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Marty Coldwell ran out of the house as if the hounds of hell were nipping at his heels.  Leaving the door open behind him he raced down the path towards the dented and battered Chevy that was waiting for him at the side of the road.  He raced round to the driver’s side, flung open the door and jumped in.  He pulled the pistol from his pocket and placed it on the passenger seat.   He’d lost his cool again.  What he had just done was insane, though in his own mind, justified.  No one spoke to Marty Coldwell like that.  Closing the car door, he turned on the ignition and sped off.  He would have liked to keep the headlights off till he got to the end of the block, but the street was in total darkness, so he had to turn them on.  As he drove, he kept glancing in the rearview mirror to make sure he didn’t see any lights go on in any of the neighboring houses—unfortunately he saw a few lights going on, obviously people had heard the noise.  Damn!

—
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Marty, thirty-five, worked in the kitchen of a well-known restaurant, and rented a small, cheap one-bedroom apartment.  His job paid very little, but he was able to supplement his income with various other activities.  He knew certain people who could always find work for him.  Marty liked to think of himself as a tough guy—a gangster.  These jobs actually paid better than his legal job; he just needed the respectability of a legal job to satisfy anyone who might ever ask what he did for a living, especially his Mom and Pop.  When his mom asked what he was doing, which was every time she called him, he could truthfully say, “Hey, Ma, I work an honest job, and earn more than enough.”  That always satisfied her, until the next time she called.  They lived on the other side of the country, in California, but even from that distance his Mom still tried to control his life; his Pop not so much.
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