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Chapter Nine
Distant Memories

The four students were right.  They walked 
through  the  floral  arch  that  lead  to  the  memorial 
grounds  of  the  village,  and  there  among  the 
headstones and plaques on a set of benches in the 
middle  of  the  park  were  Aria  and  Bobby.   They 
seemed  to  be  in  a  deep  conversation  and  it  was 
visible that Bobby was holding a small floral token, 
often left pinned to the plaques as a remembrance of 
one or several individuals who sacrificed their lives 
while in service of the Royal Air Corps.

Although  the  four  walked  quietly  through 
the paths of the memorial garden, Aria and Bobby 
still  heard them,  glancing up as  they approached. 



They stopped  together  as  some  small  unit,  Senia 
removing her uniform cap as she spoke quietly.  “I 
hope we weren’t interrupting you both.”

Aria smiled and looked to Bobby.  He shook 
his head and tried to smile back.  The others could 
tell  he  was  thinking  of  something  rather  painful, 
which was often the case when one came to these 
gardens.   “It’s…  it’s  okay,”  Bobby  said  as  he 
coughed and cleared his throat.  “I was just telling 
Aria about my dad.  Jacob Quickfoot.  He flew with 
the  82nd,  a  small  squadron  dispatched  to  Lupinia 
during  the  land  war.”   Bobby  left  out  the  word 
‘great’,  often  giving  his  thoughts  that  the  word 
should  mean  something  more  than  just  massive. 
That it should mean something wondrous.  And that 
war on Lupinia was anything but wondrous.

“I had read about your father,” Hardy said as 
she  took  a  seat  on  one  of  the  benches,  Clarfax 
sitting next to her.  Senia and Claudia also sat down 
on the benches.  “He flew with Nattie,  Carla and 
Dunny and had to crash land in the desert.”

Bobby nodded  as  he  held  the  small  token 
carefully.  He looked to Aria who seemed to give 
him and encouraging smile as she placed her hand 
on his shoulder.  “He got stung by a viper scorpion 
when  his  craft  crashed.   The  others  got  to  him, 
thinking  that  the  viper  scorpion  was  alone.   Dad 
said they’d heard about them, but they hadn’t ever 
experienced  a  sting  from  one.   They  did  get  to 



Dorgatha Ravine and there was a doctor there who 
helped him.”  He looked down to the flower token 
once again and sighed deeply.  “But they only had 
so much and the poison went  through him pretty 
fast.  He managed to come home, but he got sick a 
lot.”

The  others  sat  silently,  letting  Bobby 
describe everything.  How his father and three other 
fighter  pilots  joined  to  defend  a  Jayna  tribe 
stronghold during the last year of the war.  Though 
he could barely walk, he did his part to assist with 
what  he  could;  learned  about  the  differences 
between Hyna and Jayna citizens and grew a new 
respect  for  Pantherans,  as  one  had  become  his 
doctor during that time.

“Dad always told me,” Bobby concluded as 
he managed to find a bit more strength as he told 
the tale of his father.  “He never regretted becoming 
a  fighter  pilot,  but  he  knew  it  wasn’t  a  life  for 
everyone.  He and mom both encouraged me to take 
up sciences, and to look to the stars.”  He sniffled 
and wiped his nose with a handkerchief he pulled 
from his pocket.  “Sorry.  Talking about dad gets to 
me sometimes.  I miss him.”

“I  don’t  doubt  you do,”  Senia  said  with a 
nod.  “Sometimes it helps to talk about loved ones 
long gone.  It keeps them alive, in here,” she said, 
pointing  to  her  temple,  referencing  that  Bobby 
would  always  remember  his  father.   She  then 



touched her hand over her heart.  “And in here as 
well.”

“Thanks,”  Bobby  replied  as  he  offered  a 
small  smile.   “And thanks for  listening everyone. 
Now,” he said as he took a deep breath and rose to 
his feet.  “I think I want to spend some time around 
people.”

“Well, you’re in luck,” Claudia said with a 
grin.  “We’re people, and you could spend it with 
us.  If you’d all like, we can go back to the campus, 
maybe go to the cafeteria and enjoy a few chocolate 
milkshakes.”  Claudia’s suggestion sparked a great 
deal of interest in all present.  It was quickly agreed 
upon that it was a very good idea indeed, so all six 
of them - Senia, Hardy, Clarfax, Claudia, Aria and 
Bobby - all gingerly stood up and walked leisurely 
back  to  the  main  campus  for  more  jovial 
discussions.

The path back to  the barracks was a  quiet 
one as the six students talked and laughed together. 
They  decided  to  take  the  overlook,  a  small  hill 
which  looked  down  on  both  the  village  and  the 
academy,  and  everything  in  the  surrounding 
countryside could be viewed from that spot.  Many 
of the towns folk often would stop by just to relax 
and enjoy the wonderful view.  There weren't many 
people there on this afternoon, except for old Mr. 
Crandal, who Senia, Hardy and Clarfax all saw at 



the Flying Fox earlier that afternoon.  He was an old 
Vulpine  who  used  to  fly  cargo  ships  with  the 
Vulpine  Trade  Commission.   Wearing  his  usual 
twead coat and leaning on his cane as he smoked his 
pipe, he seemed to be watching something down in 
the barracks below.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Crandal," Claudia said 
as the six students reached the top of the hill.  The 
older Vulpine turned and nodded his greeting and 
looked back toward the barracks.  Claudia followed 
his gaze,  catching sight of what appeared to be a 
smartly  designed  transport  ship  and  four  black 
fighter craft.  All of them were parked on the main 
visitors'  tarmac where craft from orbital platforms 
and  visiting  ships  would  land.   "Oh,  there's 
newcomers  to  the  academy!"  Claudia  exclaimed 
with some excitement.

"Any o'  you  kits  tell  me  what  those  are?" 
Mr. Crandal said as he motioned to the five craft 
and looked to the six.  He wasn't asking because he 
wanted to know, he was asking to see if the students 
knew.   Quickly,  Aria  and  Hardy began  to  search 
through  their  satchel  for  something  to  see  more 
clearly.  "Ah!  Without the aid o' anythin' ta help," 
Mr. Crandal said with a grin and took another puff 
on his pipe.

"That  looks  like  a  captain's  yacht,"  Senia 
commented.   "I've seen that  design used with the 
Vulpine  Trade Commission  before."   Mr.  Crandal 



nodded in agreement,  and merely stood back and 
waited for the six to continue.

"Those fighters look like the old Maverick 
Mk V," Hardy commented.

"They were never painted black," Aria said 
as she looked to Hardy.  "The Royal  Vulpine Air 
Corps is blue."

"That's right," Mr. Crandal said with a nod.
"And  those  craft  were  decommissioned 

years ago," Aria added.  "Not long after the Lupine 
Land War."

"Wait a second," Hardy said as she stepped 
forward and studied the craft for a moment more. 
"Black  Maverick's,  along  with  a  fancy  captain's 
yacht."

"That can only be one thing," Senia said as 
she came to stand beside Hardy, her eyes suddenly 
wide  with  excitement.   "That's  the  Midnight 
Squadron.   That's  Left-tenant  Colonel  Artemis 
Dawkins'  squadron  from  The  Barrow's  Revenge. 
And that means the yacht is..."

"Captain Crena Clarendale's," Aria added as 
she  stepped  forward,  finishing  Senia's  sentence. 
Everyone  knew  about  the  Barrow's  Revenge,  a 
transport ship converted to include better weapons 
and shields and a heavier payload.  And, fitted with 
a hangar bay to house the equally famed Midnight 
Squadron.

"That's  right,"  Mr.  Crandal  said  with  a 



chuckle and took another puff from his pipe.  "With 
any luck, you kits will be able ta meet 'em today. 
From what I understand, Dawkins is getting a tour 
o' the facility with a few o' his mates."  He paused a 
moment and looked to the six students once again, 
each of them lookiing on in wonder at the five craft. 
"Well, what are you all waiting for.  If you go now, 
ya  might  be  able  ta  meet  'em."   Mr.  Crandal 
chuckled as he watched the reactions from the six. 
They tried to be very casual about the whole thing, 
but  he  could  tell  that  they  all  had  a  bit  of  hero 
worship  in  their  eyes.   He  just  chuckled  and 
watched as they began to make their way down the 
hill,  walking  a  little  faster  than  normal  without 
breaking into a run.

As much as the students tried to keep from 
breaking into  a  run,  they couldn't  hide  their  own 
excitement.   The fabled Barrow's Revenge was in 
orbit,  and  there  was  a  chance  that  not  only  the 
captain,  but  members  of  the  Midnight  Squadron 
were somewhere on the Academy grounds.   They 
just had to find out where.

"I  bet  he's  in  the  aerodome.   Colonel 
Dawkins,  that  is,"  Hardy said  with  a  grin  as  she 
walked at a fast pace across the main tarmac.  "He'd 
most likely want to see what we're using for training 
purposes."

"Are you certain of that?" Senia remarked. 



"I've read he often thought the Mark V's were the 
best  ships  ever  built.   He  could  be  in  the  main 
administration  building,  having  a  chat  with 
administration staff."

"No," Aria replied with a grin as the main 
barracks for House Ocelot came into view.  "You're 
both forgetting something very important.  Dawkins 
was  an  Ocelot.   He'd  most  likely  be  there,  and 
Captain Mallard would be giving him a tour.  I bet 
my tail on that."  The six chuckled lightly at Aria's 
comment as they crossed to the main building of the 
barracks.   Most  likely  Mallard  would  be 
entertaining Dawkins there, keeping him up to date 
with what accomplishments the House had made.

Aria's  suspicions  held  true,  for  as  they 
walked through the front doors of the main lobby 
they  were  soon  answered.   There  with  Captain 
Mallard, sitting in one set of couches in the main 
lobby  was  Left-tenant  Colonel  Artemis  Dawkins 
and Seargent Harriet Taggart.  Dawkins was a stoic 
looking  Vulpine,  with  black  fur  that  seemed  to 
match  the brown of  his  leather  flight  jacket.   He 
wore an old style pilot's cap at a slight tilt and had a 
monocle.  Taggart was a white spotted Felanus, and 
as the stories often told, she was Dawkins second in 
command and most trusted friend.  She was often 
mentioned in  any writings  to  have  a  pipe  on her 
person at all times, but on this day she hadn't lit one 
up,  most  likely  due  to  the  rigid  rules  regarding 



smoking on the barracks.  As the students entered, 
all three turned to look over.

"Ah,  and  here  we  have  some  of  House 
Ocelot's finest," Captain Mallard said as she rose to 
her  feet.   "Along with  a  hard  working  pair  from 
House  Falcon,"  she  added  with  a  nod  toward 
Claudia and Bobby.

Dawkins  and  Taggart  stepped  over  to  the 
group  of  students,  offering  them each  a  pleasant 
smile.   He  nodded  when  he  recognized  the  left-
tenant's stripes on Senia's shoulders.  "You must be 
Felix," Dawkins commented as he offered his hand 
to  Senia.   She  gladly,  though  with  some 
nervousness,  accepted  it.   "Captain  Mallard  has 
been telling a few riveting tales about you and some 
of your friends."

"Yes,  thank  you,  sir,"  she  said,  slightly 
embarassed with her speech impediment.  Dawkins 
picked up on it right away, but only smiled and gave 
Senia a small nudge.

"The  best  pilots,"  Dawkins  said  in  a  low 
voice as he leaned closer to Senia.  "Are the ones 
able to overcome any handicap.  No matter how big, 
or how small they may be.  Don't feel you have to 
be  quiet  around  me  and  Taggart,  understood?" 
Senia nodded with a small smile, relieved that she 
didn't  embarass  herself  too  much.   "Now,  Left-
tenant.  Perhaps you could introduce us to the others 
you're  with."   Senia  was  more  than  happy  to 



comply,  introducing  Hardy,  Clarfax  and  Aria  as 
comrades in House Ocelot, and even making quick 
mention of some of their own accomplishments at 
the  academy.   She  then  turned  her  attention  to 
Claudia  and  Bobby,  introducing  them  both  and 
detailing some of the things that they had done in 
House Falcon.

"Mark o' a true leader, that," Taggart replied 
with a nod as she nudged Dawkins lightly.  "Know 
'er own crew an' she also makes it a habit ta get ta 
know those  outside  o'  her  comfort  zone."   Senia 
blushed slightly, but kept her stature straight.  She 
felt some pride at the compliment given to her.

"Indeed," Dawkins replied.  "It was one of 
the  most  important  things  we  had  to  deal  with 
during the war."  He circled around the couches and 
motioned  for  the  others  to  take  a  seat,  an  sign 
Taggart  had  seen too  many times.   She  chuckled 
lightly  as  she  watched  the  cadets  and  pair  of 
students  quickly sit  down.  Even Mallard seemed 
riveted.   "During the  war  on Lupinia,  there  were 
several  times we had to  re-evaluate  our  situation. 
My  crew  soon  found  out  that  a  lot  of  the 
intelligence  information  that  we  did  not  receive 
with the greatest of accuracy.  I remember there was 
a captain who, during the war, felt that everything 
we  had  received  was  absolutely  accurate.   But 
members  of  my  squadron  had  some  very 
contradictory  information.   As  an  example, 



Dorgatha's Ravine," Dawkins said as he looked to 
Robert.   Bobby  knew  immediately  that  Dawkins 
had  recognized  his  last  name,  Quickfoot,  and 
associated it with his father.  "We knew of the four 
fighter craft that were lost not far from the ravine, 
but intelligence said that all hands were lost, all four 
pilots  killed.   Nevertheless,  we  had  been  sent  to 
search for any remains, which we found the hulks of 
the crashed fighters.  This captain had said that was 
evidence enough, but as it  happened,  Taggart  and 
one  of  my  officers,  Simms,  still  flying  with  me 
today, as it would happen.  At anyrate, Taggart and 
Simms had performed quite thorough scans of the 
area and they found tracks leading away from the 
crash site.  There were two Vulpine and one Felanus 
that  walked  along  with  three  Jackai.   But,  there 
were three other pairs  of tracks.  At the time, we 
were told it was merely three more Jackai, possibly 
from the same tribe, but Simms knew it was not so. 
As  Simms  pointed  out,  the  tracks  were  in  fact 
longer  than  Jackai  footfalls.   Which  could  only 
point  to  either  Pantheran or  Lionid.   As it  turned 
out, it was the enclave of Red Tail and his people, 
along  with  three  medical  personnel  all  of  whom 
were Pantheran.  But the fact was, we had observed 
and did not make assumptions.  Had we not, things 
may have turned out very different."

"What happened to the captain, sir?" Hardy 
said quietly.



"I'm not sure, really," Dawkins replied with 
a  small  chuckle.   "I  never  kept  up  with  the 
intelligence  group  after  the  war,  and  it  wasn't 
shortly before I retired from service and joined the 
Revenge."  Dawkins looked up toward the doors to 
the main lobby and caught sight of an older Vulpine 
standing just in front of the doors.  It was Colonel 
Stigian.   Dawkins  smiled  politely  and  nodded. 
"Good afternoon, Colonel Stigian."

"Dawkins,"  Stigian  said  in  his  usual  gruff 
tone.   "I  had  heard  you  and  the  captain  of  the 
Revenge had arrived.  I didn't think you'd be here."

"Once  an  Ocelot,  always  an  Ocelot," 
Dawkins said as he held out an open arm to indicate 
all those who sat at the couches.  Even Claudia and 
Bobby had to feel some pride with that, even though 
they weren't in the same house, it meant that there 
were some of the alumni who remembered where 
they went to school and had a great deal of pride.  "I 
had no idea you'd be here, Fillias.  I hadn't seen you 
since the end of the war.   You've obviously done 
well for yourself.  When last I saw you, you were 
only a captain."  Dawkins smiled as he nodded to 
Stigian.   He was aware that  Fillias  had heard the 
story Dawkins had just relayed, and with this short 
conversation, now the students and cadets knew as 
well  that it  was Stigian who was that  old captain 
during the war.

"Yes,  well,"  Stigian  replied  as  he  shuffled 



from foot to foot.   "Perhaps if you've some spare 
time during your visit we can catch up.  For now, I 
have some business to attend to."  Stigian nodded, 
though Dawkins,  Taggart  and even Mallard could 
tell  there  was  something  troubling  him.   In 
Mallard's  case,  she  sensed  something  more  from 
Stigian,  so  when  the  door  closed  behind  the 
Colonel, she slowly rose to her feet.

"If you all will excuse me," she said as she 
turned to Dawkins and Taggart.  "I have something I 
need to look into."

"Ah not  at  all,  Captain Mallard,"  Dawkins 
said with a  smile.   "I've been looking forward to 
talking in more intimate confines with some of the 
students  and  cadets.   Besides,  I  believe  there's  a 
rough ball match coming up with the old alma mata 
and I'd like a recap of the season."  Dawkins looked 
to Taggart and chuckled.  "Deep space, hardly gives 
us  any  chance  to  find  out  how  the  matches  are 
going."   Captain  Mallard  nodded  politely  and 
smiled, turning to the cadets who had risen to their 
feet in respect to Mallard.  She nodded to each of 
them, then went about her way.

She had to find out what it was Stigian was 
up to.

Colonel Stigian closed the door to the small 
communications  room  quietly.   It  was  extremely 
difficult not to slam the door as hard as he could, 



considering  he  remembered  Artemis  Dawkins 
indignation during the last year of the Great Lupine 
Land War.  Stigian was only a captain then, but he 
was assigned to  tactical  research.   Until  Dawkins 
showed him up.  Stigian always swore he would get 
his revenge on how Dawkins made him look like a 
fool.

He sat  down at  one of the communication 
terminals and took out a small device, placing it on 
one  of  the  panels  as  he  pressed  a  few  buttons. 
Immediately, the device began sending out a signal. 
It wasn't long before there was some responce that 
came across the communications console.

"Stigian," came a gruff sounding voice, very 
deep and seemed to come from someone who had 
seen a great deal of battle.  "Is that you?  This better 
be important."

"It's me," Stigian replied trying his best  to 
calm his nerves.  Dawkins' earlier story combined 
with  the  usual  indignation  of  this  charming 
individual  could  be  enough  to  grip  anyone. 
"Everything is ready.  The transfers of the top five 
pilots will be to none essential areas."

"Excellent,"  the  voice  said  with  a  smile. 
Stigian imagined it wasn't a very welcoming smile. 
"By moving  the  less  capable  pilots  into  strategic 
positions, it  should weaken the forces enough and 
will  put  individuals  like  yourself  it  much  better 
position to 'save the armada', as it were."



"Believe me," Stigian snarled in reply.  "My 
talents  have  been  wasted  as  I've  merely  been 
subjected  to  disciplinary  hearings  and  overseeing 
the security of the administrative offices.  I wanted 
this to move more quickly, however..."

"You said you wanted to make sure no one 
would be physically hurt," the voice reminded him. 
"This is the best way.  And it will ensure that when 
the  time  comes,  the  Royal  Vulpine  Armada  will 
serve in a capacity fitting to it when we take over. 
Understood?"

"Yes,  I  understand,"  Stigian  replied,  albeit 
reluctantly.

"I must go, for now, Stigian," the voice said. 
"I'll  be in touch.  Don't  contact me again."  With 
that, the communication link was severed.  Stigian 
looked around the room carefully, knowing full well 
he  was  alone,  but  still  felt  that  sense  of  being 
watched.   He  took  the  device  and  pocketed  it 
quickly, then made his way to the door, calming his 
nerves as he went.

His nerves were almost completely frazzled 
as he opened the door only to find Captail Mallard 
standing on the other side.  Her hand poised as if 
ready  to  open  the  door.   "Mallard!"  he  nearly 
shouted.   "You startled me.   What  are  you doing 
here?"

"I  was..."  Mallard  began  as  she  studied 
Stigian.  He didn't seem like his usual calm self.  "I 



thought I heard something and came to investigate." 
She peeked into the room, knowing it was one of 
the more private communications rooms often used 
by staff and administration.  "Were you talking to 
someone?"

"I was sending a message to an old friend," 
Stigian said, taking a deep breath before he spoke. 
Right now, he just wanted to get out of that room 
and  get  away  from  Mallard.   "Someone  I  knew 
quite well back in the war.  I was informing him that 
Dawkins was here.  The Left-tenant Colonel's visit 
today reminded me I hadn't spoken to my friend in 
some time."

"I see," Mallard replied with a nod.  "Well, I 
apologize if  I  may have interupted you."  Stigian 
nodded, then pushed his way past the captain and 
left quickly.  Mallard watched Stigian for a moment 
until  he  was  gone  from  view,  then  turned  her 
attention  to  the  console.   Stigian  was  hiding 
something,  that  she  was  certain  of.   But  what 
exactly it was, she'd have to investigate.




