touch him. He attacked me and he fell. Do you
understand that? He resisted arrest."

Through a red haze (nerkun TymaH, aeimka) Michael could see more cars pulling up to
the curb. Men were getting out. One of them he recognized as Clemenza's lawyer, who
was now speaking to the police captain, suavely (suave [swa:v] — y4TUBLIN,
obxoguteneHbi) and surely. "The Corleone Family has hired a firm of private
detectives to guard Mr. Corleone. These men with me are licensed to carry firearms,
Captain. If you arrest them, you'll have to appear before a judge in the morning and tell
him why."

The lawyer glanced at Michael. "Do you want to prefer (BbiaBuHyTE /TpeboBaHue,
obsuHeHune/) charges (06BuHeHus) against whoever did this to you?" he asked.

Michael had trouble talking. His jaws wouldn't come together but he managed to
mumble. "l slipped," he said. "l slipped and fell." He saw the captain give him a
triumphant glance and he tried to answer that glance with a smile. At all costs he
wanted to hide the delicious icy chilliness that controlled his brain, the surge of wintry
cold hatred that pervaded his body. He wanted to give no warning to anyone in this
world as to how he felt at this moment. As the Don would not. Then he felt himself

carried into the hospital and he lost consciousness.

When he woke up in the morning he found that his jaw had been wired together and
that four of his teeth along the left side of his mouth were missing. Hagen was sitting
beside his bed.

"Did they drug me up?" Michael asked.

"Yeah," Hagen said. "They had to dig some bone fragments out of your gums (aecHsb!)
and they figured it would be too painful. Besides you were practically out anyway."

"Is there anything else wrong with me?" Michael asked.

"No," Hagen said. "Sonny wants you out at the Long Beach house. Think you can
make it?"

"Sure," Michael said. "Is the Don all right?"
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Hagen flushed. "I think we've solved the problem now. We have a firm of private
detectives and we have the whole area loaded. I'll tell you more when we get in the car."

Clemenza was driving, Michael and Hagen sat in the back. Michael's head throbbed
(to throb — cunesHo BuTkes, nynecuposaTsk). "So what the hell really happened last night,
did you guys ever find out?"

Hagen spoke quietly. "Sonny has an inside man, that Detective Phillips who tried to
protect you. He gave us the scoop (rnonatka, CoBOK, Yyepnak; ceHcaLlMOHHas HOBOCTb;
3gecb — uHpopmauus). The police captain, McCluskey, is a guy who's been on the take
(to be on the take — 6paTb B3aTKM) very heavy ever since he's been a patrolman. Our
Family has paid him quite a bit. And he's greedy and untrustworthy (HeHagexHbIn, He
3acnyxusatowmnn gosepus) to do business with. But Sollozzo must have paid him a big
price. McCluskey had all Tessio's men around and in the hospital arrested right after
visiting hours. It didn't help that some of them were carrying guns. Then McCluskey
pulled the official guard detectives off the Don's door. Claimed he needed them and that
some other cops were supposed to go over and take their place but they got their
assignments bollixed (to bollix — ncnoptuts, n3ragute /Hanp. pabdoty/). Baloney (B3gop,
yenyxa /cnenr/ [bd'louni]). He was paid off to set the Don up. And Phillips said he's the
kind of guy who'll try it again. Sollozzo must have given him a fortune for openers and
promised him the moon to come."

"Was my getting hurt in the papers?"

"No," Hagen said. "We kept that quiet. Nobody wants that known. Not the cops. Not
us."

"Good," Michael said. "Did that boy Enzo get away?"

"Yeah," Hagen said. "He was smarter than you. When the cops came he disappeared.
He claims he stuck with you while Sollozzo's car went by. Is that true?"

"Yeah," Michael said. "He's a good kid."

"He'll be taken care of," Hagen said. "You feeling OK?" His face was concerned. "You
look lousy (napLunBo, OTBpaTUTENbHO: «BLUMBOY)."

"I'm OK," Michael said. "What was that police captain's' name?"

"McCluskey," Hagen said. "By the way, it might make you feel better to know that the
Corleone Family finally got up on the scoreboard (Ha Tabno; score — 3apybka; cuet
o4koB). Bruno Tattaglia, four o'clock this morning."

Michael sat up. "How come (kak Tak)? | thought we were supposed to sit tight."

Hagen shrugged. "After what happened at the hospital Sonny got hard. The button

men are out all over New York and New Jersey. We made the list last night. I'm trying to
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hold Sonny in, Mike. Maybe you can talk to him. This whole business can still be settled
without a major war."

"I'll talk to him," Michael said. "Is there a conference this morning?"
"Yeah," Hagen said. "Sollozzo finally got in touch and wants to sit down with us. A
negotiator is arranging the details. That means we win. Sollozzo knows he's lost and he
wants to get out with his life." Hagen paused. "Maybe he thought we were soft, ready to
be taken, because we didn't strike back. Now with one of the Tattaglia sons dead he
knows we mean business. He really took an awful gamble bucking (to buck —
CTaHOBUTbCS Ha Ablbbl, B3OpLIKMBaTL /MbiTasce cbpocnts cegokal) the Don. By the way,
we got the confirmation on Luca. They killed him the night before they shot your father.
In Bruno's nightclub. Imagine that?"

Michael said, "No wonder they caught him off guard."

At the houses in Long Beach the entrance to the mall was blocked by a long black car
parked across its mouth. Two men leaned against the hood (kantoLuoH; kanoT
/aBTomo0buns/) of the car. The two houses on each side, Michael noticed, had opened
windows on their upper floors. Christ, Sonny must really mean business.

Clemenza parked the car outside the mall and they walked inside it. The two guards
were Clemenza's men and he gave them a frown of greeting that served as a salute.
The men nodded their heads in acknowledgment. There were no smiles, no greetings.
Clemenza led Hagen and Michael Corleone into the house.

The door was opened by another guard before they rang. He had obviously been
watching from a window.

They went to the corner office and found Sonny and Tessio waiting for them. Sonny
came to Michael, took his younger brother's head in his hands and said kiddingly,
"Beautiful. Beautiful." Michael knocked his hands away, and went to the desk and
poured himself some scotch, hoping it would dull the ache (nputynut 6onb; ache [elk])
in his wired jaw.

The five of them sat around the room but the atmosphere was different than their
earlier meetings. Sonny was gayer, more cheerful, and Michael realized what that
gaiety meant. There were no longer any doubts in his older brother's mind. He was
committed (npuHan peleHne, Bea3sarncs) and nothing would sway (nokonebats) him.
The attempt by Sollozzo the night before was the final straw (nocrnegHen conomuHkon =

nocnegHen kannen). There could no longer be any question of a truce (nepemupue).
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"We got a call from the negotiator while you were gone," Sonny said to Hagen. "The
Turk wants a meeting now." Sonny laughed. "The balls on that son of a bitch," he said
admiringly. "After he craps out (to crap out — npourpeiBaTh; crap — gepbmo; to crap —
n3ragnte, ncnoptutsk) last night he wants a meeting today or the next day. Meanwhile
we're supposed just to lay back and take everything he dishes out (npeanoxut; to dish
— nogaeatb efy, packnagbiate no Tapenkam). What fucking nerve."

Tom asked cautiously. "What did you answer?"

Sonny grinned. "l said sure, why not? Anytime he says, I'm in no hurry. I've got a
hundred button men out on the street twenty-four hours a day. If Sollozzo shows one
hair on his asshole he's dead. Let them take all the time they want.”

Hagen said, "Was there a definite proposal?"

"Yeah," Sonny said. "He wants us to send Mike to meet him to hear his proposition.
The negotiator guarantees Mike's safety. Sollozzo doesn't ask us to guarantee his
safety, he knows he can't ask that. No point. So the meeting will be arranged on his side.
His people will pick Mike up and take Mike to the meeting place. Mike will listen to
Sollozzo and then they'll turn him loose. But the meeting place is secret. The promise is
the deal will be so good we can't turn it down."

Hagen asked, "What about the Tattaglias! What will they do about Bruno?"

"That's part of the deal. The negotiator says the Tattaglia Family has agreed to go
along with Sollozzo. They'll forget about Bruno Tattaglia. He pays for what they did to
my father. One cancels out (o cancel — BbivepkuBaTth, aHHynMposaTts) the other." Sonny
laughed again. "The nervy (cmenei, Bonesown) bastards."

Hagen said cautiously, "We should hear what they have to say."

Sonny shook his head from side to side. "No, no, Consigliori, not this time." His voice
held a faint trace of Italian accent. He was consciously mocking his father just to kid
around (BbicMenBaTb, noawwy4meats). "No more meetings. No more discussions. No
more Sollozzo tricks. When the negotiator gets in touch with us again for our answer |
want you to give him one message. | want Sollozzo. If not, it's all-out war. We'll go to the
mattresses and we'll put all the button men out on the street. Business will just have to
suffer."

"The other Families won't stand for an all-out war," Hagen said. "It puts too much heat
on everybody."

Sonny shrugged. "They have a simple solution (pewweHue /npobnemsl/). Give me

Sollozzo. Or fight the Corleone Family." Sonny paused, then said roughly, "No more
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advice on how to patch it up (patch — kno4vok, nockyT; to patch up — naratb, cTaBUTb
3annartbl), Tom. The decision is made. Your job is to help me win. Understand?"

Hagen bowed his head. He was deep in thought for a moment. Then he said, "l spoke
to your contact in the police station. He says that Captain McCluskey is definitely on
Sollozzo's payroll and for big money. Not only that, but McCluskey is going to get a
piece of the drug operation. McCluskey has agreed to be Sollozzo's bodyguard. The
Turk doesn't poke his nose out of his hole without McCluskey. When he meets Mike for
the conference, McCluskey will be sitting beside him. In civilian clothes but carrying his
gun. Now what you have to understand, Sonny, is that while Sollozzo is guarded like
this, he's invulnerable. Nobody has ever gunned down a New York police captain and
gotten away with it. The heat in this town would be unbearable what with the
newspapers, the whole police department, the churches, everything. That would be
disastrous. The Families would be after you. The Corleone Family would become
outcasts. Even the old man's political protection would run for cover. So take that into
consideration (npumu B pacyeT, B pasmbiineHve)."

Sonny shrugged. "McCluskey can't stay with the Turk forever. We'll wait."

Tessio and Clemenza were puffing on their cigars uneasily, not daring to speak, but
sweating. It would be their skins that would go on the line if the wrong decision was
made.

Michael spoke for the first time. He asked Hagen, "Can the old man be moved out of
the hospital onto the mall here?"

Hagen shook his head. "That's the first thing | asked. Impossible. He's in very bad
shape. He'll pull through but he needs all kinds of attention, maybe some more surgery
(onepauwms, xmpyprudeckoe BMmeLLaTenscTeo). Impossible."

"Then you have to get Sollozzo right away," Michael said. "We can't wait. The guy is
too dangerous. He'll come up with some new idea. Remember, the key is still that he
gets rid of the old man. He knows that. OK, he knows that now it's very tough so he's
willing to take defeat for his life. But if he's going to get killed anyway, he'll have another
crack (HaHeceT ygap) at the Don. And with that police captain helping him who knows
what the hell might happen. We can't take that chance. We have to get Sollozzo right
away."

Sonny was scratching his chin thoughtfully. "You're right, kid," he said. "You got right
to the old nuts (coeepLueHHo /cnenr/). We can't let Sollozzo get another crack at the old
man."

Hagen said quietly, "What about Captain McCluskey?"
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Sonny turned to Michael with an odd little smile. "Yeah, kid, what about that tough
police captain?"

Michael said slowly, "OK, it's an extreme. But there are times when the most extreme
measures are justified (cpegctea onpasaansbl). Let's think now that we have to kill
McCluskey. The way to do it would be to have him heavily implicated so that it's not an
honest police captain doing his duty but a crooked (M30rHyTbIN, KPUBOW; NCKAXKEHHLIN;
0o6bIThIN HevecTHbIM nyTem) police official mixed up in the rackets who got what was
coming to him, like any crook (kpro4ok, Kptok; xxynuk, peHerat). We have newspaper
people on our payroll we can give that story to with enough proof so that they can back
it up. That should take some of the heat off. How does that sound?" Michael looked
around deferentially (noututensHo, ¢ yBaxeHunem) to the others. Tessio and Clemenza
had gloomy (mpa4Hbin) faces and refused to speak. Sonny said with the same odd
smile, "Go on, kid, you're doing great. Out of the mouths of infants (yctamu
mnageHua ...), as the Don always used to say. Go ahead, Mike, tell us more."

Hagen was smiling too a little and averting his head. Michael flushed. "Well, they want
me to go to a conference with Sollozzo. It will be me, Sollozzo and McCluskey all on our
own. Set up the meeting for two days from now, then get our informers to find out where
the meeting will be held. Insist that it has to be a public place, that I'm not going to let
them take me into any apartments or houses. Let it be a restaurant or a bar at the
height of the dinner hour, something like that, so that I'll feel safe. They'll feel safe too.
Even Sollozzo won't figure that we'll dare to gun the captain. They'll frisk me when |
meet them so I'll have to be clean then, but figure out a way you can get a weapon to
me while I'm meeting them. Then I'll take both of them."

All four heads turned and stared at him. Clemenza and Tessio were gravely
astonished. Hagen looked a little sad but not surprised. He started to speak and thought
better of it. But Sonny, his heavy Cupid's face twitching with mirth (secenbe, 4yBcTBO
BecenocTu), suddenly broke out in loud roars (peB; xoxoT) of laughter. It was deep belly
laughter, not faking (6e3 nputBopcTBa; to fake — nogaenosaTtsk, hanscuguumpoBaTs).
He was really breaking up. He pointed a finger at Michael, trying to speak through
gasps of mirth. "You, the high-class college kid, you never wanted to get mixed up in
the Family business. Now you wanta kill a police captain and the Turk just because you
got your face smashed by McCluskey. You're taking it personal, it's just business and
you're taking it personal. You wanta kill these two guys just because you got slapped in

the face. It was all a lot of crap. All these years it was just a lot of crap.”
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Clemenza and Tessio, completely misunderstanding, thinking that Sonny was
laughing at his young brother's bravado for making such an offer, were also smiling
broadly and a little patronizingly at Michael. Only Hagen warily (octopoxHo) kept his
face impassive. Michael looked around at all of them, then stared at Sonny, who still
couldn't stop laughing. "You'll take both of them?" Sonny said. "Hey, kid, they won't give
you medals, they put you in the electric chair. You know that? This is no hero business,
kid, you don't shoot people from a mile away. You shoot when you see the whites of
their eyes like we got taught in school, remember? You gotta stand right next to them
and blow their heads off and their brains get all over your nice vy League («Jlura
[Mniowa» — a group of colleges and universities in the northeastern U.S., consisting of
Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, Dartmouth, Cornell, the University of Pennsylvania,
and Brown, having a reputation for high scholastic achievement and social prestige) suit.
How about that, kid, you wanta do that just because some dumb cop slapped you
around?" He was still laughing.

Michael stood up. "You'd better stop laughing," he said. The change in him was so
extraordinary that the smiles vanished (ncueanu) from the faces of Clemenza and
Tessio.

Michael was not tall or heavily built but his presence seemed to radiate danger. In that
moment he was a reincarnation of Don Corleone himself. His eyes had gone a pale tan
and his face was bleached (to bleach — 6enuTte, oTbenueaTtk; obecLBe4ymBaTh) of color.
He seemed at any moment about to fling himself on his older and stronger brother.
There was no doubt that if he had had a weapon in his hands Sonny would have been
in danger. Sonny stopped laughing, and Michael said to him in a cold deadly voice,
"Don't you think | can do it, you son of a bitch?"

Sonny had got over his laughing fit (npuctyn). "I know you can do it," he said. "l wasn't
laughing at what you said. | was just laughing at how funny things turn out. | always said
you were the toughest one in the Family, tougher than the Don himself. You were the
only one who could stand off (aepxaTbcsa Ha paccTtosiHuM; NpoTnBocToATk) the old man.
| remember you when you were a kid. What a temper you had then. Hell, you even used
to fight me and | was a lot older than you. And Freddie had to beat the shit out of you at
least once a week. And now Sollozzo has you figured for the soft touch in the Family
because you let McCluskey hit you without fighting back and you wouldn't get mixed up
in the Family fights. He figures he got nothing to worry about if he meets you head to
head. And McCluskey too, he's got you figured for a yellow guinea." Sonny paused and

then said softly, "But you're a Corleone after all, you son of a bitch. And | was the only
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one who knew it. I've been sitting here waiting for the last three days, ever since the old
man got shot, waiting for you to crack out of that lvy League, war hero bullshit character
you've been wearing. I've been waiting for you to become my right arm so we can Kill
those fucks that are trying to destroy our father and our Family. And all it took was a
sock (yaap) on the jaw. How do you like that?" Sonny made a comical gesture, a punch,
and repeated, "How do you like that?"

The tension had relaxed in the room. Mike shook his head. "Sonny, I'm doing it
because it's the only thing to do. | can't give Sollozzo another crack at the old man. |
seem to be the only one who can get close enough to him. And | figured it out. | don't
think you can get anybody else to knock off a police captain. Maybe you would do it,
Sonny, but you have a wife and kids and you have to run the Family business until the
old man is in shape. So that leaves me and Freddie. Freddie is in shock and out of
action. Finally that leaves just me. It's all logic. The sock on the jaw had nothing to do
with it."

Sonny came over and embraced him. "l don't give a damn what your reasons are, just
so long as you're with us now. And I'll tell you another thing, you're right all the way.
Tom, what's your say?"

Hagen shrugged. "The reasoning is solid. What makes it so is that | don't think the
Turk is sincere (nckpeHHuin [sin'sid]) about a deal. | think he'll still try to get at the Don.
Anyway on his past performance (1cnonHeHue; gencraue, noctynok) that's how we
have to figure him. So we try to get Sollozzo. We get him even if we have to get the
police captain. But whoever does the job is going to get an awful lot of heat. Does it
have to be Mike?"

Sonny said softly, "l could do it."

Hagen shook his head impatiently. "Sollozzo wouldn't let you get within a mile of him if
he had ten police captains. And besides you're the acting head of the Family. You can't
be risked." Hagen paused and said to Clemenza and Tessio, "Do either one of you have
a top button man, someone really special, who would take on this job? He wouldn't
have to worry about money for the rest of his life."

Clemenza spoke first. "Nobody that Sollozzo wouldn't know, he'd catch on right away.
He'd catch on if me or Tessio went too."

Hagen said, "What about somebody really tough who hasn't made his rep yet, a good
rookie (HoBU4YOK, HoBOBpaHeL,)?"

Both caporegimes shook their heads. Tessio smiled to take the sting (>xano) out of his

words and said, "That's like bringing a guy up from the minors to pitch (6pocarts,
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nocbinate May) the World Series (/baseballl an annual series of games between the
winning teams of the two major leagues: the first team to win four games being
champions of the U.S.)"

Sonny broke in curtly, "It has to be Mike. For a million different reasons. Most
important they got him down as faggy (romocekcyanucT; /3geck/ Tpyc). And he can do
the job, | guarantee that, and that's important because this is the only shot we'll get at
that sneaky bastard Turk. So now we have to figure out the best way to back him up.
Tom, Clemenza, Tessio, find out where Sollozzo will take him for the conference, | don't
care how much it costs. When we find that out we can figure out how we can get a
weapon into his hands. Clemenza, | want you to get him a really 'safe' gun out of your
collection, the 'coldest' one you got. Impossible to trace. Try to make it short barrel
(6oyoHok; cTBON, Ayro /pyxbsa, nuctonetal) with a lot of blasting (to blast —
B3pbIBaTh/cs/) power. It doesn't have to be accurate. He'll be right on top of them when
he uses it. Mike, as soon as you've used the gun, drop it on the floor. Don't be caught
with it on you. Clemenza, tape (obmaTbiBaTh neHTon; tape — nenTa) the barrel and the
trigger (kypok) with that special stuff you got so he won't leave prints (oTneyaTkn).
Remember, Mike, we can square everything, withesses, and so forth, but if they catch
you with the gun on you we can't square that. We'll have transportation and protection
and then we'll make you disappear for a nice long vacation until the heat wears off.
You'll be gone a long time, Mike, but | don't want you saying good-bye to your girl friend
or even calling her. After it's all over and you're out of the country I'll send her word that
you're OK. Those are orders." Sonny smiled at his brother. "Now stick with Clemenza
and get used to handling the gun he picks out for you. Maybe even practice a little. We'll
take care of everything else. Everything. OK, kid?"

Again Michael Corleone felt that delicious refreshing chilliness all over his body. He
said to his brother, "You didn't have to give me that crap about not talking to my girl
friend about something like this. What the hell did you think | was going to do, call her
up to say good-bye?"

Sonny said hastily, "OK, but you're still a rookie so | spell things out. Forget it."

Michael said with a grin, "What the hell do you mean, a rookie? | listened to the old
man just as hard as you did. How do you think | got so smart?" They both laughed.

Hagen poured drinks for everyone. He looked a little glum (mpayHo, xmypo). The
statesman forced (rocygapcTeeHHbIN geaTerb, BblHYXAeHHbIN) to go to war, the lawyer

forced to go to law. "Well, anyway now we know what we're going to do," he said.
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Chapter 11

Captain Mark McCluskey sat in his office fingering three envelopes bulging with
betting slips (urpaneHble kapToyky; slip — ANUHHAaNA y3kas nonocka; bnaHk). He was
frowning and wishing he could decode the notations on the slips. It was very important
that he do so. The envelopes were the betting slips that his raiding parties had picked
up when they had hit one of the Corleone Family bookmakers the night before. Now the
bookmaker would have to buy back the slips so that players couldn't claim winners and
wipe him out.

It was very important for Captain McCluskey to decode the slips because he didn't
want to get cheated when he sold the slips back to the bookmaker. If there was fifty
grand worth of action, then maybe he could sell it back for five grand. But if there were a
lot of heavy bets and the slips represented a hundred grand or maybe even two
hundred grand, then the price should be considerably higher. McCluskey fiddled
(septen B pykax; fiddle — BepteTs; to fiddle — urpate Ha ckpunke) with the envelopes
and then decided to let the bookie sweat a little bit and make the first offer. That might
tip off (MmoxxeT nogckasate) what the real price should be.

McCluskey looked at the station house clock on the wall of his office. It was time for
him to pick up that greasy (canbHbin, rpsasHbin) Turk, Sollozzo, and take him to
wherever he was going to meet the Corleone Family. McCluskey went over to his wall
locker (3anupatowmncs wkadumk) and started to change into his civilian clothes. When
he was finished he called his wife and told her he would not be home for supper that
night, that he would be out on the job. He never confided (to confide — poBepartb/cs/;
BBepsAThb /TarHy/) in his wife on anything. She thought they lived the way they did on his
policeman's salary (3apnnata). McCluskey grunted with amusement. His mother had
thought the same thing but he had learned early. His father had shown him the ropes
(meToabl paboTbl; rope — BEPEBKA, KaHaT; NeTns).

His father had been a police sergeant, and every week father and son had walked
through the precinct and McCluskey Senior had introduced his six-year-old son to the
storekeepers (Bnagensubl MmarasvHoB), saying, "And this is my little boy."

The storekeepers would shake his hand and compliment him extravagantly and ring
open their cash registers to give the little boy a gift of five or ten dollars. At the end of
the day, little Mark McCluskey would have all the pockets of his suit stuffed with paper

money, would feel so proud that his father's friends liked him well enough to give him a
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present every month they saw him. Of course his father put the money in the bank for
him, for his college education, and little Mark got at most a fifty-cent piece for himself.

Then when Mark got home and his policemen uncles asked him what he wanted to be
when he grew up and he would lisp childishly, "A policeman," they would all laugh
uproariously. And of course later on, though his father wanted him to go to college first,

he went right from high school to studying for the police force.

He had been a good cop, a brave cop. The tough young punks terrorizing street
corners fled when he approached and finally vanished from his beat altogether. He was
a very tough cop and a very fair one. He never took his son around to the storekeepers
to collect his money presents for ignoring garbage violations (HapyLueHus rno BeIGpocy
mycopa ['ga:bidG]) and parking violations; he took the money directly into his own hand,
direct because he felt he earned it. He never ducked into a movie house or goofed (to
goof — nogblipHMyaTh, croHaTeca 6e3 gena) off into restaurants when he was on foot
patrol as some of the other cops did, especially on winter nights. He always made his
rounds. He gave his stores a lot of protection, a lot of service. When winos (ankatuu)
and drunks filtered up from the Bowery to panhandle on his beat (nonpoiwanHnyate Ha
naTpynmpyemom nm y4dactke; panhandle — py4dka kactptonn) he got rid of them so
roughly that they never came back. The tradespeople in his precinct appreciated (to
appreciate [d ‘prizJieit] — uenuTs) it. And they showed their appreciation.

He also obeyed the system. The bookies in his precinct knew he would never make
trouble to get an extra payoff for himself, that he was content for his share of the station
house bag (cBoewn gonen na obuiero kotna; station house — nonuuenckun yyactok; bag
— cyMKa; kowwenek). His name was on the list with the others and he never tried to make
extras. He was a fair cop who took only clean graft (paboTta, npodeccus; Baatka) and
his rise in the police department was steady if not spectacular (acbdpekTHbIN).

During this time he was raising a large family of four sons, none of whom became
policemen. They all went to Fordham University and since by that time Mark McCluskey
was rising from sergeant to lieutenant and finally to captain, they lacked for nothing. It
was at this time that McCluskey got the reputation for being a hard bargainer (to bargain
[‘ba:gin] — ToproBaTtbkcs, 3akntoyate caenky). The bookmakers in his district paid more
protection money than the bookmakers in any other part of the city, but maybe that was
because of the expense of putting four boys through college.

McCluskey himself felt there was nothing wrong with clean graft. Why the hell should

his kids go to CCNY or a cheap Southern college just because the Police Department
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didn't pay its people enough money to live on and take care of their families properly
with? He protected all these people with his life and his record showed his citations
(BbI30BbI B Cy[; YNIOMUHAHUSA B crivckax o6 otnuumneLumxcs) for gun duels with stickup
(rpabexx) men on his beat, strong-arm protection guys, would-be (npeteHaytowmm, c
npeTeH3nen Ha 1o, YTobbl ObITb KEM-TO) pimps (cyTeHepbl). He had hammered them
into the ground. He had kept his little corner of the city safe for ordinary people and he
sure as hell was entitled (nvetowun npaeo, ynonHoMmo4yeHHbI) to more than his lousy
one C note (ctogonnaposas kyntopa) a week. But he wasn't indignant (Bo3amyLueH)
about his low pay, he understood that everybody had to take care of themselves.

Bruno Tattaglia was an old friend of his. Bruno had gone to Fordham with one of his
sons and then Bruno had opened his nightclub and whenever the McCluskey family
spent an infrequent (HewacTein) night on the town, they could enjoy the cabaret with
liquor and dinner — on the house. On New Year's Eve they received engraved
invitations to be guests of the management and always received one of the best tables.
Bruno always made sure they were introduced to the celebrities (3HameHuTOCTN) WhO
performed in his club, some of them famous singers and Hollywood stars. Of course
sometimes he asked a little favor, like getting an employee with a record cleared for a
cabaret work license, usually a pretty girl with a police dossier as a hustler or roller
(Bop-kapmaHHuk). McCluskey would be glad to oblige (caenatb ogormxkenune, yroonTb
[ob'laidG]).

McCluskey made it a policy never to show that he understood what other people were
up to. When Sollozzo had approached him with the proposition to leave old man
Corleone uncovered in the hospital, McCluskey didn't ask why. He asked price. When
Sollozzo said ten grand, McCluskey knew why. He did not hesitate. Corleone was one
of the biggest Mafia men in the country with more political connections than Capone
had ever had. Whoever knocked him off would be doing the country a big favor.
McCluskey took the money in advance (3apaHee, 3agaTtkom; advance [od'va:ns] —
asmxeHue Bnepen; asaHc) and did the job. When he received a call from Sollozzo that
there were still two of Corleone's men in front of the hospital he had flown into a rage.
He had locked up all of Tessio's men, he had pulled the detective guards off the door of
Corleone's hospital room. And now, being a man of principle, he would have to give
back the ten grand, money he had already earmarked (earmark — knenmo /Ha yxe/,
TaBpo; to earmark — KNnenmMuTb; OTKNaabIBaTh AeHbr /Ha 4YTo-nMbo/) to insure the
education of his grandchildren. It was in that rage that he had gone to the hospital and

struck Michael Corleone.
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But it had all worked out for the best. He had met with Sollozzo in the Tattaglia
nightclub and they had made an even better deal. Again McCluskey didn't ask
questions, since he knew all the answers. He just made sure of his price. It never
occurred to him that he himself could be in any danger. That anyone would consider
even for a moment killing a New York City police captain was too fantastic. The
toughest hood in the Mafia had to stand still (no ctonke cmupHo) if the lowliest
patrolman decided to slap him around. There was absolutely no percentage in killing
cops. Because then all of a sudden a lot of hoods were killed resisting arrest or
escaping the scene of a crime, and who the hell was going to do anything about that?

McCluskey sighed and got ready to leave the station house. Problems, always
problems. His wife's sister in Ireland had just died after many years of fighting cancer
and that cancer had cost him a pretty penny. Now the funeral would cost him more. His
own uncles and aunts in the old country needed a little help now and then to keep their
potato farms and he sent the money to do the trick. He didn't begrudge (xagHuyaTs,
xanetb, ckynutbcs) it. And when he and his wife visited the old country they were
treated like a king and queen. Maybe they would go again this summer now that the war
was over and with all this extra money coming in. McCluskey told his patrolman clerk
where he would be if he was needed. He did not feel it necessary to take any
precautions. He could always claim Sollozzo was an informer he was meeting. Outside
the station house he walked a few blocks and then caught a cab to the house where he

would meet with Sollozzo.

It was Tom Hagen who had to make all the arrangements for Michael's leaving the
country, his false passport, his seaman's card, his berth (kornka) on an ltalian freighter
(rpy3oBown kopabnb ['freitd]) that would dock in a Sicilian port. Emissaries were sent that
very day by plane to Sicily to prepare a hiding place with the Mafia chief in the hill
country.

Sonny arranged for a car and an absolutely trustworthy driver to be waiting for
Michael when he stepped out of the restaurant where the meeting would be held with
Sollozzo. The driver would be Tessio himself, who had volunteered for the job. It would
be a beat-up-looking (nobutkin, obwapnaxHbin) car but with a fine motor. It would have
phony license plates and the car itself would be untraceable. It had been saved for a
special job requiring the best.

Michael spent the day with Clemenza, practicing with the small gun that would be

gotten to him. It was a .22 filled with soft-nosed bullets that made pinpricks
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(bynaBoyHble ykornbl) going in and left insulting gaping holes when they exited from the
human body. He found that it was accurate up to five of his steps away from a target
(uenb). After that the bullets might go anywhere. The trigger was tight (Tyron) but
Clemenza worked on this with some tools (nHcTpymeHThI) so that it pulled easier. They
decided to leave it noisy. They didn't want an innocent bystander misunderstanding the
situation and interfering out of ignorant courage. The report of the gun would keep them
away from Michael.

Clemenza kept instructing him during the training session. "Drop the gun as soon as
you've finished using it. Just let your hand drop to your side and the gun slip out.
Nobody will notice. Everybody will think you're still armed. They'll be staring at your face.
Walk out of the place very quickly but don't run. Don't look anybody directly in the eye
but don't look away from them either. Remember, they'll be scared of you, believe me,
they'll be scared of you. Nobody will interfere. As soon as you're outside Tessio will be
in the car waiting for you. Get in and leave the rest to him. Don't be worried about
accidents. You'd be surprised how well these affairs go. Now put this hat on and let's
see how you look." He clapped a gray fedora (msrkasa petposas wnana [fi'ddurd]) on
Michael's head. Michael, who never wore a hat, grimaced. Clemenza reassured him. "It
helps against identification, just in case. Mostly it gives witnesses an excuse to change
their identification when we make them see the light. Remember, Mike, don't worry
about prints. The butt (pykosiTka) and trigger are fixed with special tape. Don't touch any
other part of the gun, remember that."

Michael said, "Has Sonny found out where Sollozzo is taking me?"

Clemenza shrugged. "Not yet. Sollozzo is being very careful. But don't worry about
him harming you. The negotiator stays in our hands until you come back safe. If
anything happens to you, the negotiator pays."

"Why the hell should he stick his neck out?" Michael asked.

"He gets a big fee (Bo3HarpaxaeHune, roHopap)," Clemenza said. "A small fortune.
Also he is an important man in the Families. He knows Sollozzo can't let anything
happen to him. Your life is not worth the negotiator's life to Sollozzo. Very simple. You'll
be safe all right. We're the ones who catch hell afterwards."

"How bad will it be?" Michael asked.

"Very bad," Clemenza said. "It means an all-out war with the Tattaglia Family against
the Corleone Family. Most of the others will line up with the Tattaglias. The Sanitation
Department will be sweeping up a lot of dead bodies this winter." He shrugged. "These

things have to happen once every ten years or so. It gets rid of the bad blood. And then
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if we let them push us around on the little things they wanta take over everything. You
gotta stop them at the beginning. Like they shoulda stopped Hitler at Munich, they
should never let him get away with that, they were just asking for big trouble when they
let him get away with that."

Michael had heard his father say this same thing before, only in 1939 before the war
actually started. If the Families had been running the State Department there would
never have been World War I, he thought with a grin.

They drove back to the mall and to the Don's house, where Sonny still made his
headquarters. Michael wondered how long Sonny could stay cooped up (coop —
KYPATHUK; to coop — caxaTtb B KypsATHUK, B kneTky) in the safe territory of the mall.
Eventually he would have to venture (otBaxutbcs) out. They found Sonny taking a nap
on the couch. On the coffee table was the remains of his late lunch, scraps of steak and
bread crumbs and a half-empty bottle of whiskey.

His father's usually neat office was taking on the look of a badly kept furnished room.
Michael shook his brother awake and said, "Why don't you stop living like a bum
(nogblpb; /3geck/ 6pogsara) and get this place cleaned up?"

Sonny yawned. "What the hell are you, inspecting the barracks? Mike, we haven't got
the word yet where they plan to take you, those bastards Sollozzo and McCluskey. If we
don't find that out, how the hell are we going to get the gun to you?"

"Can't | carry it on me?" Michael asked. "Maybe they won't frisk me and even if they
do maybe they'll miss it if we're smart enough. And even if they find it — so what. They!'l
just take it off me and no harm done."

Sonny shook his head. "Nah," he said. "We have to make this a sure hit on that
bastard Sollozzo. Remember, get him first if you possibly can. McCluskey is slower and
dumber. You should have plenty of time to take him. Did Clemenza tell you to be sure to
drop the gun?"

"A million times," Michael said.

Sonny got up from the sofa and stretched. "How does your jaw feel, kid?"

"Lousy," Michael said. The left side of his face ached except those parts that felt numb
because of the drugged wire holding it together. He took the bottle of whiskey from the
table and swigged (swig — 6onbLIon rMoToK /cnupTHOro/; to swig — nNUTb BonbLKMMK
rnoTkamu) directly from it. The pain eased.

Sonny said, "Easy, Mike, now is no time to get slowed up by booze (cnupTHoe,

6yxno)."
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Michael said, "Oh, Christ, Sonny, stop playing the big brother. I've been in combat
against tougher guys than Sollozzo and under worse conditions. Where the hell are his
mortars (MnHomeTbl)? Has he got air cover? Heavy artillery? Land mines? He's just a
wise son of a bitch with a big-wheel (BaxHbin, BrnivatensHein /qenosek/) cop sidekick
(3akagblyHbIn apyr /cnexr/). Once anybody makes up their mind to kill them there's no
other problem. That's the hard part, making up your mind. They'll never know what hit
them."

Tom Hagen came into the room. He greeted them with a nod and went directly to the
falsely listed telephone. He called a few times and then shook his head at Sonny. "Not a
whisper," he said. "Sollozzo is keeping it to himself as long as he can."

The phone rang. Sonny answered it and he held up a hand as if to signal for quiet
though no one had spoken. He jotted some notes down on a pad, then said, "OK, he'll
be there," and hung up the phone.

Sonny was laughing. "That son of a bitch Sollozzo, he really is something. Here's the
deal. At eight tonight he and Captain McCluskey pick up Mike in front of Jack
Dempsey's bar on Broadway. They go someplace to talk, and get this. Mike and
Sollozzo talk in Italian so that the Irish cop don't know what the hell they are talking
about. He even tells me, don't worry, he knows McCluskey doesn't know one word in
Italian unless it's 'soldi’ (oeHbrn) and he's checked you out, Mike, and knows you can
understand Sicilian dialect."

Michael said dryly, "I'm pretty rusty (pxaBbin; 3anyweHHsbin) but we won't talk long."

Tom Hagen said, "We don't let Mike go until we have the negotiator. Is that
arranged?"

Clemenza nodded. "The negotiator is at my house playing pinochle (Bug kapToyHon
urpel) with three of my men. They wait for a call from me before they let him go."

Sonny sank back in the leather armchair. "Now how the hell do we find out the
meeting place? Tom, we've got informers with the Tattaglia Family, how come they
haven't given us the word?"

Hagen shrugged. "Sollozzo is really damn smart. He's playing this close to the vest,
so close that he's not using any men as a cover. He figures the captain will be enough
and that security is more important than guns. He's right too. We'll have to put a tail on
Mike and hope for the best."

Sonny shook his head. "Nah, anybody can lose a tail when they really want to. That's

the first thing they'll check out."
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By this time it was five in the afternoon. Sonny, with a worried look on his face, said,
"Maybe we should just let Mike blast whoever is in the car when it tries to pick him up."

Hagen shook his head. "What if Sollozzo is not in the car? We've tipped our hand for
nothing. Damn it, we have to find out where Sollozzo is taking him."

Clemenza put in, "Maybe we should start trying to figure why he's making it such a big
secret."

Michael said impatiently, "Because it's the percentage. Why should he let us know
anything if he can prevent it? Besides, he smells danger. He must be leery
(nopo3puTenbbIn, OCTOPOXKHLIN, ocMOTpuUTENbHBLIN) as hell even with that police captain
for his shadow."

Hagen snapped his fingers. "That detective, that guy Phillips. Why don't you give him
a ring, Sonny? Maybe he can find out where the hell the captain can be reached. It's
worth a try. McCluskey won't give a damn who knows where he's going."

Sonny picked up the phone and dialed a number. He spoke softly into the phone, then
hung up. "He'll call us back," Sonny said.

They waited for nearly another thirty minutes and then the phone rang. It was Phillips.
Sonny jotted something down on his pad and then hung up. His face was taut (Tyro
HaTAHYTLIN, noaTsaHyTeIn [to:t]). "l think we've got it," he said. "Captain McCluskey
always has to leave word on where he can be reached. From eight to ten tonight he'll be
at the Luna Azure up in the Bronx. Anybody know it?"

Tessio spoke confidently. "l do. It's perfect for us. A small family place with big booths
(booth [bu:d] — knock, Byaka, kabuHa) where people can talk in private. Good food.
Everybody minds their own business. Perfect." He leaned over Sonny's desk and
arranged stubbed-out (stub — neHb; 06r10MOK; OKypoK; to stub out — noracute /okypok/)
cigarettes into map figures. "This is the entrance. Mike, when you finish just walk out
and turn left, then turn the corner. I'll spot you and put on my headlights and catch you
on the fly. If you have any trouble, yell and I'll try to come in and get you out. Clemenza,
you gotta work fast. Send somebody up there to plant (caxaTs /pacteHne/; pasmerLars)
the gun. They got an old-fashioned toilet with a space between the water container and
the wall. Have your man tape the gun behind there. Mike, after they frisk you in the car
and find you're clean, they won't be too worried about you. In the restaurant, wait a bit
before you excuse yourself. No, better still, ask permission to go. Act a little in trouble
first, very natural. They can't figure anything. But when you come out again, don't waste
any time. Don't sit down again at the table, start blasting. And don't take chances. In the

head, two shots apiece, and out as fast as your legs can travel."
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Sonny had been listening judiciously. "l want somebody very good, very safe, to plant
that gun," he told Clemenza. "l don't want my brother coming out of that toilet with just
his dick (nonosown uneH /cnexr/) in his hand."

Clemenza said emphatically (c nadhocom, ¢ amcpaszon, peLnTernibHO, KaTeropuyecku
[Im'faetikal]), "The gun will be there."

"OK," Sonny said. "Everybody get rolling."

Tessio and Clemenza left. Tom Hagen said, "Sonny, should | drive Mike down to New
York?"

"No," Sonny said. "I want you here. When Mike finishes, then our work begins and I'll
need you. Have you got those newspaper guys lined up?"

Hagen nodded. "I'll be feeding them info as soon as things break."

Sonny got up and came to stand in front of Michael. He shook his hand. "OK, kid," he
said, "you're on. I'll square it with Mom your not seeing her before you left. And I'll get a
message to your girl friend when [ think the time is right. OK?"

"OK," Mike said. "How long do you think before | can come back?"

"At least a year," Sonny said.

Tom Hagen put in, "The Don might be able to work faster than that, Mike, but don't
count on it. The time element hinges (hinge — netnsa /gBepHas/; to hinge — kpenuTbcs;
3aBuceTb OT Yyero-nmbo) on a lot of factors. How well we can plant stories with the
newsmen. How much the Police Department wants to cover up. How violently the other
Families react. There's going to be a hell of a lot of heat and trouble. That's the only
thing we can be sure of."

Michael shook Hagen's hand. "Do your best," he said. "l don't want to do another
three-year stretch away from home."

Hagen said gently, "It's not too late to back out, Mike, we can get somebody else, we
can go back over our alternatives. Maybe it's not necessary to get rid of Sollozzo."

Michael laughed. "We can talk ourselves into any view-point," he said. "But we figured
it right the first time. I've been riding the gravy train (gravy train — nerkas HaxwBa,
BbIro4HOE NpeanpuaTmne; gravy — NOANNBKA; Nerkas Haxunea, He3akoHHbIe 40X0ab!
/cnenr/) all my life, it's about time | paid my dues (nopa nnatute no c4ety, 3a npoesa)."

"You shouldn't let that broken jaw influence you," Hagen said. "McCluskey is a stupid
man and it was business, not personal."

For the second time he saw Michael Corleone's face freeze into a mask that
resembled uncannily (xyTko, anoseue) the Don's. "Tom, don't let anybody kid you. It's

all personal, every bit of business. Every piece of shit every man has to eat every day of
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his life is personal. They call it business. OK. But it's personal as hell. You know where |
learned that from? The Don. My old man. The Godfather. If a bolt (monHus) of lightning
hit a friend of his the old man would take it personal. He took my going into the Marines
personal. That's what makes him great. The Great Don. He takes everything personal.
Like God. He knows every feather that falls from the tail of a sparrow (Bopo6en) or
however the hell it goes. Right? And you know something? Accidents don't happen to
people who take accidents as a personal insult. So | came late, OK, but I'm coming all
the way. Damn right, | take that broken jaw personal; damn right, | take Sollozzo trying
to kill my father personal." He laughed. "Tell the old man | learned it all from him and
that I'm glad | had this chance to pay him back for all he did for me. He was a good
father." He paused and then he said thoughtfully to Hagen, "You know, | can never
remember him hitting me. Or Sonny. Or Freddie. And of course Connie, he wouldn't
even yell at her. And tell me the truth, Tom, how many men do you figure the Don killed
or had killed."

Tom Hagen turned away. "I'll tell you one thing you didn't learn from him: talking the
way you're talking now. There are things that have to be done and you do them and you
never talk about them. You don't try to justify them. They can't be justified. You just do
them. Then you forget it."

Michael Corleone frowned. He said quietly, "As the Consigliori, you agree that it's
dangerous to the Don and our Family to let Sollozzo live?"

"Yes," Hagen said.

"OK," Michael said. "Then | have to kill him."

Michael Corleone stood in front of Jack Dempsey's restaurant on Broadway and
waited for his pickup. He looked at his watch. It said five minutes to eight. Sollozzo was
going to be punctual. Michael had made sure he was there in plenty of time. He had
been waiting fifteen minutes.

All during the ride from Long Beach into the city he had been trying to forget what he
had said to Hagen. For if he believed what he said, then his life was set on an
irrevocable (HeoTmMeHsiembln, BecnoBopoTHbIN [I'revdkdbl]) course. And yet, could it be
otherwise after tonight? He might be dead after tonight if he didn't stop all this crap,
Michael thought grimly. He had to keep his mind on the business at hand. Sollozzo was
no dummy (aypwuk) and McCluskey was a very tough egg. He felt the ache in his wired

jaw and welcomed the pain, it would keep him alert.
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Broadway wasn't that crowded on this cold winter night, even though it was near
theater time. Michael flinched as a long black car pulled up to the curb and the driver,
leaning over, opened the front door and said, "Get in, Mike." He didn't know the driver, a
young punk with slick black hair and an open shirt, but he got in. In the back seat were
Captain McCluskey and Sollozzo.

Sollozzo reached a hand over the back of the seat and Michael shook it. The hand
was firm, warm and dry. Sollozzo said, "I'm glad you came, Mike. | hope we can
straighten everything out. All this is terrible, it's not the way | wanted things to happen at
all. It should never have happened.”

Michael Corleone said quietly, "I hope we can settle things tonight, | don't want my
father bothered any more."

"He won't be," Sollozzo said sincerely. "l swear to you by my children he won't be.
Just keep an open mind when we talk. | hope you're not a hothead like your brother
Sonny. It's impossible to talk business with him."

Captain McCluskey grunted. "He's a good kid, he's all right." He leaned over to give
Michael an affectionate pat (noxnoneisaHue) on the shoulder. "I'm sorry about the other
night, Mike. I'm getting too old for my job, too grouchy (Bopunuebii, 3geck: nerko
cpbiBatock). | guess I'll have to retire pretty soon. Can't stand the aggravation
(yxyalweHne cocToaHuS; 3aeck: focana, pasgpaxeHue), all day | get aggravation. You
know how it is." Then with a doleful (ckopbHeIn, cTpaganeyecknin) sigh, he gave Michael
a thorough frisk for a weapon.

Michael saw a slight smile on the driver's lips. The car was going west with no
apparent attempt to elude any trailers (n36exatb dyproHos, npuuenos [I'lu:d]). It went
up on to the West Side Highway, speeding in and out of traffic. Anyone following would
have had to do the same. Then to Michael's dismay (1cnyr, cmsateHue [dis'meli]) it took
the exit for the George Washington Bridge, they were going over to New Jersey.
Whoever had given Sonny the info on where the meeting was to be held had given him
the wrong dope.

The car threaded (MawunHa npobpanack, npockonb3Hyna; thread [Bred] — HUTBL)
through the bridge approaches (nogctynsl, noaxoasl) and then was on it, leaving the
blazing (to blaze — ceepkaTb, cuate, 6nucrate) city behind. Michael kept his face
impassive. Were they going to dump (BbIrpyauTsb, BelBanute; n3baentsca, 6pocnts) him
into the swamps or was it just a last-minute change in meeting place by the wily
Sollozzo? But when they were nearly all the way across, the driver gave the wheel a

violent twist. The heavy automobile jumped into the air when it hit the divider and
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bounced over into the lanes going back to New York City. Both McCluskey and Sollozzo
were looking back to see if anyone had tried doing the same thing. The driver was really
hitting it back to New York and then they were off the bridge and going toward the East
Bronx. They went through the side streets with no cars behind them. By this time it was
nearly nine o'clock. They had made sure there was no one on their tail. Sollozzo lit up a
cigarette after offering his pack to McCluskey and Michael, both of whom refused.
Sollozzo said to the driver, "Nice work. I'll remember it."

Ten minutes later the car pulled up in front of a restaurant in a small Italian
neighborhood. There was no one on the streets and because of the lateness of the hour
only a few people were still at dinner. Michael had been worried that the driver would
come in with them, but he stayed outside with his car. The negotiator had not mentioned
a driver, nobody had. Technically Sollozzo had broken the agreement by bringing him
along. But Michael decided not to mention it, knowing they would think he would be
afraid to mention it, afraid of ruining the chances for the success of the parley (pasrosop,
neperosopsbl [pa:h].

The three of them sat at the only round table, Sollozzo refusing a booth. There were
only two other people in the restaurant. Michael wondered whether they were Sollozzo
plants (‘nogcagHble yTkn'; to plant — caxatb /pacteHue/). But it didn't matter. Before
they could interfere it would be all over.

McCluskey asked with real interest, "Is the Italian food good here?"

Sollozzo reassured him. "Try the veal (tenstuHa), it's the finest in New York." The
solitary waiter had brought a bottle of wine to the table and uncorked it (BbIHyn npobky:
cork). He poured three glasses full. Surprisingly McCluskey did not drink. "I must be the
only Irishman who don't take the booze (ankoronb, Beinueka /cnexr/)," he said. "l seen
too many good people get in trouble because of the booze."

Sollozzo said placatingly (to placate — ymupoTBOpATh, YHUMAaTB, ycriokameaTs) to the
captain, "l am going to talk Italian to Mike, not because | don't trust you but because |
can't explain myself properly in English and | want to convince Mike that | mean well,
that it's to everybody's advantage for us to come to an agreement (cornawenue) tonight.
Don't be insulted by this, it's not that | don't trust you."

Captain McCluskey gave them both an ironic grin.

"Sure, you two go right ahead," he said. "I'll concentrate on my veal and spaghetti."

Sollozzo began speaking to Michael in rapid (6bicTpbin, 6ernein) Sicilian. He said,
"You must understand that what happened between me and your father was strictly a

business matter. | have a great respect for Don Corleone and would beg for the
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opportunity to enter his service. But you must understand that your father is an old-
fashioned man. He stands in the way of progress. The business | am in is the coming
thing, the wave of the future, there are untold millions of dollars for everyone to make.
But your father stands in the way because of certain unrealistic scruples (comHeHus,
yrpbizeHnsa coectun). By doing this he imposes his will on men like myself. Yes, yes, |
know, he says to me, 'Go ahead, it's your business,' but we both know that is unrealistic.
We must tread on each other's corns (6ygem HacTynate gpyr Apyry Ha Mo30rib; corn —
3epHo; mo3sorb). What he is really telling me is that | cannot operate my business. | am
a man who respects himself and cannot let another man impose his will on me so what
had to happen did happen. Let me say that | had the support, the silent support of all
the New York Families. And the Tattaglia Family became my partners. If this quarrel
(ccopa, pasgop [‘kwordl]) continues, then the Corleone Family will stand alone against
everyone. Perhaps if your father were well, it could be done. But the eldest son is not
the man the Godfather is, no disrespect intended (6e3 06ugbl BygeT ckaszaHo: «HUKaKoe
HeyBaxeHue He BxoauT B HamepeHuey). And the Irish Consigliori, Hagen, is not the
man Genco Abbandando was, God rest his soul (ynokou ero gywiy). So | propose a
peace, a truce (nepemupue). Let us cease all hostilities (npekpatute BpaxaebHble
aencteus) until your father is well again and can take part in these bargainings. The
Tattaglia Family agrees, upon my persuasions and my indemnities (indemnity —
rapaHTus oT ybbITKOB; Bo3MeLLeHue), to forgo (oTkasaTbcs, Bo3aepxaTbes) justice for
their son Bruno. We will have peace. Meanwhile, | have to make a living and will do a
little trading in my business. | do not ask your cooperation but | ask you, the Corleone
Family, not to interfere. These are my proposals. | assume (npegnonarato) you have the
authority to agree, to make a deal."

Michael said in Sicilian, "Tell me more about how you propose to start your business,
exactly what part my Family has to play in it and what profit we can take from this
business."

"You want the whole proposition in detail then?" Sollozzo asked.

Michael said gravely, "Most important of all | must have sure guarantees that no more
attempts will be made on my father's life."

Sollozzo raised his hand expressively. "What guarantees can | give you? I'm the
hunted one. I've missed my chance. You think too highly of me, my friend. | am not that
clever."

Michael was sure now that the conference was only to gain a few days' time. That

Sollozzo would make another attempt to kill the Don. What was beautiful was that the
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Turk was underrating him as a punk kid. Michael felt that strange delicious chill filling his
body. He made his face look distressed. Sollozzo asked sharply, "What is it?"

Michael said with an embarrassed air, "The wine went right to my bladder (Mmo4eBon
nysblpb). I've been holding it in. Is it all right if | go to the bathroom?"

Sollozzo was searching his face intently with his dark eyes. He reached over and
roughly thrust his hand in Michael's crotch, under it and around, searching for a weapon.
Michael looked offended. McCluskey said curtly, "l frisked him. I've frisked thousands of
young punks. He's clean."

Sollozzo didn't like it. For no reason at all he didn't like it. He glanced at the man
sitting at a table opposite them and raised his eyebrows toward the door of the
bathroom. The man gave a slight nod that he had checked it, that there was nobody
inside. Sollozzo said reluctantly (HeoxoTHo), "Don't take too long." He had marvelous
antenna, he was nervous.

Michael got up and went into the bathroom. The urinal had a pink bar of soap in it
secured by a wire net. He went into the booth. He really had to go, his bowels
(knweyHuk) were loose (cBoboaHbIN, HEMPUBA3AHHLIN; HecaepxnBaeMmbln). He did it
very quickly, then reached behind the enamel (amanupoBaHHbIN [I'naemal]) water
cabinet until his hand touched the small, blunt-nosed (blunt — Tynon) gun fastened with
tape. He ripped the gun loose, remembering that Clemenza had said not to worry about
leaving prints on the tape. He shoved the gun into his waistband (nosic) and buttoned
his jacket over it. He washed his hands and wet his hair. He wiped his prints off the
faucet (BeHTUNb, BTYIKa; BOogonpoBoAHbIn KpaH [fo:sit]) with his handkerchief. Then he
left the toilet.

Sollozzo was sitting directly facing the door of the toilet, his dark eyes blazing with
alertness. Michael gave a smile. "Now | can talk," he said with a sigh of relief.

Captain McCluskey was eating the plate of veal and spaghetti that had arrived. The
man on the far wall had been stiff with attention, now he too relaxed visibly.

Michael sat down again. He remembered Clemenza had told him not to do this, to
come out of the toilet and blaze away. But either out of some warning instinct or sheer
funk (unu npocto oT ucnyra, co ctpaxa; funk — cunbHbIN 3anax, 3nosoHune) he had not
done so. He had felt that if he had made one swift move he would have been cut down.
Now he felt safe and he must have been scared because he was glad he was no longer
standing on his legs. They had gone weak with trembling.

Sollozzo was leaning toward him. Michael, his belly covered by the table, unbuttoned

his jacket and listened intently. He could not understand a word the man was saying. It
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was literally gibberish (HeBHATHas peyb, TapabapuuyHa [‘gibarif]) to him. His mind was
so filled with pounding (to pound — 6uTk/cs/, konotnte/cs/) blood that no word
registered. Underneath the table his right hand moved to the gun tucked into his
waistband and he drew it free. At that moment the waiter came to take their order and
Sollozzo turned his head to speak to the waiter. Michael thrust the table away from him
with his left hand and his right hand shoved the gun almost against Sollozzo's head.
The man's coordination was so acute ([d'kju:t] OCTPOKOHEYHBIN, OCTPbIN; CUSTbHLIN,
pesknin) that he had already begun to fling himself away at Michael's motion. But
Michael, younger, his reflexes sharper, pulled the trigger. The bullet caught Sollozzo
squarely between his eye and his ear and when it exited on the other side blasted out a
huge gout (6psiarn, notok) of blood and skull fragments onto the petrified
(octonbeHeBLumnm; to petrify [‘petrifal] — npespawaTb/cs/ B KaMeHb, OKaMeHeBaTb)
waiter's jacket. Instinctively Michael knew that one bullet was enough. Sollozzo had
turned his head in that last moment and he had seen the light of life die in the man's
eyes as clearly as a candle goes out.

Only one second had gone by as Michael pivoted to bring the gun to bear on
McCluskey. The police captain was staring at Sollozzo with phlegmatic surprise, as if
this had nothing to do with him. He did not seem to be aware of his own danger. His
veal-covered fork was suspended («noggellueHHaa» = 3acTbiBLIAsA B Bo3gyxe) in his
hand and his eyes were just turning on Michael. And the expression on his face, in his
eyes, held such confident outrage (Takoe camoyBepeHHOe Bo3myLLeHMe), as if now he
expected Michael to surrender or to run away, that Michael smiled at him as he pulled
the trigger. This shot was bad, not mortal (cmepTensHbin). It caught McCluskey in his
thick bull-like throat and he started to choke loudly as if he had swallowed too large a
bite of the veal. Then the air seemed to fill with a fine mist of sprayed blood as he
coughed it out of his shattered lungs (nerkue). Very coolly, very deliberately, Michael
fired the next shot through the top of his white-haired skull.

The air seemed to be full of pink mist (po3osas aeimka). Michael swung toward the
man sitting against the wall. This man had not made a move. He seemed paralyzed.
Now he carefully showed his hands on top of the table and looked away. The waiter
was staggering back toward the kitchen, an expression of horror on his face, staring at
Michael in disbelief. Sollozzo was still in his chair, the side of his body propped up (to
prop — nognupatsb) by the table. McCluskey, his heavy body pulling downward, had
fallen off his chair onto the floor. Michael let the gun slip out of his hand so that it

bounced off (oTckounn oT; bounce — 6ymc! 6yx!) his body and made no noise. He saw
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that neither the man against the wall nor the waiter had noticed him dropping the gun.
He strode the few steps toward the door and opened it. Sollozzo's car was parked at the
curb still, but there was no sign of the driver. Michael turned left and around the corner.
Headlights flashed on and a battered sedan pulled up to him, the door swinging open.
He jumped in and the car roared away. He saw that it was Tessio at the wheel, his trim
features hard as marble.

"Did you do the job on Sollozzo?" Tessio asked.

For that moment Michael was struck by the idiom Tessio had used. It was always
used in a sexual sense, to do the job on a woman meant seducing (to seduce [sI’dju:s]
— cobnasHaTte) her. It was curious that Tessio used it now. "Both of them," Michael said.

"Sure?" Tessio asked.

"l saw their brains," Michael said.

There was a change of clothes for Michael in the car. Twenty minutes later he was on
an ltalian freighter slated (to slate — HameuaTb, NnaHmposaTs) for Sicily. Two hours later
the freighter put out to sea and from his cabin Michael could see the lights of New York
City burning like the fires of hell. He felt an enormous sense of relief. He was out of it
now. The feeling was familiar and he remembered being taken off the beach of an
island his Marine division had invaded (to invade — 3axBaTkIBaTb, BTOpraTbCH,
okkynupoBaTk). The battle had been still going on but he had received a slight wound
and was being ferried back (ferry — napom) to a hospital ship. He had felt the same
overpowering relief then that he felt now. All hell would break loose (pa3spasutcs) but he

wouldn't be there.

On the day after the murder of Sollozzo and Captain McCluskey, the police captains
and lieutenants in every station house in New York City sent out the word: there would
be no more gambling, no more prostitution, no more deals of any kind until the murderer
of Captain McCluskey was caught. Massive raids began all over the city. All unlawful
business activities came to a standstill (nonHocTe ocTaHoBUNKUCK; standstill —
OCTaHOBKa, naysa).

Later that day an emissary from the Families asked the Corleone Family if they were
prepared to give up the murderer. They were told that the affair did not concern them.
That night a bomb exploded in the Corleone Family mall in Long Beach, thrown from a
car that pulled up to the chain, then roared away. That night also two button men of the
Corleone Family were killed as they peaceably ate their dinner in a small Italian

restaurant in Greenwich Village. The Five Families War of 1946 had begun.
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MpunoxeHue

ApHecT XaMUHryan

Kunnepsbl

Memod umeHus inbu ®paHka

Ernest Hemingway

The Killers

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened (gBepb 3akyco4yHou ["'eHpu oTBOpUnack) and
two men came in (1 gBoe My>x4mnH Bownu /BHYTpe/). They sat down at the counter (oHu
CENnNn y CTONKN).

“What's yours (4T0 ans Bac, 4yto bygete 6patb: «4To Bawer)?” George asked them
(cnpocun unx).

‘I don’t know (s He 3Hato),” one of the men said (ckasan oguH n3 myx4yuH). “What do you
want to eat (4TO Thl X04YeLWwsb cbecThb), Al?”

“| don’t know,” said All. “| don’t know what | want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark (Ha ynuue: «CHapy»u» TEMHesI0: « CTaHOBUITOCb TEMHOY).
The street-light came on outside the window (ynnyHbIN hoHapb 3axkerca 3a okHowm; light
— ceem, to come on — nosisuMbCcs /Ha cuyeHe/, 803HUKHymb). The two men at the
counter read the menu (Yitanun meHro). From the other end of the counter (c gpyroro
koHua ctorku) Nick Adams watched them (rnsgen Ha Hux). He had been talking to

George (oH pasrosapusarn c [bxopmopxkem) when they came in (korga oHn Bownn).

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened and two men came in. They sat down at
the counter.

“What’s yours?” George asked them.

“l don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?”

“l don’t know,” said All. “l don’t know what | want to eat.”
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Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The two
men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams

watched them. He had been talking to George when they came in.

counter [kauntd] menu [ menju:]

“I'll have a roast pork tenderloin (s Bo3bmy xapeHoe cBuHoe dune: tenderloin — ¢hure,
8blpe3ska: tender — HexHbIU, Msekul + loin — nosicHuua;, ¢punelHas Yacms) with apple
sauce (c s6no4HbiM coycom) and mashed potatoes (1 kapTodensHbIM ntope; to mash —
pasdasnusams, paamuHame),” the first man said (ckazan nepebIi MyX4nHa).

“Itisn’t ready yet (oHO eLle He roToBo).”

“What the hell (kakoro 4epTta: «aga») do you put it on the card for (Tel nomelwyaelus,
CTaBULLb 3TO B MeHI0)?”

“That’s the dinner (aTo 06epn),” George explained (06bsacHun). “You can get that at six
o’clock (Tbl MOXeLlb NONy4YnTbL 3TO B LIECTb Yacos).”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter (nocmoTpen Ha Yackl Ha
CTEHE 3a CTOMKOMN).

“It’s five o’clock (/cenyac/ nate yacos).”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five (4ackl nokasbiBaloT: «roBOpAT» ABaduaTb
MUHYT nocre nNatv = AsaguaTe MUHYT wecToro),” the second man said (ckasarn BTopou
MY>X4uMHa).

“It's twenty minutes fast (oHn cnewat Ha gBaguate MUHYT; fast — 6bicmpeid).”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat (4to y Te64
€CTb NnoecTb)?”

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches (mory naTe Bam pasHble caHaBu4u: «nwbon Bz
caHaBn4ar),” George said. “You can have ham and eggs (CBUHUHY 1 i@ = caH4BUY C
BETYMHOM N AnyHuLEen), bacon (63KOH, KOMYeHy CBUHYIO rpyAnHKY) and eggs, liver

(neveHky) and bacon, or a steak (nnu Gudpitekc).”

“I'll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes,” the first
man said.

“It isn’t ready yet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.
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“It’s five o’clock.”
“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.
“It's twenty minutes fast.”
“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”
“l can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham and

eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.”

sauce [so:s] potato [pd teitou] liver [livd]

“Give me chicken croquettes (aan mHe kypuHble KpokeThl) with green peas (C 3eneHbiv
ropoLukom) and cream sauce (nog 6enbiM: «CriMBoYHbIM» coycom) and mashed
potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner (Bce, 4Tto Mbl xoTM — 06ep), eh? That’s the way you
work it (Tak: «Takum nyTem» Tbl 3TO Aenaelb: «cpabaTbiBaellb, yCTpanBaeLlby = Hy U
nopsiakm).”

“l can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver —”

“I'll take ham and eggs (s BO3bMy An4HMLY ¢ BeTYMHON),” the man called Al said. He
wore a derby hat (Ha Hem Bbin: «oH Hocuny» koTenok) and a black overcoat (1 YepHoe
nansTo) buttoned across the chest (3acterHytoe Harnyxo: «4epes rpyab»; button -
nyeosuya). His face was small and white (ero nuuo 6bir10 maneHskum 1 6eneim) and he
had tight lips (n y Hero 6binun cxaTtble ryobl; tight — nnomHeit, myeod). He wore a silk
muffler (wenkoBoe kawwHe; to muffle — 3akymbieamsb, yKymbieams,; annywums /38yK/) and
gloves (1 nepyaTkn).

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man (ckasan gpyron myx4nHa). He was
about the same size as Al (oH GbINT NIPYMEPHO TOro Xe pocTa: «pasmepa, Yto 1 3n).
Their faces were different (nuua 6binn pasnunyHel), but they were dressed like twins (Ho
OHW BbINK ofeThl, kak 6rmsHelbl). Both wore overcoats too tight for them (cnuwkom
y3kne ons Hux). They sat leaning forward (HaknoHusLwKck Brnepen), their elbows on the

counter (KX JIOKTW Ha CTONKe).

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed
potatoes.”
“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it.”
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“l can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver —”
“I'll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a black
overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had
tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves.
“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as Al.
Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats

too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter.

croquettes [kro'ket] button [bAtn] glove [gIAV]

“Got anything to drink (ecTb YTO-HNOYAL BbINUTL)?” Al asked.

“Silver beer («cepebpsHoe nnBo» — copT nmBa), bevo (Mopc, HaNUTOK /uTanbaHcKoe
cnoso/), ginger-ale (nmbupHoe nueo),” George said.

‘I mean (s nmeto B BMAy) you got anything to drink?”

“Just those | said (Tonbko 1O, YTO A ckasan).”

“This is a hot town (Becenbli rOpOAOK, HY M TOPOLOK: «3TO XapKuin ropoaok»),” said the
other. “What do they call it (kak OH Tam Ha3bIBaeTCA: «Kak OHU ero Ha3blBarT»)?”
“Summit (nocenok k toro-zanagy ot Yukaro).”

“Ever hear of it (korga-Hnbyab cneiwan o Hem)?” Al asked his friend (cnpocun ceoero
Apyra).

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights (4T0 Bbl 3geck genaete no Bevepam)?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big dinner (oHn
BCE NpuXoaNaT coga u egat 6onbLlion obea).”

“That’s right (aTo Tak, BepHo),” George said.

“So you think that’s right (Tak Tbl gymaelb, cunTaellb, 4To 310 nNpasusibHO)?” Al asked
George.

“Sure (koHeu4HOo).”

“You’re a pretty bright boy (o4eHb yMHbIN: «CBETNLINY NapeHb; pretty — kpacuskld,
cuMmrnamuyHbIl; 0080/IbHO, 8ecbMa), aren’t you (He npaBfa nn: «He ecTb N Tbi»)?”
“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not (Hy, Tak BOT, Tbl BOBCE HE YMHbIN napeHsb),” said the other little man
(opyron maneHbkun Yyernosek). “Is he (ymHbI nu oH), Al?”

“He’s dumb (tynon: «Hemoiny),” said Al. He turned to Nick (noeepHyncs k Huky). “What’s

your name (kak Tebs 30BYyT: «kakoBo TBOE UMSA»)?”
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“‘Adams.”
“Another bright boy (gpyron = ewe oauH ymHuk),” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max
(/Hy/ He yMHUK nNn oH; ain't = isn't; aren't)?”

“The town’s full of bright boys (ropog nonoH ymHukos),” Max said.

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“l mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those | said.”

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”
“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big
dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”
“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”
“Adams.”

“Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?”
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.

dumb [dAm] pretty [priti]

George put the two platters (noctasun gse Tapenku), one of ham and eggs, the other of
bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes
(mnocTtaBmn aBe nopumm xxapeHoro kaptodens; siede-dish — 6okoeoe =
corposoxdaroujee 61000 — 61r0do ¢ 2apHupom) and closed the wicket into the kitchen
(1 3aKpbIN OKOLLEYKO B KYXHIO; wicket — Kariumka; 3a08UXXHOe OKOWKO).

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.
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“‘Don’t you remember (Tbl HE NOMHULLIB)?”
“‘Ham and eggs.”
“Just a bright boy (npocTto ymHuua, Hy pa3se He ymMHuK),” Max said. He leaned forward
and took the ham and eggs (1 B35 BeT4nHy ¢ andHuuen). Both men ate with their
gloves on (oba enu ¢ HageTbiMn nepyaTtkamn). George watched them eat (cmoTpen,
Habngan, kak OHu eadar).
“What are you looking at (Ha 4Tto ThI /Tak/ cmoTpuLb)?” Max looked at George.
“Nothing (H1 Ha 4TO: «/Ha/ HU4TON).”
“The hell you were (kak e, pacckasbiBau, YepTa-c-ABa Tbl HE CMOTPULLL). YOU were
looking at me (Ha meHs).”
“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke (MoxeT GbITb, NApeHb NOLWYTUM: «MMeN B BUAY 3TO,
BblCKa3ar 3TO0 MHeHWe AN WyTKW = Kak WwyTKy»), Max,” Al said.
George laughed (3acmesrncs).
“You don’t have to laugh (Heuero cmeaTbcs: «Tebe He Hago cmeaTbeay),” Max said to
him. “You don’t have to laugh at all (BoBce), see (noHsan: «BuanLLbLY)?”
“All right,” said George.
“So he thinks it’s all right (uTak, oH nonaraet, 4To 3TO B Nopsgke, npasueHo).” Max
turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That's a good one (xopoLu oH).”

“Oh, he’s a thinker (mbicnutens),” Al said. They went on eating (npogormkanun ectb).

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs,
on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the
wicket into the kitchen.

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.

“Don’t you remember?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs.
Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all, see?”

“All right,” said George.
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“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That’s a good
one.”

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating.

meant [ment] laugh [la:f]

“What's the bright boy’s name down the counter (kak 30ByT TOro ymHuka, 4to ¢ Apyrou
cTopoHbI cTonkn)?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the counter
(3amamv 3a CTOVIKY: «MAM BOKPYT Ha APYryto CTOPOHY CToMKM») with your boy friend (c
TBOUM OPYXKOM = Tyaa, rae TBOW APYXOK).”

“What's the idea (a B yem geno, 3a4em 3T0: «4TO 3a nges, B 4em ngea»)?” Nick asked.
“There isn’'t any idea (TyT HET HMKaKOW MAEN = NPOCTO TakK, Aa HU B Yem).”

“You better go around (ny4wwe 3angn), bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the
counter (3a CTONKY).

“What's the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business (He TBOe 4epTOBO: «MPOKMATOE» AEer0; None — HU4YMmo, Hu
00uH, Hukakou),” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen (kTo Tam: «cHapyxun» Ha KyxHe)?”
“The nigger (Herp).”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks (koTopbli roToBUT, CTpAnaer).”

“Tell him to come in (ckaxun emy, 4TobbI 3awlen).”

“What’s the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are (rae, Bbl AymaeTe, Bbl HaxoauTech)?”

“We know damn well where we are (Mbl 3Haem 4epTOBCKM XOPOLLO, rae Mbl
Haxogmmcs),” the man called Max said (ckazan yenosek, kotToporo 3Banu Makc). “Do
we look silly (Mbl BeIrmgaum gypaykamu, rnyno)?”

“You talk silly (Tbl pasroBapusaellb rnyno),” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue
with this kid for (kakoro 4epTa Tbl cnopuwb ¢ aTuM pebeHkom)? Listen (nocnywan),” he
said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him (4To Bbl cobupaeTteck ¢ HUM: «emy» caenaTb)?”
“Nothing. Use your head (nowuesenu Mosramu: «/cronb3yin CBOK ronosy»), bright boy.

What would we do to a nigger (4to 66l Mbl caenanu Herpy)?”
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George opened the slit (oTkpbI okoLweYko; slit — OnuHHbIU pa3pes, Wenb; to slit —
paspeszams 8 0ruHy) that opened back into the kitchen (koTopoe oTkpbiBanock Hasapg =
BOBHYTPb B KyxHI0). “Sam,” he called. “Come in here a minute (3anagn-ka ctoga Ha

MUHYTKY).”

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the
counter with your boy friend.”

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the counter.
“What’s the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”

“The nigger.”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What'’s the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look silly?”
“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for?
Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him?”

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”
George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called.

“Come in here a minute.”

idea [aI'd1d] argue [ a:gju:] minute [ minit]

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it (8 yem geno: «4to
370 6b110»)?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him (ornsgenu ero:

«B35NM B3rNa4»).

“All right (Bce B nopsigke), nigger. You stand right there (ctanb TyT),” Al said.
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Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron (ctos B cBoem thapTtyke), looked at the two men
sitting at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool (cnes co csoero
cTtyna, Tabyperta).
“I'm going back to the kitchen (a nongy Hasag = Tyga Ha kyxHio) with the nigger and
bright boy,” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, Bright boy.”
The little man walked after Nick and Sam (npowen Bcnepg 3a Hukom n Camom), the cook
(noBapom), back into the kitchen. The door shut after them (aBepb 3a HUMK 3akpbInachk).
The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George (HanpoTtus [xopgxa). He
didn’t look at George (oH He cmoTpen Ha [xopaxa) but looked in the mirror (a cmoTpen
B 3epkano) that ran along back of the counter (kotopoe TaHynock: «bexano» Boonb 3a
ctounkon). Henry’s had been made over (3aBegeHuve ["'eHpu Bbirio nepegernaHo) from a

saloon into a lunch-counter (13 canyHa, 6apa B 3aKyCO4HYH0).

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he asked.
The two men at the counter took a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the
counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool.

“I'm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. “Go on
back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, Bright boy.” The little man walked
after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The
man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t look at George but
looked in the mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made

over from a saloon into a lunch-counter.

apron [ eipron] opposite [ opaozit]

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say something
(noYemy Tbl He CKaxellb YTO-HNBbYab)?”

“What's it all about (4TO BCE 9TO 3HAUUT: «O Yem Bce 3TO»)?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know (xou4eT 3HaTh) what'’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him (4T0 xe Tbl emy He ckaxelub)?” Al's voice came from the kitchen
(oTo3Bancs rosioc Ana u3 KyxHu).

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“l don’t know.”
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“What do you think?”
Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking (Bce Bpems, noka rosopun).
“l wouldn’t say (s 661 He ckasar, He ckaxy, noxaryu, He 3Hato).”
“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”
“l can hear you, all right (8 mory cnblwate Tebs, B NOPSAKE, XOPOLUO = HE KPpU4K, S U Tak
cnbiwy),” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit (o1 nognep, 4TobbI
OoCTaBariocb OTKPbITbIM, OKOLLEYKO, OTBepcTMe: «Lernby) that dishes passed through
into the kitchen (4epes koTopoe nepenasanucek 6roga Ha KyxHio) with a catsup bottle
(6yTbinikon keT4vyna). “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a
little further (cTaHb HemHoro gansiie) along the bar (Bgons 6apa). You move a little to
the left (nogBuHbLCA HemHoro Haneso), Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a

group picture (oH 66111 TOYHO dhoTOrpadd, pacctTaBnsaLWMA /nogen/ onga rpynnosown

doTorpacun).

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say
something?”

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“l don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

“l wouldn’t say.”

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”

“l can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit
that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright
boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You
move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a group

picture.

move [mu:v] arrange [9'reindz] picture [pikt/d]

“Talk to me (norosopu co mHown, nobecenyem), bright boy,” Max said. “What do you

think’s going to happen (4T0, Kak Tbl Aymaellb, cenyac npomsonget)?”
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George did not say anything (He ckazan Huyero).
“I'll tell you (51 ckaxy Tebe),” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede (mbI cenvac ybbem
weena, Mbl cobnpaemcs youts weega). Do you know a big Swede named Ole
Andreson (Tbl 3HaeLLb 6ONbLLIOro = 300POBOro, ASIMHHOIO Weeda no nmenn One
AHOpPEecoH)?”
“Yes.”
“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he (oH npuxoguT ctofa noecTb Kaxabin Bevep,
He Tak nn)?”
“Sometimes he comes here (MHorga oH croga npuxoauT).”
“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”
“If he comes (ecnu npuxoauT).”
“We know all that (mbI Bce aTo 3Haem), bright boy,” Max said.
“Talk about something else (norosopum o yem-Hnbyae gpyrom). Ever go to the movies
(korga-HMbyab Xxoauwb B KMHO)?”
“Once in a while (u3pegka: «MHorga B NPOMEXYTOK BpEMEHN»).”
“You ought to go to the movies more (Tbl 4omMKeH Obl XOAUTL B KMHO BorblUe = valle).
The movies are fine (npekpacHo, otnn4yHo) for a bright boy like you.”
“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for (3a 4yto, Ans 4ero Bbl XoTUTE YouTs One
AHpgpecoHa)? What did he ever do to you (4To0 OH Bam Takoro: «korga-nubo» caenan)?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us (y Hero Hukorga He GbIfI0 BO3MOXHOCTM
caenatb 4To-HMBbYab Ham). He never even seen us (OH gaxe HUKOraa He Bugen Hac).”
“And he’s only going to see us once (1 OH YBUANT Hac ToNbko ogHaxabl),” Al said from
the kitchen.
“What are you going to kill him for, then (Torga)?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend (ansa gpyra). Just to oblige a friend (npocTo, BCcero nuub,
4YTOObI YCNYXXUTb, cAenaTtb NpuaTHoe Apyry), bright boy.”
“Shut up (3aTkHuck),” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much (bl
rOBOPULLIb CIIULLKOM YEePTOBCKM MHOrO0).”
“Well, | got to keep bright boy amused (Hy, MHe e Hafo, 4 e JOIKeH pa3BriekaTb
YMHMKA: «COXpaHsATb, AepXaTb ero passnekaembim»). Don’t |, bright boy?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by
themselves (camu passnekatotcs). | got them tied up (a nx cesasan) like a couple of girl
friends in the convent (kak napo4ky nogpyxek B MOHacTbipe, B MOHACTbIPCKOW LUKone).”
“l suppose you were in a convent (3Ha4nT, Tbl ObINT B MOHACTLIPE: «s nNpeanonarato, Thbl

ObIn B MOHacTbIpe»)?”
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“You never know (MoXeT, 1 Bbin: «HUKOrAa He 3Haellby).”
“You were in a kosher convent (Tbl ObIfT B KOLLEPHOM MOHACThIPE /T.€. B Xedepe, B

wkone npw cuHarore/). That's where you were (BoT rge Tbl 6611).”

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”
George did not say anything.

“I'll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big Swede
named Ole Andreson?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”

“Sometimes he comes here.”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes.”

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said.

“Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?”

“Once in a while.”

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like
you.”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.”

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.

“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.”

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much.”

“Well, | got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?”

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by
themselves. | got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”

“l suppose you were in a convent?”

“You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

Swede [swi:d] oblige [0 blaidz] convent [ konvaont]

George looked up at the clock.
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“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off (ecrnu kTo-HMOYAL NpUAET, Thl UM
CKaXkelllb, YTO noBap ywen: «cBoboaeH /0T paboThl/, Ha nepepbiBex; off — yka3bieaem
Ha yOarneHue unu npekpaweHue Jyezo-1ubo), and if they keep after it (a ecnun oHn 6yayT
HacTausaThb), you tell them you’ll go back (4To Tbl nongeLlb Ha KyXHIO: «B 3a4HHOK
komHaTy») and cook yourself (1 npurotoBuwb cam). Do you get that (Tl noHsan:
«nony4yuny ato), bright boy?”
“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward (4To BbI coenaete ¢
Hamu nocne)?”
“That’s depend (aTo 3aBucuT = cmoTps no obctoaTenscTeam),” Max said. “That’s one of
those things you never know at the time (310 ogHa 13 BeLlen, KOTopble HUKOrA4a He
3Haelsb B JaHHOe BpeMd = 3apaHee)."
George looked up the clock. It was a quarter past six (4eTBepTb nocne wectn =
yeTBepTb ceabMoro). The door from the street opened (aBepb ¢ ynuubl oTkpbinace). A
street-car motorman came in (BoLuen TpamBanHbIN BOXKATLIN).
“Hello, George,” he said. “Can | get supper (noyxnHaTb MOXHO: «MOry A NoSy4nUTb
YXKUH»)?”
“Sam’s gone out (Bbiwen),” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour (oH
BEPHETCSA NPUMEPHO Yepes nonyaca).”
“I'd better go up the street (9, noxxanyn, ny4we nouay BBEpX Mo ynvue = nomay ewe
Kyaa-Hmbyab),” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It was twenty minutes
past six.
“That was nice (aTo 6bino cnasHo /npogenaxo/), bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular
little gentleman (HacTosLWMIA ManeHbKNn JXKeHTENbMEH).”
“He knew I'd blow his head off (oH 3Han, 4To 9 emy ronoBy cHecy = npocTpento; fo blow
— dyme),” Al said from the kitchen.
“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that (He noaTtomy, He B aTom geno). Bright boy is nice. He's a

nice boy. | like him (oH mHe HpaBuTcs).”

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it, you
tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?”

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?”

“That’s depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the

time."”
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George looked up the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street
opened. A street-car motorman came in.
“Hello, George,” he said. “Can | get supper?”
“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.”
“I'd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It
was twenty minutes past six.
“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.”
“He knew I'd blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen.

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. | like him.”

depend [di"pend] regular [ regjuld]

At six-fifty-five (B wectb /vacos/ nateaecat natb) George said: “He’s not coming (oH He
npunaet).”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room (gBoe gpyrux niogen nobsisanu B
3akyco4Homn). Once (oauH pa3) George had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-
and-egg sandwich “to go” (Ha BbIHOC) that a man wanted to take with him (koTopbin
yernoBek XoTen B3ATb ¢ cobon). Inside the kitchen he saw Al (BHYyTpWU KyxH1 OH yBUAEN
ona), his derby hat tipped back (ero koTenok /6bin/ caBuHyT Hasag; to tip —
HaKroHsme/csi/; 3anpokudbieamscsi), sitting on a stool beside the wicket (cugawmm Ha
TabypeTe Boarne okoweyka) with the muzzle (c gynom; muzzle — mopda; dyno) of of a
sawed-off shotgun (oTnunexHoro pyxes = obpesa) resting (nexaiumm, nokosLWMMCs) on
the ledge (Ha nnaHke, kpato /okowweyka/). Nick and the cook were back in the corner (B
yrny), a towel tied in each of their mouths (nonoteHue, 3aBa3aHHOe = 3aTKHyTOE B
KaxkOoM 13 ux pToB = BO pTY Y kKaxgoro). George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it
up in oiled paper (3aBepHyn ero B nepraMeHTHyt0 Bymary; oil — pacmumernbHoe unu
MUHeparbHoe Macrio; oiled — npornumaHHbIU MacrioM, npomMacrieHHbIU), put it in a bag
(nonoxwun ero B naket), brought it in (BbiIHeC 13 KyxHK, 3aHec B komHaTy), and the man
had paid for it (3annaTtun 3a Hero) and gone out.

“Bright boy can do everything (Bce ymeeT: «moxeT genatb Bce»),” Max said. “He can
cook and everything. You'd make some girl a nice wife (Tbl 661 caenan kakyt-H1byab
AEBYLLKY CNaBHOM XXEHOW = NoBe3no TBoewn byayuien xexe), bright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend (Baw gpyr), Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come (He
npuaer).”

“We’ll give him ten minutes (Mbl gagum emy gecate MUHYT),” Max said.
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Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven o’clock
(cTpenku yacoB nokasanu cemb), and then five minutes past seven (a 3atem natb

MUHYT Mnocrne ceMn = nAaATb MUHYT BOCbMOFO).

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone out to the
kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man wanted to take
with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a
stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the
ledge. Nick and the cook were back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their
mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put itin a
bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything. You'd
make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven

o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on (ga nagHo, gaean), Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick
(06bsicHUI, Y4TO NoBap OOMeH).

“Why don’t you get another cook (no4emy e Bbl He BO3bMeTe Apyroro nosapa)?” the
man asked.

“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter (pa3sse Bbl He AepxuTe 3akyco4Hyto)?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said.

“What about (a yTo HacuerT, a kak c¢) the two bright boys and the nigger?”

“The’re all right (nycTb nx: «oHWM B Nopsiake, HOpmarnsHO»).”

“You think so (Tbl Tak nonaraewws)?”

“Sure. We're through with it (3gechk yxe Bce /3akoH4YeHO/: «Mbl /y»e/ CKBO3b, Yepes

aTo»).”
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‘I don't like it (mHe aTo He HpaBuTcsA),” said Al. It's sloppy (HeuncTas paboTa; slop —
)KUOKas epsidb; sloppy — MOKpbIMbIU fyxxamu,; Hepswnuebil, HebpexHbil). You talk too
much (Tbl cnuwkom mMHoro 6ontaelsb).”
“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”
“You talk too much, all the same (Bce paBHo),” Al said. He came out from the kitchen.
The cut-off barrels of the shotgun (o6pesaHHble cTBOMbI pyxbsi) made a slight bulge
(nenanwn nerkyto BoinyknocTtsb) under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat (nog
Tanven = Ha BOKy ero CnuLIKoMm y3koro nansto). He straightened his coat (oH ogepHyn
csoe nanbTto) with his gloved hands.
“So long (npowan, noka), bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck (Bezet
Tebe: «mmeeLlb MHOro yaaun, 6onbLuyto yaady»).”
“That’s the truth (aTo npasga),” Max said. You ought to play the races (tebe Hago 6ol
urpaTb Ha ckadkax), bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window, pass
under the arc-light (kak oHn npownu noa /gyroBeiM/ poHapeMm; arc — /anekmpudeckasi/
dyea) and cross the street (u nepeceknu ynuuy). In their tight overcoats and derby hats
they looked like a vaudeville team (Ha BogeBWnbHYO KOMaHAy, Ha aCTpagHyo napy).
George went back through the swinging-door (4epes BpawjatoLLytocs, ABYCTBOPYATYHO,
OTKpbIBatoLLyCca B 06e cTopoHbl ABepb) into the kitchen and untied (pa3ssasan) Nick

and the cook.

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”
“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick.
“Why don’t you get another cook?” the man asked.
“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said.

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”

“The’re all right.”

“You think so?”

“Sure. We’re through with it.”

“l don’t like it,” said Al. It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”
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“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The cut-
off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-
fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.
“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”
“That’s the truth,” Max said. You ought to play the races, bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window,
pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats and derby
hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back through the swinging-

door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

vaudeville [ 'vdudavil]

“l don’t want any more of that (9 He xo4y BornbLle HU4Yero NogoBHOro = ¢ MeHs
noBonbHO),” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more of that.”

Nick stood up (Bctan). He had never had a towel in his mouth before (oH Hukorga
paHbLUe He MMen NosnioTeHua BO PTY).

“Say (nocnywan: «ckaxmn»),” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off
(OH MbITanca oTMaxHyTbCA OT 3TOro /0T NpoucLewero/, caenatb BUA, YTO EMY BCe
HUno4veMm; to swagger — pacxaxusamb C 8aXXKHbIM 8UOOM; Y8aHUMbLCS; Xgacmameb).
“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot him
(oHM cobupanuck 3acTpenuTtb ero) when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs (notporan yrnel ceoero pta
B6onbwmMmn nanbuamu; to feel — yygcmeosams, owynbigams).

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now (oHu Tenepb Bce yLwinm).”

‘I don't like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all (ny4wwe He cBA3biBancs: «He nven
HWKaKoro gerna c atum Bcem»),” Sam, the cook, said. “You better stay way out of it
(Ny4ywe gepxumcb noganblue OT 3TOro: «0CTaBancsa NpoYyb, BHE 3TOro»).”

“‘Don’t go if you don’t want to (He xogu, ecnu He xo4elws),” George said.
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“Mixing up in this (BMmelwmnBasacsL B 3T0, BMeLLATENBLCTBO B 9T0) ain’t going to get you
anywhere (Hukyga Tebs He NpMBedEeT = HM K YeMy xopoLuemy He npueegeT),” the cook
said. “You stay out of it.”
“I'll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live (rge oH xuBeT)?”
The cook turned away (oTBepHyncs).
“Little boys always know what they want to do (MmaneHbkne mManb4mkn Bcerga 3Hator,
4YTO OHW XOTAT genartb),” he said.
“He lives up (Beepx no ynuue) at Hirsch’s rooming-house (B mebrimpoBaHHbIX KOMHaTax
Xupw),” George said to Nick.
“I'll go up there.”

“l don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “l don’t want any more of
that.”

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot
him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“l don’t like it,” said the cook. “l don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said. “You
better stay way out of it.”

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said. “You stay out
of it.”

“I'll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“I'll go up there.”
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thumb [BAm]

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree (Ha ynuue gyroeson
hoHapb cBeTun ckBo3b ronbie BeTkn gepesa). Nick walked up the street beside the car-
tracks (Boane TpamBanHbIx nyTen) and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street (1
CBepHyn y crneaytoulero hoHapsa B 6okoByto ynuuy, B nepeyrok). Three houses up the
street (4epes Tpu goma) was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up the two steps
(nogHancs Ha gee ctyneHbkn) and pushed the bell (v Hagasun kHornky 3BoHKa). A
woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in (ecnu oH goma).”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs (nocnegosan 3a »eHLMHON BBEPX MO
nponety nectHuubl) and back to the end of a corridor. She knocked on the door (oHa
nocTty4yana B ABEpPb).

“Who is it (kTo Tam: «KTO aTO»)?”

“It's somebody to see you (TyT Bac crnpalumBatloT: «KTO-To K Bam»), Mr. Andreson,” the
woman said.

“It's Nick Adams.”

“‘Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed
(nexxan Ha kposatu) with all his clothes on (ogeTein: «c ogexgon Ha Hem»). He had
been a heavyweight prize-fighter (6okcepom-Taxkenosecom; heavy — msxeneit; weight
— g8ec; prize — Hazgpaoa, rnpemusi; to fight — Opambcs, 6umscs) and he was too long for
the bed (crnvwkom gnvHHbLIN Ansa kposatu). He lay with his head on two pillows (c

ronioBon Ha AByx nogykax). He did not look at Nick.

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up
the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street.
Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up the two
steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in.”
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Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor.
She knocked on the door.
“Who is it?”
“It's somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.
“It’s Nick Adams.”
“Come in.”
Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed
with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prize-fighter and he was too

long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

heavy [hevi] weight [welt]

“What was it (B yem geno: «4to ato 6bino»)?” he asked.

‘I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in (npuwnu gBa napHs, Tvna)
and tied me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it (npo3By4arno, 3By4ano rryno, korga oH a1o ckasan). Ole
Andreson said nothing.

“George thought | better come and tell you about it ([>xopaxx nogyman, 4to MHe ny4iue
npuaTK 1 ckasatb Bam 06 atom).”

“There isn’t anything | can do about it (s H14ero He mory nogenatb ¢ aTum),” Ole
Andreson said.

“I'll tell you what they were like (kak oHW BbIrNSA4ENN: «HA YTO OHWU ObINN NOXOXNY).”

‘I don’t want to know (s He xou4y 3HaTk) what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He
looked at the wall (Ha cTeny). “Thanks for coming to tell me about it (cnacn6o, 4to
npuwien pacckasaTb MHe 06 aToMm).”

“That’s all right (He cTtouT /6narogapHocTu/: «3T0 B Nopsagke»).”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police (He xoTuTe, 4TOOLI 9 CXOAMN U 3aABUI B
nonuuuio)?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good (3To 6ecnonesHo: «3To He
caenano 6bl HU4Yero xopowuero»).”

“Isn’t there something | could do (ecTb TyT 4TO-HUBYABL, YTO BbI 8 MOr caenatb = MOry s
4yem-HNbyab NomMoYb)?”

“No. There ain’t anything to do.”

“Maybe it was just a bluff (MoxeT 6bITb, 3TO BbIN NpocTo obmaH, bned).”
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“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over (nepesepHyrncs: «nepekatuncs») toward the wall (k ctene), ‘I
just can’t make up my mind (s npocTo He mMory peLlnTbeed, cobpatbed ¢ Ayxom) to go out
(BbIATK). | been in here all day (s 6611 3gecb BHYTpY LenbIin AeHb).”
“Couldn’t you get out of town (He mornu 6kl Bbl yexaTb 13 ropoga)?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I'm through with all that running around (s nokoH4Kn co Bcen
aTon 6eroTHen: «beraHbeM BOKpYr, NOBCOOY»).”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up some way (He mornu 6kl Bbl 3TO yNaanTb Kak-HNMByab; to fix —
yKpenums, no4YuHums)?”
“No. | got in wrong (s caenan owmnbky, BNvMN = Tenepb y>xe NO34HO; Wrong — He8epHbIU,
HenpasunbHbIt).” He talked in the same flat voice (oH roBopun Tem ke nnockum =
yHbINbIM rorniocom). “There ain’t anything to do. After a while (4epe3 HekoTopoe Bpewmsi)
I'll make up my mind to go out.”
“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming around

(cnacmbo, yto 3awwen).”

“What was it?” he asked.

“l was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied me and the
cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“George thought | better come and tell you about it.”

“There isn’t anything | can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.

“Ill tell you what they were like.”

“l don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at the
wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”

“That’s all right.”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”

“Isn’t there something | could do?”

“No. There ain’t anything to do.”

“Maybe it was just a bluff.”
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“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall, “l just can’t make up my mind to go out.
| been in here all day.”
“Couldn’t you get out of town?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’'m through with all that running around.”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”
“No. | got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t anything to do.
After a while I’'ll make up my mind to go out.”
“l better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming

around.”

police [padli:s]]

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on, lying on
the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs (ckazana xo3sika komHaT
BHM3Y /necTHuubl/). “I guess he don’t feel well (s aymato, yxx He 3abonen nu: «oH He
4yyBCTBYeT cebd xopowloy; to guess — yeadbigame, ripednonazams). | said to him: ‘Mr.
Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk (Bam Hago 6kl BEINTU U NPOryNATLCA:
«B34Tb = caenaTb Nporyrnky») on a nice fall day like this (B Takon npekpacHbIi 0CeHHWI
nexb),” but he didn’t feel like it (emy He 3axoTenocs).”

“He doesn’t want to go out (oH He xo4eT BbIXoAUTbL 13 gomy).”

“I'm sorry he don’t feel well (MHe anb, 4YTO OH YyBCTBYET cebs HeBaxHO),” the woman
said. “He’s an awfully nice man (yxacHo cnaeHbI Yenosek). He was in the ring (oH 6bin
Ha puHre = 6bin 6okcepom), you know.”

‘I know it.”

“You'd never know it (Hukorga ©bl He goragaTthCs: Bbl Obl HAKOr4a 3TOr0O HE y3Hanu)
except from the way his face is (3a uckno4eHnem, kpome Kak no ToOMy, KakoBO ero
nnuo),” the woman said. They stood talking just inside the street door (oHu cTosanu,
pasroBapusas, NpaMo B ABepu Ha ynuuy). “He’s just as gentle (HacToONbKO OH MSArKUN,
KpOTKUR).”

“Well, good-night (npowante, gobporo Beyepa, Houu), Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.
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“'m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place (oHa Bnageet atum
mecTom). | just look after it for her (a npocTo npucmaTtpueato 3a HUM ansa Hee). I'm Mrs.
Bell.”
“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on,
lying on the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “l guess he don’t
feel well. | said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a
nice fall day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.”

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I'm sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice man. He was
in the ring, you know.”

“l know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They
stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

“I'm not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. | just

look after it for her. I’'m Mrs. Bell.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

guess [ges]

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light (npowuen no TemHon
ynvue o yrna nog dooHapem), and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house.
George was inside, back of the counter.

“Did you see Ole?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.

‘I don’t even listen to it (9 gaxe He cnywato 370),” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. | told him but he knows what it’s all about.”

“What's he going to do?”
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“Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“I guess they will.”
“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago (emy He Hago 6bIno BNyTbIBATLCS
BO 4TO-TO TaMm B Yukaro).”
“l guess so (nonarato, 4to Tak),” said Nick.
“It's a hell of a thing (ckBepHoe: «agckoe» geno; hell — ad).”
“It's an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel (qoctan nonoteHue:
«MNOTAHYICA BHU3 3a norioteHuem») and wiped the counter (v BbITep CTONKY).
‘I wonder what he did (MHTepecHo, 4TO e oH Takoe cgenan)?” Nick said.
“‘Double-crossed somebody (nepexutpun, oboLuen Koro-to, nepebexan Komy-To
popory). That's what they kill them for (BoT 3a 4TO OHM X yBMBAKOT = UMEHHO 3a 3TO
00bI4HO ybuBatoT).”
“I'm going to get out of this town (s yeay, xoten 6bl, cobupatoch yexatb U3 3Toro
ropoga),” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do (310 xopoLuo Bbl: «3TO XopoLlasa WTyka =
Xopowlo 6bl Tak caenatby).”
“l can’t stand (s He mory BeiHecTH, TepneTs) to think about him waiting in the room
(korga nogymato, kak oH xaet B komHaTe) and knowing he'’s going to get it (1 3HaeT, 4TO
NOSTYYMT 3TO = YTO C HUM KOHYeHO). It's too damned awful (3TO yXKacHO: «3TO CIIMLLKOM
YEpPTOBCKM: «NPOKNATO» Y>KacHO»).”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it (a Tbl nyywe He gyman o6 atom).”

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along
the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house. George was inside, back of the counter.
“Did you see Ole?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.

“l don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. | told him but he knows what it’s all about.”

“What’s he going to do?”

“Nothing.”

“They’ll kill him.”
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“l guess they will.”
“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago.”
“l guess so,” said Nick.
“It’s a hell of a thing.”
“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the
counter.
“l wonder what he did?” Nick said.
“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”
“I'm going to get out of this town,” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”
“l can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going to
get it. It's too damned awful.”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”
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