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A Cat and Jet Crime Story

For Diana who has faith

“Lock picks are for losers,” I say and he slides his eyes my way while never moving a muscle. “Where’s your sense of style?  Pride in your profession?  Any damn wanker can jimmy a door.”  I finish.

“You in here just like me.”  He finally says, at least I know I’m getting under his skin.

“True enough.  But I’ll be out in an hour.  And you won’t.”  I answer back.

He doesn’t say anything to that just snorts and rolls his eyes at me.  “What makes you so damn special?”

“Why isn’t it obvious?”  I say straightening myself up.

“You have a great rack?”  He asks sarcastically.

“They are nice, aren’t they?  Two of my better features.” I say then make a big dramatic sigh “body of a movie star.  The face of a housewife.  So little in this life is fair.  But no it’s not physical dearie.  I have style.”  

Just as I finish the Matron comes in and unlocks my cage.  Jerking a thumb at the exit she says “You’re free to go.”  I stand up exit the local clink and head to the door.  As I pass my young male jail mate in the next holding cell I shrug my shoulders in a ‘what can I say’ gesture and quip to him “Style hon.  Style.”  I walk through the doorway to the bull pit where the plain clothes are all sitting on their collective duff’s wasting valuable taxpayer dollars doing nothing when Lieutenant Barker looks up at me with a disgusted look on his face.

“One of these days Cat I’ll have you.  You know it, and so do I.”  He says.

“You haven’t so far Joe,” I say and walk out of the precinct station.  Stepping onto the dull streets of Omaha Nebraska I wonder about what’s next on my very full schedule.  Oh yeah!  I remember.  Getting out of town before Mr. Yamamura finds me and has me killed by the Yakuza.  Quite apart from what I told the punk in the cell, style doesn’t get you out of everything.  Fred, that’s Mr. Yamamura’s first name; he’s fourth generation American citizen; is a nice enough employer.  He paid me very well for the job.  Too well.  When hiring thieves employers always try and underpay you.  So when Fred handed me a wad of hundreds big enough to choke two horses and a mule after, I knew he didn’t expect me to last much past the job.  Hence my current problem: getting to Eppley Airfield meet Crandle and get the hell out of dodge.  I’ve often wondered what Americans mean by that phrase?  Why rush out of a car?  I drop the subject for the hundredth time and start walking.  I keep my eyes peeled until I see a nice black Infinity sedan parked carelessly.  Just behind it is the object of my desire, a 1982 Honda Accord with a bashed-in driver’s side door.  Free tip: Never steal a nice car.  Especially an expensive model: Mercedes, Bentley, Audi that trash.  Look for an old banger nobody is going to miss and the owner hopes gets stolen so they can collect a grand from the insurance company.  Cops never bother even looking for those, figure the owner just claimed it stolen so they can collect.  I take out my pick set.  Hey!  This isn’t my chosen demographic okay?  I only steal high-end stuff for pay.  And then I never use a lock pick.  But this is an emergency.  I gain entry and fire up the willing engine and pull away from the curb.  Some old man comes’ racing out of his office and watches as his car just drives away.  The look on the man’s face tells me the insurance agent is about to get a call before the police.  I head down Fort in the direction of Eppley Airfield when I see the carelessly parked Infinity just behind me.  The two oriental gentlemen in the car stick out a mile in a place like Omaha.  But Fred is a bluff old traditionalist when it comes to hired thugs so I have an edge there.  I’m just beginning to decide what to do, thinking myself safe while in the middle of the city when I’m proven wrong.  Suddenly the Infinity jerks to the left lane races up and the passenger rolls the window down and chucks a throwing star at my front tire.  I swerve and slam the breaks on.  The Infinity shoots out ahead and I have a second or two to crank the wheel and head on to Highway 80.  The Infinity has to stop and reverse then race up the onramp hoping to catch up to me.  I push the little Honda as fast as she will go, which turns out to be about the speed limit on the highway.  Okay, okay, there are some drawbacks to stealing an old car.  But think what would have happened had I tried to jimmy the Infinity?  As they approach I see Mr. Ninja Guy give up on ancient weapons and pull out a 9mm, next he starts taking pot shots at my Honda.  Well, not my Honda exactly.  These two are amateurs!  Don’t they know the fastest way to get police attention is to harass a poor white woman when you’re Asian in Omaha?  Never the less the passenger keeps belting away at me and missing.  I think he was better with the star.  Sure enough, a highway patrol car races up and throws his lights on right behind the Infinity.  I never even hit the brakes I just keep going, I’m safe enough. I take an off ramp and head to the airfield and hope for no more surprises.  As I reach the field I dump the car a good mile away and walk to the terminal.  I don’t have any luggage.  I never take any with me while on a job.  I just take a traveling toothbrush some nitrile gloves, a fifty-dollar bill in my left pocket, and a hundred in my right pocket.  Everything else my client supplies, lock pick set included.  My ride out after a job I supply and never tell my client about.  Just for situations like the present.  I walk to the open doors and see two more out-of-place Oriental goons in bad suits trying to look like they belong here and are doing nothing in particular while studying everyone walking into or out of the airfield.  I decide to try and enter through the private entrance when I see Crandle just ahead of the goons holding a large placard with a crudely drawn cat on it.  Well, so much for subtly!  I hope Crandle while standing there like an idiot, doesn’t get killed in the rush to try to get me.  I look around and see a pretty young woman in a scarf and shades getting into her car in long term parking and I approach her calmly.  “Excuse me?”

She turns and through the sunglasses, I see a pair of blue eyes “Yes?” 

“Do you see those two men in bad suits by the door?”  I point and she nods “They’re trying to stop me from catching my flight.  Their brother and I were, well less involved than he thinks.  I was wondering if you would sell me the sunglasses and scarf you’re wearing?”

“Oh, you can have the sunglasses they’re just a pair of Foster Grants.  I found them while on vacation.  I paid ten bucks for the scarf.”

I reach into my left pocket and pull out my emergency fifty and hand it over to her “here, buy five more!”  I say.

“I feel bad taking the money.  I’d like to help a sister out.  Men are a real pain in the ass at times.”  She says with a laugh.

“No, you take the money.  Thank you, sister!”  I say and kiss her cheek.  I swathe myself in the scarf and then don the sunglasses and hope it’s enough.  I walk up boldly and meet Crandle and he nods at my approach, we walk through the doors and the bad men don’t even give us a second glance.  

“Those two lager louts looking for you love?”  Crandle asks and my appreciation for Crandle’s observational skills goes up a notch.

“Got that did you?”

“That’s why I stood where I did.  I was hoping you’d see them.  I saw you go over to the bird in the sports car and buy her gear.”

“Well, we’re well clear of them anyway,” I answer.

“Don’t bank on it honey they’re right behind us,” Crandle adds unhelpfully.

“Shit!  Where is the plane?”

“Hanger 23B.  It’s out in the field.  They won’t try anything until we’re outside on the tarmac.  There’s security crawling all over this place.”  Crandle says and the two of us pick up the pace.  “Gonna cost extra for me to lose these two.”

I look up at Crandle and say “How much?”

“Who said anything about money?  I love that bum for yours.”  Crandle says with a wicked grin on his face. 

How is it men can think about sex at times like these?  I tick off my fingers while using a stage whisper “A: I pay you a ton to fly me around.  B: If those two catch up with us they’re not going to be too particular who they kill.  And finally C: you and I are never going to play ‘hide the pickle’.”

“Damn bloody shame it is,” Crandle says his London ‘Dockland’ accent really breaks through. “But point B is true enough.”

“So is A and C,” I assure him and we pick up our pace even more and try to dodge into a crowd of tourists leaving on a United flight.  It does no good the two Yakuza stick like glue to us.  We reach the exit to private aircraft and break into a run.  The Yakuza step out and pull out their guns and start moving faster toward us.  I look around and see a baggage truck with a trailer filled with suitcases and I get an inspiration.  I jump onto the truck start it and turn it toward the Yakuza and then leap off.  The slow moving distraction starts rumbling toward the Yakuza and as I hoped quite a few United employees as well.  The mess gets tangled up in the middle of the tarmac, which gives Crandle and me a slight lead.  We race now for 23B as we do so I feel rather than hear bullets pass over my left shoulder and the airport people start to scream.  These two Yakuza are about as subtly as their comrades in the Infinity.  Crandle and I stoop low and make the hanger.  I look back to see the Yakuza tangled up with airport employees trying to stop them from going on a killing spree.  I also see security exiting the airport and heading in the direction of the scuffle. I head over and start to pull on the hangar doors only they won’t budge.

“Ah ummm,” says Crandle and he holds up a fob and presses the button.

“They have that here?”  I ask in mock surprise.

“Yes even in a god-forsaken land like this, they have that.”

“Hey!  I like Omaha.”  I defend the town for no reason I can think of at the moment.  As I say this a hole is drilled into the hanger door from a shot somewhere behind us. 

“It doesn’t love you!”  Says Candle and we hit the dirt and start looking for the shooter.  “It can’t be the two Yakuza they’re under arrest!”  Shouts Crandle unnecessarily.  We look around and another shot pings just inches away from my left ear. I try my best to get under the pavement.  Another shot convinces me there is only one course of action.  I grab Crandle by the back of his collar. “Go go go!”  I scream and we race inside the hanger and he opens the hatch and we board the pretty black G4.  Crandle goes right to the cockpit and fires up the engines and we taxi out.  Neither of us is all that excited about exiting the protection of the hanger and facing the sniper but needs must.  A couple of shots ricochet off the roof and sound like hail striking the craft.  Crandle calls the tower calmly and taxis out to take off position as shots bounce off the tarmac and one nicks the left vortex generator.  Crandle is as cool as a cucumber, revs up the jet and we rumble down the runway and get airborne leaving behind our attacker.  
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