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Jack was restless and found himself roaming the streets of Darwin stalking who knows what.  He’d booked a ship that would take him to Singapore.  In truth, another flight didn’t appeal and a nice slow boat for Singapore sounded perfect.  For Jack, the whole trip had been a continuous thought process.  He’d decided that Singapore was next on his visit list more to find a new home than to do the tourist thing.  He was supposed to be home in two days but the lure of the Singapore office was too great a temptation and the more Jack thought about it Singapore made sense.  Hatfield was not the real issue it was just the need for new sights and sounds.  Once Jack had made the decision to visit the Singapore office he’d settled down and even found he didn’t miss Cat, well, not as much anyway.  Now he roamed the streets of Darwin and waited for departure time and found himself actually in tourist mode for the first time since he left Lyon France.  He could stop being a cop for a couple of days.  And as these happy thoughts danced through his head he caught a gimps of an old face, suddenly cop mode came rushing back.  What was Lysander Scarf doing in Darwin?  Jack was almost certain that Scarf had been involved in the raid on Fred Yamamura’s place; Scarf’s style: messy and stupid; and now he turns up in Darwin!  The first thought was to contact Interpol and get some agents to arrest Scarf.  But the old need to solve the mystery himself took over and before he was fully aware of it Jack was tailing Scarf.

Scarf stalked the travel agencies and transport points of Darwin.  Every bus line, every train, every flight.  Scarf wasn’t looking to get out of Darwin he was looking for someone.  Jack knew something about Scarf, subtle wasn’t in Scarf’s vocabulary, and by the way, Scarf was throwing his weight around the city Jack could tell he was looking to kill that person.  Over the next two days, Jack watched Scarf and waited to see where the man would finally end up.  What made the situation tough was that Scarf hadn’t done anything illegal the whole time he’d been in Darwin, relentlessly walking the streets, asking questions, and looking threatening weren’t crimes.  But Jack was sure that Scarf’s goal was illegal.  And as Jack poked his stubby nose around and asked questions of those who’d been subjected to Scarf’s inquiries he learned that Scarf was looking for a woman.  Not only that, Scarf had been chasing this broad from Melbourne all the way to Darwin.  And the more Jack learned the more he realized Scarf wasn’t lovesick.

Finally, the time to board the ship had arrived and Jack stood at the gangplank. The cruise ship wasn’t one of those big fancy numbers you see on commercials with the beautiful people playing and looking like they don’t care how much it costs to be on the damn thing.  The Orient Princess was more mundane but comfortable nonetheless.  Standing at that gangplank Jack decided to suspend his trip to Singapore to keep his eye on Scarf, and just as Jack turned to head back into town the man boarded Jack’s ship!  This would make things both easier and more dangerous for Jack.  He was fairly sure Lysander Scarf didn’t know who he was, but there was no guarantee to that.  But Jack had decided that it was no waste of time to follow Scarf, his cop instincts told him the story behind all of Scarf’s maneuvers was worth knowing.  And, if he was wrong; which he was sure he was not; he’d still be in Singapore.  So Jack loped up the gangplank gave his best impression of an excited Aussie tourist heading to the mysterious Orient, then followed Scarf to see where the man’s cabin was and the first thing Scarf would do.  That turned out to be a surprise, Scarf enrolled in the fitness classes that were offered every day.  So Jack enrolled in the same class.  After that Jack went to his cabin and unpacked and took a nap.  He was strangely calm, and Jack knew why: Scarf wasn’t going anywhere.

Bright and early the next morning Jack donned his sweat pants and a red t-shirt and headed to the gym onboard the ship.  He came in to see a few people mostly elderly standing around waiting for the instructor, some sitting in chairs lined up against the wall.  Jack did a few warm up stretches and like everyone else waited.  He didn’t much care about who was teaching the course or the course itself, that was until the instructor walked in.  What the hell is Cat doing here?  And as Jack stood there his mind suddenly putting two plus two plus two plus gods know what else together.  Now he understood Scarf’s intense interest.  Cat had gotten into Yamamura’s place and Scarf wanted the prize.  Jack could understand Scarf’s anger, Cat had a unique talent for making people want to kill her.  And to cap off the series of shocks Scarf walked in a smile on his lips, he pulled out his knife and started running at Cat.  Racing over to the wall Jack took one of the chairs and threw it under Scarf’s feet sending the man sprawling on the ground.  Cat turned to see where the chair had come from and laid eyes on Jack.  And for one second she smiled and winked at him, then she took off like a rabbit.  Scarf got up and raced out of the gym following Cat, and of course, as these things go Jack took off after Scarf.  The foot race lead down the corridor and Cat turned the corner and raced up the stairwell to the upper decks.  Jack found himself losing ground and finally losing sight of both Cat and Scarf.

Scarf started closing on Cat and put on a burst of speed.  Prolonged torture was no longer Lysander Scarf’s goal, just killing the bitch.  True he’d end up in jail for murder, but he’d escaped prisons far worse than anything in Singapore.  As he raced up the stairwell he realized someone was following close behind.  Probably some do-gooder trying to be a hero.  Scarf would deal with the idiot after he was done with the bitch.  Reaching the upper deck Scarf followed Cat as she raced toward the bow of the ship, she was running out of places to go and Scarf smiled broadly.  Cat reached the end of the railing and turned to face Scarf who merely smiled and got ready to use his knife, he’d start with an eye and then stab a few more pain centers then kill the bitch, it would have to do.  Scarf laughed and yelled in delight at Cat.  “Skyla!  Told you I’d find you!”
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I try to dodge right and then left but Scarf has the advantage and keeps cutting me off and getting closer.  I see Jack race up the ladder and see me and the Melbourne Monster at the end of the ship, he races across the deck and watches in horror as Scarf’s knife entered my arm, the pain makes me groan and I pull back against the railing trying to keep distance between me and that knife until Jack can get here.  The man gets closer and aims the razor sharp blade at my eye.  With a nasty look Scarf dances, the bladed around my eyes to tease me before he gets started.  It is that foolish act of bravado that costs my attacker precious seconds of providing me with pain.  Jack picks up a shuffleboard cue stick and reaching a point behind the thug and smashes the stick into his skull.  The Monster flies forward with the impact, his arms thrown out and letting go of his knife which flies overboard.  He’s out cold before he hits the deck.  I let my breath out and thank my lucky stars that I have the good sense to pick and keep Jack around.

“It’s sure good to see you!”  I say and lean into Jack for a second.

“Don’t get too familiar.  It’s better if everyone on board sees me as a civilian do-gooder.  I’ll get the Captain to lock up Scarf here and you go back to doing what you were hired for.  Let’s meet in my cabin tonight, I’m in 23A.”

“Oh, traveling first class are we?”  I say with a teasing grin.

“A lady once told me ‘Style hon. Style’ so I try to live that philosophy.”

Come to think about I have given that advice a time or two, not just to punks in Omaha.  I separate from Jack and do my best to look admiringly at my ‘stranger rescuer’ as the crew comes rushing over to make sense of the situation.  Many of my class members come out clutching each other for protection from the now unconscious bad man.  Two burly crewmen take the Monster down below and stick him in a locked cabin.  I compose myself and start clapping my hands at the class, I’ve seen instructors in movies do that.  “Okay, people let’s get back to the class now.”  As I say this one of my old ladies points to my arm and I am reminded that I am bleeding.  I head down to the clinic and get bandaged up, and I wonder on how I keep finding my way to clinics lately.  After class, I roam around the ship and breathe easier than I have in days.  Not because the Monster is locked up, more the fact that Jack is here.  I await the hours to pass and find that part of the duties of the fitness instructor is anything that the rest of the crew doesn’t want to do. At midnight I steal up to Jack's cabin, which is against the rules.  Crew members are not to have romantic relationships with any passenger.  I read the employee manual.  The more you know the more you can cheat.  I knock and Jack unlatches the door and I sneak in.  He’s sitting on his bed fully dressed which is a signal that this is more ‘official’ than ‘sexual’ as visits go.  But Jack does have a mimosa waiting for me so it might not all be business after all.  As he hands me the lethal-sized drink he asks “Why was Scarf after you?”

“Are we on or off the record Jack?”  

“Off, strictly off.  I am on vacation.”

I look at Jack and raise an eyebrow “You weren’t ‘off’ in Omaha as I recall.”

“I was trying to keep you safe.  Away from all the grief, Fred Yamamura can concoct.”  

“So the big galoot below decks is named Scarf?”

“A real bad egg Cat. You sure have a skill for finding the worst of the worst when it comes to men.  Present company accepted.”

“Yes someone was pointing that out to me earlier this week.  Okay, I was hired to steal something from Yamamura.  The laughing boy in the clink was the leader of the ram raid.  He saw me break into the place and assumed I had tipped the guards.”

“And decided right then and there to put a knife into your eyes.  I get the picture.  Lysander Scarf is a man of little brain, but he’s dogged and dangerous.  Did you get the item?”

I shake my head at Jack.  That’s one question that’s strictly ‘on’ when asked.  Jack takes the hint and says “Never mind.  Let’s assume you got the item.  You did, I know you did.  But for argument's sake, I’ll leave the question open for the minute.”

“You seem to have great faith in my skills,” I offer. 

Jack smiles and reaches over to me “honey you’re the best there is.  I’m not supposed to admire the competition but you’re good, real good at what you do.  Did you tip Yamamura?”

“Jack!”  I say in feigned shock “how can you even think such a thing of me?  I would never grass!”

“Yes you would.  If it gave you an edge.”  Jack asserts and I smile at him.  He’s right of course.  Had I known about the ram raid I might have tipped Fred in some way.

“Thank you Jack for being here.  I don’t know if you were following me or it was just dumb luck that got you on this ship, but when I saw that knife dancing in front of my eyes all I thought of was you right behind me and coming fast.”

“I’d never let anyone harm you if I can prevent it Cat.  I love those eyes more than I
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