Pride is running very smoothly now, but Jonesy’s flying would challenge the most grizzled of seamen to keep their feet. Finn seems not affected at all as he casually weaves, almost anticipating Jonesy’s flight pattern. He sits twisted in the front left seat and watches our little group; 
“Look ya’ll, I needed some back up for a job and I hafta’ say, I am alive and I owe you all for your help, now look where we are headed; some old coot got himself stranded, he’s being swarmed by vultures slingin’ lead and looking to take his ship from him, and we’re are about to go lend him a hand.” He stands up and holds your stare for a moment, still swaying effortlessly while Jonesy hugs the rocky terrain. 

“Talking to these folk won’t do no good.  They are following orders from a very bad man and might just covet Pride once they see her.  So to save the elderly gentlemen we can either; get him off that ship and fly away, or we are going to take that ship and the codger with it;  and in the process, we are going to piss off a man who’d best be left alone; much less takin’ what he most likely believes is his.”  
Unconsciously, he reaches for the little pouch around his neck but doesn’t open it; almost like he was just checking that it was still there.  “I have had dealings with this man and power-hungry cut-throat doesn’t begin to name him.  He never forgets… Never.” Finn looses himself for a moment and is staring off as if recalling some faded memory, then stirs back to reality.  
“Judas Arnold is the nastiest cuss this side of the border. He controls Bittersweet and maybe more. If we are gonna do this thing, we gotta make sure none of these boys assaulting the old guy can make it back to him or radio him and tell him who it was that took his quarry.”

“So.” Finn snaps. “I am guessing there is a long range comm. box that they are all connected to on that pachyderm.  We need to take that out and not let the rest get away. Dong ma?”  
He pauses.  “I am also thinking that we pull a move similar to the last job and put some cover on that rocky out-cropping and Mr. Sattison, you will need to take out the dish on top of that ship-hauler. Cutter, I was thinkin’ you should join Mr. Sattison on this one, but if you would rather be in the thick of it, that is fine.  I am also thinking we drop these others off too,” Finn gestures to Atticus and Sitara. “Unless ya’ll have any objections?” Finn’s eyes lock with Sitara’s for a moment. 
“Jonesy, I want you to take us straight to the old man’s boat and we are gonna get on, fix what is wrong and get it in the air, then make that pachyderm nice and crisp.  You may want to have Pride ready to dock with a foreign vessel.” Finn finally pauses, looking from face to face.  “Now, I am no military strategist, so these are just suggestions. Do we have any other ideas or objections?”
