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      Anthony Bourdain was a world-renowned chef, travelling the world for his Emmy Award-winning series Anthony Bourdain: Parts Unknown. He was the bestselling author of Kitchen Confidential. His fiction titles include Bobby Gold and Bone in the Throat. He died on 8 June 2018.
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 			 			Introduction

I wrote Gone Bamboo, unsurprisingly, in Saint Martin – on a balcony at the Oyster Pond Hotel. As a chef, and New Yorker, I am used to a somewhat more stressful, cranked up pace than exists in the Windward Islands and I wanted to write a book that would reflect the remarkable transformation one experiences after a few weeks without shoes – the sort of boozy romanticism that comes over one when sunburned and half-drunk after a day spent paddling around in body-temperature water and eating barbecue under a palm tree.
I wanted to write a sociopath beach book – something that jaded, hyperactive chefs, bent lawyers, paroled arsonists and protected witnesses might find entertaining and escapist. I wanted a hero and heroine as lazy, mercenary, lustful and free of redeeming qualities as I sometimes see myself. Whether I succeeded or not – I don’t know.
I can tell you that the people who get paid to read these things out in Hollywood were appalled by my loathsome couple. Studio coverage uniformly suggested – in the strongest terms – that my heroes should “learn from their experiences,” and “grow as people.” I felt they’d missed the point. Needless to say, you won’t be seeing a naked Mel Gibson, running in slo-mo down a Saint Martin beach anytime soon. And as much as I would have liked to see Sigourney Weaver or Linda Fiorentino with an all-over tan, I don’t think that’ll happen.
Readers of my first novel, Bone in the Throat, will recognize a few of the supporting players – and forgive me, I hope, if small inconsistencies of time-line occur in the less than seamless segue from book to book. I can only suggest you pop open a Red Stripe, grease up with SPF 15 and read on. Treat the little inconsistencies like sand-fleas or the guys hawking time shares and seashell jewelry – ignore them and they’ll go away. Put down the book, have another beer, take a dip… have sex… read another chapter. And please. Get sand between the pages.
 		     

 		 	Anthony Bourdain 
2000
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 Jimmy “Pazz” Calabrese wanted room service.
 “Just a san’wich or somethin’ for chrissakes,” he said.
 “I would prefer you didn’t,” said the other man at the table. “Then I’d have to change motels. I don’t know how you feel about it, but I’m not crazy about being seen together.”
 “Awright… awright…,” said Jimmy, his stomach growling, “I’ll get somethin’ later. Shit.”
 The other man at the table was tall, around six foot four, thin, and deeply tanned. He looked in his mid-to late forties, with long, dark brown hair, sun-bleached in spots and going to gray, tied back in a ponytail. He was dressed in faded blue jeans with holes in the knees and a loose-fitting long-sleeve T-shirt. He was wearing no socks or shoes, and even his feet were tan. In the dimly lit motel room, the darkness of his skin made his eyes and teeth and the gold hoop earring in his left ear flash unnaturally bright.
 There were three other men in the room at the Teterboro Motor Lodge. Richie “Tic” Gianelli, a small, ferretlike man with a jailhouse pallor, stood by the door, appearing nervous in a flannel-lined Burberry trench coat. The coat didn’t look right on him, somehow; he looked like he’d borrowed it from an older brother. Paul “Paulie Brown” Caifano, a large man with no neck and a crew cut, sat silently on the edge of the bed in a camel hair coat, playing with the remote control for the bolted-down television, clicking from channel to channel.
 “There’s a reason this is comin’ from me personally,” said Jimmy Pazz, solemnly. “Nobody gimme permission for this piece a’ work. I’m tellin’ you that up front, right from the get go. It’s two guys gotta go—a double. And they gotta be done this weekend ’cause you ain’t gonna get another crack at ’em.”
 Jimmy Pazz weighed somewhere in the neighborhood of 320 pounds before lunch. He had a low, simian brow, beady, wet eyes set too close together, and a big, sloping honker of a nose. He had a dark, heavily bearded complexion, despite a recent shave and the heavy application of face powder, and he was wearing, as was often his habit among friends and business associates, a dress; on this occasion it was a blue and green tartan jumper the size of a pup tent, white kneesocks, and saddle shoes. Because he had come to discuss a matter of some gravity, he had chosen to dispense with his customary wig; it lay neglected on the dresser like a strangled chinchilla.
 “What is it?” asked Jimmy, narrowing his eyes so that they almost disappeared into his face. “What?”
 “I was thinking that’s a good color for you,” said the man with the earring. “Goes well with your eyes.”
 Jimmy scrutinized the other man’s face for a sign of mockery. After a long, tense moment during which nothing was said by anyone in the room, he turned, satisfied, to Richie and smiled, his amethyst drop earrings wiggling.
 “See?” said Richie from his place by the door. “You din’t believe me. I told you green was good. Din’t I say that?”
  “I don’t get a chance much to wear what I want around the office, the club. They takin’ pitchers there. The fuckin’ FBI. They’d love to get a pitcher a’ me in a dress. Prolly send it to my mother. That’s how they are, you know… they’re—”
 “Vindictive,” interjected Richie. “They’re vindictive and repressed.”
 On the bed, Paulie Brown rolled his eyes to the ceiling. He’d heard this before.
 “You got it,” said Jimmy. “Vindicative. That’s what they are. They should fuckin’ talk too… Hoover did this, you know. Friend a’ mine saw him one time at Rockefeller Center, ice skatin’ in a fuckin’ tutu like nobody’s business…”
 The other man at the table cleared his throat.
 Jimmy leaned forward in his chair, suddenly all business, his brawny, fur-covered arms coming together on the table. “Lissen, Henry,” he said, “as far as anybody outside a’ this room goes, this meetin’ never happened—”
 “Jimmy. You should get a job with the government, talking like that,” said the man called Henry.
 Jimmy smiled indulgently. “I get connected with this, I’m gonna have myself some serious fuckin’ problems.”
 Henry looked around at the other men. “Hey. If you end up reading about this in the papers, it’s sure as hell not coming from me,” he said testily. “From what I’ve seen, it’s you guys been opening up your books for the feds. Seems like every other member of your little fraternity’s been picking up two paychecks these days. I mean, Jimmy, your admission standards are really going to hell. The old days, as I recall, membership in the FBI used to stand in the way of qualifying.”
 “I ain’t inferrin’ nothin’ about you,” said Jimmy.
 “Implyin’,” corrected Richie. “You ain’t implyin’ nothin’. You imply, he infers.”
 “Whatever,” snapped Jimmy.
  “So. You going to tell me what it is, Jimmy?” asked Henry.
 “The thing of it is,” said Jimmy, “to do this right, I gotta be there when it happens.”
 “Where is this taking place?” asked Henry.
 “Show him that thing,” said Jimmy.
 Richie came over to the table with a color brochure and laid it out in front of Henry. It depicted the grounds and facilities of the Devil’s Run Ski Resort in the Adirondacks. There was a map of the ski trails and surrounding slopes and some photos of the lodges, restaurants, and rooms.
 “See there?” said Jimmy, placing a stubby finger at a point on the map. “This is where everybody’s gonna be at. All the bosses gonna be there—Jerry Dogs, Philly, Sonny, me and Richie… everybody—and some other guys they gonna bring—”
 “A convention,” observed Henry, shaking his head.
 Jimmy reached into his jumper pocket and unfolded two newspaper photos. One showed an old man in bathrobe, knee socks and bedroom slippers standing in front of a Manhattan social club. The other showed a younger man, broad shouldered, in an expensive double-breasted jacket, shaking his fist at the camera from a loading dock somewhere.
 “Charlie Wagons and Danny Testa,” said Henry after the briefest of looks. He gave Jimmy back the pictures. “I know what they look like.”
 Jimmy raised half of the eyebrow that ran uninterrupted across the upper part of his face. “You know these guys?” he asked, troubled. “You done some work for these pricks?”
 Henry said nothing. His expression didn’t change. After a few seconds of awkward silence, Richie piped in, “Professional ethics, right? He ain’t gonna tell you. It’s like a doctor or a priest; you get the confidentiality. It’s sacred.”
 Henry allowed himself a smile.
  “This won’t be a problem, right?” asked Jimmy, looking unsure. “I mean… that won’t stand in the way if you know these guys…”
 The word problem seemed to rouse Paulie on the bed, where he had apparently settled in on Wheel of Fortune. He stirred, the bedsprings squeaking as he sat up, but Henry’s calm answer sent him back to his show.
 “I can do it,” said Henry. “It’s going to cost you a whole pile of money, but I’ll do it. Sure.”
 “Good, good,” said Jimmy, relaxing visibly. “You know, we’re fuckin’ lucky to get a shot at the old guy. Never leaves that fuckin’ club down there for nothin’. Lives at his sister’s upstairs, an’ if you think I got it bad with the FBI an’ the cops watchin’ me… Him, forget about. You gotta push ’em outta the fuckin’ way to get in down there. Charlie’s been in more movies than… than… Richie! Who’s that guy?”
 “Which one?” asked Richie.
 “The cowboy…”
 “John Wayne?”
 “Not him. No, the other guy. Forget it. You get the point. The guy’s been in a shitload a’ fuckin’ movies an’ he never even hadda leave home. They got that place wired up like my fuckin’ front yard on Christmas, so you can’t do nothin’ there,” said Jimmy.
 “But he’s going to this ski thing,” said Henry. “I have a hard time picturing Charlie on a snowboard. You sure he’s going to be there?”
 “He’s gotta be there,” said Jimmy. “This is a big thing. Everybody’s gotta be there.”
 “It’s compulsory,” said Richie.
 “Okay,” said Henry. “So everybody’s going to be there. So what happens, I’m supposed to pick the two of them out of the crowd? I have that right?”
  “Yeah,” said Jimmy. “That’s pretty much it.”
 “This is really going to cost,” said Henry.
 “Just don’t fuckin’ shoot me by accident,” said Jimmy. “Okay? I don’t wanna catch no fuckin’ bullet I paid for somebody else to get.”
 “I’ll tell you what. I’ll make you a special deal. I shoot you by mistake and you get your money back.”
 “Hey, that’s not fuckin’ funny,” said Jimmy.
 “Don’t even joke,” said Richie.
 “So, where exactly is everybody going to be and when?” asked Henry.
 “You see them five little squares there, halfway up the mountain? Them’s the places they got rented for this thing. Each boss gonna get one—”
 “Chalets,” said Richie.
 “Each boss gonna get one a’ these chalets. Charlie and Danny, they gonna get the biggest one. Right here.” Jimmy pointed to one of the squares.
 “It’s got a Jacuzzi,” said Richie, turning over the brochure to show Henry an interior shot. His breath smelled of Tic-tacs. “Nice, huh?”
 “So, the meeting. Where’s that going to be?” asked Henry.
 “Charlie’s of course,” said Jimmy. “We all gonna show up Saturday night late. Meeting’s supposedta be aroun’ lunchtime Sunday.”
 “You guys can’t just step out for a piss, commune with nature for a few minutes? I could blow the whole place. That would be easier,” suggested Henry.
 “You don’t get it. I gotta be there. It’s gotta look like it coulda been anybody,” said Jimmy.
 “You could go for broke, I mean. Blow them all up.”
 Jimmy gave this idea a few moments of serious consideration.
  “Nahhh… some a’ them guys, I wouldn’t miss. I don’t give a rat’s ass… But Jerry Dogs, Sonny and them. We got business together. Nah… That would be wrong.”
 “I can’t nail them on the way up?”
 “I wanted that, I’d just have somebody wire up their car or somethin’ an’ BABOOM! I wouldn’t have to pay you all the fuckin’ money come up here. I can get a couple a’ Irishmen do that for a case a’ fuckin’ beer. You the man that’s so good with a rifle, right? That’s what I called you for.”
 “Okay, okay.”
 “It’s gotta look like it coulda been any a’ us they was shootin’ at. Like it was just one a’ those things it’s Charlie an’ Danny that gets shot.”
 “Awfully convenient,” said Henry.
 “Well, nobody’s gonna know for sure ’cause I’m right there. Only thing anybody’s gonna know for sure is that somebody had some fuckin’ balls on ’em.”
 Jimmy took a pack of True 100s out of his jumper. Richie came over and lit one for him. “An’ by the time I make my move,” said Jimmy, “nobody’s gonna be in a position to do nothin’ about it anyways.”
 “When it’s time for the meeting,” said Richie, “they all gonna go over to Charlie’s place. He’s gonna come out… him and Danny. Protocol. They gotta do all that huggin’ an’ kissin’ out there.”
 “We’ll do what we can get ’em away from the door. Outside, so’s you can get a good shot at ’em,” said Jimmy.
 “We can get ’em in a snowball fight.” Richie giggled.
 “Alright,” said Henry, still looking at the map. “I think I know what you want. We’re talking about two targets at about five hundred yards——”
 “Jeesus,” said Jimmy. “You gotta be that far? That’s pretty fuckin’ far. You can’t get any closer than that?”
  “Not if I want to get away. I had planned on getting away.”
 “I want you to get away, I want you to get away,” said Jimmy. “That would be fuckin’ great, you get grabbed right onna fuckin’ mountain there.”
 “I can do it,” said Henry. “Wind’s right I can do it up to a thousand yards. After that, you take your chances.” He smiled.
 “So, how much?” asked Jimmy.
 “It’ll be a hundred twenty-five for the old man, and a hundred for the other. In advance.”
 Richie whistled through his teeth.
 “Okay,” said Jimmy without hesitation. “Paulie. Give the man the money he wants.” There was the sound of money being counted on the bed behind Henry.
 Henry held up his hand and shook his head. He looked back at Paulie and Richie on the bed, both now arranging used bills into stacks.
 “That’s very nice,” he said, turning back to Jimmy. “That’s very nice. And I appreciate it—you bringing the money with you and all. But that’s not how I get paid.” He handed Jimmy a slip of paper with some numbers on it and a list of banks in the Netherlands Antilles and Cayman Islands. “I would prefer that you send the funds, by wire transfer, in increments not to exceed ten thousand each, to these accounts. A different bank as point of origin each time, please. Can you do that for me? It’s really the only way I do business these days.”
 “Richie,” said Jimmy. “You getting this?”
 “Yeah, yeah. I got it,” said Richie.
 “We can do that?”
 “Yeah. Pain in the ass, but we can do that.”
 “You don’t want cash?” said Jimmy, disappointed.
 Henry shook his head. “I’m not going through customs with that. No way.”
  Richie and Paulie began to put the money back in a gym bag.
 “And of course, I’ll be calling the banks Friday… just to see everything arrived okay,” said Henry. “No offense.”
 “That’s a lot of fuckin’ money,” said Jimmy.
 “It’s enough.”
 “So, you sure you got no problem doin’ this without permission?” said Jimmy, trying to reassure himself. “I ain’t gonna hear about you goin’ cryin’ to some other boss, sayin’ what a terrible thing I axed you to do? I mean, I know you worked for other people…”
 “Jimmy,” said Henry. “I don’t give a flying fuck about permission. Understand that about me. I’m not a member of your fraternal order. I don’t know the secret handshakes, I don’t want to know. I’m not looking for promotion. You get the money in those accounts there by Friday end of business and you’ll get an honest day’s work out of me. No money—I get on the next plane and go home. That simple. I mean, if some of your lodge brothers want to get pissed off about any bylaws getting violated, hey, that’s tough shit as far as I’m concerned. You guys can work that out amongst yourselves. None of my business. Couldn’t care less.”
 “I was thinking,” said Jimmy. “When you do it. Maybe you better put a couple a’ extra shots over the other fellas’ heads or somethin’… Make it look good.”
 “I wanna see Jerry’s face, he’s lyin’ inna snow, thinkin’ it’s him’s gonna get clipped,” said Richie, laughing.
 “Yeah! Me too.” Jimmy guffawed. “I wanna see that.”
 “No, no, no,” said Henry. “You gentlemen want to play practical jokes on each other, buy a fuckin’ whoopee cushion. I don’t do that. I don’t play around when I work, alright? You ever hear about me chopping anybody’s hands off, jamming money up their ass, yankin’ out tongues or any of that shit? No. You know why?’ Cause I don’t do that. No jokes. No messages.”
  “Awwww,” said Jimmy. “Just a couple a’ extra shots to make it look good…”
 “Nope. That’s not the way it gets done. There’s going to be a lot of noise. There’s probably going to be a lot of people around, a weekend at a ski resort. First shot, all hell is gonna break loose. I’m not going to find myself sitting around in an orange jumpsuit because somebody thought a few extra rounds would be good for a laugh. I don’t think I’d like prison. I’d lose my tan.”
 “Suit yourself,” grumbled Jimmy. “You know your business. Least I hope you do.” He stood up and walked into the bathroom to change clothes, Richie hurrying after him with a wine-colored double-breasted man’s suit. Just outside the bathroom door, Jimmy caught sight of himself in the mirror over the dresser. “You sure you like this color? I think it makes me look fat. I look fat to you?”
 “You look radiant,” said Henry.
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 On Thursday, Henry rented a four-wheel-drive Toyota from an Avis in Paterson. He took Route 80 across the George Washington Bridge, ate lunch by himself at the Second Avenue Deli, then drove out to Brighton Beach, Brooklyn.
 Sammy Avakian’s stamp and coin shop was on the boardwalk, sandwiched between a coin-operated laundry and the A&B Dairy Restaurant. A bell rang when Henry opened the door to the shop, and Sammy, a shriveled little man in a dirty shirt with a face like a rhesus monkey, looked up from his Russian newspaper.
 “Hey, Sammy. How’s tricks?” said Henry.
 Sammy scowled, exchanged his reading glasses for a pair of horn-rims, and hopped down from his stool.
 “You again,” he said. “I should have known you’d be around. Nice tan. Florida?”
 Henry shook his head.
 “Nice if you have the time,” said Sammy. “So what is it? What do you need?”
 Henry showed him a piece of paper, gave him a minute to read it, then put it back in his pocket. “Can you fill it?” he asked.
 “Sure, sure,” said Sammy. “I got just the item you want. Gimme a second.” He came out from behind the counter, limping in elevator shoes, and hung a sign in the front door that said, BACK IN FIVE MINUTES. He locked the door, turned to put on an overcoat from a peg on the wall, and led Henry through the dusty stockroom to the rear parking lot.
 “That your car over there?” he asked Henry.
 “Yeah.”
 “Thought so. I haven’t seen it before. We’ll take mine,” said Sammy. “It’s not far where we gotta go.”
 Sammy drove a ’78 LTD, his head barely able to look out over the dashboard. The back seat was filled with what seemed to be a lifetime’s accumulated junk – newspapers, magazines, cartons of bric-a-brac that looked like they’d been picked up at a yard sale. It smelled of moist cardboard, cigarette smoke, and dust. Two pale orange car fresheners hung from the rearview mirror exuding papaya.
 They drove to the Kwik ’N’ EZ Storage Depot in a nearby industrial area, and Sammy parked in front of a lockup. It took him a while to find the right key among the scores on the chain at his hip, but he managed eventually to open the heavy padlock, and Henry helped him raise the steel shutter enough for the two of them to duck inside. They closed the shutter behind them and stood in darkness for a moment while Sammy searched for the light switch.
 It was a small cinder-block room, stacked floor to ceiling with wooden crates and tarpaulin-covered objects. It smelled of Cosmoline and cat piss. Sammy scurried about the room, searching under the tarps and moving things around until he found what he was looking for. He dragged a long crate into the center of the floor and pried it open with a crowbar, making little grunts of satisfaction in the back of his throat.
 “Galil 7.62 semiautomatic sniper’s rifle,” he announced, “got your bipod, folding stock, flash suppressor. It’s got your range finder, telescopic sight… everything you need right inna box. Good enough for the IDF, it’s good enough for you. How much ammunition you need?”
 “Two clips,” said Henry.
 “Two?” said Sammy. “You ain’t gonna test-fire the thing?”
 “I’ll need one clip for that, the other for the work,” said Henry, holding the weapon in his arms and peering down the barrel.
 “How many fuckin’ Turks you gonna get with one clip?” complained Sammy. “It’s not enough!”
 “No Turks, Sammy. Not this time around. Sorry. Maybe one of these days I’ll throw you a freebie.”
 “Sonofabitch! When you gonna shoot some bastard Turks? What are you waitin’ for? How about I throw in the ammo for free? No, you can have the whole thing, gratis. All ya gotta do is, on the way back to the City, let off a few clips. I know where the bastards live. I got plenty a’ addresses. I got names—”
 “Sorry, Sammy,” said Henry.
 Sammy spat on the floor. “You prolly gonna shoot some more fuckin’ guineas,” he said sadly. “Guineas, guineas, guineas, nothin’ but fuckin’ guineas. Where’s the good? They kill each other, you leave ’em alone in a fuckin’ room long enough. You… you really gotta give somethin’ back one a’ these days, Henry. Really.”
 “Just two clips.”
 “You want somethin’ special? I got these fléchette rounds. When they hit the bone, they break up into splinters. Even the guy lives, they gotta do exploratory to find ’em all. They don’t show up on the X ray…”
 “Sounds like a delightful product, but no.”
  Sammy limped disconsolately off to a dark corner to find cartridges, returning with two boxes and an extra empty clip for the Galil. “How about a LAWS? I got one back there. Just in. You know what that is? Light antitank weapons system. You can mess up a whole lotta people with that. Take out an armored car you want. You wanna see it? Just to look?”
 “No, no really. This is all I need here,” said Henry, smiling. “I will need a bag or something for the Galil. You have something?”
 “Yeah, sure,” said Sammy. He reached into a trash-filled fifty-five-gallon drum and removed a Bloomingdale’s shopping bag. “Here,” he said. “What sticks out, you can cover with a coat or something.”
 Henry packed his purchases into the bag and stood by the door.
 “How about—” Sammy started to say.
 “I’m fine as is,” said Henry. “Really.”
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 Henry, wrapped in his space blanket in his hidey-hole halfway up Curleigh Mountain, watched through his high-powered field glasses as five sets of headlights bounced through the darkness. The sodium lights that illuminated the ski trails had been switched off hours ago, as had the snow-making machinery and lifts. The mountain was black and quiet; he lay in silence under a stretched bedsheet covered with snow and twigs and dead leaves, his nose growing numb, craving coffee and cigarettes.
 The vehicles came to a halt, and there was the sound of car doors slamming. The headlights were shut off, replaced by wobbling beams from handheld flashlights a few hundred yards below. Henry could hear cursing and laughter as five bosses and their attendants stumbled blindly through the snow in their dress shoes. A few moments later, the lights inside the rented chalets were turned on, one after the other. He saw dark silhouettes of large men through the curtains, watched as a few hapless lieutenants were dispatched for firewood on the icy outer decks. There was more cursing and laughter as one man slipped and fell on his ass in front of an open door. Henry heard Richie Tic’s voice, complaining, “They oughta put salt onnis fuckin’ deck for fuck’s sake! It’s like a fuckin’ skatin’ rink… I should sue these pricks! I coulda been kilt!” There was more laughing. Dark figures holding stacks of firewood moved into the light from the open doors, came back for more, calling to each other, their voices reverberating up and down the rocky slope.
 “Hey, Mags! Mags! You woulda been a good Boy Scout!”
 “Ask him rub two sticks together!”
 “Yeah? Rub this!”
 “Where’s Richie? Youse better keep an eye on Richie… Somethin’ brush up against your ass you better hope it’s only a fuckin’ bear!”
 “Hey, lookit Donuts! Yo, Donuts! You supposedta burn the wood, not look at it!”
 “There’s somethin’ movin’ in there! There’s a rat or somethin’.”
 “There ain’t no fuckin’ rats here! It’s prolly a snake!”
 “A killer squirrel! You watch out. You gonna have some rabid fuckin’ squirrel nibblin’ on yer fuckin’ nuts tonight!”
 “Fuck you! Fuck alla youse! It’s a chipmunk or somethin’!”
 “That’s cute… Donuts gotta new friend! Why don’t you take him back the house, adopt him!”
 “Fuck you! You better sleep on yer fuckin’ back tonight, you prick, you gotta bunk with Richie! I’ll take the fuckin’ squirrel any day!”
 “Minchia al culo… motherfucker.”
 Finally, the doors slammed shut, and in a little while there was the smell of woodsmoke.
 Henry pulled the space blanket up over his head and fell asleep.
  * * *

  The sound of the giant compressors that drove the snow-making machinery woke him with a start. It was six-thirty in the morning under a steel gray sky. Soon the loud hiss from the spray nozzles was everywhere. Henry pulled back further from the narrow opening of his hole, wishing he could crawl out for just a minute to take a piss. The first snowmobiles began to move up the trails; maintenance workers and ski patrol checking conditions. Henry smelled bacon and home fries cooking in the kitchens at the main lodge, then the even more tantalizing scent of coffee.
 He picked up his field glasses and looked down at the cluster of chalets, watched as a single mobster moved from house to house, taking breakfast orders. The man started up a gray Cutlass, tires spinning at first in the snow, finally managing to fishtail down the unpaved, icy road. A half hour later he returned, bearing parcels. When the man knocked on the door of the largest chalet, Henry was gratified to get a glimpse of Charlie Wagons and Danny Testa. Charlie looked older than the last time Henry had seen him. Still in his bathrobe, he took his breakfast from the man and moved quickly away from the door without comment or expression. Danny lingered for a moment, checking his bag to see that the other man had got it right.
 At nine, the chairlifts ground into motion, squeaking and clanking up the mountain with the first loads of chattering skiers. Soon Henry could hear them on the nearby trails, their skis crunching on the ice under the newly made powder as they whipped past his position.
 He set up the Galil on its bipod. He’d spray-painted it in a black and white camouflage pattern, and he positioned it so the flash suppressor was a few inches back from the opening of his hole. When Henry peered down through the telescopic sight, he was looking right at Charlie Wagons’s front door. His fingers growing numb in the cold, he chambered a round and removed the condom stretched over the muzzle before putting his mittens back on.
 At eleven o’clock, there had been no further movement in the chalets. The slopes were getting crowded. Henry could see long lines forming by the chairlifts at the base of the mountain, the whoops and shouts of skiers growing louder and more frequent around and above him. He was no longer able to look left or right for fear of giving away his position. He could only lie motionless, deep in his hunter’s blind, and wait.
 At least the wind was light. At the distance he’d have to shoot, it could have been a major, even prohibitive factor. He looked nervously at the sky as it grew later, aware that in a few hours the sun would pass overhead, threatening to reflect on the lenses of his field glasses or the telescopic sight. He checked his watch again, anxious that the scheduled meeting begin.
 Eleven forty-five, and the doors of the chalets swung open. Henry got into firing position and removed his mittens. He looked down through the scope, breath held, ready… then watched in horror as instead of a delegation of bosses marching in a neat line over to Charlie’s chalet, he saw an unruly cluster of hilariously dressed first-time skiers, each ludicrously attired figure indistinguishable from the next in their ski caps, goggles, ballooning down parkas, and ski boots. Flunkie, lieutenant, boss, they all looked like multicolored Michelin tire men, or overweight Smurfs, staggering anonymously about with their rented skis and poles. Henry recognized Jimmy, unmistakable in a huge, shimmering green snowsuit, a knit cap with pom-pom bobbing atop his Everest-size body. He thought he saw him look up the mountain for a second, an expression on his face that might have said, “Who knew?”
 Henry could only watch Charlie’s door, waiting and hoping. He saw Danny emerge, like the others, dressed to hit the slopes, but he waited in vain for Charlie. The door closed without the old man setting foot outside. It was Danny alone who led the procession of corpulent mafiosi to the bunny slope. Henry put down the rifle and watched through his field glasses as they charged down the wooded slope like drunken bison, hurling snowballs at each other and laughing loudly. He kept looking hopefully back at Charlie’s door. The possibility that Charlie Wagons, a man who hadn’t left his one block of Lower Manhattan in twenty years, would suddenly appear and join his subjects on the bunny slope seemed remote in the extreme. Still, Henry, his bladder nearly bursting, kept looking back and hoping.
 If things had not already reached the point of cruel and absurd fuckup, it was the spectacle of thirteen mobsters clinging awkwardly to the rope tow that did the trick. Henry watched Paulie Brown lose his balance and fall onto his belly. A man who could have been Jerry Dogs stumbled over his legs, entangling his skis but refusing to let go of the rope; he was dragged the rest of the way up, his skis banging loosely behind on their safety straps. Six hundred yards away, Henry could hear them shrieking and hooting and hurling taunts at each other.
 Apparently, Charlie Wagons heard them too. Henry saw a single figure step out onto the deck of the largest chalet. The old man was still in his bedroom slippers, an overcoat thrown over his pajamas. He moved slowly and carefully across the icy deck. On the bunny slope, a ski instructor was offering a few tips to a group of men who were not used to being told how to do anything. The instructor was forced to retreat by a barrage of snowballs and the shouted jeers and insults of mobsters uninterested in correct snow-plowing technique. Henry saw Richie move forward clumsily and whack the man’s rear with a ski pole, causing more whoops and laughter.
 Henry removed his mittens and steadied the rifle. This was as good as it was going to get. He wasn’t going to wait for the sun to give away his position. He wasn’t going to piss in his pants and then lie in it all day waiting for a better shot. He was going to do it now, get on a plane and go home, where it was warm, and count his money.
 Danny Testa was the first one down the bunny slope. He wasn’t doing too badly either, managing to stay on his feet, whereas Jimmy and Jerry, a few yards back, stumbled and fell before they got five feet. Danny’s poles were held straight out from his hips, his knees together, ankles apart, in a fair approximation of a snowplow. From the corner of his eye, Henry thought he saw Charlie clap his hands on the chalet’s deck.
 Henry held his breath, got Danny in the crosshairs, led him just a little, and letting his breath out slowly, squeezed the trigger. There was a sharp crack that echoed over the mountain and the valley below. A long, long second later, Danny Testa’s head exploded into fine pink mist. He dropped back onto his skis, feet still in his bindings, his body continuing at a brisk clip down the slope. A bright red trail appeared in the snow behind him. He came out of his snowplow, kept going until he ran right off the edge of the trail into a snow fence and lay there, dead.
 There was screaming from the bunny slope. A young girl, her canary yellow ski suit showered with Danny’s brain matter, was wailing at the top of her lungs, swatting frantically at her face to remove bits of blood and hair. The other mobsters lay on their bellies, hugging the ground, afraid to look up. Some skiers, however, unused to being shot at, were already pointing at various spots up the mountain, shouting to each other.
 Henry quickly swung the Galil over in Charlie’s direction. There was no time to set the range finder. Charlie was already making for the open door across the icy wooden deck. Henry nearly emptied the magazine, firing for the doorway, intending Charlie to find his way into the bullets’ path. A shell exploded into the doorframe. Another disappeared into the interior of the chalet, breaking glass somewhere. Another hit nothing. The fourth and fifth hit Charlie in the abdomen as his feet went out from under him. A single bedroom slipper went flying as he crashed onto the deck, a wet, red stain growing large on his overcoat. He lay there without moving.
 Time to go. Henry peeled off the oversize hooded white windbreaker that he’d worn over his parka all night. He left the rifle where it was, slipped out of his hole, and ran in a crouch toward the edge of the trail, where he’d hidden his skis and boots. Finding them, he tore off the rubber Totes on his feet and stepped into the frozen boots, strapped on his skis, quickly pulled on a silly-looking cap that said, SKIERS MAKE BETTER LOVERS, and charged down the trail, remembering at the last minute to put on his mirrored goggles. He joined a large group from a local ski club, skiing neither too fast nor too slow, content to look just barely in control of his skis, slightly off balance, so people would get out of his way.
 The first snowmobiles of the ski patrol and mountain security began to appear, nervous young men in red jackets with radios. They drove right past him without a look. When Henry reached the bottom of the mountain, a deliberately witless-looking grin on his face, he made sure to show surprise and curiosity at the growing crowd of police and rescue workers assembling on the bunny slope. He even lingered as the first ambulances appeared, gawking with the rest of them. People were pouring out of the shops and restaurants in the main lodge for a look. Henry took off his skis and left them leaning against a ski rack by the main exit.
 A high school teacher was hurrying his charges away from the carnage, and Henry moved close, following the flow of bodies into the parking lot. The rental car was where he’d left it, and Henry removed his parka, boots, cap, and goggles. When he slipped behind the wheel, he looked like any other blue-collar, work-shirted local, out for an afternoon drink. His nice, dry cowboy boots were under the dash, and he put them on, grateful for the worn, soft leather. The engine started with the first try, and he was gone.
     

 Later, after the police and ambulances and television crews from the City had disappeared, and after the newspaper reporters had finished with their follow-up stories and their interviews with the local residents, the town of Huckapee, New York, returned to its usual grudging routine. People still talked about the shootings on Curleigh Mountain, of course. They talked about them a lot. Most people in the town were unemployed, so they had a lot of time on their hands. And the lucky few who did earn a regular paycheck worked over at Devil’s Run, so most of them were right there when it happened. They were there when the Colombian Hit Man Blew Mob Bosses into Bleeding Chunks right there on the goddamn bunny slope! Few who worked at Devil’s Run hadn’t Seen It All.
 At Mary’s Luncheonette, where the maintenance crews met for breakfast, at the Wigwam Tavern, right next to the Huckapee Lodge (where the alleged Hit Man had stayed), the shootings were still the subject of much wild speculation. At the Wigwam, a framed black-and-white photo of Danny Testa’s body hung in a place of honor behind the bar, right next to the dusty eight-by-ten of Division Champs, the Buffalo Bills. The front page of the Huckapee Valley Courier was glued next to it, the headline screaming, MOB HIT AT DEVIL’S RUN! It was the biggest thing to have happened in the small mountain town since the mills closed down. Before the shootings, the headline was to have read PRINCIPAL’S SON IN CAR CRASH, describing a fender-bender between a milk truck and the notorious local drunk Billy Coombs.
 Most people had come to agree with the conclusion that the Hit Man was Colombian. They’d seen Miami Vice. They knew what those people could do. That dark-skinned man, no question about it, had been sent all the way from the hills of Medellín to wreak bloody havoc on their mountain. Curleigh, the largest of three mountains in the valley (the other two were referred to by local wits as Moe and Larry), had taken on a whole new luster since the shootings; some folks were already talking about changing the name to something more lurid, more marketable, like Bloody Mountain. Making a buck was getting harder and harder, they said, especially in the off-season. Summer Funtime, the water slide at Devil’s Run, had failed to attract. Maybe a little notoriety would be a good thing.
 Definitely Colombian, most people said. The newspapers had described a dark-skinned male, possibly Hispanic, around six feet tall, who spoke with an accent. He had big feet. This much was known for sure. The rental ski boots and rubber Totes recovered near the scene were size twelves. The man had registered at the Huckapee Motor Lodge as Jaime Garcia, and Mrs Curleigh, at the desk, remembered him as very polite, very correct. He had spoken with an accent like Ricardo Montalban, and addressed her as “Señora.”
 The jeep the man arrived in had been rented to someone fitting his description named Luis Chavez, resident of Puerto Rico, and the Ford Escort he’d apparently used to get away, rented in the neighboring town of Wolkill and later abandoned in the parking lot of the former Indian Burial Ground outside town, had been rented under the name Victor Lopez of Miami. To confuse matters slightly, Dougie Weller, the cabdriver who took a man answering the gunman’s description to a shopping mall in Quonset, remembered him as a quiet man, no accent, who said his car had broken down. “He talked kind of like an old hippie,” said Dougie. Most people discounted his account – Colombian Hit Man sounded so much better.
 Like Elvis Presley, the Colombian Hit Man seemed to pop up everywhere for a while. He was reported seen outside Ed’s Package Store, drinking Thunderbird out of the bottle. One woman claimed to have seen him at Dick’s QuickStop with a cart full of groceries, calmly reading about himself in Newsweek. When a lift attendant at Devil’s Run spotted a dark-skinned man on the lift line a few weeks later, he threw the switch, marooning a hapless Brazilian ski enthusiast until the police arrived.
 The Huckapee police chief, Daryl Remick, took all of this with good humor. He refrained from pointing out that, as far as he knew, there weren’t too many Colombian hit men who stood over six feet tall and wore size twelve shoes. The man was long gone in any case, the way he saw it, probably out of the country. In his comments to Hard Copy, Remick was positively admiring in his appraisal of the gunman’s marksmanship. The chief had served in Vietnam, he explained, with a rifle company, and a head shot from six hundred yards, like the one that had sprayed Danny Testa’s brains (a moving target no less) all over Curleigh Mountain, hell, that was “outstanding shooting.”
 Chief Remick was not concerned that the killer of Mr Testa had yet to be captured or even identified. He knew enough about what the deceased had done for a living that his unsolved murder seemed to be something less than a tragedy.
 The wounded man, however, Charles “Charlie Wagons” Iannello, was another thing. Nobody likes to see a thing like that. Mr Iannello had been hit by two bullets. The first entered his hip, shattering the bone and requiring its replacement with a pin. The second bullet had entered his right buttock, traveled upward at an angle, and after deflecting off the pelvis, exited slightly to the right of his navel. An emergency colostomy was performed, and Charlie Wagons would be compelled to crap in a bag for the rest of his life.
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