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Chapter Six
All Things Scientific

The main breakfast hall on the campus was 
open to all who attended classes, both civilian and 
air cadets.  It wasn't unusual for members of House 
Falcon  to  intermingle  with  members  of  House 
Ocelot,  House  Fennec  or  House  Lynx;  and  you 
could still tell the difference between them.  While 
the main houses of the campus all wore their cadet 
uniforms  complete  with  house  colours  and  stripe 
ranks  on  the  shoulders,  the  members  of  House 
Falcon wore shirt and ties with dress slacks and had 
a  small  cloak.   While  House  Falcon  members 
associated with any and all other houses, it seemed 
that they felt more comfortable with House Ocelot.



Also a usual happenstance was the slightly 
late  arrival  of  House  Falcon  members  to  the 
breakfast hall.  House Ocelot was often there first 
along with  members  of  one  or  two other  houses. 
But there was one member of House Falcon who 
managed  to  beat  the  rest  of  her  house.   Claudia 
Whitefur, a happy and perky Vulpine named for her 
fur covering which was pure white.  Smaller than 
many  others,  she  was  actually  much  younger, 
having  advanced  her  education  due  to  her 
intelligence.   Many  thought  this  would  be  a 
detriment  to  her  social  skills,  but  she proved that 
was not the case at all.

On this morning, like many other mornings, 
she happily skipped into the hall and took a seat at 
one  of  the  long  tables  where  members  of  House 
Ocelot and House Falcon had gathered to begin the 
day.   There  was  many  in  both  houses  that  she 
recognized;  Aria  Sharpspeer,  Clarfax  Billings, 
Hardy  Maynard  and  Jada  Hawkspur  of  House 
Ocelot, and Robert Quickfoot had all gathered for 
the morning meal and to chat among themselves.  It 
appeared as though Clarfax and Robert were both 
pouring  over  a  few books  as  they ate,  getting  in 
some final study before the morning lecture.  Hardy 
was finishing brushing Clarfax's tail, chastising him 
for his lack of grooming etiquette.  Robert, a rather 
short and stout Felanus with tan and grey fur, was 
reading  over  his  books  diligently.   The  world 



seemed lost to him as he poured over theories on 
astrophysics.

“Good  morning,  everyone,”  Claudia  said 
cheerily as she took her seat across from the others. 
She looked around the hall for a moment, as though 
looking  for  someone   “I  was  hoping  Left-tenant 
Felix would be about, I had something I was going 
to tell her regarding the upcoming rough ball semi 
final match.”

“Captain  Mallard  came  and  requested 
Senia,” Jada informed her.  “She actually asked that 
we mention that she was looking for you as well.”

“Oh!” Claudia said with surprise.  It wasn't 
often  that  the  Captain  asked  for  her,  though  not 
surprising considering she was the student head of 
House Falcon.  “Did she say what it was about?”

“No, she didn't,” Hardy replied as she shook 
her  head.   “She asked that  you meet  her  and the 
other House leaders in the faculty lounge.”

“I best  get going, then,”  she said with her 
usual  smile  and  trotted  off  happily  toward  the 
faculty lounge.

“You  know,  her  happy  attitude  can  be 
infectious at times,” Aria mentioned once Claudia 
had skipped out of the breakfast hall.  “I don't mind 
positive, infectious attitudes.”

“Too bad  she  wasn't  a  little  older,”  Hardy 
said as she filled up a glass with orange juice.  “She 
might make a good pilot.”



“Doubt that,” Clarfax spoke up as he looked 
up from his book.  “Claudia wants to be a marine 
biologist.   Has  no  interest  in  military  matters  or 
even piloting a deep space vessel.”

“She did mention she'd like to travel to the 
other  star  systems,”  Robert  added.   “But  only to 
study marine life.  She really likes fish, for some 
reason.”

“You  two  know a  great  deal  about  her,  it 
seems,”  Aria  said  as  she  finished  her  morning 
waffle.

“Well,  she  is  in  every  single  one  of  our 
science classes,” Robert replied.  “And, she's also 
my house leader, so, there is that.”

“She's  also  infectiously  cheerful,”  Clarfax 
added with a nod.  “Which is something we need 
with what's happened lately.”  He took out a pocket 
watch and looked at  the time.  “Oh, blimey.   We 
best get going,” he said as he gathered up his books. 
Robert looked up at the large clock on the wall and 
quickly followed suit, both lads moving as though 
they were going to be late.

“You've  still  got  twenty  minutes,”  Jada 
remarked as the others watched the pair.

“Five minute walk across the yard,” Robert 
explained  as  though  he'd  calculated  this  all  out 
previously.  “Ten minutes to get through the facility 
to the lecture room.  And thirty seconds to find a 
good seat.”  The other three just stared in disbelief, 



that  someone would actually calculate  all  of  that. 
“If we hurry, we can shave some time off the ten 
minutes.”

“Right then,” Hardy said as she finished her 
juice and gathered her things.  “Best lead the boys 
across  the  yard,  then.”   The  other  two  chuckled 
lightly at the comment, then moved to join Clarfax 
and Robert.   “Just  hope Senia  and Claudia  aren't 
late.”

Clarfax, Robert, Aria, Jada and Hardy made 
their  way  across  the  yard,  soon  joined  by  other 
students making their  way to the science building 
on  campus.   As  they  walked,  they  discussed  the 
upcoming  lecture,  the  previous  day's  lecture  and 
speculated on what possibly Captain Mallard would 
want with Senia and Claudia.  It became painfully 
clear once the science building came into view.

Captain Mallard stood at the entrance to the 
science  building  and  appeared  to  be  in  a  heated 
conversation  with  someone.   Behind  Captain 
Mallard,  the  leaders  of  the  different  houses, 
including Senia and Claudia, stood silently.  As the 
group of students drew closer they saw just what it 
was that was causing such a fuss.

Six female Vulpine had chained themselves 
to the entrance of the science building, while a male 
stood by with a stone look on his  face.   He was 
dressed in the common trappings of one of the more 



religious clans of Foxburrow.  He never flinched as 
Captain  Mallard  tried  to  speak  in  diplomatic  and 
even tones, keeping her temper in check.

“Mr.  Farnsworth,”  she  said  as  the  small 
group  was  in  earshot.   “This  is  a  violation  of 
campus security.   I  do not care who you are, this 
action is illegal.  You have not explained yourself at 
all, neither to the duty guards who found you, nor 
since the arrival  of the house leaders and myself. 
So if you please, enlighten me as to the reason for 
your actions that mean to disrupt the routine of the 
campus.”

“With all due respect, ma'am,” he said in a 
loud voice as he tilted his muzzle in the air.  “I do 
not expect a vixen to understand, nor do I expect a 
military official to realize the grave disservice that 
this building is doing to our youth.”

“And  just  what  would  that  be,  Mr. 
Farnsworth?” Captain Mallard asked, still  keeping 
her temper in check.  She was nearly at her wits end 
with this one.  Students had heard of this Vulpine 
male and his actions from past reports.  He had a 
habit of dragging a few of his flock onto the base 
and disrupt daily routines.  Nothing he did was ever 
seen as violent, but it did violate security.  He and 
his followers would spend a few days in detention 
and then be released.

“We all know what the Great Mother and her 
sister have taught us as we have grown in society,” 



he  began,  his  voice  pitched  as  though  he  were 
reading his sermon.  “That we were born for this 
land  and  we  are  duty  bound  to  stay  here.   This 
building and the... teachings within, is blasphemous 
to what we know to be true.”

Captain  Mallard  took  a  deep  breath  and 
turned to face the house leaders.  They stood at the 
ready,  will  to  back  her  up  should  she  require. 
Claudia seemed the most ready, as this interruption 
affected  her  directly.   She  spied  the  group  of 
students and looked back to Farnsworth.  “Perhaps 
if I called upon the base chaplin you might consider 
moving your  people  aside.”   Farnsworth  gave  no 
indication either way, but that did not deter Captain 
Mallard.   “Private  Sharpspeer,”  she  called  out. 
“Front and centre.”

“Yes  ma'am,”  Aria  said  as  she  stepped 
forward and saluted.

“Fetch  Chaplin  Rosewood  and  have  her 
meet  us  at  the  entrance,”  she  said  to  the  young 
Felanus.   “Perhaps  if  we  added  some  spiritual 
guidance to this debate, we might get somewhere.” 
Aria saluted quickly and ran off in the direction of 
the  base  chapel.   Captain  Mallard  turned  her 
attention fully on Farnsworth.

The small group of students stood behind the 
house leaders, milling about and whispering among 
themselves.  The house leaders, Claudia included, 
stood  firm,  watching  the  small  group  of  Vulpine 



that blocked the entrance.
“I  recognize  this  group,”  Clarfax  said 

quietly.  “Flatlanders.  They believe that Vulpinia is 
one massive plate.  Held up by four rhinos or hippos 
or something like that.”

“We know that's  not  true,”  Robert  replied. 
“Even I've been to Space Port Omega 1, I've seen 
the evidence first hand that our planet is, well, like a 
big ball.”

“Why don't they just take them all up in a 
shuttle and prove it to them?” Clarfax said with an 
exasperated sigh.

“You can't  force  people  to  do  something,” 
Jada replied in a low voice.  “The Flatlanders are 
very,  very stubborn in their  beliefs.   Their  beliefs 
may be  outdated  and  backwards,  but  that  doesn't 
give us the right to tell them they're stupid.”  They 
looked to their right as they saw Aria returning, the 
portly frame of the base Chaplin quickly following 
behind.

Chaplin  Tania Rosewood was a  veteran  of 
the Great Lupine Land War and many knew that she 
appreciated her posting on the base much more than 
her position with the 82nd.  She was a stout Felanus 
who took no guff from anyone.  Even someone as 
stubborn as Farnsworth.

“Barnabus  Farnsworth,”  Tania  called  out 
with  a  sigh as  she  stood beside  Captain  Mallard. 
Her voice was deep, but had a soothing sing song 



accent to it.  “Thank you, Private Sharpspeer, glad I 
was called out.”  She looked to Captain Mallard and 
nodded.   “Remind  me  to  requisition  a  decent 
communication link in the base chapel.”

“I'll  make  certain  that  we  talk  to  Colonel 
Traymore about that,” Mallard replied with a smile. 
She was more at ease since Tania arrived.

The  Chaplin  turned  her  full  attention  to 
Barnabus.   “How  many  times  is  it  this  year, 
Barnabus?  Four?  Five?  This has got to stop.”

“With all due respect, Reverend,” Barnabus 
retorted.   “Until  the  college  accepts  my proposal 
that teaches of the truth of flat land...”

“Theory  of  flat  land,”  Tania  said  quickly, 
then motioned for Barnabus to continue.

“Until  then,  we  shall  continue  to  make 
protest,”  he  concluded  with  a  firm  nod  that  was 
signified with a slight harrumph.

“Barnabus,” Tania said with a sigh.  “If this 
were a thousand years ago, you and your lot would 
have  been  dragged  to  the  stocks  already. 
Fortunately,  we  did  away  with  such  punishments 
centuries  ago.   We've  had  this  discussion  many 
times before, Barnabus.  Your theory is a dying one. 
We have proof of the way things are.  I've tried to 
show you images...”

“Fabrications!” Barnabus cried out.
Among  the  throng  of  students  that  had 

gathered,  Clarfax  and  Robert  whispered  to  each 



other.  “See?  Too stubborn and set in their ways to 
allow  themselves  a  possible  different  theory.” 
Clarfax said with a sigh.  “And I'm sorry, Jada.  Yes, 
you  have  to  be  polite  and  discreet  when  dealing 
with people like Barnabus,  but he and his ilk are 
spitting on proven theory.  Why should we be any 
different to call him out.”

“That's  the  basis  for  scientific  discovery,” 
Robert said as he tried to keep his voice low.  “Be 
presented  with  a  series  of  events,  try  to  explain 
them to  a  point,  revisit  the  events  with  different 
possibilities.  Even question your own findings.”

“Hey!” Clarfax whispered toward Senia, just 
low enough to not drown out the small group at the 
entrance,  but  loud  enough  that  Senia  might  hear 
him.  “Psst!  Senia.”

It  was  Claudia  who  turned  to  look  and 
noticed Clarfax.  Claudia reached over and nudged 
Senia lightly and motioned to the group of students. 
Eventually, both Senia and Claudia stepped back to 
talk to Clarfax.

“What  is  it,  Clarry?”  Senia  said  in  a  low 
voice.

“Maybe if some of us students explained,” 
he suggested.  “He might give up if we state that 
this is railing against our beliefs.”

Senia looked to Claudia who nodded back as 
though answering a silent question.  Six years at the 
academy,  Senia  learned  to  value  the  advice  of 



others, even if it came from small glances and quiet 
nods.

“Alright,” Senia replied.  “But let us open it 
up.   Mr.  Farnsworth  might  see  an interruption  as 
argumentative  and  become  even  more  stubborn.” 
Clarfax nodded in agreement and waited for Senia 
and  Claudia  to  make  their  move.   “Excuse  me,” 
Senia called out from behind Captain Mallard and 
Reverend Rosewood.  “Might I make a suggestion 
which could end this stalemate.”

Senia  had  their  attention  now,  as  Captain 
Mallard, Reverend Rosewood and Barnabus looked 
directly  to  her.   “Falcon  House  leader  Claudia 
Whitefur and myself have come to suggest perhaps 
letting some of the student explain the necessity for 
such a building as this.  Maybe that will shed a bit 
of light on the situation.”

“Oh yes  indeed,”  Claudia  piped  up in  her 
usual happy voice.  “If that's alright with all here.” 
Captain  Mallard  looked  to  Reverend  Rosewood, 
and  then  both  looked  to  Barnabus.   The  latter 
harrumphed  in  reply,  which  was  taken  as  an 
agreement of terms.  Satisfied,  Senia and Claudia 
motioned toward Clarfax and Robert.

Clarfax nudged Robert  and nodded toward 
the  Chaplin  and  Captain  Mallard.   Robert  didn't 
catch  it  at  first,  but  began  to  understand  what 
Clarfax was doing when he began walking toward 
the  two superior  officers.   “Captain  Mallard,”  he 



said as he cleared his throat.  “Reverend Rosewood. 
Mr. Farnsworth.”  He took a deep breath and looked 
to Robert, who was just now starting to realize what 
Clarfax  had  in  mind.   “This  is  more  than  just  a 
military  college,  Mr.  Farnsworth.   More  than  a 
training  facility  for  fighter  pilots.   We're  also 
receiving our education, and often that means that 
we take classes that may, how shall I say...”

“Butt heads with established beliefs,” Robert 
said  quickly,  rather  embarrassed  with  his  own 
sudden outburst.   But he understood what Clarfax 
was getting at.

“Precisely,”  Clarfax  replied  with  a  nod  to 
Robert.  “Just because some of these theories may 
seem foreign and different than what we grew up 
with, we still  have the right to learn about them.” 
He watched Farnsworth's reactions carefully.   The 
older Vulpine seemed to be listening carefully at the 
very least.  “To attempt to shut them out or, if I may 
be so bold, censor them, well, it's an affront to the 
very establishment of higher learning.”

Everyone  watched  Farnsworth  very 
carefully.  He seemed to be weighing his options, 
and to Clarfax,  it  appeared as though he struck a 
chord.   Without  actually  saying  it,  Clarfax  was 
attempting  to  show  that  Farnsworth's  actions  of 
attempting to block the class and shut it down was 
no  better  than  those  who  called  the  Flatlanders 
stupid and backward.  It was a bit of diplomacy that 



Clarfax had learned from Senia.
“I suppose,” Farnsworth replied as he came 

to his  own decision.   “That  I  can see your point, 
young sir.  I don't have the right to oppose your own 
education as you wish it.”  He reached into his coat 
pocket and took out the key to the chains that the 
Flatlanders  had  used  to  chain  themselves  to  the 
doors.

“Oh  by  the  Great  Mother,  thank  you,” 
Reverend Rosewood said as she removed her hand 
form her jacket, revealing that she had been holding 
onto  a  set  of  bolt  cutters.   “I  was  hoping  that 
someone would try to reason with you, but if that 
failed I wasn't gonna hold back and cut you all out.”

Finally, after all of that, the students began 
to filter into the main lecture hall.  For many, this 
was  quite  the  treat;  their  professor  was  quite 
knowledgeable in the field of astrophysics and very 
well  respected.   Colonel  Nelson  Tyrell,  a  former 
student who went on to have a storied career with 
the  Air  Corps,  but  not  as  a  fighter  pilot  as  some 
might  guess.   Nelson  Tyrell  became  quite  vocal 
about  allowing  young  Vulpine  and  Felanus  who 
wished to study at Chattingham should be allowed 
to do so.  Any young student, whether military or 
not.  You see, Nelson Tyrell was a scientist before 
he  was drafted  into  the  military during the  Great 
Lupine Land War.  He showed skill as a pilot, and 



was  enlisted  to  fly  in  supplies  to  the  different 
encampments during the war.  After his service, he 
petitioned  the  governments  of  Foxburrow  and 
Ocata,  where  he  grew up,  and  suggested  that  air 
cadets  could  find  value  from  learning  alongside 
regular civilian students.

After twenty years, the suggestion has been 
paying off.  The air cadets are exposed to different 
view points in a wide range of fields, and civilian 
students  have the opportunity to see the rigors of 
life for Vulpinia's air cadets.

Nelson Tyrell  happened to be a  well  liked 
individual as well, and his classes were often filled. 
A black furred Felanus who grew up in Ocata, he 
was one to marvel at the mysteries of the universe, 
and spared no breath in sharing his discoveries with 
any who would listen.  He was also well liked by 
the entire faculty.

“Good morning, everyone,” he called out to 
the students as they took their seats in the lecture 
hall.   “Little  bit  of  excitement  this  morning,  as  I 
understand.   I'd  ask  Barnabus  to  come  in  and 
apologize to you all, but I think some of the decor 
would be a bit  off putting to him.”  The students 
chuckled  as  Tyrell  motioned  to  a  model  of  the 
Vulpine Star System.  “In all seriousness, however, 
this does bring up a point of history that does need 
to be discussed, and to show everyone just what we 
once  thought  of  our  world over  a  thousand years 



ago.”
Suffice  to  say,  dear  reader,  Colonel  Tyrell 

continued a rather engaging discussion on how the 
history  of  star  gazing  and  space  exploration 
changed the views of everyone on the planet.  With 
the exception of a few, that is.   A well  discussed 
three hour lecture, which for those in attendance felt 
was more like an hour.  Tyrell always made certain 
that  his  talks  were  engaging  and  encouraged 
comments from his students during such lectures.

Once  the  time  had  passed,  the  students 
began to exit and prepare for their next class.  Senia 
was called over by Claudia, who began to talk in 
excited,  yet  conspiring  tones  about  the  upcoming 
rough ball semi final match.  A few others began 
heading to  their  dorm areas.   As for  Clarfax  and 
Robert, they stayed behind.  So too did Hardy and 
Aria.

“I see the ever present Corporal Billings and 
Mr. Quickfoot have remained behind,” Tyrell said 
with a smile as he moved over to where they sat. 
“And Corporal Maynard.   I  take it  you're waiting 
for Clarfax to finish.”

“I'm taking him to lunch after,” Hardy said 
with a broad smile and nudged Clarfax.  “Thought 
I'd stay here and make certain he didn't sneak off to 
the library or the astronomy building as he is often 
want to do.”  She chuckled a bit as Clarfax seemed 
to blush.



“And Private Sharpspeer,” Tyrell said as he 
spied the spotted Felanus.   “I  know that  you and 
Hardy are roommates, but...”

“Oh,  I  wanted  to  talk  with  Bobby  about 
something  after  the  lecture,”  she  said  with 
confidence and a firm nod then looked to Robert. 
Robert only blinked and gave Aria a look like a deer 
caught  in  the headlights.   Hardy knew what  Aria 
was doing.

“I  see,”  Tyrell  said with  a  knowing smile. 
He could tell when a young female had her interests 
in  someone.   “Well,  now  that  we  have  that 
information out of the way, what can I do for you?”

“Need  a  little  confirmation,”  Clarfax 
explained as  he sat  up  in  his  seat.   “And maybe 
some support.  I've been talking with Bobby and, 
well.”   Clarfax looked to Robert  and gave him a 
nudge.  Robert seemed to jump a bit in his seat with 
the  nudge.   He  was  still  looking  at  Aria,  rather 
confused  with  what  she  had  said.   “Tell  him, 
Bobby.”

“Oh, um, yeah,” Robert said as he regained 
his  composure.   “I  know  that  others  can  get 
placements on board vessels or at research stations. 
But a lot of them are military vessels.  What are the 
chances  of  getting  on  board  a  vessel  like  the 
Huntsman?”

“Ah, one of the best scientific vessels of the 
Vulpine Armada,” Tyrell said with a nod.  “Yes, it's 



true  that  the  Huntsman  will  pick  military  trained 
personnel first, but they also look for skilled civilian 
scientists as well.”

“That means I'll  have to make my mark,  I 
suppose,” Bobby said with a sigh.

“I wouldn't worry about it too much,” Tyrell 
replied.   “I  know  of  two  ships  that  are  always 
looking  for  a  good  scientist  and  usually  accept 
recent graduates.”  Tyrell took out a data pad and 
punched a few keys.  The display showed two ships 
and  their  specifications.   “The  Dorgatha  and  the 
Barrow's Revenge.”

Bobby took a look at  the display and read 
over  the specs  for a  moment before replying.   “I 
thought the Dorgatha was just a salvage ship.”

“She is,” Tyrell said with a nod.  “But she 
requires someone with your type of qualifications. 
Astrophysics  helps  someone  like  you  recognize 
spacial anomalies, and others on the ship will need 
them identified and informed if they are in danger 
and have to change course or if they can continue 
on without any change.”

“Well,  it  is  something,  I  suppose,”  Bobby 
said  with  a  sigh.   “How do you  apply to  get  on 
board?”

“Captain Red Streak often sends out a wave 
whenever she needs new crew,” Tyrell  said as he 
tucked the data pad away.  “Tell you what, I'll keep 
an ear open and if something comes up, you'll be 



the first to know.”  Bobby smiled and nodded his 
head, excited at the prospect.

“See,”  Clarfax  said  as  he  patted  Bobby's 
shoulder.  “I told you there's other ways to get out 
there and explore.  Just be on your best behaviour if 
you get on board with the Dorgatha.  Only Jackai 
vessel worth her salt in the sector.”

Ah yes, the Jackai.  A quick pause here, as 
these creatures will  become quite prominent later. 
The  Jackai  are  one  of  two  races  on  the  planet 
Lupinia, part of the Lupine Star System.  There are 
two main tribes; the Hyna and the Jayna.  The Hyna 
are vicious and barbaric, while the Jayna are much 
more friendly.   Granted,  the Jayna can be just  as 
vicious  as  their  tribal  cousins.   For  now,  let's 
continue with the small conversation at hand.

“So is that all?” Tyrell asked as he looked to 
the four students.  “I hope that was helpful to you.”

“Yes  Professor  Tyrell,”  Bobby  said  as  he 
rose to  his  feet  and gathered his books.   He was 
smiling now, thinking about star ships and the great 
beyond.

“Perfect,” Aria said as she also rose to her 
feet.  “Now I can take you around to the tea house, I 
wanted to talk to you, Bobby.”  She looked to him 
with a smile and Bobby only looked back with a 
slightly confused look on his face.  Eventually, Aria 
managed to steer him toward the exit.

“I don't think Bobby has any idea,” Hardy 



said with a small chuckle.
“Aria really likes him, doesn't she?” Clarfax 

asked.  He sighed and shook his head.  “She'd have 
to take the direct route with him, he's always got his 
nose in a book.”

“You  mean  more  than  you?”  Hardy  said, 
playfully laughing.

“Hey  now,”  Clarfax  replied,  unable  to 
contain  a  small  chuckle.   He knew she was only 
teasing.

“Well, if that's all,” Tyrell said as he walked 
back to his desk at the front of the lecture hall.  “I 
have some work to do.”

“Of  course,  Professor,”  Clarfax  said  as  he 
rose  to  his  feet  and  gathered  his  things.   Hardy 
followed suit, and eventually the pair left the lecture 
hall with the purpose of getting some well needed 
food.


