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Going Onward for the Moment

When the shot went off and the red brick next to his head sang a whiny song of ricochet, Dexter Mancuso ran out of his sandals.

At a dead run, he rounded the corner of a long, dark alley. 

Had his pursuer seen?

Not quite halfway into the alley but certain the guy was about to come around the corner, he grabbed the rusted edge of a dumpster and vaulted himself into it. 

His left knee caught the edge of that thing on the outside. That thing the trucks used to pick up the dumpsters. 

He saw them do that once. 

That was the day they rolled Johnny Petrillo into the back of their truck with the rest of the garbage. The stuff that had been used up or outlived its usefulness. 

And the trash guys, they didn’t even notice. 

Well, the guy in the back might have. He was the one who jumped out to grab the few bags that didn’t make it into the dumpster. People dropped those things from the windows as far as seven stories up. And none of the windows were directly above the dumpster, so it was hit or miss. 

Still, most people hit. One thing most people didn’t do was carry their trash down all those flights of stairs. It was trash. It wasn’t like it deserved a ceremony.

Anyway, the guy, he tossed those five bags in on top of Johnny. And the last one he brought up over his shoulder like he was throwing a fastball at Yankee Stadium. That one hit Johnny square in the face.
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