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R
ough Ball 
always has been 
a favourite past 

time of all Vulpinians.  
This has been said 
before, but even at the 
college and university 
level, communication 
organizations have 
set up transmissions 
of matches at every 
level.  For those in the 
Warrenshire who cannot 
make it to matches, 
there is the Foxburrow 
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s 
Network that makes 
sure everyone has 
access to watch or 

listen to the game.  And 
for those who tune in 
to said matches on the 
radio, they are used to 
hearing the voices of 
Carmichael Stat and 
Yvonne Collridge, 
two broadcasters who 
have not only been 
passionate observers 
of the game, but used 
to play in it as well.  
Carmichael used to 
coach at the Premier 
League level, while 
Yvonne at one time 
was a feared striker for 
the Ocata City RBC.  
They know the game 

Chapter Ten
Let The Games Begin
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very well.
 "Perfect weather 
for today's match," 
Yvonne said as she 
began the broadcast.  
"The semi final match 
for the Royal Academy 
here in Chattingham 
as House Fennec tries 
to defend their title 
against House Ocelot.  
Carmichael, we've 
got a good line up for 
today's game, let's look 
at the way these two 
teams stack up against 
each other."
 "Indeed, Yvonne," 
Carmichael replied 
as he read off his 
statistical sheets.  
"House Fennec isn't 
making many changes 
at all, their starting 
lineup will have Clair 
Middleton in goal, 
Harriet Shortclaw as 
jumper and star striker 
Philburt Collinsworth 

is ready for today's 
match.  There are a great 
number of changes to 
House Ocelot's lineup.  
Senia Felix is still in 
goal, Aria Sharpspear 
still at jumper, but 
with the recent 
events surrounding 
Jada Hawkspur's 
disciplinary actions 
she has been banned 
from competition.  As a 
result, Clarfax Billings 
has been brought up to 
the striker line.  Mills 
and Pinkerton have 
been moved from 
second line to first line 
defense."
 "Any predictions 
as a result of those 
changes," Yvonne 
asked as they kept the 
banter going before the 
first whistle to open 
the match would sound 
out.
 "Some solid moves," 
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Carmichael replied.  
"However, House 
Ocelot has only had 
a few days to practise 
with this new line up, 
so there's no telling how 
they'll work together in 
game time situations.  
House Ocelot has 
been known as one of 
those teams that can 
improvise quite well on 
the fly, but they're up 
against a strong House 
Fennec squad that has 
prided themselves on 
a solid unit throughout 
the regular season.  
I'm staying with my 
prediction from last 
week's Rough Ball 
Report, and picking 
House Fennec to win 
a close match in the 
dying seconds today."
 "You've rarely 
been incorrect in 
your predictions, 
Carmichael," Yvonne 

said with a smile in 
her voice.  "If that's 
the case, the fans 
should be treated to 
an excellent match on 
the pitch today.  We're 
seven minutes from 
the opening whistle of 
today's match as the 
players come out onto 
the pitch.  Enough 
time to tell everyone 
listening at home that 
the officials for today 
are Herbert Shorttail 
acting as head referee, 
Maria Cortez and 
Julian Crookshank as 
the lines officials, Unia 
Clearwater and Gwen 
Finnian as the goal 
judges.  As the players 
warm up, Headmistress 
of the Royal Academy, 
Air Marshall Cecilia 
Collinsworth is making 
her way to center field.  
The referees have 
joined her as have 
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the captains of both 
teams.  For House 
Fennec, that's Philburt 
Collinsworth, Clair 
Middleton and Helena 
Longtail.  For House 
Ocelot, that's Senia 
Felix, Aria Sharpspear 
and Hardy Maynard."
 "They're going 
through the official 
coin toss," Carmichael 
spoke up as he read off 
his stats sheet.  "They'll 
be using the official 
coin commemorating 
the 76th Fighter 
Squadron lead by 
Left-tenant Colonel 
Artemis Dawkins who 
was instrumental in 
making sure supplies 
ran to the appropriate 
lines during the Great 
Lupine Land War."
 "Indeed," Yvonne 
said with a nod. 
"We're graced with 
the Colonel and some 

of his squadron in 
attendance today.  The 
Barrow's Revenge, a 
cargo transport ship 
with the Vulpinian 
Trade Commission 
which the famed 
Midnight Squadron is 
a part of, has docked in 
orbit as Dawkins was 
asked to speak at this 
year's graduation."
 "I understand the 
Colonel is a huge fan 
of rough ball, and 
a staunch supporter 
of House Ocelot," 
Carmichael spoke 
up.  "To be honest, 
an understatement as 
rough ball is a passion 
of many on Vulpinia 
Prime."  It wasn't really 
necessary to state 
that on air, however, 
both Carmichael and 
Yvonne had to stretch 
out the time while the 
official coin toss took 
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place.
 "The officials are 
signalling," Yvonne 
said as she described 
the official coin toss for 
the listeners at home.  
"House Ocelot won the 
toss and have elected to 
kick off.  This will give 
them the advantage of 
having the ball during 
the second half and 
allow them to press the 
attack early.  House 
Fennec has announced 
they'll take the west 
side of the field.  Wind 
isn't a factor in today's 
match, as it's a light 
breeze under a sunny 
sky.  Field temperature 
is twenty degrees 
Celcius with a no 
chance of rain."
 "Perfect weather for 
a perfect day of rough 
ball," Carmichael said 
with a firm nod.
 "We'll turn things 

over to the Public 
Address announcer 
now, who will officially 
open up today's 
match."
 As the announcers 
were going through the 
motions of the usual 
pregame broadcast, 
in the stands, Jada 
Hawkspur was 
nervously watching.  
She wished she were 
on the field with her 
mates to help with the 
match.  But she told 
herself, Senia was an 
excellent leader, Aria 
was the best athelet 
they had and Clarfax 
would make a good 
replacement striker.  
But these reminders 
of her classmates and 
teammates' prowess 
did not subside any 
feelings of nervousness.  
This would be the first 
time she had to watch a 



Rocket Fox

156

match from the stands.
 Things would look 
up, however, as Jada 
soon discovered.  As 
she stared down at the 
pitch, watching her 
friends warming up, 
she felt a light thump 
on the seat to her left 
and another on the seat 
to her right.  She turned, 
slightly startled, then 
smiled when she saw 
Claudia Whitefur and 
Robert Quickfoot.
 "Good afternoon, 
Jada," Claudia said 
in her usual cheery 
fashion.  Robert nodded 
with a sheepish smile.  
Jada nodded to them 
both, finding herself 
feeling a little bit 
better.  "We saw you in 
the stands and decided 
to join you."  Both 
Claudia and Robert 
were carrying a few 
souveniers, Claudia 

had a bag of snacks and 
Robert had an ice tea in 
hand.  Claudia carried 
a penant that said in 
bold letters "House 
Falcon supporting 
House Ocelot".  Jada 
couldn't help but smile.  
"How are you doing 
this afternoon?"
 "To be honest," 
Jada replied with a 
sigh.  "Nervous.  I'm 
not looking forward to 
this match.  It's the first 
time I haven't been on 
the pitch."
 "Well, um," Robert 
said in his usual quiet 
tone.  "This is actually 
the first game I've seen 
live.  Most times, I just 
listen on the radio or 
watch it on the screens 
at Falcon boarding 
house."
 "It'll be a different 
experience," Jada 
replied with a nod.  
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"Much louder, 
naturally.  But as long 
as you're with us, you 
should enjoy it."  She 
looked to the pitch once 
more, taking note that 
the players were lining 
up for the singing of 
the school anthem.  
"We best settle in, the 
game's about to start."

F
or many of the 
faculty of the 
academy, they 

had their own private 
boxes to watch the 
matches from.  Often 
they were filled with 
every one who worked 
in some capacity on 
campus.  Today was no 
different, as Captain 
Rita Mallard wandered 
about the main box 
and greeted several 
of the staff.  She took 
note that there was a 
couple faculty missing, 

including Colonel 
Stigian, which suited 
her just fine.  She 
had hoped to speak 
with Air Marshall 
Collinsworth, Colonel 
Tyrell and possibly 
Reverend Rosewood.  
Mallard, for the most 
part, was calm and 
reserved as the opening 
jump ball was played.  
Inside, however, she 
was rather excited 
and slightly nervous.  
Like her students, 
she was hopeful they 
could come away 
with a victory, though 
she practised behind 
reserved and cautious.
 This reserve held 
firm as she watched 
the opening drive, as 
House Ocelot took 
the ball in close to 
House Fennec's end 
zone, finally punching 
in a three pointer as 
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Pinkerton carried the 
ball over the goal line.  
She let out a small 
breath that she'd been 
holding during the 
drive.  At least they 
had the opening score.  
Mallard had become so 
practised at exhibiting 
a calm nature, that even 
startled she managed 
to keep her composure.  
So it wasn't a surprise 
that she merely turned 
at the mention of her 
name, finding Air 
Marshall Collinsworth, 
Colonel Tyrell and 
Reverend Rosewood 
enter the private box.
 "Thought I'd find 
you here," Collinsworth 
said with a grin.  "I 
recall it was six years 
ago you began staying 
in the private box, 
so you wouldn't feel 
compelled to call out 
to the field and offer 

support to the players."
 "I felt a more 
reserved stance was 
needed," Mallard said 
with a nod and a salute 
to each of her superior 
officers.
 "Oh, come now, 
Captain," Tyrell said 
with a smile.  "There's 
no fun in that at all."  The 
small group chuckled 
at Tyrell's comment, 
then turned their 
attention back to the 
pitch as House Fennec 
continued to move the 
ball.  "I managed to 
put a few words out to 
some of my old friends 
from the war," Tyrell 
announced in a quiet 
voice.  "General Natalie 
Gerring for starters.
 " G e r r i n g , " 
Collinsworth said as she 
thought on the name for 
a moment.  "Gerring is 
in command of ground 
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forces, isn't she?  She 
has no connection to 
the Air Force."
 "No, but she is 
stationed on Omega 
One orbital platform," 
Tyrell informed 
them.  "And I know 
the final evaluations 
and placements have 
been scheduled to take 
place there beginning 
the end of next week.  
Plus, Nattie makes sure 
anyone who sets foot on 
Omega One is directed 
to her office before 
going anywhere on the 
station.  Including those 
who'd be involved with 
the pilot evaluations."
 "If I recall correctly," 
Reverend Rosewood 
spoke up.  "It was 
Nattie and her partner, 
Pitts, who managed to 
convince the brass to 
give Dawkins' plan a 
solid going over.  Up 

until she spoke up, 
most were going to 
reject it out of hand."  
Rosewood mentioned 
Pitts, who along with 
General Gerring, 
served in the Great 
Lupine Land War.  
Colonel Reginal Pitts, 
a highly decorated 
member of the 54th 
Infantry Battalion that 
General Gerring was in 
charge of so long ago.
 "As I recall," Mallard 
said in her usual calm 
tone.  "General Gerring 
has a habit of hunting 
down and exposing 
any wrong doings with 
ease.  She's known to 
make a habit of it."
 "Nattie was an 
excellent scout, 
from what I recall," 
Collinsworth stated 
with a firm nod.  The 
small group stopped to 
watch as House Ocelot 
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scored a second three 
pointer to tie the match 
up at six a piece.  "But 
she'll need evidence 
to go along with our 
suspicions, and right 
now all we have is 
suspicions and hearsay.  
We'll need to have 
something concrete for 
the general."
 "As it happens," 
Mallard stated with a 
small smile.  Her way 
of being smug, though 
one could never really 
tell.  "I found Colonel 
Stigian sending an 
encoded message.  I 
couldn't tell where the 
message was being sent 
to, but I did manage 
to have a recording 
downloaded into my 
personal database."
 "Personal database," 
Collinsworth said with 
a scoff.  "Make sure 
you get that out of 

there before Stigian 
tries to investigate and 
pin anything on you."
 "Already done," 
Mallard said as she 
held up a data rod.  "I 
copied it to this data 
rod and removed the 
information from 
my console.  I then 
went and performed 
a security lock down 
on the transmissions 
console, stating it 
needed an overhaul.  
Nothing publicly, but 
it's mentioned in the 
daily duty logs of the 
academy."
 "And those duty 
logs Stigian doesn't 
have access to," 
Collinsworth said with 
a smile.  "Excellent 
work, Captain."  
Mallard nodded her 
thanks.  "Tomorrow, 
I'll contact Omega 
One station and invite 
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General Gerring and 
Colonel Pitts to the 
academy.  Often there 
are pilots who graduate 
from the school who 
must interact with army, 
so it would be a good 
experience to see that 
branch of Vulpinia's 
armed forces here."  
The group stopped to 
watch as House Fenec 
orchestrated a second 
six point touch to lead 
the match.  The match 
was a great seasaw 
battle between two very 
skilled opponents, but 
it seemed very likely 
that House Fennec had 
the tactical advantage.
 In the stands, 
three spectators were 
literally on the edge of 
their seats.  Five times, 
Claudia and Robert had 
to help Jada suppress 
the urge to march 
down to the sidelines, 

knowing full well that 
her presence might 
well be seen as a foul 
and could cause House 
Ocelot the match.
 "We've only scored 
two touches," Jada said 
as she gripped her seat.  
"They have to see that 
they've strengthened 
their left side.  They've 
got to hand the ball off 
to Ridgewell more."
 "I though you said 
she wasn't as good as 
Clarfax," Robert said 
with some nervousness.  
This was even worse 
than if he was watching 
House Falcon against 
House Fennec.
 "I believe they'd 
see that as a tactical 
advantage," Claudia 
suggested.  Both 
Robert and Jada 
looked to Claudia.  She 
was always more the 
scientific mind, and 
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rarely spoke of sporting 
events, even though she 
did appreciate a good 
game of rough ball.  
"Well, they do know 
that Clarfax is a good 
athelete, so it's obvious 
they are stacking 
that side in order to 
slow him down.  And 
it's obvious they're 
making it difficult to 
leave any openings 
to go to the left side."  
Jada and Robert didn't 
say anything, leaving 
Claudia feeling a bit 
nervous.  "What?  It's 
very elementary."
 "Claudia," Jada 
finally said with a 
soft smile.  "You have 
the mind of a battle 
strategist.  Why aren't 
you in the piloting 
course?"
 Claudia blushed a bit 
and smiled sheepishly.  
"I'm four centimeters 

too short," she quietly 
admitted.  Their fears, 
however, had not gone 
unnoticed on the pitch.  
They watched as House 
Fennec's head coach 
called a quick time out 
with two minutes left 
on the clock.  Millicent 
Yarborough called the 
squad in quickly.  She'd 
noticed the one flaw 
that Claudia had taken 
notice of, and she had 
a plan.
 "You've been doin' 
well, team," she opened 
the huddle up with, 
making sure that each 
player understood they 
were doing very well.  
"Now here's where 
we take a different 
strategy.  Sharpspear, 
Mills, try to get the 
ball to Ridgewell.   
Ridgewell, you need 
to be ready.  House 
Fennec is leaning on 
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the left side, covering 
Billings as best they 
can."  The small 
Felanus who wore 
a head scarf nodded 
quickly.  "Felix, you're 
a bit too tight in goal, 
make sure you get out 
just a bit.  It'll give 
you an advantage and 
make any rushers and 
kickers a little wary.  
Pinkerton, stay close 
to number 5, she's got 
a good leg and scored 
both kicks, so we've got 
to force her to change 
her tactics.  We've got 
a couple of minutes 
b'fore halftime, so go 
out there and tie the 
score.  Give it yer all!"  
She thrust her hand 
in the center of the 
huddle and the players 
all responded in kind 
without hesitation.  A 
quick cheer and they 
ran back out onto the 

pitch with a renewed 
spirit.

T
wo minutes 
seemed like 
forever.  But, with 

dogged determination, 
House Ocelot managed 
to tie the score.  There 
was no mistake at all 
in their strategy, and 
House Fennec fell for 
it, having to regroup 
on the fly.  Naturally, it 
was only two minutes, 
and the second half 
was still to be played.  
Fortunately, all players 
for House Ocelot, 
and their supporters, 
came away without 
any injuries and felt as 
though they had a huge 
weight lifted off their 
shoulders.
 With the exception 
of Robert Quickfoot, 
that is.
 Robert was so 
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enthralled with the 
action on the field, he 
found he was drinking 
his soda cider a little 
too fast.  Because of 
this, he had to have 
a long half time visit 
to the washroom.  At 
least he had Jada and 
Claudia there to give 
him a hand, and they 
managed to get him to 
a washroom before any 
accident happened.  
When he came out, 
he was looking a little 
worse for wear.
 "Oh, I feel so sick," 
he moaned as he 
leaned against the door 
frame of the stadium 
washroom.
 "You drank your 
soda too fast, Robert," 
Claudia said with a 
consoling sigh as she 
wrapped an arm around 
his shoulders.
 "I know," he replied 

with some reluctance 
as he nodded.  He 
was moving a little 
slow, but was feeling 
better thanks to the 
ministrations of 
Claudia and Jada.  "I'm 
just glad you two were 
here to help."
 "Are you kidding," 
Jada said with a 
chuckle as she helped 
Claudia guide Robert 
back to the stands.  
"Consider it payment 
for keeping me from 
marching down to the 
pitch and making a 
fool of myself."  She 
gently patted Robert's 
shoulder, who only 
looked up with a small 
smile.  "We should 
probably find a good 
shady spot, keep you 
out of the sun."
 "And get you plenty 
of water," Claudia 
agreed as she gave 
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Robert a firm nod.  
Robert nodded back 
in reply.  At least he 
had friends to help 
him.  It was much 
better than when he 
first arrived to take 
quantum mechanics 
and astrophysics.  He 
didn't know anyone, 
and had such a hard 
time fitting in.  Then he 
met Gilbert Shortclaw, 
and found they had 
similar interests.  Their 
friendship helped get 
them through some 
lonely days.  Then, 
they met Claudia, 
who's cheery nature 
was often infectious.  
Thanks to Claudia, 
that opened the door to 
meeting others, such as 
the friends he'd made 
within House Ocelot.  
Never had he thought 
that air cadets would 
associate with the likes 

of him, but after six 
years, he found it to 
be the best years of his 
life.
 And now he was 
cheering on his friends 
as they played one of 
the biggest games in 
school history on the 
pitch.
 As Claudia and Jada 
helped Robert find a 
shaded seat, the players 
had made their way 
back onto the field.  
They looked as though 
they had a renewed 
purpose.  This was 
their time, after all, and 
they proved they could 
confuse and confound 
their opposition.  They 
just had to make certain 
they could keep that 
confusion up, and hope 
House Fennec would 
falter.  If they could, it 
would be the greatest 
upset in the history 
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of the Academy.  But 
they still had the entire 
second half to play.
Millicent Yarborough 
didn't call them into 
a huddle, but Aria 
Sharpspear and Senia 
Felix did.  The pair were 
natural born leaders.  
Even Senia, with her 
speech impediment, 
always seemed to 
capture the attention 
of the audience and 
inspire.
 "We've got thirty 
minutes left in this 
match," Senia said 
as the huddle settled 
down.  "We can do 
this.  We fought back 
and tied it, now we can 
take it.  We're known 
for our unique ability 
to strategize on the 
fly."
 "The minute Fennec 
starts hitting our right 
side," Aria added as 

she looked from face 
to face.  "We switch.  
But we'll switch it up 
in different ways.  Go 
back to Clarfax, then 
back to you Ridgewell, 
but don't be too 
surprised if we end up 
coming to you, Mills, 
and Pinkerton.  We keep 
up the attack from all 
angles, and keep them 
on the defensive."
 "Thirty minutes," 
Senia reminded them 
with a smile.  "And 
we send House Ocelot 
back to the final for the 
first time since Left-
tenant Colonel Artemis 
Dawkins and Saergent 
Harriet Taggart did 
during their days at 
the Academy."  The 
players all nodded 
in agreement, firm 
in their convictions.  
"Thirty minutes.  Let's 
not waste a single 



Tim Holtorf

167

second."
 Sometimes thirty 
minutes can be a long 
time, but often in 
certain situations, thirty 
minutes isn't very long 
at all.  Aria Sharpspear 
and Clarfax Billings 
took the opening kick 
off and went up the left 
side, hoping to fool the 
defense.  It worked, as 
the pair, together with 
Ridgewell, raced into 
the Fennec end and 
scored a touch.  They 
managed to hold back 
the push of House 
Fennec during the next 
series, and began back 
again, this time scoring 
a kick to put themselves 
solidly in the lead by 
nine points.  The next 
ten minutes was a back 
and forth struggle, as 
neither team could find 
the advantage.
 House Fennec, 

however, had the 
reputation for being 
stoic and undaunting.  
After a ten minute long 
tug of war, Fennec 
gained the advantage.  
Lead by Philburt, 
the forwards raced 
up the middle until 
they entered Ocelot 
territory, but knew they 
would have a difficult 
time getting a kick past 
Senia and Pinkerton.  
That didn't stop them 
from making a push 
for a touch, leaving 
them down by only six 
points.
 The two teams 
struggled for another 
five minutes, neither 
really taking the 
advantage or giving it 
up.  But House Fennec 
found a hole, and 
drove hard toward the 
goal.  House Ocelot's 
defenders weren't 
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expecting it, and they 
found themselves only 
three points up, with 
two minutes left to play.  
The struggle continued, 
and House Ocelot drew 
some breathing room, 
getting a touch to go 
up by six points again.  
A masterful push that 
saw Ridgewell score 
with only a minute 
left.  House Fennec 
wasn't done, though, as 
they pushed back and 
managed a masterful 
play of their own that 
saw them achieve a 
kick in the last thirty 
seconds.  It looked as 
though it would go 
into extra time, as the 
two teams began their 
strategy.  House Ocelot 
began back up the field, 
holding as much hope 
in their eyes as House 
Fennec had courage in 
their hearts.

T
he mood at the 
Flying Fox was 
very somber.  

Abigail Crenshaw had 
set aside one of her 
special dining rooms 
for House Ocelot to 
use, but originally 
it was hoped that it 
would be a victory 
celebration.  Instead, it 
would be the end of the 
season for the rough 
ball team, and the last 
game that many in the 
House would play.  
Still, as promised, 
Abigail made sure that 
everyone had a pint 
of rose petal ale at the 
ready.  Even Claudia, 
Robert and Gilbert had 
joined their friends in 
House Ocelot.  Senia 
asked if they could 
come, after all, House 
Falcon had supported 
the House Ocelot 
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squad.
 As those who had 
gathered mingled and 
spoke in quiet tones, 
Senia looked from each 
individual and offered 
a look of support.  
Before she stood up 
to address the group, 
she looked to Clarfax, 
Hardy, Jada and Aria, 
four of her closest 
friends.  They looked 
to her and nodded, 
an encouragement to 
their comrade and an 
acknowlegement that 
at least this wasn't the 
end of the world.
 Senia rose to her 
feet, holding her pint 
in her hand and cleared 
her throat.  Everyone 
in the room stopped 
talking and looked in 
her direction as she 
began to speak.  "The 
first thing I'd like to 
say," she began in a 

calm and consoling 
voice.  "Thank you 
to Corporal Sparks 
for organizing all of 
this.  You've out done 
yourself, Sparky.  You 
have out done yourself, 
and you've managed 
to accomodate some 
of our friends from 
outside House Ocelot."  
She raised her pint to 
Sparky, who smiled 
and nodded his thanks 
as those near him gave 
him a few well deserved 
pats on the back.
 Senia took a 
deep breath before 
continuing.  "We lost.  
It's a sad reality indeed.  
But, we did give them 
one good show for it.  
And, in the long run, 
we had earlier bested 
House Fennec in the 
final evaluation, so I 
guess you could say 
we're square with them 
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now."  There were a 
few chuckles that went 
through the room.  "Let 
this be a lesson for us to 
carry on as we continue 
to grow.  Not every 
situation is going to be 
one that we'll come out 
on top of.  Remember 
our defeats, celebrate 
our victories, but 
never forget to live."  
She raised her pint to 
them all, her comrades 
responding in kind.  
"We've not long before 
we're all going to go 
off to our assignments.  
Some of you will be 
joining the 82nd, a few 
others the 76th, I know 
several of you are 
hoping for planetary 
patrol.  It's going to be 
a very exciting time for 
all of us.  I only ask that 
you keep one thing in 
mind as we prepare to 
leave this place.  Never 

forget any of the faces 
in this room."  She 
looked about the room 
carefully, nodding to 
each person as she 
spoke.  "Over the past 
six years, I've grown 
to consider House 
Ocelot more than just 
an academy house.  
We're a family.  We've 
supported each other, 
worked together, played 
together.  We've had 
our share of victories, 
and," she paused as 
she nodded slightly, 
their defeat to House 
Fennec still sharp in her 
mind.  "We've had our 
defeats.  But one thing 
is important.  We've 
shared them together."
 All those in the 
room rose to their feet, 
holding their pints 
as they could sense 
what was about to 
happen.  "I had asked 
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Corporal Sparks to 
organize this event for 
another reason," Senia 
continued.  "We lost 
one of our own several 
days ago.  Because a 
superior decided it best 
to use a mocking slur, 
and forced a reaction, 
Jada Hawkspur was 
stripped of her rank.  
While the action is 
being investigated so 
that such comments 
are never used again, 
we still lost Jada as 
a part of our ranks.  
But, she is still with 
us.  She will always 
be with us and will 
always be a part of our 
family."  She looked 
to Jada directly and 
smiled.  "Jada, you've 
been my best friend for 
a long time, I've come 
to know you very well.  
Your integrity and 
your determination 

were things I always 
admired about you, 
but it was your caring 
attitude that shone the 
brightest.  No matter 
what you do after we 
leave this academy, I'll 
always remember you, 
and I feel it's safe to 
say so will many others 
in this room."  Jada 
nodded in reply with 
a small smile.  She 
didn't like the attention 
focused on her, but in 
this case Senia was 
speaking from the 
heart.  Senia turned 
to again look around 
the room to each of 
her comrades.  "Let 
us carry the lessons 
we've learned here at 
the academy with us 
throughout our lives."  
She raised her pint and 
was met with everyone 
in the room raising in a 
toast.
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 As the gathered 
cadets and students put 
their pint glasses down, 
it was Miri Ridgewell, 
the small grey coloured 
Felanus who helped so 
well in the day's match, 
who began to sing.
When the long day is 

done
And the sun does set
Let us all call as one

And never forget
We're all here together 

with our kind
And we hold our heads 

high
With courage in our 

eye
As we sing the praises 

of Ocelot
 As she sang, others 

began to join in with 
her, singing the House 
Song of House Ocelot.
Hand in hand with our 

eye on the horizon
We'll set our sites and 

never back down
There is nothing that 

can make us run
We'll fight to the last
As we clear we clear 

the ramparts
And we prepare for 

our repast
We are House Ocelot
We are House Ocelot
We hold our heads up 

high
We are House Ocelot
We are House Ocelot
And our courage will 

never die


