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  On a sunny September morning the prison gates opened to let a single man pass through before slamming shut again behind him. For a moment, he just stood there in front of the giant gate. He took a deep breath to taste the smell of freedom, he listened to the sounds of the busy outer world and blinked at a sun not blocked by walls and bars for the first time in ages. After thirty years, Jimmy Donnelly was finally free.




  He looked around the street in front of the prison. It was entirely empty. Not that he had expected anything else. Jimmy knew that nobody would be waiting for him in the outer world. He had never known all that many people anyway and those he had known had long since forgotten all about him, just as he had forgotten all about them. That is, he had forgotten all but one.




  Abruptly, Jimmy walked away, not even once turning round to look back. He could not afford to waste time just standing here. After all, he had work to do.




  The next few days were spent preparing for things to come. It took him longer than he had expected. The outside world had changed a lot since Jimmy had last been a part of it. But then again, that was hardly surprising. Thirty years were a long time. But finally he got what he wanted. A cheap place to sleep, an old car and — most important of all — a .45 gun.




  The last thing also proved to be the most difficult to get hold of, for as an ex-con Jimmy could of course not buy it legally. Besides, the outer world had changed a lot in thirty years, and so had the places where you could acquire an illegal gun. Though Jimmy had heard rumours from the other prisoners. In fact, it had only been in prison that he had first learned about these things at all.




  For Jimmy also had changed a lot in thirty years. When the prison gates had first closed behind him, he had been hardly more than a boy, inexperienced, even innocent of sorts. Now he was a man and a seasoned criminal. Prisons had a way of turning even the relatively innocent into that.




  He had not been a real criminal all those years ago, no matter what the police, the judge and the jury had said. He had just been a sixteen-year-old kid from a bad part of town, eking out a meagre living with occasional petty thefts. A boy who had stumbled into a big-time bank robbery, talked into it by an older, far more criminal friend. Jimmy should have said “no” of course, but how could he have known what he was getting himself into? How could he have known that what his friend had called “a simple clean bank job” would turn into a fully fledged raid with guns, hostages and all? And how could he have guessed that with his two accomplices cut down in a hail of bullets, the police, prosecution, judge and jury would put the blame squarely on his shoulders? How could he ever have foreseen that they would sent him, who had been nothing more than a look-out man, to prison for thirty years to life?
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