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"Is this justice?"

[t was very early morning when Leo woke up to the sound of leeys l)eing inserted into the
lock of his cell. He rubbed his eyes and got to his feet, just in time to see Captain Cervus
enter. The hgh’cing in the cell was subdued, but having just woken up, Leo still felt it sting
his eyes. His first reaction was confusion, but then he remembered where he was. The
captain looked like an Atlantic hurricane in full force. The guarcl was dismissed 13y a
clipped order and the elk looked back at Leo , who saluted smar’cly.

"What is this all a]oou’c, Lieutenant Leon?" Captain Cervus aslzed, anger in his voice.

Leo saw no point in lying. Instead, he straightenecl his back and looked straigh’c ahead.
"I've been arrested for insu]:)orclination, on Lieutenant Aureus' orders. I am therefor

incarcerated while awaiting my court martial," he answered.

Captain Cervus narrowed his eyes a little and took what looked like four pieces of paper
out from his back poclzet, holding them up under Leo's nose. "Don't give me that official
crap, Lieutenant! [ came to work twenty minutes ago to find THIS piece of garlmge on my
desk. Four ][ucking pages of Lieutenant Aureus' heartfelt lamentations about your gross
insubordination and his request that you be put before a court martial to be dismissed in
dishonor and sent back to the United States. What the FUCK is this about, Lieutenant,
and if you give me some smartarse reply again, 11 probably let the damned court martial
take place!"

Leo nodded. At least now no one could fault him for having tried the proper approach.
"T followed your orcler, Sir. That's all. T followed your order not to salute him."

That seemed to mo]lify the elk quite a bit, and he nodded, slowly. "[ thought so. He
doesn't say exactly what your insubordinate behavior was, but I could make a qualifiecl

guess. Very weﬂ, do you have witnesses who @n corroborate this?"

"No, Sir...but neither has he. Oh wait...wait...the two MP's mig}lt have seen what
happenecl as they approachecl. I don't think they heard any’tlﬁjng , though."

"Give me the whole story, Lieutenant."

Again, Leo nodded. "I came across one of my soldiers in the mess haﬂ, Sir. He was
exhausted, to the point of l)arely ]:>eing able to stay awake. Put it this Way...he doesn't drink

coffee...he detests the stuff...and he was on his fifth cup when I found him. He had to go
on guarol cluty, but he had been up since six thirty and Worlzing non-stop. He's my medic,



Sir, so | ﬁgured it was better if I gave him the nigh’c off. T was going to take his watch
myself..."

"How generous of you," Captain Cervus commen’ced, clryly

Leo chuckled and shook his head. "Not reauy, Sir. You see...my whole platoon was weary
after a 10ng day, and 1 figured it'd be s’cupid to risk the safety of the base ]:)y putting an
exhausted fur on guard (luty I was still fresh so...I though’c it was the pru(lent tlling to do."

Captain Cervus thought about that for a Wl’lile, before noclding. "That makes sense,

Lieutenant. Continue, please."

"Well," the lion started "I didn't have all my gear with me in the mess hall ol)viously, so |
was heading back to the barracks to get it, when I came across Lieutenant Aureus, who
seemed to be going t}lroug]n some paperworlz. I nodded, politely...since salu’cing was out of
the ques’cion...an(l he immedia’cely stopped me and demanded that 1 salute as he had

ins’cructed me to ]aeltore."

Captain Cervus nodded. "You told him, of course, that I had given you expressecl orders

not to do so in a combat zone, Lieutenant?"

'T tried, Sir. He leep’c interrupting me and eventuauy shouted in my face that you would

never give 'such a ridiculous order, I think was his exact choice of words."
"Oh, so | give ridiculous orders now, do 17"

Leo shrugged. "Not in my opinion, Sir," he said, truth{;uﬂy. "Next thing I know, he had

two MP's clap me in irons and take me here."

"Trons? Pawcuffs? Did you resist arrest in any way??" the elk asked, incredulously.

Leo couldn't help 1aughing. "No Sir. [ speciﬁcally said I'd come peace{;uuy. The MP's

were quite surprised at...well, shall we just say Lieutenant Aureus was quite audible about

his demand that I be cuffed."
Sighing, Captain Cervus looked at the cell again and shook his head. "Well, these are

not quarters commensurate with your abilities, Lieutenant Leon. I refuse to endorse the
request for a court martial, and I would like you to ]:)ring third pla’coon to the mess hall in
one hour, precisely. I'l inform the rest of the company that tlley are expected to be there as

well."

Leo nodded and saluted again. "Yes Sir!"



Captain Cervus turned around and left without another word. Leo piclze(l up his jacleet
and slippe(l it on, before ru]:)]ying his face. One hour..that ]oarely gave him enough time to
get washed and to trim his sideburns before getting his troops ’cogether and to the mess.
On the other paw, he didn't want to turn up for whatever was about to happen a stinlzing

mess, just out ofjaﬂ.

Nodding to the guard, he smiled a little. "Thanks for the 1odgings tonigh’c," he chuckled
and left the Luilding.

#H##

Miriam put her })ags down and opened her arms, giving Lizzy a ]:)ig hug. She was all
smiles and £ancy colored beads, much as Lizzy had expec’cecl. In the Laclzground, a small
airplane took off. Tt was near]oy though, and the roar drowned out the doe's words as she
welcomed her friend back home. It was very early morning and the sun hadn't come up
over the horizon yet, and there was a definite chill in the air. Lizzy could see her own
breath turn into mist in front of her nose whenever she exhaled. Fortunately, she was
wearing a warm coat and a scarf to 12eep her neck warm. It'd be winter soon. Real winter,

probably with heavy snowdrifts and lots of hot chocdate and clays spent indoors.

Now Fox and Miriam were back from their honeymoon and the unenviable task of
teHing them everything that had happene(l while Jchey were gone had fallen to Lizzy. Jean
was prol)a]oly alreacly on her way to an important meeting...at least that's what she had told
the doe, and Emma was, for lack of a better worol, inclisposecl. Lizzy wasn't quite sure how
to broach the news to her friends.

"How are you, deer?" Fox asked and grinnecl, hugging Lizzy as well.

"Good grief, won't males EVER get tired of that jolee?" Lizzy chuckled and hugged Fox
back. "Would you have done the same thing if I'd been male, with huge antlers?"

Nodcling , Fox smiled even wider. "Prol)ably. It's too good a quip not to use. How are you,
anyway?"
Lizzy smiled croolze(ﬂy. "Bver the shrink, Fox...always aslzing how people are feeling.

Anyway, I'm doing oleay. ['m getting used to Leo ]oeing away. I'm back to 1iving on my
own...Hmma found a place to live. And a jo]), too."

Still smiling , Miriam piclzed up her Lags and made to get moving. "That's great news.

Sounds like she's recovering too then."



Lizzy sighe(l and rubbed her neck. "Well...she was. But...you see, there's a reason she
isn't here Jcoday too, to welcome you home. Late last night, she got admitted to Our La(ly
of Mercy. She was on the verge of a nervous breakdown and needed help...immediate help,
friends. Jeremy's famﬂy is still after her."

The smiles on both Fox's and Miriam's faces vanished immediately. They walked in
silence almost a hundred yar(ls, before coming up on where the taxi's were waiting to take
furs around Columbus. Finaﬂy, Fox s’copped and put his Lags down again. He looked
distraught, more than anything clse. Like he was trying to tell himself he couldn't have
been there...

Lizzy caught on and reached out, giving her friend's arm a squeeze. ' You couldn't have
done anything. Miranda was there...you know? The cop we've met a few times at parties?
She was there 1)y pure chance, reaﬂy. But Emma is in a bad state and needs help. [ think if
anyone can help her now, Fox, it's you. She trusts you and franlely, I doubt most of the
males at the hospital are going to get anywhere near her."

"How about her jo]:)?" Miriam asked, quie’cly. "Are they wiﬂing to let her stay if this is a
prolonge(l ‘ching?"

Lizzy nodded and smiled a little. "T think that's the least of BEmma's worries, to be
honest."

Fox ran a paw over his hair and seemed to zone out for a moment. Whatever was going

through his hea(l, it was obvious that he needed a few moments to think.
"T1l go there &irec’cly. Miriam, can you take the 1uggage home?"he asked, at last.
Miriam shook her head. "Don't give me that. She's my friend and I'm coming too!"

"No you're not. If she's in this bad a state she needs professional help first and foremost.
Please, love..let me do my jo]o. [ promise I call you and let you know if it's olzay to

"
come.

For a moment, Miriam thought about protesting. She wanted to go see Emma, and
show support and that she cared...but at the same time she could hear the wisdom in Fox's
words. Finaﬂy, she sighed and nodded. "Alright...as long as you promise that," she said. "T'll
get a cab home."

Lizzy looked uncomfortable. "I didn't mean to ruin your homecoming , but...I thought

you..."



"Don't even start!" Fox said and lifted a finger at the doe to shut her up "If we'd come
home and you'(l pre’cended everything was hunlzy—(lory when Emma is in such a state, I'd
have been gravely disappointed with you. You haven't ruined anything. Now, I'l go to the
hospital and see to her. If you'cl be so kind as to help Miriam home with all the 1uggage, 11

caﬂ as soon as I have news. Olzay?"

Lizzy and Miriam nodded and piclze(l up the suitcases. Fox bent down a little and kissed
his wife, gently. Then Jchey spli’c up, Fox 10012'1ng for a taxi to take him to the hospital, the

femmes 1oolze(1 for one to talze ’chem ]oaclz to Miriam's an(l Fox's home.

#H##

The whole platoon was gathered in the mess hall. So were the rest of the furs from Dog
company. No one seemed to have the faintest idea what was going on. The only two furs
who were absent were Lieutenant Aureus and Captain Cervus. Scratching his cheek one
final time to make sure he'd trimmed his sideburns enough, Leo looked at his troops. Most
of them were o]aviously confused. Sergeant Pardinus looked like he would very much like
the explanation he'd been promised. I¥d have to wait until this was all dealt with.

The door opene(l and the entire room Snapped to attention as Captain Cervus entered.
The elk looked at Leo and nodded approvingly, as if to say he was satisfied with the lion's
appearance. Somehow, Leo felt like he'd passecl a presiclential inspection. The captain
turned to look at the rest of the company, and every fur present salutecl, smar‘tly. Even
Corporal Twain, Leo no‘cicecl, gave his best salute.

"At ease, troops," Captain Cervus said in a grave tone of voice. "I believe none of you are

aware of the reason Why you've all been gatherecl here at this hour. Allow me to explain."

Leo stood at ease and tried to relax. It wasn't easy. He knew that somehow, this was all
linked to his arrest and while he was certain Captain Cervus was on his si(le, he wasn't sure

What woulcl happen now.

The elk stuck a paw in one pocleet and rubbed the tip of his nose, thought{-uﬂy, with the
other. "I have been place(l in an awkward situation, gentle{:urs," he sai(l, ponderously. "An
unenviable position, in fact. Dog company has always performecl well. However, one of
your officers has failed to understand a basic principle of proper military behavior on

several occasions, and it now falls upon me to shed hght on the whole mater."

Leo couldn't help notice that Lieutenant Aureus, s’canding next to Captain Cervus, had
a smug look on his face. A nagging doubt gnawe(l at Leo. While he wasn't going to face a
court martial, who knew if Captain Cervus had decided to teach him a lesson in a less



severe way, anyway? He tried to force the ’chough’c from his mind. That wouldn't make any
sense, given the things Captain Cervus had said to him so far.

The elk continued after another momentary pause. "] must repea’c...and stress...that
when you are in a combat zone, certain rules of conduct apply. One of these rules...one of
the most important ones...is that no soldier will ever, under any circumstance whatsoever,
salute a superior officer except indoors and then only in rooms with no windows, or with

close(l winclows."

A general look of confusion appeare(l on many faces. This was basic lznowledge. Why did
the captain feel it was necessary to rehash these things? Leo tried to fight back a little

smile. Lieutenant Aureus looked a lot less smug and a lot more uncomfor’cable, very

suddenly.

"Lieutenant Aureus has, on several occasions, flaunted this general order }Jy demanding
that Lieutenant Leon salute him despite this area most certainly loeing a 'combat zone'. He
has there]:)y en(langere(l not only himself, but Licutenant Leon as weﬂ," Captain Cervus
continued, his voice growing firmer "Such behavior is naturaﬂy completely unacceptal)le in
an officer. However, I would prefer to 12eep this mess within Dog company, without ’caleing
it to a court martial. As the rule 1s, that if an officer screws up, his entire unit takes the fall
with him, T am herel)y imposing miclm'ght inspections on all of you for the next four clays.
Your pla’coon commanders will take inspection and T will expect comple’ce reports on the
results on my desk every morning at o-seven-hundred. I hope this punishment will teach
Lieutenant Aureus the importance of not demancling salutes from his subordinates while

. n
in a contes’ced area.

The growls were noticeable. Not many of the soldiers in the room even tried to hide
their anger. Captain Cervus dismissed the company without further ado, and left the room.
Lieutenant Aureus looked like someone had slapped him across the face.

"Great work, dickhead!" someone growled in the ranks. "Thanks for nothing!"
"Yeah, thanks to you we won't get enough sleep for four stinlzing clays."

"Who the fuck do you think you are? The presiden’c? Deman(ling salutes in combat

zones.. ][uck you!"

Leo stood back to attention and looked straight ahead. The mood was ugly and he had
to put a stop to it before it got out of paw.

"THIRD PLATOON...ATTEEEN...SHUN!"



The furs behind him came to attention immediately. There was still a bit of growling in
the other units. As far as he could hear, none of it was directed at him. Lieutenant Aureus
was trying to beat a retreat, only to realize that the door he had entered through was now
locked. He had to pass between the angry furs in the room. The look of humiliation and

Larely contained fear on his face was unmistakable.

Leo didn't wait to see the jacleal Waﬂzing the gauntle’c. He marched his furs out of the
room and back to the day's work.

#H##

Jean was up and about early that morning. She'd been up and about earlier than she had
wanted to, but it was impossil)le for her to sleep any 1onger. She had too much adrenalin

going around her system. Too much anger.

She had managed to get out of bed without Walzing up Esteban, and after a quiclz
breakfast consisting of a boiled egg and a couple of slices of toast, washed down with her
usual three cups of tea, she'd left a note on the table for the WOH, saying that she had a lot
of things to take care of, and that she wasn't quite sure when she'd be home. No (lou]:)t,
Esteban wouldn't mind. She had told him a bit about her plans the night before.

As she walked down the streets of Columbus, paws in poclzets and head tucked down
between her shoulders to shield her against the early morning chill, she tried to 12eep her
though’cs focused. She needed to talk to someone with contacts. The head of the media
institute at the university was such a fur. She had to seem self confident about this, even
‘chough she 1zept reminding herself that this was a wild goose chase. If it didn't work, she'd
have to come up with some other way of helping Emma, but this reaﬂy was the best and

most obvious way.

So what would she say? What would she do to win a WiHing audience for her cause? She
hones’cly didn't have the answer for it. All she knew was that she had to strike while the
iron was still red hot. While she could still count on the pul)lic remem})ering the case from

‘che newspapers or raclio l)roadcasts.

Would Emma hate her for cloing this? Emma who had always guarclecl herself and been
sO intensely private? May})e, but Jean reminded herself that even if that was the
outcome...she did this to save her friend. Her health...her sanity...even her life was in
clanger if something wasn't done to stop Jeremy's family.

She turned a corner and walked on another few hundred yards. She'd be there soon. She
had an address and she'd been told to be there early. Weﬂ, it didn't get much earlier than



this. Puﬂing her jaclee’c closer around herself, Jean mumbled some’ching about the cold and
how Christmas...rapidly approac}u'ng as it was...was uncloul)te(ﬂy more pleasant in
Australia. She didn't like the cold. While she absolutely hated overly hot summers, reaHy
cold winters were only marginaﬂy less annoying. Spring and fall were just about right,
temperature-wise. Shuolclering a little, cursing her own ina]oility to deal with the cold, she
headed into a Starbucks. Perhaps another cup of something hot, to sip on the way, would
help 12eep her mind focused

A few moments later she was back WaHzing down the street, now with a paper cup of
steaming hot tea in her paws. [t did help a little, she had to admit to herself. The warm
1iquid helpecl her 1zeep her ’choughts on the matter at paw. In another fifteen minutes she
had to convince a stranger to help her help afriend.

Mayl)e it'd work.

She hope(l so, at least.
HH#

Gabrielle yawned. The kind of yawn that'd make a canid curl his or her tongue and a
feline stretch his or her back while ex’cending claws. For an equine, the equivalent was a
little less clramatic...merely a quiclz shake of her head and a flick of her tail. She needed
several more hours of sleep before Leing ready to face the (lay. Unfortuna’cely, she knew
getting more hours of sleep was out of the question. She did have the (lay off, but faﬂing
back asleep after Walzing up usuaﬂy resulted in nothing but nightmares, and Yohni
complained empathetica]ly whenever that happenecl.

"You're a lot Ligger than me. It hurts whenever I get your elbow in my ril)s, Ga]:)})y," or

Something similar.

Gabrielle shook her head again. May]:)e a cold shower would do the trick. A hot one
would just lead to her (lrowning in her sleep. She opene(l the mailbox and picleecl out the
junle mail that filled it. Junlz mail and a couple of bills. The electricity bill, for one thing.
She opened it and nodded. Tt wasn't any ]oigger than she had expectecl. There was an
invitation to the local church raﬂy the foﬂowing weekend. Gabrielle smiled croolzecﬂy...no
doubt that one had ended up in her mailbox L)y mistake. The local church was Methodist
and she was perfectly well aware that they would rather burn down the church ]auilc[ing than
allow her and Yohni to set foot...or hoof..inside. She put that at the bottom of the pile.



There was a letter from ZZ S’cu(lios, too. Gabrielle opene(l it, curious as to the content.
Rea(ling it, she smiled and nodded to herself. Trust Zig Zag to make such things official.
She'd have to sign this and give it to her boss when she went back to work.

"Gabrielle Ryder, designer of attitude wear..." she muttered to herself. It didn't have a
bad ring to it. She ran a paw through her mane and was just about to throw the rest of the
mail into the trash-bin when a srna]l, non(lescript envelope fell out and landed on the floor.

She opene(l it and blinked. Her first thougllt was to throw it away anyway, but
something told her to 12eep reading. Morhid curiosity or indifference...she didn't quite
know. But she did read it.
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Gabrielle swallowed repeatecﬂy. Her eyes wouldn't focus properly and she fell into a chair,
staring at the letter with wide open, disbelieving eyes. Inside her, anger and rage and pain
boiled up and threatened to overwhelm her. She wanted to rip up the letter and throw it
away. She wanted to hit something. She wanted to turn back time and not open the letter
in the first place.

She wanted to cry.

She still wanted to cry almost an hour later when Yohni, now ﬁnally awalze, found her at
the kitchen table, still sitting there, staring at the letter.

#HH#H#

"Hey Emma...its me, Fox..."

Fox felt like 12iclzing himself. So much for five years of university studies. He could've
piclze(l a better opening line. Or could he? The point was that while he was a medical
professional, he was Emma's friend first and foremost. He wanted her to know that.

The sight that met him was a sorry one at best. Emma looked haggarcl and like any ill
chosen word would make her break down and cry. She moved slzittishly, whenever she did
move a few inches. Clearly, she didn't like to meet his gaze, cither. Fox knew she had
realized he was in the room, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she looked like she had to

convince herself it wasn't necessary to hide.

Taleing a chair, Fox sat down on the opposite side of the room.



"You don't have to be afraid of me, Emma. I'm one of your frien(ls, remember?" he sai(l,

smﬂing what he hoped was a (lisarming smile. "Do you want me to leave?"

Emma didn't answer. She looked afraid of spealzing and Fox just nodded. "Just shake
your head or nod...you don't need to say anything if you don't want to."

The mink shook her head, very slowly. She swallowed, too. Fox was here and that was
good. But she was still afraid and she couldn't make the sense of panic go away. The sound
of a window shattering lzept ringing in her hea(l, over and over. Every time she Minlee(l, she
saw words painted on the wall in blood red paint.

W}limpering a little, she tried to hide her face against her knees and her shoulders Legan
to tremble.

Fox was on the verge of tears. It was bad enoug]n to see any other patient in this state,
but Emma was a close friend and he wanted no’ching more than to help her. He got to his
feet and opened the door ajar.

'T need to talk to the doctor who admitted her yesterclay,” he said, quietly. "[t's urgent."

Then he closed the door again and s’ceppe(l closer to Emma, very slowly. Finaﬂy, he
crouched down in front of her and held out a paw to her, palm up. If she wanted to take it,

it Would be her choice to make contact.

Every fur had a ]orealeing point. He knew that better than most furs. Seeing how Emma
had not only reached hers but gone over it caused him more hurt than he had thought
possi]ole. He though’c he had the training necessary to face such a situation and remain
calm...but his tears wouldn't listen to such rational thinlzing. They just wanted out. Slowly,
Fox's cheeks grew clamp, matting his fur to his skin.

"I'm right here, Emma. I'm righ’c here, and I'm your friend, and T won't let anyone hurt
you anymore..." he whisperecl. It wasn't what he knew he should say, professionaﬂy
spealeing. He shouldn't be malzing such promises. Right now, he didn't care. All he wanted
was to show the mink shestill had furs she could rely on, a hundred percent.

#HH#

Jean sat down on the kitchen chair. She was in a large, comfortable home, done in a
clistinctly European classical style. It looked like something out of a book on early 20th
century society homes, in fact. The vixen knew she should be relaxed and comfortable, and



truth be ’cold, her host had done nothing to make her feel unwelcome in any way. She was
still ill at ease though.

The reason was simple.
Her host was a pllysicaﬂy large, male wolverine.

All kinds of bad memories were trying very hard to assert themselves in her Lrain, but
she wouldn't let them. Lance Gulo was long &ead...long gone, she 1zept ’ceﬂing herself. The
wolverine in front of her wasn't even related to that particular family. She tried to smile in

a relaxed way, loolzing at her host who bmught a pot of tea.

"So, Miss LeBrun..." the 1arge male rumbled in a goocl-naturecl way. 'I'm told you need

to talk to someone WhO has contacts in the media World?"

Nodcling, Jean took a deep breath. Both to relax and to explain. "In(lee(l, Mr. Luscus.
['m grate{;ul you'ﬂ meet with me on this issue. [ mean...I'm no]ooc]y of any real importance.

It's nice of you to take a morning out of your calendar for this."

The wolverine 1aug}1ec1 Warmly. "N o]oocly of any real importance? Tell that to Erica
Belge, will you? She made it sound like you were the best thing since the invention of the
printecl word."

Jean blushed furiously and tried to come up with an answer, but failed misera]oly.
Ins‘cea(l, she cleared her throat and smiled shyly.

"Hardly. Mis. Belge is much too kind. I'm just a Ph.D. student, who teaches critical
thinleing and historical method, that's all."

"Well, whatever or whoever you are, Miss LeBrun, you made an impression on Erica.

Now...what can 1 help you with?"

Jean was gra’ceful for the chance to get off the topic of ﬂattery. She felt ill at ease when
someone spolze that highly of her...especiauy since even if she knew she was goo& at her jol),
saying she was 'the best thing since the invention of the printe(l word' was such an
exaggeration that she didn't know how to deal with it.

"One of my friends...someone I met and befriended while I was still a student...was
recen’cly acqui’c’ced in a murder case down in Cincinnati. [t was in most of the newspapers
and it got mentioned a few times on local television broadcasts and on the radio. But even
though the evidence was so overwhelming that the court rejected the case when it was
presen’cecl, the family of the deceased won't accept this, and they've taken it into their own



paws to get even. The latest development sent my friend to the hospital last night, with a
nervous breakdown. Her home has been vandalized...twice. Even though she moved, her
new home was vandalized instead. She's been threatened. And we're taﬂzing about a femme
here who only got out of an abusive relationship because she was forced to shoot her
]aoy{:rienol when he tried to strangle her or beat her to death."

Mr. Luscus though’c about it for a moment. Then he nod(le(l, very slowly. "I think I can
guess what case we're ’caﬂeing about then. Well, it cer’cainly had pul)lic interest for a
while...so what's your idea?"

"My idea is...well, wouldn't there be television companies out there...media
groups...wiﬂing to do a clocumentary on what happens to those involved in such cases after

it's gone to trial? Using that particular case as an example?"

Mr. Luscus scratched his chin. "To be honest with you? No. But | have an alternative
Suggestion...if you will bear with me."

Jean felt her heart sinle, but she clung to the hope that Mr. Luscus would have a good

suggestion instead. "Sure...let me hear it?"

'T have a fine batch of students this year, Miss LeBrun...and they need to start worlzing
on their final projects soon. After Christmas, in fact. I have a group of three students who
would prolaa]aly be perfect for malzing such a documentary. Now...before you protest and
say that a university project doesn't get airtime...[ should tell you that the best three
documentaries will be shown on local television here in Columlaus, and if it's good enough,
others might buy it and show it elsewhere. Its prol)ably the best I can do."

Jean closed her eyes and drew a sigh of relief. "I think that sounds like a great idea. If

those students need any help or information..."

"...Then I'll send them your way. Count on it. Now, would you mind teﬂing me
everything you know about this case, from the start? I don't know much, myseH. I'd like to
make sure I have as much information as I can get, before 1etting the students on to this.
You also realize that your story will na’curaﬂy be biased and that I'll have to tell them to

seck confirmation elsewhere as well."
"Please, M. Luscus...you're ’caﬂeing to someone who teaches Critical Thinlzing..."

The wolverine smiled and poured the tea, nodcling. "Very well then. Let mehear."

#HH#H#



By the time Gabrielle got to the studio, she was at least more or less together. It had
taken her several hours to recover even with Yohni's help. The mongoose had been
absolutely adamant that Gabrielle should not make any decisions without ’caﬂeing to some
furs she trusted about the 1etter, and Gabrielle had, reluctan’cly, agreecl. [t wasn't an easy
thing for her to do, but the olecioling factor was that she honestly felt torn between either
disregarcling the letter altogethelq and rushing off to Colorado to find her parents.

The 1atter Surprised her.

If someone had asked her five minutes before opening that letter if she'd ever want to see
cither of her parents again, she'd have laughe(l in their faces. Now she didn't know what she
felt. In the end, Yohni had suggestecl that they go see Zig Zag about it.

Whatever the skunk had to say, it was at least advice Gabrielle would value.

The bronco was still holding the letter in her paw. She looked at Yohni and sighed.

"Why did she have to write me? Everything was...I don't know...it's turned my world on its
head..."

"Gabrielle, they're your parents. Even if you have every reason to hate them, they still
put you into this world and if for no other reason whatsoever, I at least owe them a laig
thanks for that. You have no reason to go and see them...and Il back you up if you choose
not to, but if you do, I'll be right there with you if you want me to, as well."

Gabrielle nodded and ran her free paw through her mane. "Why is the world so
complicate(l, Yohni? Why has everything gone Leuy up like this? Have I done anything to
deserve parents like the ones I got? Did Emma Grey deserve a Loyfrien(l like Jeremy

Mustela? Did Jean deserve to be born in the wrong bo&y? Is this justice, Yohni? Is this...is
this ][air?"

"Life's a bitch, Gabrielle..."

"And then you marry one..."

Yohni smiled and slippecl her arm under the bronco's. "Nahh, I'll just marry a f]lly, if it's

all the same to you."

It made Gabrielle relax and she turned her head and kissed Yohni's hair. "I love you.
Come what may, and no matter what anyone else has to say about it, Yohni...I do. Just

promise me you won't ever forget that."



"After all the trouble I had even getting you to go on a date with me? No chance I'll ever
et you forget that you love me!"

"I reaﬂy do think my attitude is contagious," Gabrielle chuckled and pus}led open the
door. To her surprise, the front room wasn't empty. [t had been since Sabrina had left.
Admi’cte(ﬂy it had only been a short while, but she was still surprisecl to see Zig Zag there,
taﬂzing to someone behind the desk. The skunk moved sligh’cly aside as she looked over her
shoulder to see who entere(l, therel)y revealing the fur at the desk to be a beaver in her best

age.
"Anna??" Gabrielle aslzecl, l)linlzing. 'Weﬂ, I'l be..."
"You have to admit, Gablay...l'm qualifiec].. Very few furs know as much about Lig Zag's

movies as | (lo," the beaver chuckled. "Good to see you again. It's been ages."

Lig Zag smiled, 10012ing slightly surprise(l at her two actresses. "I ’choug}l’c you two had
the clay off? Not that I don't appreciate the eagerness, but I reauy think you could both use

some rest," she sai(l, turning to face the bronco and the mongoose.

Yohni nodded. "You're absolutely right, Boss, and I assure you, there's nowhere I'd
rather be right now than back home, under my Manlzets, thoroughly entangled in bronco.
But somet]ning has happened."

Lig Zag cllangecl demeanor from playfuﬂy amused to cleacﬂy serious in the blink of an
eye. "W]'ly do I have this feeling that 'something' isn't 'some’ching nice?" she asked.

Gabrielle didn't quite know how to answer that. Insteacl, she held out the letter. "I think
you'cl better read this, Boss. I could use some advice. I'm not sure it's bad...that's just it,

reaﬂy. I don't know if this is goocl or bad..."

Lig Zag took the letter and Legan to read. She looked up almost immecliately, with a
look of uncertain disbelief painted on her features. "From your mother??" she asked,

incredulously.

Gabrielle just nodded. "Please, do read on..."
Zig Zag did.
By the end of it, she let her paws fall 1imply down her sides as she stared at Gabrielle.

"Good God..." she W}xispered. "What on Earth are you going to do, Gablay?"



	"Is this justice?"

