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When Red saw the propeller stop, he knew it wouldn’t be starting anytime
soon, especially after the loud bang the rod made as it departed the side of the
cowl. He momentarily moved his right hand away from the panel to flip off the
alternator and other items he knew he wouldn’t need given the emergency at hand,
and in the same manner as it did when he was taking off from the little airport on
the outskirts of Phoenix; the instrument panel almost fell in his lap again. “That's
the last time I'll do that.” He mumbled to himself as he established what he
guessed might be best glide. But then he had never flown a Luscombe 8A before,
so what did he know?

Looking out into the pitch black darkness of the desert below he noticed a few
lights in the distance dotting the ground. “Why the hell am | flying this piece of shit
in the middle of the night anyway?” Red wondered as the eerie silence of the
occasion surrounded him, a quiet interrupted only slightly by the wind rushing
around the descending aircraft. ‘And for that matter why do | get myself involved
with mindless conversations with sauce monster lounge lizards like Lilly? Or was it
Debbie? Maybe it was the fact that she was rubbing her oversized breasts on me
when she asked for my opinion about the latest episode of Survivor. Like | even
give a shit’

Randy “Red” Pratt checked his altimeter. Five thousand feet. He nagged at
himself with the old adage: There’s nothing more useless than the runway behind
you and the altitude above you. He realized that he should've been flying at ten
thousand. But he wasn’t, so there wasn’t much point in bitching at himself about it
now. He continued shining around the panel with the red beam emanating from the
tiny flashlight a buddy had given him for Christmas, and found the VSI more or less
where it should be. He and the repossessed hunk-a-junk he was flying, or more
appropriately gliding, were descending at 650 feet a minute. Red and the
Luscombe would be on the ground in eight, no seven minutes.

He tried to take comfort in the fact that the desert down below was relatively
flat. Yes it was dotted with its share of hard rocks and prickly cactus. He decided to
call it an interesting lottery. Nothing, rock or cactus.

Randy was cramped in the tight confines of the small airplane, after all at six
foot three and two hundred and twenty, actually two hundred and thirty seven
pounds the truth be known. He knew he should lose some weight, stop drinking
and stop smoking. “Well, | might be doin’ all three momentarily.” He thought as his
inevitable descent continued. “Why didn’t | follow the 1-10 a little closer, it would’ve
added two or three minutes to the flight and it would've been a hell of a lot easier to
find and land on? At this point it would’ve made life a lot easier.” But he wasn’t, so
there wasn’t much point in bitchin’ about that either. Suddenly, at what his brain
calculated to be a glide-able distance he swore he could see the taillights of a car.
If he could just manage to squeeze a little more gliding distance out of this hunk,
not only would he possibly make it, he probably wouldn’t have a long blazing hot
walk through the desert in the morning.



Larry Anderson was hunched deep in the crushed red velour seat of his 1973
Cadillac Sedan de Ville. The cruise control was set for forty five; from experience
he knew he could survive a crash at that speed; well maybe not in a Yugo, but that
time he’d been driving a Malibu which was considerably smaller than his current
ride. His cigarette was two thirds gone and the smoke was irritating his eyes. Also
irritating his eyes were the two roads before him. Which also, from experience he
knew deep down inside were actually one. Furthermore he was hopeful it was
deserted as usual at 2 a.m. During the previous two years, in other words since he
had moved out to the middle of nowhere, or BFE as he liked to refer to it, he had
never once seen a highway patrol in the area, day or night. But then, there was
always a first time for everything and he was hoping it wasn’t tonight. He was tired,
but he was feeling pretty darn happy. After all, it had been an awfully long time
since he last won at Thursday night poker. And let me tell ya, a buck-twenty four on
the positive side is still considered winning.

It wasn’t until Red had skimmed, or more appropriately, momentarily landed
on the aircraft carrier/Cadillac roof and touched down in front of him that Larry’s
alcohol impaired gray matter slowly computed the fact that what was in front of him
was an airplane and not a UFO.

Despite the fact that Red braked nice and easy it was still too fast for Larry’s
self medicated reactions and he plowed into the Luscombe, snapping Red’s head
back. The empennage of the Luscombe was flattened in the process. Both vehicles
came to a stop after the impact. In his drunken stupor Larry managed to get
himself out of the car but forgot to put the big caddy in park and it continued to
push the little wounded Luscombe a few feet. Recognizing his most recent mistake
faster than his previous one, but then things were moving considerably slower this
time round and was able to take care of business by ungracefully diving back into
the car and slapping it into park.

Red took the time to light a smoke before unbuckling and with slightly shaky
knees come around to the drivers side of the Caddy where he found Larry half
lying on the long bench seat, having given up and simply remaining in the vehicle.

“Hi! How are ya doin’ this fine evenin’?” Red inquired in a friendly manner.
After all he’d just landed on this guy’s car, he thought.

“Gu, gu, good evenin’ yurself officer. Wha, what can | do ya for? Do for ya?”
Larry slurred and tried very hard to harness his obvious speech impediment. “Wa,
was | spu, speeding?”

Red couldn’t help but chuckle. “No, not at all. Would you mind giving me a
ride?”

“No!” He said a little too loud. “’Course not. Jump on in!” Larry said
enthusiastically and grateful he wasn'’t getting a speeding ticket.

“Would you mind if | drive?” Red asked fearing for his life. He had, after all,
cheated death once that night, and he didn’t want to tempt the grim reaper more
than once per twenty-four hour period.

When the caddy impacted the Luscombe the empennage had folded under
itself at a 90-degree angle. Red decided this would be perfect for trailering and
upon popping the cavernous trunk he plopped the deformed tail into it and tied it
down as best he could with a set of jumper cables he had found tucked in a nook
in the vast Cadillac trunk.

As Red started driving with the little wounded Luscombe following backwards
in tow he constantly looked back to make sure the cargo was still in place. Red
scanned from side to side searching for a good place to dispose of the crippled
plane, but couldn’t find anything that met his mental picture of “a good place.” All
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he needed was a little dirt trail, go down it for a mile or two, just far enough from
the main road so no one could see it and he’d forget about this little indiscretion.
Miles and miles of straight deserted roads stretched before him with not a soul in
sight. He smiled at his lucky stars as he sparked up a smoke. He was very happy
to be alive and unscathed.

In the very same surprising, rapid and some what rude manner in which Red
had descended upon the poor and unsuspecting Larry, the illegally over-wide,
overloaded and non-permitted Peterbilt with a huge D7R-XR Caterpillar bulldozer
on its back raced down the county road hoping to avoid detection from the highway
patrol or the weigh stations. After all you make a lot more money moving a load
without having to pay for ridiculous permits and such. He appeared just as the road
crested from a little gully and just like a chainsaw cutting a beer can in half, the big
semi-trailer ripped the right wing off the little Luscombe and sent it flying to the side
of the road after a couple of nicely performed somersaults. It landed on its back in
a cloud of dust.

The semi, driven by Bob “Boom-Boom” Taylor, slammed on its brakes and in
the same quick and efficient manner in which it came to a halt, it became
enveloped in a cloud of acrid smoke from its spent tires.

Red, still inside the big four door Cadillac, having almost come to a stop before
the impact, sat for a couple of seconds reflecting on his own idiocy. He carefully
removed the cigarette from his mouth and then slowly rubbed his face with both
hands and exclaimed at the top of his lungs: “FUUUUCKY”

Larry, who had been sleeping the whole time in the back seat, awoke seconds
after the impact. “W-where are we?”

“Go back to sleep!” Red said irritated. He knew that if the drunk got up and
tried to “help” he would wind up smacking him upside the head, or worse.

Boom-Boom who had acquired his nickname from his fellow trucker buddies
because of his multiple fender benders and the inordinate number of
miscellaneous moving mishaps, which appeared to them to be so bizarre in nature
that they could only happen to him. This little altercation with an airplane going
backwards at seventy miles an hour would most definitely take the cake. As he got
out of the big fully loaded 1993 Peterbilt, owned, registered and paid for with his
hard labor, the images of the events replayed in his mind. After all, just moments
before he was minding his own business and jammin’ loudly to Deep Purple’s
Highway Star, one of his all time favorites, but then he wasn’t entirely sure
considering the existence of Lynyrd Skynyrd’s Free Bird or Led Zepellin’s Stairway
to Heaven.

Regardless of his well-known reputation he really didn’t expect anyone to
actually believe the recent event. Furthermore, he was beginning to believe his
friends were right, and he was in fact, jinxed.

Boom-Boom marched up to the spot where the Luscombe had come to rest
inverted, just as the majority of dust started to settle. A large man with his hands
deeply shoved into the pockets of his loose jeans stood silently inspecting the
wreckage and determined that he was most likely the culprit of this high degree of
stupidity.

Red saw the shortish, pot-bellied trucker slowly swagger towards him as he
dragged the heels of his well-worn cowboy boots, and hoped he possessed the
one quality he admired most in a human being, and even more so given the current
situation. A great sense of humor. “Hi there!” Red said with a smile. He was going
to continue with: “Nice evening for a drive!” but thought it might be a little too much.
Instead he replaced it with something more middle-of-the-road: “| betcha never
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thought you'd be crashin’ into a plane as you peacefully trucked down the road in
the middle of the night?”

Studying the man for a couple of seconds, Boom-Boom was transfixed in
absolute amazement. In fact he still couldn’t believe what his ears where hearing.
“Was this fella from another planet? Was he on candid camera?” “Mister. What on
God’s green earth possessed you to drag a plane down the road doin’ seventy
anyway?”

“Believe you me, and I'm not tryin’ to be a smart ass, but | have no fuckin’
idea. For some real weird reason it seemed to make sense at the time.”

Boom-Boom had his arms crossed and kinda resting on his belly. His overly
worn jeans barely held onto his body and his unsightly crack began to show. His
head bobbed slowly, nodding as Red explained himself. It wasn’'t a nod of approval
by any stretch of the imagination. It was more one of those unconscious nods that
say: | can understand the words that are coming out of your mouth, but I'm still
amazed at your stupidity.

Red, regardless of the fact that he didn’t have two pennies to rub together,
offered to pay for the damages inflicted on Boom-Boom’s truck. The two men
introduced themselves, each stating his first name followed by his nickname and
finally his last name. Together they walked over to the beautifully maintained
Peterbilt to inspect the damage the wing had done to the front of the semi. For yet
another strange reason and regardless of the circumstances they immediately took
a liking to one another. The damage was really pretty minimal, especially
considering the way the little Luscombe looked.

“I'm gonna take my chances on you Red. But let me tell ya, anybody that lives
in a trailer on an airport could real quickly pick up and leave. But ya seem like a
decent kinda guy, and I’'m gonna trust ya.” As he said these words he inspected
Red'’s eyes to see if he could detect any level of deception.

“‘Boom-Boom, | really appreciate that. But | need to ask you for another favor.
Seein’ as you're already doin’ me one huge favor | might as well see if my luck
holds out for another.” Without waiting for a rejection Red continued. “Can you off
load that bulldozer out here in the desert or do you need a ramp of some sort?”

“Well sure, watcha have in mind?”

“There ain’t nothin’ anyone one can do for this pile a shit right here.” Red said
pointing at the plane with his smoldering cigarette between his fingers. “So | was
wonderin’ if we could just kinda shove her a little further into the desert. Kinda outta
sight and outta-mind sorta thing.”

“Why sure we could do that!” Boom-Boom replied. “But you do realize that it’s
gonna cost ya a case a Jack.” He said referring to Jack Daniels. “An’ | don’t mean
them skimpy little bottles neither.”

“You got it.” And aware of his current financial predicament Red specified
terms. “As long as | don’t have to give them to ya all at once.”

“Alright, you got it. Now give me a hand.”

Within two hours the big D7R-XR was back on the lowboy trailer and the little
Luscombe was about as flat as a pancake and buried under a half a foot of dirt. To
top off his craftsmanship Boom-Boom had easily rolled a couple of nice sized
boulders right on top of the grave site not only as a marker for his own viewing
pleasure as he drove by the site in the future but also to make it slightly more
difficult to find the airplane in case some nosy person came sniffing. Initially he had
be tempted to squeeze the old bird into a compact little package and see how
many beers he could buy after selling the scrap to the recycler.
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The two men parted company. Boom-Boom on his way to Havasu and Red on
his way to Borrego, along with Larry stretched out on the large back seat snoring
and still very much unaware of the evening’s events. It was a short drive, maybe an
hour or so and a couple of smokes. He parked the caddy at the Chevron station
where he filled it up (the tank had never been filled since Larry Anderson had
owned it), placed two twenties plus a five on the dash along with a note. “Thanks
for the ride! Sorry about the damage.” Red dragged his feet the last mile and a half
back to the airport.

His Airstream trailer had seen better more dignified times, but it was truly a
welcome sight after the night's events. He had purchased the trailer a few years
back as a replacement to his much run down Winnebago from a guy that had left
the area to go bush fly in Mexico. “Mexico? Gimme a break!” Red had thought at
the time. Now he wished he’d asked him if he could go.

Just as the sun started to cut through the night and start to heat the day Red
placed his weary head on the pillow for some well-deserved sleep. As he fell
asleep he decided that Larry would never remember the events of the previous
evening and would be completely confused as to why he was parked at a Chevron
station in Borrego.

Having remembered to turn off the ringer on the phone but not the volume on
the answering machine and with less than two hours of sleep, the answering
machine picked up a call. “Red! Hey Red are ya there! Pick up ya lazy bastard.”
Came a tinny voice over the speaker. With all the technology now a days you'd
think they’d be able to come up with an answering machine which made the voice
sound like the real person. Despite this fact, Red recognized the human on the
other end. It was Frank “Dicky” Barton. Private Investigator for a few leasing
companies, banks, insurance companies and the occasional jealous husband or
wife. He hated the cases involving the latter, but then it was money and he wasn’t
about to turn his nose up at a couple of extra greenbacks.

With extreme reluctance and without bothering to raise his head from the
comfort of a soft pillow Red slowly picked up the phone handset. “What's up Dicky?
What's so important that you're shouting at my answering machine?”

“Where’s the bird?” He inquired about the Luscombe he had hired Red to
repossess from the deadbeat that “owned” it and stopped paying for it.

Contrary to his usual happy-go-lucky attitude Red put on his best “totally
pissed off” voice. “Dicky, next time you send me on a wild goose chase I'm going to
charge you double!” Red continued by explaining that the plane wasn’t where he
was told it would be and that he had wasted all that time coming and going. “You're
paying me anyway Dicky, and | don’t want any bullshit from you.” Red needed the
money, after all he was a man of his word and he had to pay Boom-Boom for the
damage to his truck.

Dicky was completely confused; after all, his best source had given him the
lead on the Luscombe’s location. “I'll call ya back.” And he hung up.

Red continued sleeping, but before doing so, he turned the answering
machine volume to its lowest setting.

Randy “Red” Pratt was the son and the grandson of pilots. He had flown since
he could remember and didn’t know of another way to make a living. At age forty
eight with tens of thousands of hours of flight time he really didn’t particularly care if
he flew or not. Sure he loved to fly but the excitement was no longer there. Well
usually, last night was exciting in a strange kind of way.
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As a young man he flew crop dusters for his father and continued his studies
until he was accepted into the majors. Braniff International gave him his first heavy
iron job. Getting the job was both a coup and a curse. At the particular time when
he was hired the airlines were firing, not hiring. But thanks to his grandfather’s
friends he got a foot in the door and started off as a flight engineer in a 727-200.
He moved along quickly to first officer and by the time he was allowed to drive from
the left seat he was tired of the heavies and let either George or his co-pilot do
most of the flying. Regardless of his boredom there was certainly something to be
said about a steady paycheck, benefits and a nice retirement package. Even
though no one got the last item for very long.

At one point the trimmer, fitter, not really dashing per se, Randy Pratt, was the
youngest captain in the airline and quickly becoming a bit of a “poster boy.”
However, even if the world sees you as such it doesn’t mean your life is devoid of
all troubles, and his life included some trouble by way of marriage. Mary Jean was
a beautiful bubbly blond. She was also a bodacious flight attendant all smiles and
steamy sex until he married her. And then she became the personification of a
She-Devil. Nothing was ever good enough, and, oh by the way, no more sex!

It was noon on a nice clear fall day in Cincinnati. Red had taken on an
unscheduled flight with a layover the night before and his flight to Newark wasn’t
for another four hours. Mary Jean had bitched at him for a full fifteen minutes
because he hadn’t come home the previous evening. Frustrated, angry and very
truly not looking forward to going home he parked the rental and got himself a
corner booth table at a little Mom & Pop Restaurant called “The Train Stop.” It was
made from a couple of old railroad passenger cars. As usual, he wore his uniform
pants and shoes, accompanied by a nice golf shirt and left the jacket, shirt, and tie
in a suitcase in the trunk.

Having ordered a nice steak, medium-rare with fries instead of the baked
potato listed on the menu. Red first ate the insta-salad most restaurants offered
with a selection of salad dressings, and washed it down with a nice British brown
ale. The first small glass of beer was quickly consumed and another followed in
short order. After all, Red figured, his flight wasn’t for another four hours or so, and
one beer really wasn’t any at all.

A nicely dressed man sat at the counter eating what seemed to be fish and
chips. Red thought he caught him staring at him on a couple of occasions and
thought he might be gay. “Who cares?” He thought. “As long as he doesn’t put the
moves on me.”

As flight 617 from Cincinnati to Newark was being flown with the autopilot
engaged and under the watchful supervision of the copilot they reached cruising
altitude and Red decided it was time to pop out for a quick potty break. As Red
reached for the lavatory door handle he gave the first class section a quick cursory
look and recognized the man from the restaurant and he was staring straight at him
from seat 3C in the first class section. Quite a coincidence, and as long as he
wasn’t a pilot there was little cause for concern.

Mission accomplished, Red exited the cramped confines of the outhouse in
the sky and came face to face with Dan “Bones” Eversson. He informed the pilot
that he wanted a word with him in the cockpit.

Red completely misunderstood the statement and informed the man that he
“didn’t swing that way” and in typical Red humor added, “But if | did you would
definitely be my type.” After all, a happy customer usually meant repeat business;
and he had recently heard from upper management that the success of an airline
was based on these customers.
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Red would be the first to admit that if luck existed, and he firmly believed it did,
then he was just about the unluckiest person around. As it turns out Dan “Bones”
Eversson (named Bones by his FAA cohorts because that was all that was left of
your career if he investigated your case) was an FAA inspector. It has even been
rumored among people in the know that the FAA motto “We aren’t happy until
you're unhappy” can be directly attributed to Bones.

Bones then remembered what was missing and flashed his FAA inspector’s
badge in Red’s face and repeated his request more clearly. Now the information
was quickly compiled and processed in his brain, with the inevitable answer to the
complex equation becoming painfully apparent. It was too late for Red to stick to
the old eight hour from bottle to throttle rule.

The two men went into the cockpit and Bones instructed the co-pilot to take
the helm, the flight engineer took the place of first officer. And Bones, who was
rated, took the position of flight engineer. Red remained restricted to the jump seat
stripped of all duty. His days of exercising any privileges as a commercial pilot or
ATP were most likely over. He realized very quickly that it had been an extremely
dumb decision to exchange a couple of beers for an entire career. Red would find
out soon enough that it would take him three long years to get close to having the
ratings he had before.

10



Red had not yet acquired his nickname. It didn’t get pinned on him until
several years later at the watering hole he would come to accept as his second
home which was located a scarce block and a half from his actual home, or the
airport depending on whichever way you wanted to look at it. “The Broken Spar”
was established in 1969 and still owned by Dave “Got Gas” Lamar, or usually just
“Gas.” Gas didn’'t get his name for some infamous digestive deficiency. As a young
man of twenty one he was learning to fly his Dad’s brand new and recently
introduced 1968 Cessna 172. During his solo cross country he “kinda
miscalculated” the amount of fuel required for the journey. The ensuing crash was
somewhat uneventful, from his perspective at least, since he was alive and
uninjured, and even able to walk away from the wreckage. However, the nice new
172 was demolished and the spar was more reminiscent of a spaghetti noodle than
anything else. To make matters slightly worse he found himself in the middle of the
desert and he would come to find out after several long blistering days of hiking,
bitterly cold nights, parched and hungry that he was also deep in Mexico to boot. In
fact the beautiful, or more precisely, the once almost brand new 172 probably still
remained somewhere in the middle of the desert down in Baja today.

A short six months after Red was let go from Braniff International, Mary Jean,
aka The Bitch (nickname forced upon her by Red after she changed the locks,
packed his bags and placed them just outside the front door) also let him go. She
wasn’t about to be married to a loser, especially a loser without a job and doubly
80, having lost his prestigious “Captian’s Wings” in such a disgraceful manner.

Once the divorce was settled Mary Jean got just about everything they owned.
Since she quit flight attending after the wedding she claimed the all time favorite
(invented no doubt by a Machiavellian attorney): “l won’t be able to live the life |
have grown accustomed to.” The cars, the fancy house in South Laguna Beach, in
short everything but Red’s old VW van he had owned since he was a teenager and
had scored countless times within.

After all was said and done he just wanted to get away from it all. Away from
the snooty, pseudo highfalutin’ crowd that inhabits the area he once called home
and move to the desert where others of his same species are free to roam in
specially designated areas. Areas like “The Broken Spar.”

When Red moved out to the desert back in 1991 he essentially dropped out of
society. The original old Winnebago trailer he purchased wasn’t registered, even
though he did have the bill of sale. He didn’t have a driver’s license and wasn’t
registered to vote. In his mind all politicians, from the bottom to the top were all a
bunch of lyin’, cheatin’ buffoons out to steal us blind or sell us out to any number of
mega-corporations or any other special interest group that had the kinda cash it
took to pay them off. Therefore, Red also was certain not to pay taxes either. After
all, as he saw it he didn’t place a burden on the system anyway. Any work he did,
and the infrequent work he did get was usually from Frank “Dicky” Barton, and it
was for cash. Not checks made out to cash, but “cash-cash” as Red usually
described the rare item to the uninformed. But cash, or any semblance of it was a
scarce commodity and that is exactly how Red got his nickname. He was always
broke; he was always in the Red.
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As he opened his crusty dry irritated eyes he noticed the clock, it said 2:36, the
flattened pack of smokes indicated there were only five or six left. A glass with
slightly little less than a sip of Jack Daniels in the bottom sat unconsumed. “Sinful
and strange.” He thought. Red was not the kind of guy to waste good hooch. Upon
inhaling hard on the cigarette he had just sparked up he tossed the remains of the
glass into his mouth. He swallowed hard and exhaled the heavy smoke and then
rubbed his eyes with his thenars. Just after he noticed the answering machine’s
flashing light and remembered that he had turned the volume down. “See Mr.
Boots. | do have occasional moments of genius.” He said to the cat that had
adopted him some five years earlier. Initially the little desert dweller didn’t have a
name, after all he would only come around from time to time and when he did he
referred to him as “Cat” or “Grey Cat.” With the passage of time and as they grew
fonder of one another, Red started calling him Boots. Red was pretty sure there
was a nursery story involving a cat in boots, but also this grey cat had a pair of well
defined white socks or boots on both hind legs. So Boots it was; what was in a
name anyway?

Red remained in bed a little longer and thought how nice it would be if he
could find himself a nice, easy going, down to earth, non-nagging woman to share
his life. He swore to himself at that moment that if a woman fitting that description
waltzed into his life he would work very hard not to screw things up. Furthermore,
he promised not to marry another stripper. No matter how drunk he was. And no
matter how sexy she was.

He met Darlene, who would soon be wife numero dos, at a Dallas Nightclub.
She was a stripper, or as she liked to refer to her honorable profession, “Exotic
Entertainer.” After a short and torridly steamy courtship, which lasted all of two
weeks, they married in Vegas. Following this brief courtship/hump-fest they spent a
delightful month of marriage together before she decided to divorce him. Red
approached the problem as he usually did. He didn’t. But he did turn to drinking a
little more than usual and hoped she would one day be gone when he returned
home. Eventually his wish was granted. Unfortunately, when she did decide to
leave she left with just about everything of any value he had. Which wasn’'t much.

After reminiscing about those ugly times, he eased himself out of bed and
looked out the window in hopes of seeing something that might replace the images
he had so carelessly and casually conjured up from his past. The stark desert had
nothing to offer. But then he heard an engine. It was a smooth easy growl, which
could only be produced by a well-maintained and powerful engine. He caught a
glimpse of the airplane on downwind and decided he wanted a closer look. As he
opened the door the blazing heat assaulted him. The beautiful composite airplane
was the sleekest, fastest looking machine he had ever seen. Its shiny deep double
red paint job made it look even faster. “Lucky Bastard”, he said before heading
back to the cool air-conditioned interior of his Airstream.

The two messages on the answering machine were from Dicky. On the first
one he asked him to meet him at 1 p.m. at “The Broken Spar.” The second
message was Dicky again but this time he sounded pissed off and asked where
the fuck he was. Red dialed the number, which was the only one on the speed-dial.
Dave “Got Gas” Lamar answered in his usual slow, but thick raspy voice. “Yeeah?”

“Hey Gas, is Dicky there?”

Gas knew who it was and answered with the same affirmative answer as
before. It's not so much that he measured his words, he just didn’t believe in idle
chitchat.

“Let him know I'll be there in a half hour.”
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Red had known Gas for just over twenty years and he was still a little
surprised by the way he’d just hang up when it appeared that the conversation was
over, without saying “goodbye”, or “later”, or anything that might give the person on
the other end some sort of indication that the conversation was over.

Stale smoke, dried beer and innumerable shots of a wide variety of liquors
wasted by careless drunk patrons had soaked in between the cracks of the
hardwood floor over the many years the establishment had been in business and
gave itit’s old bar smell. Red hated the smell of stale smoke and took it upon
himself to freshen the room by lighting up. Not all would agree with his
assessment. In fact the vast majority of those surveyed said that a fart-ridden
outhouse had a better aroma and aftertaste than the smell of a filter-less Camel.
But then Red wasn’t the kind of man that worried too much about other people’s
opinions.

Dicky sat at the bar nursing his fifth Bud Light. He was a younger guy, maybe
38 or so, or at least that was Red’s estimation. He worked out everyday and it
showed. In fact, he had worked out ever since junior high. It was a trait that ran in
the family. Some families drink and smoke, others, such as that of Frank “Dicky”
Barton, worked out. His father, and for that matter his grandfather worked out
everyday, and therefore, so did he. Both ancestors were cops, and so was he. Or
more precisely, so was he until he had been given the boot after too many
complaints for excessive force. And then, of course, there was that little incident
were a bunch of money mysteriously disappeared after a drug bust. The
department, not wanting any bad press, swept the whole incident under the carpet
and strongly suggested that Dicky get into some other line of work.

Walking up to the young private detective Red approached with guns blazing.
“What the hell happened Dicky?” Red snapped and immediately reevaluated what
he really would have said had the incident actually happened. It was more a long
the lines of: “What the fuck happened!” But it hadn’t, so Red continued. “Are you
sure you got the right airport?”

Dicky expected such a tactic, especially having meditated about it for the first
four beers. “Look Red, | talked to my contact after our conversation this morning
and he informed me that the Luscombe you were supposed to pick up is gone. So
whatja have to say about that?”

Red made his best attempt to make it seem that he was the one interrupting,
by quickly coming back with an answer. “My guess is that your source spilled the
beans about the repossession, the word got out and the owner hid it just in time.”
Once the words where out of his mouth he realized just how lame they sounded
once they mixed with the other pollutants in the bars atmosphere.

Absorbing the words expressed by the man in front of him, Dicky thought how
unrealistic the proposed scenario seemed to him, and continued. “Look Red, we’ve
been friends for a year or so now. | like you,” And in fear of sounding gay or at very
least not the macho dude everyone took him to be he continued by qualifying his
words, “and respect your abilities as an extraordinary pilot. So do me a favor and
don’t blow smoke up my ass! | really don’t give a shit what happened to that old
piece of junk last night, or why it isn’t here. As you promised it would be.” Noticing
that Red wanted to interject some tidbit, he raised his hand with his index finger
raised in a motion to stop him, and continued. “My customer, who also happens to
be my best customer, Mr. Syd Narb had the plane insured and most likely made
more cash than if he had’ve got it back. So let’s forget the whole ugly incident.”
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Knowing what Red was going to say next, he quickly peeled off ten fifty dollar bills
and slapped them on the bar. He said nothing more, but only turned to see the
man’s reaction.

Red looked at the nice crisp green bills and made a mental note to make sure
most of the money he had just received went to his so called “Boom-Boom Fund.”
“Thanks Dicky.” Red said feeling bad about what had happened. “If there is
anything | can do for ya, just let me know.”

“Well, now that you mention it. There is. Syd wants to fly from John Wayne
(Orange County) to his favorite spa for the weekend in his Piaggio Avanti. So |
want you to take him. You’ll be staying there also, all expenses paid and then fly
him back whenever he’s ready.”

Red wasn’t about to pass up on what appeared to be a free vacation at a
swanky resort, and quickly agreed.

“Just the other day you were going to tell me about one of the first airplanes
you repossessed.” Dicky said interested in the strange occupation Red was caught
up in and also the flair with which he told his tales.

“I'd be more than happy to tell ya the story Dicky. But as you know, it's only
fair to pay entertainers for their efforts.” Red said straight faced and hoped the
young man would fall for his bullshit.

“Are you shittin’ me? What do you want?”

“Don’t worry Dicky-boy. | work for cheap, as you already know.”

“| just paid you!”

“You asked me about a story. Now, do you want to hear it, or don’t ya?”

Dicky had heard some of Red’s stories before and was interested in hearing
any new one. To him it didn’t matter if it was a fabrication or not. “What'’s it going to
cost?”

Red was quick with the answer. “As many cocktails as | can drink while | tell
ya the story.” Red announced firmly, with a take it or leave it type attitude.

“Fuuuuck no! | know how much liquor you can pack in.”

“All right, how about we put a limit. Say one every fifteen minutes or s0?”

“Half hour and you’ve got yourself a deal.” Dicky said, and just to make sure
his deal was sealed, shook Red’s hand.

“Gas Jack and DC over here!” And in a moment of divine inspiration added.
“And make it a double.”

“What? No way.”

“Hey buddy. You shoulda specified quantity, but ya didn’t. Also, ya shook on it.
So you're screwed.” Red said calmly.

“I'll have to make sure | use your technique in my next negotiations.” Dicky
said. He wasn’t about to get bent out of shape about something so insignificant
and there were other ways of getting even.

Gas set the Jack and Coke on the bar in front of Red with the usual graceful
thud. He wasn’t the kind of guy that worried too much about being accommodating
and suave with his customers. Gas came from the old school of “If they don't like it,
fuck ‘em.”

In a ceremonious and reverent manner Red raised the icy cool glass and eyed
it for half a second and took a long swig of the magical concoction. He then smiled
and lit a cig. “It was the best of times, and it was the worst of times...”

“No, no, no.” Dicky said. “Don’t give me that crap! You better not stretch this
story out just to get some more drinks.”

“| was just kidding.” Red lied.
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A young man sitting to Red'’s right eased himself a little closer and revealed
the fact that he was eavesdropping right from the start. Dicky, who noticed this first
and since he was the one paying for the narration gave the young man a friendly
little shove. “Listen. If you want in on the story you're going to have to pay for your
share.”

Red, who wasn'’t particularly aware of the young man’s presence, but quick to
cash in on an opportunity added: “Yeah! If you want in on the entertainment you
can pay for another drink every half hour, which would make it one drink every
fifteen minutes. Just what the doctor ordered.”

The kid thought about the proposal for a moment and being in a good mood,
after all he soloed that day and Daddy was still paying for everything so what the
heck. “You got a deal.” He was new to the strange ways of the pro-pilot, or at least
the down-in-the-dumps pro-pilot and wanted to learn more, after all he was headed
for the majors.

Dicky again didn’'t bother protesting. What for? Red seemed to be in a bit of a
fighting mood this afternoon and he knew he had his deal and now the kid has his
own.
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