
Chapter Four
Corporal Hardy Maynard

The motor pool for the Academy was rather 
large and contained all manner of vehicles.  Some 
quite  vintage,  dating back over  300 years.   More 
museum pieces, but they were used to give students 
an  idea  just  how  far  we'd  come  from  using  a 
combustion engine to a vehicle that uses neutrino 
coils and solar collectors for fuel.

This  was  the  place  where  Hardy Maynard 
could  often  be  found  when  she  needed  to  think. 
Immerse herself in the simplicity of an engine and 
she could push back everything else in the world, if 
only for the moment.  But so lost did she get in the 



depths of an engine block, that she often ignored the 
world  around  her.   Other  sounds  would  be 
completely overlooked when she was in the process 
of something as simple as an oil change.  But it was 
where she liked to be.  It was her comfort zone.

Which  really  shouldn't  have  surprised  her 
when she finally did look up from her work to find 
one of her tools and found Senia standing behind 
her.  She didn't  jump, didn't  scream out for being 
startled.   Her  eyes  just  blinked and she  let  out  a 
breath.   “An'  just  how  long  were  you  standin' 
there?”

“About five minutes,” Senia replied with a 
grin.  “I didn't wish to disturb you.  First time I ever 
did that, I remember that a wrench was hurled in my 
direction.”

“Except that was a bicycle,” Hardy said with 
a chuckle and fully rose from her crouched position 
by the vehicle's engine block.  “Clarfax's as I recall. 
An', we were eight.”  Hardy moved across the small 
garage and sat on a bench as she looked up to Senia. 
“I'll assume by yer appearance an' the fact yer still 
in yer dress uniform that the hearin' is over.”

“Yes,” Senia said with a nod and sat down 
beside her.  “Jada's been stripped of rank but she'll 
be allowed to complete her education.  Albeit with a 
cvilian degree.”

“Thank  the  Great  Mother  for  some  small 
positives,” Hardy said with a sigh and brushed back 



her long hair.  “I still don't think it's fair.  But then, 
fairness  never  did  overrule  tradition  or  military 
chain o' command.”

“Sadly, no,” Senia said quietly.  “I've given 
Sparky the task of arranging a dinner.  One week 
from tonight.  For Jada, I think it's the least we can 
do.”

“That's 'round the time the rough ball semi 
final is,” Hardy said with a conspiratorial grin.  “I 
take it that yer gonna use that as a cover?”

“More or less, yes.”
“Just make sure Sparky doesn't blab to any 

o'  the  other  House  Left-tenants,”  she  said  as  she 
reached into a satchel  and pulled out  a  couple of 
drink boxes.  She handed one to Senia.

“I've got Jada making sure he toes the line,” 
Senia  replied  as  she took the  drink.   She  fiddled 
with  the  straw as  she  continued  to  speak.   “One 
more month and we have our graduation weekend. 
I assume you've got your escort all ready?”

“Of course I do,” Hardy chuckled.  “I don't 
think it's a secret 'bout me an' Clarfax.  Mind you, it 
does take some prying to get him out of the science 
building.  Especially when there's a guest speaker.”

“Oh, so not much different than coaxing you 
out of an engine block,” Senia remarked with a grin. 
Hardy  made  a  weak  punching  motion  and  hit 
Senia's shoulder, while the latter feigned pain and 
hurt.  “But in all seriousness, we aren't that far away 



from our final evaluations and placements.”
“I heard the tribunal is going to be on the 

Omega One orbital  platform,” Hardy said.   “That 
we'll be shuttled there over a ten day schedule.”

“House Ocelot has three different tribunals 
that are overseeing the final evaluations,” Senia said 
with a nod.  They'll start one week after final exams. 
And,  we  still  have  one  more  simulation  to  go 
through.”

“That'll  be  a  long  day  for  you,”  Hardy 
chuckled.  “You oversee our simulations, and then 
Captain Mallard divides the house Left-tenants up 
into groups to give them a final simulation.”

“I  know,”  Senia  said  with  a  sigh.   “I  just 
hope  I'm  paired  with  Philly.   He's  all  about 
teamwork.”

“It's a very House Lynx trait,” Hardy said as 
she patted Senia's shoulder.  “I suppose I should get 
cleaned up, and get some rest.  This waiting actually 
tired  me  out.”   She  looked  directly  to  Senia  and 
smiled.  “Thanks for coming to find me.”

“Of  course,”  Senia  replied  as  she  smiled 
back.  “I wouldn't want you to hear the news from 
someone else.”  Senia rose to her feet and offered 
Hardy a hand up.  “Come on.  I'll help you clean 
this  up  and  put  the  tools  away.   You  know how 
Custodian Ramirez gets when the motor pool is left 
in a bit of a mess.”



Even  within  an  institution  that  carries  so 
much  tradition,  students  will  often  times  find 
tradition  for  themselves.   Such  is  the  case  with 
Senia, Hardy and many of their friends.  One night a 
week they would gather  for a  quiet  dinner  in the 
village,  partake  in  quiet  conversation  and  enjoy 
each  others  company.   On  a  night  like  this,  the 
honour  of  House  was  put  aside  for  the  joy  of 
camaraderie  and  laughter.   Even  Left-tenant 
Philburt  Collinsworth  had  left  the  comfortable 
confines  of  House Fennec in  order  to  join in  the 
festivities.  There were six of them in total for this 
night; Senia, Hardy, Jada, Clarfax Billings, Private 
Aria Sharpspeer and Philly.  This was the main bulk 
of the group, though there were often others who 
joined in.

Philly  was  a  tan  coloured  Vulpine  with 
larger  ears and always looked like he was on the 
brink of telling a good joke.  His mother was Air 
Marshal of the 103rd, and it was his dream to join 
the ranks of that squadron.  Aria was a tall, spotted 
Felanus, one who was often described as teetering 
between dainty and duty bound.  She had kept a lot 
of her own private life very, well, private.  At least 
her private affairs were kept in such a manner, and 
no one badgered her to dig them up.  And then there 
was  Clarfax,  a  black  furred  Vulpine  who  always 
seemed  to  have  his  snout  stuck  in  a  book,  even 
when at dinner.  That is, unless Hardy was present.



On  this  evening,  much  to  the  chagrin  of 
Jada,  the  conversation  had  turned  to  her  recent 
hearing.   For  the  most  part,  they  had  discussed 
minor details of the hearing and the resulting ruling. 
For  her  part,  Senia  was able  to  at  least  steer  the 
conversation to other, more immediate activities.

“One month until graduation,” Senia said at 
one pause in the conversation as she sat back and 
sipped her tea.  “And there's still  a great deal we 
have to do before the final ceremonies.”

“I heard a rumour,” Philly said in his best 
conspiratorial voice as he leaned forward as though 
hatching  some  grand  scheme.   “Who  the  guest 
speaker  may be for  the ceremonies.”   He nodded 
with a grin as he sat back in his chair.  It seemed as 
though an eternity passed before Aria finally spoke 
up.

“Philly, it's not polite to say something then 
sit back like the cat who caught the canary.”  She 
studied him a moment, then narrowed her eyes and 
smirked.  “Unless you're wanting us to guess, which 
would  be  odd  considering  you've  always  been 
bursting at the...”

“Alright,” he finally said with a broad smile 
as he sat back up in his chair.  Aria was right, he 
couldn't wait to tell good news when he'd heard it, 
even  if  it  was  just  a  rumour.   “Word  is  that  the 
Barrow's Revenge is making a routine stop at  the 
Vulpine  Trade  Commission  shipyards  toward  the 



end  of  the  month,  and  that  Left-tenant  Colonel 
Artemis  Dawkins  has  agreed  to  speak  to  the 
students  during  the  ceremony.”   There  was  small 
murmurs  that  went  through  the  group.   Artemis 
Dawkins was renowned for his expertise as a fighter 
pilot, his tactical genius, and his ability to diffuse a 
hostile situation without firing a shot.  Many of his 
tactical patterns were standard learning tools at the 
Academy.

“Dawkins,”  Senia  said  with  a  revered 
whisper.   “He  was  the  reason  why  I  joined  the 
Academy.”

“He was the reason a  lot  of  us  joined the 
Academy,”  Hardy  said  with  a  smile.   “I  still 
remember when you, me, and Clarry were all kits, 
waiting at the train station for the pilots to return. 
Signaled the end of the Great Lupine Land War.”

“I  remember  you  were  more  interested  in 
finding  out  the  engine  capacity  of  the  Maverick 
Mark V,” Clarfax said as he nudged Hardy lightly. 
The others chuckled lightly.  Hardy hadn't changed 
much,  she'd  always  had  an  interest  in  mechanics 
from a very young age.

“That hasn't changed,” Aria piped up as she 
poured some more tea for herself and offered to fill 
up anyone's cup.  “I swear that I had to video record 
Hardy at night to prove to her that she talks about 
engine  combustion  and  neutronium  coils  in  her 
sleep.  And I think she moves her hands like she's 



repairing an engine, too.”
“That's not unlike the fact it took a while to 

convince you that you purr while you sleep,” Hardy 
retorted  with  a  smile.   Hardy  and  Aria  were 
roommates  for  the  six  years  they  were  at  the 
Academy, and they had to get used to their  small 
nuances right away.

“I  only  do  that  when  I'm  happy,”  Aria 
replied,  clearing her throat as though embarrassed 
by the mention of her nocturnal habit.

“You  must  be  happy  a  lot  then,”  Hardy 
chuckled.

“Any word on the semi final game?” Philly 
said as he changed subjects.  “With Jada out, you're 
going to need a new striker.”

“Word travels fast,” Jada said as she looked 
to Senia.

“Well,  we  are  one  of  the  most  secure 
Academies  in  the  North  Eastern  hemisphere,  so 
naturally  word  of  your  predicament  would  have 
gotten  around,”  she  explained  with  a  sigh,  then 
looked to Philly with a smirk.  “No talking House 
business.   Especially  when  you  consider  House 
Ocelot's opponent happens to be House Fennec.”

“That's right,” Hardy grinned as she looked 
across the table to Philly.  “You might get the wrong 
idea and send word to your own rough ball team.”

“What!” Philly said with some shock.  “No, 
just making conversation is...”



“It's Clarry,” Jada said quickly with a grin. 
“He's taking my spot on the striker line.”

“What?” Clarfax said with some shock as he 
looked from Hardy to Jada.  “I'm... what... striker? 
Pardon.”

“That's right,” Aria said as she picked up her 
tea cup.  “Clarry is secretly one of the best strikers 
in Foxburrow, and he plans to bring his best to the 
pitch in the semi final against House Fennec.”

“Alright,” Philly finally said with a resigned 
sigh.  “No discussion of House business.  For what 
it's worth, though.  I think Jada should be on that 
pitch.  Make the game more interesting.”

“There's  nine  other  players  on  the  field, 
Philly,” Jada reminded him.  “I'm just part  of the 
greater  whole  when  it  comes  to  it.   I'm  not  the 
reason  why  we've  done  so  well  in  the  House 
League.”

“Well, how about this, Philly,” Senia said as 
she removed her napkin from her lap and set it on 
the table in a neat crumple.  “We've got four days 
before the semi final match, you can find out when 
the whistle blows to start the game.”  She smiled 
across  the  table  to  Philly  who  only  shrugged  in 
defeat.  Senia took out her pocket watch and shook 
her head as she checked the time.  “We'd best get 
back to the barracks.  It's late, and we've still got a 
lot of class time left.”

The  others  at  the  table  agreed  and  slowly 



made their way out of the quaint restaurant.  Senia 
and Philly took care of the bill, then the six began 
the short walk back to the base.  The sun was setting 
on the day, a light breeze in the air that moved the 
leaves  in  the  trees  ever  so  gently,  and  the  birds 
chirped and sang their evening song.

For  the  moment,  as  Hardy walked  arm in 
arm with Clarfax, everything was right in the world.

As the evening drew to a close, each went 
their separate ways.  For Hardy and Aria, that meant 
returning to  their  quarters.   As mentioned before, 
the two roomed together, and had grown used to a 
nightly  routine.   Each  cadet  was  paired  with 
another,  and  they  roomed  together  during  their 
entire  time  while  attending  classes.   This  was 
extended  to  those  who  were  civilian  students  as 
well, which made up the entirety of House Falcon. 
For those of House Ocelot, the sixth year cadets had 
grown to  know their  bunk  mate  and their  House 
comrades very well.

Though, some still had their secrets.
“One month from finals,” Hardy sighed as 

she packed away her clothes into a hamper near the 
entrance to the small room.  “And we've still got a 
lot of activities left.”

“I know,” Aria agreed with a nod as she sat 
on  her  bed.   “We've  still  got  the  last  simulation, 
there's the semi final, and the final if we win...”



“When  we  win,”  Hardy  corrected  with  a 
chuckle.

“Alright,  when  we  win,”  Aria  said  with  a 
small smile.   “And there's the surprise maneuvers 
that we still need to accomplish.  It's getting to the 
point where I don't know if that's going to happen, 
however.”

“Are  you  kidding,”  Hardy  said  as  she 
walked into the small washing room to retrieve her 
brush.  “I'm getting pent up anticipation with all the 
waiting.   To  get  a  chance  to  fly  those  Maverick 
Mark VIIIs in a real field test.  Not just the holo-
simulations.”

“But  those  holo-simulations  are  fun,”  Aria 
grinned.  “To test the controls of the test ship the 
Nighthawk.  That was something.”

“I  noticed  something  amiss  with  those 
controls,”  Hardy  said  as  she  returned  from  the 
washroom and sat on her bed.  “It seems like they're 
hiding something.  The controls felt... I don't know. 
Unfinished.”

“Well, it is an experimental fighter craft.”
“True,”  Hardy  agreed  with  a  nod  as  she 

began brushing her tail.  “Oh, and let's not forget the 
last thing.  The official graduation ceremonies.  The 
look  on  Senia's  face  when  Philly  mentioned 
Dawkins  as  guest  speaker.”   She  laughed  at  the 
memory.   “Senia  was  always  hero  struck by that 
one,  I'll  tell  you.   I  just  look  forward  to  seeing 



Clarfax in a kilt.  Always thought he'd look dashing 
in one.”  Hardy looked over to Aria for a moment, 
taking note of the slight apprehension in the young 
Felanus woman.  She also wasn't purring like she 
usually was.  “Aria, is something wrong?”

“Just  thinking  about  the  graduation 
ceremonies is all,” she replied with a sigh.  “I still 
have a date to ask as escort.”

“Anyone in mind?”
“Oh, yes,” Aria replied with a smile and a 

nod, and for a moment it seemed to quell the feeling 
of apprehension.  “I've been meaning to talk to a 
young Felanus in House Falcon.  Robert Quickfoot. 
Very  bright,  he's  the  one  who  has  those  long 
discussions with Clarfax.”

“I've  seen  him before,”  Hardy said  as  she 
continued to brush her tail.   “He seems quite shy 
unless  he's  talking  about  quantum  mechanics  or 
astrophysics.”

“That's one of the qualities I  admire about 
him,” Aria  said with a nod.  “But,  there's  also...” 
She paused for a moment, as though she struggled 
to find the words.  Hardy stopped brushing her tail 
and looked directly to Aria as though encouraging 
her  to  continue.   “My  parents  will  be  coming, 
naturally.  And, well no one knows who they are...”

“Yes,  I  know,”  Hardy  said  with  a  grin. 
“You've  kept  that  very  quiet.   I  always  wonder 
why.”



“My  parents  are  Claude  and  Maria 
Sharpspeer,”  she  said  without  hesitation.   Hardy 
blinked  as  she  looked  to  Aria  for  a  moment. 
Sharpspeer was the family name of the ruling class 
of the Ocata nation, so it was no secret that Aria was 
a  member  of  the  royal  family.   But  Claude  and 
Maria Sharpspeer were the royal monarchs, the king 
and queen of Ocata.

“That,” Hardy finally managed to say as her 
mind tried to put it all together.  “Means.  You're. 
Great Mother, my roommate is the Princess of the 
Ocata Royal family.”

“Yes, it's true,” Aria said with a nod.
“My goodness, I feel so embarrassed now,” 

Hardy said  as  she  looked  around  her  room with 
some worry.

“Hardy!” Aria cried out as she tried to pull 
Hardy back to her senses.

“Well, it's not proper to... do some of the,” 
she caught herself for a moment and looked like she 
was going to apologize, but Aria managed to catch 
her before she began.

“Hardy,”  she  said  calmly.   “Nothing  is 
different,  really.   I  didn't  want  word  spreading 
around because I didn't want to be given favours or 
have  my  status  affect  others  in  the  House.   My 
professors and superior officers knew, but they kept 
things quiet.”

“Well, that stands to reason,” Hardy replied 



with a nod, now that she was back in full control of 
her faculties upon hearing this news.  “Wait!  You 
mean Senia knew.  Senia can't keep a secret from 
me if she tried.”

“She kept this one,” Aria replied with a sly 
grin.

“And I've been your roommate for six years 
and not once did I know.”

“You  do  have  the  habit  of  immersing 
yourself  in  your  studies,”  Aria  reminded  her. 
“Remember  fourth  year?   When  you  managed  to 
drag  an  engine  block  in  here  just  to  cram for  a 
mechanical engineering exam.  You looked like a 
grease ball.”  The two chuckled with the memory.

“I  did  get  into  a  bit  of  trouble  for  that,” 
Hardy said with a sigh.  “But, I made some points 
for  managing  to  replace  the  engine  and  make 
Custodian Ramirez's jalopy run smoother.”

“That you did,” Aria said as she climbed into 
bed.   “It's  getting  late.   We've  still  got  one  last 
astrophysics lecture.  Maybe Robert will be there.”

“You  never  know,”  Hardy  said  as  she 
climbed into her own bed.  “Maybe you'll find an 
opportunity  to  talk  to  him  as  well.”   The  pair 
chuckled  lightly,  then  wished  each  other  a  good 
night.  For Hardy, she was like Aria in that she also 
had someone that she wished to see at the lecture in 
the morning.  Clarfax Billings.


