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“What the fuck?”  I think as I see a white panel van smash into the front gate.  About twelve figures jump out of the van and start shooting up the place.  This was the ‘competitor?’ I think while rolling my eyes at the circus act unfolding before my eyes.  “And I thought the Yakuza were over-eager!”  These boys are shooting everything in sight and not hitting much of any importance.  As they flail around more and more of Fred’s bully boys pour out of the house weapons at the ready and a few of the invaders go down.  I could have warned the gate crashers not to underestimate the opposition.  But they’re learning the lesson the hard way right now as another one goes down dead.  Or maybe I’m wrong and these guys play on Jack’s team?  SWAT, FBI, or maybe Interpol with the locals?  “Naw,” I decide as I watch the battle rage.  It couldn’t be law enforcement, they’d be a little neater than this.  And they’d have way more firepower.  As I watch what’s happening below visions of an abandoned operating theatre and unclean medical implements with a grinning Mr. Cane saying “Just relax this is going to hurt a lot” start dancing in my head.  And the more I look the less likely my chances of getting in and out become.  “Shit!” I say out loud and throw a rock down at the fence “Now what do I do?”  I ask the night and the Goddess Laverna hoping for some kind of opening.  But none seems to be likely.  
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Finally, as the chaos below gets worse I decide this is a ‘now or never’ situation and head right to the trees and load my crossbow testing the thread to make sure it’s tight.  I can’t afford any cock-ups at this point.  I no longer worry about Jack, if he got away from the highway patrol and is behind me he’ll be busy trying to get officialdom to believe a full scale assault is happening to Nebraska’s leading Japanese citizen. I take the crossbow line up on a congenial looking limb on one of the trees and fire the bolt which flies good and straight and wraps around the limb nicely.  I tug the line and find it strong and begin to scale the fence.  I know it’s electrified, hence the rubber soled shoes and I make sure my gloves are tight on my hands.  I reach the barbed wire on top and I throw the camping blanket over it.  Simple answers are often the best.  I walk over the top and swing down onto the grass only a couple of feet from the fence.  I reach into my unzipped backpack and pull out my first secret weapon.  I can hear the firefight and it’s getting nasty.  I hear an explosion so somebody has brought firecrackers to the party on top of automatic weapons and whatnot.  As I wait I hear what I’ve been waiting for.  The two attack dogs streak toward me at full speed then stop about five feet from me.  Two big German Sheppard dogs snap and snarl at me trying to hold me in place until their handler can get to me.  I smile at both dogs and place the whistle I have around my neck to my lips and give a blow.  The high pitched note cannot be heard by human ears but it hurts a dog.  The dogs both whimper and I say “sit” in my best leader of the pack voice.  The dogs stop barking and snarling, and look confused.  This isn’t working out for them the way they had expected.  I should be to be terrified at this point.  Further, I’m not supposed to be able to hurt them.  I can see their doggie brains trying to fathom what they’re supposed to do when I give another blast and they sit.  I smile at them both and say “Good dogs.”  And they look up at me and pant.  I toss the fillet mignons to them, one per dog.  They decide that their job is done and it’s break time.  They stare at the steak and begin to shake in excitement and I say “okay” and they dive right in.  I hope that the handler is still some way off or dead or something.  He or she must be, as the dogs gulp down the last of the steak and then get drowsy and pass out.  They’ll be fine in six or seven hours with a terrible hangover.  

Time for phase two of my plan, I load the Crossbow with another bolt and aim for one of the gables of the house, and shoot.  The bolt embeds itself with admirable force and I climb the rope to the roof.  I head over the slate tiles until I reach a skylight and look in.  By now everyone in the house is up and running around in confusion.  While I would prefer a nice quiet house filled with sleeping people or better yet, an empty house for the night, I’m stuck with this mess.  I decide to keep the bulk of the house between me and the bullets flying everywhere on the other side.  I reach the second story part of the house which is offset a bit from the single story back where all the bedrooms are.  I find the windows wired.  That’s not an issue.  I take the glass cutter and take out a small circle near the latch and I put my next secret weapon to work.  Taking a can of shaving cream I coat the latch and hair thin wires that attach to it.  Then I throw the latch and slide open the window and step inside.  The smell of gun powder is everywhere now.  Bullets are striking the house, and glass litters the floors downstairs.  I need to descend to the basement where Fred keeps his goodies locked away.  I know where to go because he took me on a walking tour when I dropped the egg off to him.  So down I go flitting between shadows and trying to look like a table lamp on the occasions someone passes me by.  I reach the locked basement door and pull out my next secret weapon, the sound recording I made when Fred typed in the code for the keypad.  I gently tap out the notes in order and the door pops open.  Why record?  Well, you never know.  I keep the door on the latch and head to Fred Yamamura’s inner sanctum.  The basement is filled with metal lockers lined up against the walls.  It looks like a bus station in here, in the middle of the concrete floor are display cases showing off some of Fred’s prized possession including a full suit of Samurai armor with swords and war fan.  A Roman Legion Standard with a silver eagle stands next to the samurai armor making a weird combination visually.  And between these two something odder still, a Fabergé Egg.  The object of my quest.  But like the chalice of Christ, the egg is sacred to the believer thus guarded closely, I use a fog spray to see the passive laser beams.  I place three mirrors around the egg’s case to deflect the light and then carefully look around the glass of the case and find a nice fat Fred thumbprint.  The case’s electronic lock requires Fred’s thumbprint.  I know it’s his, no one else is allowed to touch the cases.  I take fingerprint powder and scotch tape and lift the print.  I use a little polymer spray to raise the print on the tape and place it against the lock’s screen.  The light turns green and I can move on to the next lock; yes it’s a lock inside a lock; I inject a silicone product into the keyhole then place a small metal stick into the silicone.  Wait thirty seconds for it to harden and voila instant key!  I open the door then examine the pedestal.  Pressure sensitive it will sound an alarm when I remove the object.  Quickly I snatch up the egg and place it in the backpack and take off for the stairs.  Sorry fans, there is no sand for me to pour into a bag while guessing the weight.  Of course, there’s also no giant rock rolling down on me either.  Just a bunch of angry men upstairs with guns hired to stop just the sort of thing I’m doing right now.  I glide out the basement door and see that a certain order has been established as the guards have rounded up the family and staff members and stuck them in a panic room.  As I reach the upstairs landing one of the guards calls up to me from the first floor “Hey, you should be in the room!  There shit flying all over this place.”

“I have to get something,”  I say and keep walking.

Unfortunately, this guard is diligent and he races up to grab me and escort me to safety which is the last thing I need.  I make sure the mask is in place over my mouth and nose then I head to the bedroom I entered when I broke in, and then race around the doorway.  “Where the hell are you going?”  The guard shouts at me and races up the stairs.  I ready my last secret weapon and hope it’s enough.  The small syringe fits nicely in my hand and I brace myself for the encounter with the guard.  He bursts into the room and sees me rummaging in the draws.  

“You have to get to the panic room ma’am, now!”  He barks.

“I have to get misses iteaeeem” I say putting on a sorry Spanish accent.  The guard takes a step closer, a big fella with blond hair and crew cut so short his scalp is tanned.  He grabs my arm and twists me around and looks me up and down “You don’t belong here.”  He says and I smile at him; not that he can see the smile mind you; “Nope I don’t.”  And I jab him with the sedative.  It’s much faster than mace, the man goes down in a heap dropping his gun which goes off smashing bullets into the closet.  I step away from the thing and head out the window.  I climb the roof keeping as much to the middle or low end of the roof as to avoid the now dying gun battle in the front.  I reach the place near where the trees are and leap off.  I tuck and roll and spring up and head for my rope and blanket over the fence.  Once over I smile.  At least this much has been successful.
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