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chair, white lights in his eyes. The talk-show host is a baby-faced man in his early
forties. He smiles like God and all His Angels. Well, he says. So you’re a hit man.
Tell me—TI’ve always wanted to know—what does it feel like to hit someone?

Death of Mateo Maria Buiioz

The body of Mateo Maria Bufioz, the cousin and business associate of a promi-
nent financier, is discovered down by the docks on a hot summer morning. Mist
rises from the water like steam, there is the smell of fish. A large black bird
perches on the dead man’s forehead.

Mari’iage

Cynthia and the Hit Man stand at the altar, side by side. She is wearing a white

satin gown and lace veil. The Hit Man has rented a tuxedo, extra-large, and a
silk-lined black-velvet hood. -

| .. Till death do you part, says the priest.

Moods

The Hit Man is moody, unpredictable. Once, in a luncheonette, the waitress
brought him the meatloaf special but forgot to eliminate the peas. There was a
spot of gravy on the Hit Man’s hood, about where his chin should be. He looked
up at the waitress, his eyes like pins behind the triangular slots, and wasted her.

Another time he went to the track with $25, came back with $1,800. He
stopped at a cigar shop. As he stepped out of the shop a wino tugged at his
sleeve and solicited a quarter. The Hit Man reached into his pocket, extracted the
$1,800 and handed it to the wino. Then wasted him.

Flrst Child

A boy. The Hit Man is delighted. He leans over the edge of the playpen and
molds the tiny fingers around the grip of a nickel-plated derringer. The gun is
loaded with blanks—the Hit Man wants the boy to get used to the noise. By the
time he is four the boy has mastered the rudiments of Tae Kwon Do, can stick a
knife in the wall from a distance of ten feet and shoot a moving target with either
hand. The Hit Man rests his broad palm on the boy s head. You're going to make
the Big Leagues, Tiger, he says.









