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S
pace, the final 
frontier.
 No, that’s 

not right.  When you 
get right down to it, 
everything, every story, 
happens in space.  It 
is all interconnected, 
after all.  It’s all apart 
of the greater whole.  
Let’s see, how to start.
 In a galaxy, far, far 
away.
 No no.  That’s not 
right either.  But I 
suppose it is correct, 
actually.  After all, this 
story does take place 
far, far away from what 

you humans would 
consider your home.  
Yet, we’re not that far 
away at all.  We are 
your neighbours, after 
all.
 Perhaps a better 
way to describe this 
would be to start with 
the where of the story.  
Where this all takes 
place.  It takes place 
on a planet, or at least 
a planetary system.  
Right within what you 
humans would call The 
Milky Way.  Some of 
you may think that what 
I am about to tell you 

Chapter One

The Vulpine Star System
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is the most wondrous 
thing ever.  Others, 
not so much.  It might 
rail against what they 
have come to consider 
normal.  I know this 
because it happens on 
my planet as well.
 My planet is a 
small, blue planet not 
unlike Earth.  It is the 
third planet in a system 
called the Vulpine 
System, fifty thousand 
light years from your 
own world.  It’s not that 
far, especially when 
you consider that the 
closest galaxy like the 
Milky Way is millions 
of light years from our 
own.  But my planet is 
called Vulpinia, and it 
shares what scientists 
call a habitable zone in 
orbit around our sun, 
with another planet 
called Pau Theta II.  Pau 
Theta II is the second 

planet in the system, 
and while it does have 
an atmosphere, and 
could support life, we 
haven’t found anything 
other than microbes.  
You see, Pau Theta II 
takes 265 days to orbit 
our sun.  And one day 
on Pau Theta II is 265 
days.  Therefore, one 
side of the planet is 
always facing the sun, 
and the other side is in 
perpetual darkness.
 Vulpinia, on the other 
hand, is very much like 
Earth.  It takes 364 
days to orbit the sun, 
one day is 28 hours 
long, and it contains all 
the necessary building 
blocks to maintain 
a proper ecosystem.  
At least, a proper 
ecosystem that would 
be compatible with 
Earth.  We have life that 
is a joy to see.  Plants 
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and animals that are 
distinct and varied, yet 
very familiar in some 
regard to your own.
 One might think 
that with all of those 
similarities, that it’s 
possible there are more 
humans on this planet.  
My planet.  I am afraid 
that I must inform 
you that assumption is 
incorrect.  Life didn’t 
start the same here as it 
did on Earth.  You see, 
a different species rose 
to become dominant 
on Vulpinia.  Whereas 
primates evolved 
on Earth to become 
humans, on Vulpinia, 
there were two species 
that rose to dominance.  
They began from the 
simple fox, and the 
simple cat.
 Today, we call 
ourselves Vulpinians, 
even though we are 

two distinct species.  
The Vulpine and the 
Felanus.  You might 
see us and think 
we’re rather small in 
comparison to humans, 
but to us, we’re just 
right.  Our towering 
heroes and champions 
stand at a decent 
height of five feet tall.  
Some just a bit taller, 
but not by much.  We 
have retained our fur 
covering, which keeps 
us warm during colder 
seasons and helps us to 
recognize the different 
clans and tribes that 
exist on Vulpinia.
 While we do walk 
upright, like you 
humans, that is where 
a lot of the similarities 
end.  Oh, yes.  We still 
have our curiosities, 
our adventurous 
nature, even our 
intelligence and a 
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passion for discovery 
and exploration.  When 
the time comes, we also 
have the ability to form 
our armies to defend 
our homes.  But, unlike 
you, we’ve retained 
certain aspects of our 
genetic ancestors.  We 
still have tails, which, 
some say, is a Vulpine’s 
failing.  We are quite 
vain about our tails.  
It is often said that 
the perfect Vulpine 
will have inner and 
outer strength, great 
intelligence, a passion 
for the arts and the 
sciences, and will have 
a tail envied by all.
 While the Vulpine 
do put a great deal of 
emphasis on tails, the 
Felanus have varied 
stances on their own 
tails.  Some have long, 
sleek tails, others just 
a small bob.  There 

is even a religious 
sect that believes the 
hierarchy of their order 
cuts their tails off at 
a young age, leaving 
only a small bob.  
Therefore, when they 
walk there is a small 
spring to their steps.
 The Vulpine and the 
Felanus have lived side 
by side in peace for 
over three millennium.  
We have shared 
ideas, philosophy, art, 
religion, science and 
technology.  Together, 
we began to explore 
space.
 While this may be 
a tale that takes place 
far, far away, in a final 
frontier of space for 
you humans, this story 
actually begins on the 
surface of Vulpinia.  
In a nation state called 
Foxburrow, the district 
of Warrenshire, and 
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the community of 
Chattingham.

I suppose that before I 
detail this lovely little 
community, nestled 

in among the rolling 
hills and forests of this 
district in Foxburrow, 
that you’ll most 
likely want a bit more 
detailed explanation of 
the star system.  Fine, 
I suppose you deserve 
as much.  Keep up with 
me, now.
 At the center of 
our star system is the 
sun, a star much like 
any star.  As a matter 
of fact it’s not much 
different than the star 
that supports the Solar 
System.  Her blazing 
surface roils with fire, 
giving off beautiful 
explosions from her 
corona every so often.  
She blows her breath 

across space to touch 
the atmosphere of our 
planet, and thereby 
creating all manner of 
brilliant and beautiful 
artwork in the northern 
and southern regions 
of Vulpinia.
 Right next door to 
the sun, orbiting her 
quickly as a small pet 
who is far too excited 
to see its master, is Pau 
Theta I.  The planet 
retained its scientific 
designation that had 
been given to it over a 
thousand years ago.  Pau 
Theta I is  a completely 
uninhabitable world, as 
all of its water has long 
since evaporated thanks 
to the close proximity 
to the sun.  Yet, Pau 
Theta I continues on 
an orbit that remains 
steady, and just out 
of reach from being 
devoured by our bright 
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star.
 Beyond the orbit 
of Pau Theta I, is the 
planet mentioned 
before.  Pau Theta II.  
She was erroneously 
named, as scientists 
originally thought that 
she was a twin of Pau 
Theta I.  Centuries 
later, it was discovered 
that she was not, but 
by then the name had 
stuck and there was no 
force in the system that 
could change the name 
at all.  Pau Theta II has a 
breathable atmosphere, 
though I personally 
am not certain why 
anyone would wish 
to live there.  Beside 
the millions of micro-
organisms that live on 
her surface, Pau Theta 
II has never registered 
any native lifeforms.  
So, for now, all Pau 
Theta II serves as is 

a maximum security 
penitentiary, and 
headquarters of the 
famed Main Authority; 
a quiet group of bounty 
hunters who search 
the galaxy looking for 
wanted criminals.
 Next is Vulpinia 
Prime, or, as those 
native to the system 
call it, Vulpinia.  I do 
believe that I mentioned 
the noted aspects of 
this planet, and would 
only bore you with 
continued information 
about the agricultural, 
artistry, scientific, 
religious, economic 
and political aspects of 
my home world.  Let’s 
just say that Vulpinia 
has a varied and diverse 
number of cultures that 
criss-cross between the 
two species that live on 
this planet.
 Fourth in this star 
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system is Vulpinia II.  
When she was first 
discovered, it was 
believed that she was 
the same size and mass 
as Vulpinia Prime, 
and many of the first 
star gazers wondered 
if there might not be 
a civilization on that 
planet like there was 
here.  As the years went 
by, it was discovered 
that not only was 
Vulpinia II smaller than 
our planet, but it also 
had a very poisonous 
atmosphere.  If there 
ever was a civilization 
there, it either died out 
thanks to the poisoning 
of their atmosphere, or 
they were somehow 
able to breath toxic 
gases.  Still, Vulpinia 
II does give one pause 
to wonder if the planet 
had more to it than it 
gives on at present.

 The fifth planet in 
the system is a large, 
gaseous planet, with 
six moons orbiting it.  
One of those moons 
happens to be of similar 
size as Vulpinia.  So 
bright was this planet 
in the night sky, that 
early star gazers, the 
ones who developed 
our religious beliefs as 
a matter of fact, called 
the planet The Great 
Mother.  They believed 
she was a goddess 
that helped create the 
universe and gave her 
children the Vulpine 
a place to live.  We’re 
still waiting for the 
answer as to why the 
Great Mother would 
make a planet, and put 
her chosen children 
on it, then allow for a 
completely different 
species to exist along 
side them.  Many 
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scholars have taken 
note that the early 
texts of the religious 
hierarchy have, for 
lack of a better term, 
evolved to match the 
current state of affairs 
on Vulpinia.
 Though, there is 
some in the religious 
sects who believe there 
always was something 
there, we just weren’t 
looking.  Which may 
have a hand in what 
the sixth planet in 
the system is called; 
Felanus.  When one 
looks up in the night 
sky and catches sight 
of Felanus winking 
back, it almost looks 
like a cat.  I suppose 
that depends on how 
you squint your eyes.  
But, it is believed by 
some that The Great 
Mother and Felanus 
were sisters, and they 

made the universe, star 
system and the home 
that we live on for 
all of us.  To be more 
precise, The Great 
Mother is a gas giant 
that takes ten years 
to complete her orbit, 
and she is 320 times 
the size of Vulpinia 
Prime.  Felanus is 
slightly smaller than 
The Great Mother, and 
takes approximately 
nineteen years to orbit 
the sun.  The most 
distinguishing feature 
of Felanus, however, 
is the rings around the 
planet, which many 
have suggested is 
the reason why when 
viewed from Vulpinia 
Prime that she appears 
to look like a cat.
 Beyond the orbit of 
Felanus there is a field 
of ice shards which 
hold themselves in 
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orbit, several million 
kilometers away from 
Felanus.  And beyond 
that is the rest of the 
Lupine Sector of space, 
which contains the 
star systems Lupine, 
Critainia, and Panthera.  
Each home to the 
Lupine and Jackai, the 
Critainians, and the 
Pantherans and the 
Lionids.  But we’ll get 
to those later.  Let’s not 
get ahead of ourselves, 
shall we.
 Now, back to 
Chattingham.

C
h a t t i n g h a m .  
The community 
holds a great 

deal of history.  Built 
as a lord’s castle, to 
oversee his lands, it 
was eventually sacked 
and taken over by the 
commoners who tended 
to his very lands.  Sick 

of his malice toward 
their living conditions, 
they lifted themselves 
to freedom and built a 
new community upon 
the ashes of the old 
castle.
 It wasn’t just 
Vulpine, either.  There 
were a good number of 
Felanus that lived and 
worked those lands.  
The people lived 
together in harmony in 
a new community after 
they banished the lord 
and cemented their 
own freedom.
 As the years past, 
Chattingham became 
a quiet place who’s 
citizens enjoyed 
simple lives.  They 
had want for nothing 
at all.  Eventually, one 
entrepreneurial Vulpine 
put Chattingham 
on the map with the 
construction of a grand 
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library, and hall of 
learning.  Her goal 
was to make a safe 
and enjoyable place 
for students to learn, 
nestled in the rolling 
hills of the Uther 
Valley.  Vulpine and 
Felanus came from 
kilometers around to 
study the arts, sciences, 
philosophy and more.
 Time marched on, 
and a military college 
was constructed, 
allowing the student 
body of the Rathgar 
College to double in 
size.  Chattingham 
also had a prosperous 
aeronautics industry, 
as some of the parts 
for many of the early 
planes were built right 
there in Chattingham.  
Eventually, the 
military college added 
the school for air 
cadets, and many of 

the graduates from the 
Chattingham Acadamy 
and Rathgar Military 
College went on to join 
the famed 76th and 103rd 
Fighter Squadrons.
 As the expanse of 
space became open 
to the Vulpine and 
Felanus, Chattingham 
also evolved to meet 
this change, as the 
Academy opened a 
wing dedicated to 
space exploration.  
Eventually, a space port 
was opened.  During 
all this time, however, 
Chattingham remained 
tranquil and relaxing.
 Centered in the 
district of Warrenshire, 
Chattingham is only a 
few kilometers from 
the Lemming Cliffs 
that border the Fox Tail 
Sea.  Sometime during 
the march of history, 
while Chattingham 
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was reaching middle 
age, the Port of 
Garwallen was settled, 
and overland routes 
were built to help bring 
supplies and mercantile 
goods to Chattingham. 
As Chattingham grew, 
so to did the Port of 
Garwallen.
 It was decreed 
by the Foxburrow 
Parliament that the 
lands surrounding 
Chattingham would 
remain untouched, as 
they were a part of a 
long history.  So while 
the community would 
still find her growth, 
she would retain a great 
deal of her historical 
charm.
 As with any 
community steeped 
in history that runs 
parallel with military 
actions, Chattingham 
has her ceremonies 

to honour past, fallen 
members of such a 
society.  Tucked away 
in a small grove of 
trees sits a memorial, 
a small clearing made 
to erect the structure.  
There are no bodies 
there, but the names 
of each pilot who’s life 
end came too quickly, 
or who’s service was 
one storied in the halls 
of the local pub.  It is 
here where Vulpine and 
Felanus come to give 
thanks and remember 
their honoured dead.
 Now you know the 
planet in the vastness 
of space, the people 
who you will meet, and 
the community where 
this all starts.  What’s 
that?  How do I factor 
into this tale?  Sad to 
say, I am not a player in 
this story, I am merely 
the narrator.  The best 
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Vulpine novelists don’t 
write about themselves, 
they chronicle the lives 
and events of others.  

But I do know the 
players very well.
 Let me introduce 
them to you.
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A
s I said, this 
story isn’t 
about me at 

all.  I will get to those 
major players in just a 
moment, but first you 
must know a little about 
where they are from.  
Not in the grand sense, 
but where they are 
from at the beginning 
of this story.  Which 
actually takes place a 
long time ago.  Over 
two thousand years 
ago, in fact.
 You see, we citizens 
of Vulpinia have been 
explorers for some 

time.  At one time 
we became explorers 
of our great oceans, 
meeting our sisters and 
brothers from different 
continents, sharing 
ideas and hopes.  
Granted, it wasn’t 
always that way.  Both 
the Felanus and the 
Vulpine have had our 
differences that even 
went as far as conflict, 
but in time we settled 
those differences.  
When it came time to 
explore space, we took 
what we learned from 
the past and used that to 

Chapter Two

Royal Vulpine Air Corps
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help shape our future.
 One of those lessons 
from the past was 
that while exploration 
was our primary goal, 
we had to be ready 
to defend ourselves 
should the need arise.  
This actually never 
came from an old sea 
captain’s philosophy, 
but from an air marshal’s 
experience.  So when 
the first grand space 
faring vessels ventured 
into the vastness of the 
unknown, each ship 
was made ready with a 
full squadron of fighter 
craft.
 As the years went 
on, weapons were 
improved upon for 
larger vessels and even 
peace negotiations 
between our people 
and the species in the 
neighbouring systems 
had occurred.  But 

having a squadron 
of fighter pilots had 
become tradition by 
that time.  There was 
no turning back.
 The Royal Vulpine 
Air Corps had gained a 
reputation throughout 
the sector.  When 
the Lupine called for 
assistance during the 
Great Lupinian Land 
war, two armoured 
fighter carriers were 
dispatched to give 
them aid.  Squadrons 
were known for their 
titles alone.  The 
Flying 103rd.  The 
76th Airborne.  The 
Fighting Cats of the 
82nd.  Anyone who 
joined the ranks of the 
Royal Vulpine Armada 
had their heart set on 
commanding or being a 
part of one of the famed 
squadrons.  Even those 
outside of the Vulpine 
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system looked upon 
the Royal Vulpine Air 
Corps with absolute 
awe and wonder.
 Chattingham was 
just one of eight 
schools dedicated to the 
training of air cadets; 
from academic right 
up to low orbit fighter 
training simulations.  
Young Vulpinians 
from across Foxburrow 
knew of the school by 
the time they were old 
enough to crawl.  And 
many of them dreamed 
of the chance to join 
such a prestigious 
organization.
 Before any student 
can join the academy, 
they have to graduate 
from the military 
college.  Once they have 
completed graduation, 
they are evaluated to 
see if they are fit to 
enter the academy.  It is 

a very strict evaluation, 
and only a small 
percentage of those 
wishing to become an 
air cadet are giving 
such a prestigious 
opportunity.
 Education does 
continue as an air 
cadet.  It’s more than 
just tactical advantages 
and piloting an 
aircraft.  Each Vulpine 
and Felanus must be 
taught the sciences, 
diplomacy, etiquette, 
battle strategies, 
tactical planning, even 
oral presentation.  It 
was that latter that 
gave one of our pilots 
a bit of difficulty.
 Yes, yes.  I know, 
I’ve doddled on long 
enough about the locale 
and the organization.  I 
suppose it is time to 
tell you about the three 
pilots that you will 
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encounter.  The three 
for whom this story is 
all about.

S
enia Felix.  
C l a r f a x 
Billings.  Hardy 

Maynard.
 Three young 
Vulpine with the dream 
of reaching the stars 
and joining the famed 
76th Airborne.  All 
three grew up together, 
although their families 
came from different 
backgrounds.  Senia 
and Hardy both had the 
common markings of 
most Vulpine; red fur 
with white patches on 
their faces and muzzle.  
Hardy, though, did 
tend to let her hair 
grow out a little longer.  
Some thought that was 
because she preferred 
it that way, but in 
reality, she most often 

forgot because she was 
too busy with her nose 
in a mechanics guide 
or studying the inside 
of an engine.  Hardy 
was also a teasing sort, 
more often so with her 
friends or anyone she 
was particularly close 
to.  While she rarely 
got her hair cut, she 
was particular about 
her tail, often times 
brushing it just before 
bed time.  This wasn’t 
just thanks to Vulpine 
vanity about tails; it 
also helped get out all of 
the engine grease after 
a day in the mechanic 
shop where she would 
most often be found.
 Senia most often had 
her hair trimmed so it 
remained just around 
her shoulders.  She 
liked the length, but 
knew that she would 
have to have her hair cut 
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when she entered the 
academy, so at a young 
age she began having 
monthly hair cuts just 
so she could get used 
to it.  Just as any other 
Vulpine, she tended 
to her tail, brushing it 
nightly, but this was 
more for her position 
in the ranks of cadets.  
A pristine uniform, a 
well groomed tail, and 
a diplomatic attitude 
were the trademarks 
of a fine officer.  These 
were a few of the 
reasons why Senia saw 
fast promotion and 
reached the rank of 
Left-tenant so quickly.  
Oh, there were other 
reasons, for certain; 
keen eye, able to see 
the best qualities in 
a Vulpine or Felanus 
cadet, tactful responses 
at days end debriefings.  
She managed to do all 

that while still having a 
very bad lisp.  Over the 
years she had tried to 
control it, immersing 
herself in books and 
reading aloud to help 
her.  In time, she 
managed to soften her 
speech impediment, but 
she still had difficulty 
with her “S” words.
 Finally, there was 
Clarfax.  Clarfax, 
much like Hardy, was 
often found with his 
muzzle in a book, 
almost absorbing the 
information from 
within.  Though, he 
never had his muzzle in 
an engine block, as was 
the case with Hardy.  
He was intelligent 
beyond expectations, 
which often substituted 
the common Vulpine 
trait of vanity.  He was 
never very mindful of 
his tail, much to the 
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chagrin of Hardy who 
would take it upon 
herself to ensure that 
his was kept neat and 
clean.  Which was rather 
easy, considering a 
bookworm didn’t have 
as much engine grease 
to contend with.  At 
the academy, Clarfax 
could always be found 
in the physics and 
exobiology buildings, 
which were two of his 
passions.  Even though 
he had the bookish 
nature found with most 
academics, he was 
still an accomplished 
pilot.  He took in all 
the information he 
could, and thrilled at 
the application, to see 
the results for his own 
eyes.  Clarfax was also 
rather fetching to the 
eyes, and often would 
catch the attention 
of quite a few young 

vixens.  Also, much to 
the chagrin of Hardy.  
Hardy liked him for all 
his attributes, and that 
quiet bookish nature 
of his.  But most of 
all, she valued their 
friendship.
 All three were fast 
friends.  All three had 
made a pact when they 
were just kits.  They 
were there the day 
the train returned to 
Chattingham, carrying 
the last of the fighter 
pilots from the long 
Great Lupine Land 
War.  They appeared so 
regal in their eyes.  And 
the stories they told.  
For these three, it was 
love at first sight.  They 
wanted to take to the 
skies and join the ranks.  
It was mostly thanks 
to the charismatic 
nature of one Left-
tenant Colonel Artemis 
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Dawkins, one of the 
most storied fighter 
pilots in the history of 
the Royal Vulpine Air 
Corps.
 They heard how 
he and the remnants 
of his famed 76th 
squadron, along with 
a few from the 103rd, 
broke through enemy 
lines to ensure that 
supplies were brought 
to a settlement in the 
neutral territories 
called Dorgotha 
Ravine.  When they 
arrived, they found 
four more pilots from 
the 82nd, and together 
with the Jackai settlers 
they managed to stop 
the advancement of the 
enemy.
 When these three 
young Vulpine heard 
that tale, they knew right 
away that they wanted 
to join the academy, 

and eventually become 
pilots in the 76th 
Airborne.

B
efore we 
continue on, I 
must explain 

one thing to everyone.  
That is the ranking 
system in the academy.  
All first years enter 
with the rank of cadet.  
Graduation to second 
year will ensure that 
the students will have 
the rank of private.  
Third year, they 
continue with the rank 
of private, but by mid 
term of the third year, 
that’s when the senior 
officers and faculty 
begin to pair down 
the best of the best.  
Each house within the 
academy will have 
their own commanding 
officer, who is awarded 
the rank of left-tenant 
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upon graduation from 
third year.  By mid 
term third year, most 
cadets are promoted 
to corporal.  In fourth 
year, all cadets have 
their ranks set, with 
a majority being 
corporal, some private 
and the house leaders 
with the rank of left-
tenant.
 Left-tenants have a 
very important duty.  
As house leader, they 
oversee all drills, 
inspect barracks, give 
weekly evaluations, 
and conduct training 
exercises with the 
cadets.  They also 
provide conciliatory 
duties and disciplinary 
duties.  The former 
occurs much more than 
the latter.
 I did mention a 
house system, didn’t 
I.  There are eight 

houses at the academy 
in Chattingham.  
The houses act as 
squadrons, but as 
Vulpine law will not 
allow anyone under the 
age of 19 to become a 
full squadron member, 
they cannot call 
themselves an official 
squadron at the school.  
Unofficially, they are 
squadrons, however.  
The houses do also act 
as a sort of competitive 
spirit to motivate the 
students.  Each house 
has their own rough 
ball team.  They have 
scores from exams, 
training exercises 
and can have points 
deducted if any cadet 
receives disciplinary 
action.  And a house 
can receive a major 
blow if a cadet is 
expelled for any reason 
whatsoever.
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 As for our three 
young heroes, they are 
in the House Ocelot, 
a prestigious house 
that many a famed 
fighter pilot has been 
a member of.  So let 
our story fully begin, 
and allow us to look 
in on our three young 
cadets and meet their 

friends at the academy.  
I believe that what may 
begin as something 
rather mundane might 
indeed prove to be 
rather adventurous.
 As the saying 
does sometimes go; 
a Vulpine pilot never 
knows where the winds 
may take them.
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R
emember how 
I said before 
that there are 

often times when Senia 
Felix must oversee 
disciplinary action to 
any cadets that step out 
of line in her house?  
Well, it’s rather sad that 
is just how we have to 
begin this tale.  Under 
normal circumstances, 
this would be a 
simple matter.  But, 
these are not normal 
circumstances, for the 
action that Senia must 
take involves a very 
close friend.  That is 

Chapter Three

Left-Tenant Senia Felix

one thing about Senia 
that is part of her charm, 
but also a failing.  She 
is incredibly loyal to 
her friends.
 And there is no 
greater friend to Senia 
than Jada Hawkspur.  
Jada was an excellent 
student and would 
have had a star filled 
career as a pilot, with 
the exception of one 
small matter.  She had 
an incredible temper.  
For the most part, she 
kept it in check, but 
when someone might 
say something that 
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would dishonour her 
family or heritage, well 
let’s just say the worst 
in Jada would come 
out.  Such was the case 
in this matter.
 Jada was a middle 
continent Vulpine, 
coming from the vast 
plains of the Kanata 
Territories.  She 
was leaner than her 
Foxburrow cousins, 
and her fur was 
slightly more beige 
than the stark red of 
those who lived along 
the coastlines.  She 
grew up in a family 
that was tied to the 
land, and made their 
living as farmers.  Jada 
loved her home, but 
she often talked about 
journeying to see the 
stars.  When she arrived 
in Chattingham, one 
of the first people to 
make her feel at home 

was Senia.  It wasn’t 
long before Jada was 
often seen with Senia, 
Clarfax and Hardy, 
laughing and working 
together.
 For Senia, she tried 
to push back everything 
so she could do her duty 
without bias.  But when 
she entered the faculty 
chambers that were 
used for such messy 
purposes, she saw Jada 
waiting patiently to be 
called.  She couldn’t 
stay away, couldn’t 
walk past without 
saying something.
 Timidly, she 
approached her dear 
friend.
 “Jada,” she said 
quietly as she took a 
seat in the waiting area 
beside her friend.
 Jada looked up, 
smiling softly.  She was 
wearing her uniform, 
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neatly pressed, her 
hair pinned back in 
the small pony tail 
she often would wear.  
There was no malice 
in her eyes when she 
looked to Senia, none 
at all.  “I know what I 
did, Senia,” she replied 
quietly.  “As soon as 
Sergeant Willham hit 
the ground, I was ready 
for it.”
 “I don’t like these 
things, you know.”
 “I know,” Jada 
replied with a small 
nod.  “This is only the 
third time you’ve had 
to do something like 
this.”
 “But this is the 
hardest,” Senia said, 
almost as though she 
were finishing Jada’s 
sentence.  “I know that 
the members of our 
house will vouch for 
you.  Sergeant Willham 

said something 
deplorable.  We all 
heard it, even me.  I 
was there.”
 “I know,” Jada 
replied with a small 
chuckle.  “I remember 
you jumping in to pull 
me back before … 
well, before anything 
else happened.”  They 
both sighed and fell 
silent for a moment 
before Jada continued.  
“This needed to be 
done, I think.  Maybe 
not this way.  Meaning 
me punching Willham.  
But, I’ve heard 
others say he was 
harsh to several other 
students.”
 “Well, after this is 
over I am personally 
filing a complaint with 
the board of appeals,” 
Senia said in a stern 
voice.  “It’s utter 
nonsense.  That type of 



Tim Holtorf

31

attitude should not be 
tolerated.  Even if it is 
coming from a superior 
officer.  They have to 
set an example, after 
all.”  She sighed as she 
let a thousand thoughts 
fly through her head.  
“There has to be a 
way to let the board of 
judiciary know that...”
 “Senia,” Jada said in 
a soft voice, knowing 
that her friend would 
stop and pay attention 
to her.  “I want you 
to tell the truth.  I am 
willing to face the 
consequences of my 
actions,” she said as 
she put her hand up 
to prevent Senia from 
protesting.  “I know 
what I did, and I will not 
have my own actions 
jeopardize those of any 
of my house mates.  
Alright?”
 Reluctantly, Senia 

agreed, nodding to 
Jada.  In a way, it was 
like a great weight had 
been lifted from her 
shoulders.  She could 
always tell when Jada 
was being sincere.  
This was one of those 
times.
 “Left-tenant Felix,” 
a bold voice called out.  
Senia and Jada rose 
to their feet as they 
recognized the voice of 
Captain Rita Mallard, 
a black furred Felanus.  
She had been with the 
faculty for a long while, 
and was ever much a 
paragon of honour and 
duty.  She tried to hide 
it, but there were those 
who said she felt for the 
predicament that Jada 
was in.  “At ease, both 
of you.  Left-tenant, if 
you will please come in, 
the board wishes to ask 
you a few questions.”  
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Senia nodded and 
began to make her way 
to the hearing chamber.  
Mallard turned to Jada 
and sighed as she let 
her shoulders slump 
just a bit.  A wordless 
gesture, but it spoke 
volumes.  She was 
disappointed, but only 
slightly.  Mallard was 
one of those in the 
faculty who looked 
upon Jada with promise 
and hope.  “It shouldn’t 
be long, Private 
Hawkspur.  We’ll be 
calling you after we ask 
Left-tenant Felix some 
questions.  I suggest 
you get a beverage 
while you wait.”
 Jada nodded in reply, 
offering a salute as the 
captain began her way 
back to the chambers.  
She didn’t know who 
would have the more 
difficult time; herself 

or Senia.

T
he inner chambers 
of the board were 
rather spartan.  A 

simple desk where three 
colonels sat, each with 
paper work and data 
pads in front of them.  
A console computer off 
to one side, recording 
everything that went on 
during the proceedings.  
Two clerks who would 
quickly do background 
checks for information 
for the three colonels.  
And two guards at the 
entrance of the room, 
who stood at the ready 
as though they were part 
of a parade procession.  
Large windows allow 
light into the room, as 
the sunlight shone onto 
the hardwood floors.  
Everything seemed 
to echo in this room, 
the loudest sound, 
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however, came from 
a clock that hung on 
the wall just above the 
entrance.
 Senia entered the 
room, followed closely 
by Captain Mallard, 
and stopped beside 
a table facing the 
three colonels.  She 
saluted, and remained 
at attention until told 
to seat.  Finally, she 
took her seat in one of 
those uncomfortable 
auditorium chairs, 
behind a utilitarian 
desk.  Captain Mallard 
joined her, taking her 
own seat to Senia’s 
left.  It was Vulpine 
law that for any 
hearing, no matter 
how small, those who 
would be questioned 
would always have a 
representative.  In the 
mahy years Captain 
Mallard had served 

at the school, she had 
always acted in such 
a capacity.  Many said 
it was because she 
had some compassion, 
but also had an air of 
diplomacy about her.
 “Left-tenant Felix,” 
one of the colonels 
spoke up as he looked 
over the data pad 
once more.  He was 
an older Vulpine, and 
from what the students 
knew of him, he was 
a stickler for tradition.  
“This hearing is merely 
being held to clarify 
a few points,” he 
continued as he looked 
up and took off his 
glasses.  “We merely 
wish to ask you a few 
questions regarding 
Private Hawkspur and 
that is all.  Do you 
understand?”
 “I understand 
completely, sir,” she 
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replied in a bold voice, 
but trying to keep her 
lisp to a minimum.
 “Very good,” the 
colonel said with a nod, 
satisfied with Senia’s 
answer.  “You know 
Private Hawkspur quite 
well, I understand.”
 “Yes, sir.  Very 
well.”
 “Do you consider 
her one of your trusted 
friends?” he asked as 
he put down his data 
pad.
 “Yes sir, I do,” Senia 
stated with a firm 
nod.  “We have been 
best friends since we 
were accepted to the 
Academy.”
 “And during the 
time you have known 
Private Hawkspur, have 
you ever attempted 
to mislead anyone 
regarding her grading 
and evaluation?”  

The question came 
as a surprise.  Senia 
believed this to be 
merely a formality 
for final questioning 
before the ruling was 
handed down.
 “Never, sir,” 
Senia replied after 
some hesitation.  “I 
have treated Private 
Hawkspur like any 
other in House Ocelot.  
And, if I may, sir, I 
am most certain the 
board knows that I 
have a close friendship 
with Corporal Hardy 
Maynard, Corporal 
Clarfax Billings and 
Left-tenant Philburt 
Collinsworth.”
 “Yes, Left-tenant,” 
one of the other 
colonels spoke up, 
waving a dismissive 
hand.  “The difference 
being that none of the 
others you mentioned 
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have ever slugged 
a superior officer in 
the jaw.”  She sighed 
openly and picked up 
her own data pad.  “I 
believe there is really 
only one question 
which remains, Left-
tenant.  What is your 
own recommendation 
for what punishment 
be handed down to 
Private Hawkspur.”
 Senia took a deep 
breath, remembering 
the words Jada said 
in the hallway.  Speak 
the truth.  “There is 
no precedent for her 
actions.  The ruling 
itself should be clear.  
Private Hawkspur 
should be stripped of 
rank, and discharged.”  
The colonels all nodded, 
satisfied with Senia’s 
answer.  “However,” 
she said, catching the 
board off guard.  “It 

should be noted that 
in the long history of 
this establishment, an 
occurrence like this has 
happened 283 times.  
In 200 of those cases, 
the incident occurred 
toward the beginning of 
the students education.  
The remaining cases 
happened toward the 
end of their six years.  
They were allowed 
to continue on to 
graduation, where 
they were given a 
civilian degree.  If 
the board so wishes, I 
also recommend that 
Private Hawkspur be 
allowed to finish her 
final year.”
 The three colonels 
sat back in their chairs 
and muttered among 
themselves for a few 
moments.  Senia had 
done something many 
others would never do 
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in a situation like this.  
Tactfully, she brought 
up past cases, showing 
that there was precedent 
for Jada to remain until 
she graduated; albeit in 
a civilian capacity.
 “Very well,” one 
of the colonels spoke 
up and motioned to 
the guards.  “Please 
let Private Hawkspur 
in.”  One of the guards 
quickly saluted and 
left the room to carry 
out his orders.  It was 
only a few seconds, as 
he returned followed 
quickly by Jada.  She 
came to the same desk 
where Captain Mallard 
and Senia sat and stood 
on Captain Mallard’s 
left side.  Both Mallard 
and Senia rose to their 
feet, knowing that now 
was the moment the 
board would officially 
hand down their 

ruling.
 “Private Jada 
Hawkspur,” the chair 
said as he rose to 
his feet.  “It is with 
great disappointment 
that I must do this, 
considering that you 
were ranked quite 
high in your house and 
in the school proper.  
Private Hawkspur, 
you will be stripped 
of rank.  You will be 
barred from service 
on board any vessel 
within the jurisdiction 
of the Royal Vulpine 
Armada for at least ten 
years.  That includes 
space faring craft as 
well as sea faring 
vessels.”  The colonel 
picked up his data pad 
and punched in a few 
keys.  “However, let it 
be known for the record 
that this Academy does 
not shrug off a student’s 
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education lightly.  You 
will be allowed to 
graduate and given a 
civilian degree in your 
chosen field.  While you 
are allowed to continue 
your education, 
how will be barred 
from participation in 
any extra curricular 
activities associated 
with your house, and 
no achievements made 
by you will be added to 
house points.  Do you 
understand the ruling 
of this board?”
 “Yes sir, I do,” Jada 
replied quickly with a 
firm nod.
 “You will have 
opportunity to appeal, 
should you so wish,” 
the colonel added 
with some caution.  
“However, as you are 
most likely aware, 
appeals take time.”
 “Understood, sir,” 

Jada replied.  “I have 
thought it over, and 
have felt that whatever 
decision the board 
came to, I would accept 
it.  I will not be seeking 
appeal.”
 “Very well,” the 
colonel said as he took 
his seat and picked up 
his gavel.  “I declare 
this hearing officially 
complete.”

T
he walk from 
the main faculty 
building where 

such hearings as this 
disciplinary hearing 
take place was not far 
from the House Ocelot 
barracks.  A series of 
buildings which were 
well build, but in 
such a way to prepare 
each student for life 
on a base.  It was mid 
afternoon, and this 
meant most everyone 
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would be gathered at 
the barracks mess for 
tea.  Almost all of them 
knew today was the 
final ruling for Jada’s 
hearing.
 Captain Mallard 
walked with Senia and 
Jada until they reach 
the entrance to the 
barracks grounds.  She 
turned and offered a 
small salute to the two 
Vulpine, and began 
to walk off to her 
own office when she 
stopped and looked to 
Jada.
 “For what it’s worth, 
Private Hawkspur,” she 
stated in an even voice.  
“While I understand 
the consequences and 
ruling handed down 
to you, this academy 
will be poorer now 
that you will barred 
from the Air Corps.”  
She offered a nod 

and turned, but again 
stopped and said with 
a small smile.  “And 
for what it’s worth, if I 
had been in your shoes, 
Willinham would have 
gotten it just as good 
from me.”  She didn’t 
wait for another word 
from either Senia or 
Jada, but just continued 
on her course.
 “Did that sound 
like an endorsement to 
you?” Jada asked with 
her usual smirk.
 “Hard to tell,” Senia 
replied before steering 
them toward the mess 
hall.  “I guess now it’s 
time to face a different 
kind of hearing.  No 
doubt, thanks to our 
incredible security to 
keep things quiet, will 
ensure that everyone 
knows today was the 
day for your final 
ruling.”
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 “A barrage of 
questions,” Jada said 
with a sigh.  “I don’t 
know if I can face 
that.”
 “They’ll only be 
voicing frustration,” 
Senia corrected her.  
“Just as I did on the 
second day of your 
hearing.  And they 
have every right.  Of 
the top pilots, you were 
number five.  We’re 
losing a good pilot.”
 “You know,” Jada 
said as she lowered 
her voice, leaning over 
to Senia a bit as they 
walked.  “I hope your 
objections don’t get 
yourself into trouble.”
 “I’ll handle myself,” 
Senia reassured her.  
“But the ruling board 
had to know my 
feelings.  It was no 
different when Jennings 
hearing came about, 

nor when Caliope’s.  
They were in our 
top fifteen.  I know 
there’s discipline, but 
there’s also a loyalty 
to your house.  To your 
comrades.”
 They approached the 
mess hall in a leisurely 
walk, as though they 
were crossing the yard 
from the barracks like 
any other day.  But, this 
was different.  They 
could both see into the 
building, the number of 
faces looking outside, 
waiting.  “Time to face 
the music,” Jada said 
with a sigh.
 Inside the mess hall, 
you could hear a pin 
drop.  It seemed as 
though every member 
of House Ocelot was 
waiting to hear word of 
the outcome.  Someone 
would have to say 
something before 



Rocket Fox

40

rumours started.  Senia 
looked to Jada, who 
only nodded.  Jada 
knew that Senia had to 
say something, but she 
also knew Senia would 
say it in a diplomatic 
and truthful way.
 “If I could have 
everyone’s attention,” 
Senia started, speaking 
in as clear a voice as 
her speech impediment 
would allow.  “I am 
certain that you are 
all waiting to hear the 
outcome of the hearing.  
So I’ll announce it 
here and now, and 
that way any rumours 
can end with this 
announcement.  The 
ruling board has come 
to the decision that 
Jada Hawkspur will 
be stripped of rank and 
barred from serving 
aboard any vessel in 
the Royal Vulpine 

Armada for a period 
no less than ten years.”  
There was a groan 
of protest that went 
through the cadets who 
had gathered.  Senia 
quickly put up a hand 
for silence, and then 
continued.  “However.  
Because Jada is so 
close to graduation, 
she will continue 
her studies and once 
complete, granted a 
civilian degree.  I don’t 
think that there will be 
any difficulty for her 
obtaining that.”
 “At least we’ll still 
have her for our rough 
ball semi final match,” 
one young Felanus said 
with a dejected sigh as 
he attempted to find 
some silver lining in 
this sow’s ear.
 “I wouldn’t hold 
my breath on that, 
Sparky,” Jada said 
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with some reluctance.  
It was enough of 
an admission and 
confirmation that Jada 
had been barred from 
any extracurricular 
activities that most had 
suspected would have 
happened.  Now it had 
been confirmed, and it 
sent frustration through 
the room.
 “Everyone!” Senia 
called out as she held 
up her hand.  When the 
room settled down once 
more, Senia looked 
to the Felanus who 
made the comment.  
“Corporal Sparks, if 
you have something to 
say...”
 “Permission to 
speak freely,” he asked 
as he tried to hold back 
his own anger.  Senia 
nodded and gave him 
her full attention.  
“With all due respect, 

this is complete 
bollocks.  Jada was 
one of our best.  And to 
be honest, I was there 
when Willy said what 
he said.  He deserved 
getting a slap across 
the jaw.”  He grumbled 
slightly and took a 
deep breath before he 
finished.  “And to top it 
all off, we’ve lost one 
of our best strikers.”
 “I’m glad that I rank 
so highly for a match of 
rough ball,” Jada said 
with her usual laugh.  
“But, I appreciate the 
sentiment, Sparky.”
 The group began 
talking among 
themselves once again, 
and Senia began to 
realize there was 
something that they 
could still do for Jada 
at the very least.  “I 
think,” Senia called out 
over the other voices, 
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letting them know she 
had something to say to 
each of them.  “There 
is still something 
we can do.  It’s not 
protocol, but in this 
instance, protocol be 
damned.  It’s tradition 
for each cadet to be 
given a send off dinner.  
And as Jada ranked so 
highly in squadron and 
pilot tests,” she said 
and looked to Sparky.  
“And as her position 
as striker on the house 
rough ball team.”  That 
brought about a small 
chuckle throughout the 
room.  “But I think Jada 
has at least garnered 
the respect of all of us 
to deserve at least that.  
Perhaps you could 
arrange something, 
Corporal Sparks.  Off 
base, that is.”
 “We can probably 
contact one of the 

restaurants in the 
village proper,” he 
suggested.  “Maybe in 
a week.  After the semi 
final.”
 “Sounds like a plan,” 
Senia remarked with 
a smile and nodded to 
Sparky, then looked to 
Jada.  The suggestion 
was good enough to 
bring spirits up with 
the group for the time 
being at least.  Senia 
then looked around the 
room for a moment, 
suddenly taking note 
of two people that were 
missing.  “Sparky,” she 
said as she moved over 
to the aforementioned 
Felanus.  “Have you 
seen either Hardy or 
Clarfax?”
 “Um... Hardy 
couldn’t stand waiting 
around,” he informed 
Senia.  “So she went 
off to the motor pool 
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to see if there might be 
something she could 
do.”
 “Like forget her 
troubles and worries 
in an engine block,” 
Senia said with a sigh 
as Sparky nodded 
in agreement.  “And 
Clarfax?”
 “Last I heard, he 
was taking in the guest 
lecture this afternoon,” 
Sparky replied as he 
shrugged his shoulders.  
“Colonel Tyrell had 
invited Professor 
Bellton to speak on 
quantum mechanics.  
Last minute booking 
from what I’ve heard.”  
He scratched behind 
his ear for a moment 
before adding.  “I 
could go find them if 
you want.”
 “No, thank you 
though, Sparky,” Senia 
replied.  “You’ll have 

your work cut out for 
you getting this dinner 
ready.  And try to keep 
it quiet, we don’t need 
the faculty hearing 
about it.  As far as 
anyone should know, 
it’s just a celebratory 
dinner, after the semi 
final.”  Sparky nodded 
quickly and turned 
around in his chair 
to start jotting down 
some notes.  Jada had 
slid up beside Senia 
and nudged her lightly.
 “Good way to 
turn a negative into a 
positive,” she said with 
a smile.
 “You’re my best 
friend,” Senia said in 
a low voice.  “I’m not 
letting you off this base 
without at least a good 
send off to remember 
us all by.”  She sighed, 
still feeling the weight 
of the day on her 
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shoulders.  “Keep an 
eye on Sparky, would 
you?  Reel him in if 
you have to, I know 
he gets overly excited 
about assignments, no 
matter what scale.”
 “And just what are 
you going to do?” Jada 

asked.
 “I’m going to find 
Hardy,” Senia replied 
with a shrug.  “I’ll try to 
see if I can’t somehow 
get her to pull herself 
away from an engine 
block long enough to 
tell her the news.”
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A dream of a fighter pilot
Not all dreams come true, however.  Such is the case 

for recent Royal Vulpine Academy graduate Senia 
Felix.  A dream of joining the famed 76th Fighter 

Squadron turns to ashes as she is assigned to the Main 
Authority; a cadre of bounty hunters.

Dashed dreams turn to renewed hope when two of her Dashed dreams turn to renewed hope when two of her 
classmates join her, and are assigned the newly 

commissioned Nighthawk.  And a routine posting turns 
into something greater for the entire Lupine Sector of 

space.


