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This book is dedicated to my very good friend Scanectity Skunk, who appeared one day as I was 
looking for a home. Through him, I was introduced to his valley and all of the wonderful folk 
who live there.  
 
The valley is now where my mind resides when I require relief from what we know as ‘real life’.  
 
At every turn of the writing of this story Scanectity was there to remind me that life is just that; it 
should be taken seriously but not without a good measure of salted humor. 
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Preface 
 

by 
 

Wirewolf 
friend and fellow writer 

 
I wish I knew how to describe the stories you are about to read without using the word 'magical'.  
To ascribe Vixyy Fox's work to so questionable a source as magic is to dismiss the sheer talent 
she possesses as an author.  It would be like attributing the Mona Lisa to UFOs.  Yet there is an 
undeniable magic in her tales.  She is a writer who can conjure up whole worlds with a few 
paragraphs and populate them with characters you would swear were based on members of your 
own family.  Her ability to slip from one genre to another is nothing less than astonishing: from 
folk tales to historical adventures, from tiny vignettes to immense swashbuckling yarns. And 
never once will her readers lack for a sense of believability.  The places she goes and the people 
she introduces are as real as any you could meet outside your own home.  Through the force of 
her considerable imagination she makes them real. 
 
How else can you describe such abilities?  'Magical' is as close as I can come. 
 
The Scanectity Skunk stories are a perfect example of Vixyy's mysterious powers.  As a self-
described 'little snip of a Fox', the owner and proprietor of the Whackadoodle Inn works with and 
plays host to a broad spectrum of interesting folks.  She's as likely to sip coffee with a simple 
farmer as she is to swat an immense bull with a broom.  But she brings much more to the scene 
than hot drinks and housecleaning.  There is wisdom in carefully measured doses, since too 
much at one time tends to weigh things down.  Her sense of humor is bright and sly and 
sometimes downright earthy.  She often shows respect and compassion to help cut the bitterness 
that life too often adds to folk's lives.  And she binds it all together with love, because that is (I 
believe) the force that drives her the most. 
 
Vixyy won't pull scarves from her sleeves or nickels from your ears; but she will draw a chuckle 
from your throat, a smile from your lips and sometimes even a tear from your eye.   
 
So read on.   
 
She'll have you believing in magic when you're done.  
 



Introduction 
 

 
To begin this book with ‘Once Upon A Time’ would be wrong. Scanectity’s world is quite real. 
Other writers will understand when I say; I lived this… and I continue to live it. Now, however, is 
not the time to go into the philosophy of reality; what it is or what it might be; I am simply here to 
tell you that the pretend world you knew so well as a child does still exist. It is very much alive in 
your heart. 
 
Scanectity Skunk came to be all on his own. He chose his own name, or more correctly, told me what 
it was. He is an obstinate old farmer with a sense of humor unlike any I have ever seen.  
 
His wife Bella is as sweet as he is cranky, though she’s as sharp as her husband when it comes to 
dealing with life. I would have been friends with them in this world, their world, or any world in 
between. 
 
The valley they live in is a very special place. I go there frequently. Should you see me in the ‘real’ 
world and if I have a far away expression to my stare, then that’s where I am. You’re welcome to 
come along if you wish… all you need is a good imagination. 
 
I would like to offer special thanks to more than a few people: (note… this is not in any particular 
order. I wrote’em as I thunk’em. 
 
To Kast Wolf and Foshu Fox… you are a very very special pair. I am ever grateful you allowed your 
characterizations to be used by my pen. 
 
To Metassus Wolf… *smiles at the thought of his ‘Dancing Monkey’. Thank you for the use of 
Brontes Brontesson. I so love this old Tarbh Bull who is one of Metassus’ literary characters. Thank 
you also for the use of yourself, of whom Miss Vixyy became quite enamored and still is for that 
matter. 
 
To Poetigress… for the use of your character, and for steadfastly posting the Thursday Prompt from 
which this book came to be. 
 
To Jiro… for the use of your character and for always quietly being there reading what I’d written 
and then asking for more.  
 
To Tippy DeVille… for the use of your character; another of my favorites from another of my 
favorite worlds: Passgate. 
 
And lastly… 
 
To all the inhabitants of the valley who took me in as one of their own and treated me no differently 
than they would have treated each other. 



The Reality of Reality 
 

(07/02/08 – written at work on a small pad of paper by Vixyy Fox) 
 
 
 

 
In a tropical land, 
I dream of snow. 
 
Within the noise of humanity, 
I dream of a quiet place. 
 
Amidst those walking in comatose, 
I sit writing poetry and 
For no obvious reason; 
Smile. 
 
If asked of this apparent lunacy, 
I would explain: 
 
My mind is not here, 
It goes to a pretend place. 
 
My heart is not here,  
It resides in a body that is not human. 
 
My soul is not here, 
I have placed it within the poem 
About the pretend place 
Where lives the creature not human 
Which gives me life 
That I can be who I am 
In a place where I am not. 
 
And I think I will have a coffee now. 
 
 



Rotten 
 

 
“Nope… this’un’s not ripe yet.”  
 
Scanectity Skunk tossed the greenish plum back on the pile and then went on to the next display, 
his son in tow. He already had enough plums so it was a moot point in any case. Eggplants were 
next on the list and he let his fingers quickly walk through them.  
 
“Nope… nope… nope… OK now, this’un has a good feel to it,” he remarked as he handed a 
large one to his son. “Put it in the basket Junior.” Fishing into his change purse, he paid the 
Raccoon selling the eggplants. 
 
Junior doing as he was asked, placed the eggplant in the basket with the odd assortment of 
squashes, gourds, strawberries, and such as was already there. It was now heavy enough to be a 
struggle but he didn’t complain. His father had handpicked each and every one of the items to get 
exactly the right selection for his famous fruit and vegetable salad. This was something he’d 
invented all on his own. Much to his wife’s chagrin, it was also now a yearly tradition for him to 
make since everyone always asked him to do so for the village ‘Summer’s End Dance’. That 
dance was to be held this very evening and already the excitement was building. 
 
“Pops?” 
 
“Huh… what… one moment there Junior.”  The elder Skunk was holding a large watermelon to 
one ear and thumping it on the opposite side with his free paw. Listening to the tone of the 
reverberations was critical to the selection process. “This’un’s not quite there yet,” he 
announced. “N’other couple of days afore she’s ripe enough.” 
 
“How do you know when a female is ripe?” Junior asked him loudly. 
 
His father almost dropped the melon. Gently placing it back upon the pile, he carefully looked at 
the other melons, patting each as he did so. Without turning around, he said softly, “She stinks.” 
 
“But I thought that if a piece of fruit stunk, it was past ripe?” his son countered. 
 
His father left the melons and moved over to a pile of tomatoes, looking them over with a 
practiced eye. “Are we talking females here Junior… or fruits?” he asked quietly. He checked 
out of the corners of his eyes to make sure the area was clear of any other critters. 
 
“Girls.” 
 
“Keep yor voice down,” he hissed.  
 



Picking up a specific tomato, he looked at it. It was perfectly shaped, but one section was badly 
bruised. His eyes narrowed as he tried to decide the best route to take with this conversation. No 
one was close enough to hear them so it might just be the right time to give his son some good 
advice.  “Look here,” he said quietly, as he held the bruised tomato out for inspection, “And tell 
me what you see.” 
 
Junior did as he was told and then responded, “It’s black and blue under the skin.” 
 
“Right enough, but you will see that it still looks a lot like any other tomato, right? Anyone else 
might give it a quick glance and miss what you just picked up on. Go ahead and give it a sniff.” 
 
Junior did so and his face wrinkled in concentration. “I can smell a funny odor… kinda like 
Mom’s spray bottle of ‘stink pretty’, only stinkier.” 
 
His father winked at him. “Good nose and a good analogy. You are truly your father’s son. 
Ever’thing has an odor. You learn what the odor means and you know when the timing is 
correct.” 
 
“I thought you were my father?” 
 
The elder Skunk tipped his straw hat back on his head… a marked sign of exasperation. “And 
your Mother’s brains too I see. Dang but you’re a mixture all right.” Taking the tomato back, he 
replaced it on the pile and mumbled something about the missus being careless in dropping their 
son on his head when he was a baby. He then said loud enough to be heard, “Course you’re my 
son; that was just an expression.” 
 
Picking ten good tomatoes, he turned back to his son and placed them in the basket. “You can 
still lift that, right?” 
 
Junior nodded, anxious to please his father. 
 
“Good… We’ll go back for the watermelons since they’re heavy, and we’ll need at least two. I’ll 
carry those.” 
 
“So how do you know when a girl’s come of age then?” Junior persisted.  
 
Scanectity placed both paws on his hips. “And why is this so gol durned important right here and 
now? We’ve fruits and veggies to pick out and you’re slowing me down with all the jabbering.” 
 
“I… ummmm…. There’s the dance… and… ummmmm… Victoria’s mom has a booth here…. 
and… well….” He took a deep breath and then blurted a little too loudly, “She ignores me all the 
time Pops. I figure that if I could tell when she’s come of an age to where she might appreciate 
me more then I could ask her to the dance and maybe she’ll agree…” he stopped, suddenly 
realizing they were in an open market place. He looked around, and then lowered his voice to a 
coarse whisper, “To ahhhh… dance with me?” 
 



Scanectity looked at his son and his jaw dropped. Had the boy really grown up already? “Are we 
talking dance as in the Harvest Festival; or are we talking dance?” he whispered back. 
 
His son looked very sheepish but he didn’t shy away. “Both,” he whispered back. 
 
The elder Skunk thought back to his own initiation into manhood and then snuck a peek across 
the large market place at his wife. She was standing near the entrance watching his every move 
with a suspicious look. Mentally he cursed himself. Let a Skunk make just one mistake and a 
wife would never ever trust him again; especially considering how she’d snagged him in the first 
place. He looked back to his son’s innocent face. He just couldn’t let him make the same 
mistake.  
 
Leaning down he whispered to his son and told him exactly how to tell if a female had come of 
age. Standing back up he winked at the boy and said, “Now you go on over to Victoria’s mom’s 
booth and do exactly what I just told you to do. Live through the experience and maybe she’ll 
agree to that dance.”  
 
Taking the basket from his son he watched the youngster happily scamper away and then 
muttered under his breath, “In five or six years when she’s good and desperate.” 
 
Scanectity turned to the pile of peaches he’d stopped in front of; afraid to watch. 
 
True to form, Junior did exactly what his father had instructed him to do… snuck up behind 
Victoria, raised up her tail and took a really deep sniff of her. There was an instant retching 
sound, a loud shriek, and then an equally loud slap; where upon Junior ran crying to his mother. 
 
“SCANECTITY SKUNK…” Bella yelled at him to the laughter of everyone present, “WHAT 
DID YOU JUST TELL YOUR SON?!”  
 
“I TOLD HIM HOW TO STAY SINGLE!” he yelled in reply. Turning back to the peaches, he 
smiled as he picked one up and sniffed at it. Making a sour face, he let it drop to the ground.  
 
“Whew-eee… that there one is definitely past its prime.” 
 
 
 
 
 



 The Treasure 
 
 
Scanectity looked at the teens in his parlor and thought how different this generation was from 
his. It was now quite dark outside and Junior was having a small harvest party with several of his 
friends; something he’d been doing every year since he was just a kit. The father in Scanectity 
knew the parties had been more for the mother than for the son; but that part made no never mind 
to him. His thoughts were presently on other things. 
 
This year everything Bella tried to do for the children met with her son’s critical disapproval. 
Things done at parties for years past were suddenly only for kits. Time changes things and these 
youngsters were now obviously too old for childish games and such.  
 
The old farmer, however, wasn’t about to let them off that easily. Placing his paws behind his 
back, he quietly took a place in front of the hearth where he was well backlit by the fire. The few 
oil lamps they had around the room only added to the background he required, especially since 
he’d discretely blown a few of them out and turned the others down low. 
 
“We’re bored,” he heard one of the girls whisper to his son. Her threat was obvious; ‘do 
something about our boredom or we’ll go home’. 
 
Turning quickly, Scanectity raised his paws above his head and yelled as loud as he could. He 
was gratified that the ‘bored’ girl jumped a good distance. Then again, he was also gratified that 
she hadn’t let go with a cloud of her Skunkish ‘perfume’. 
 
“See that! That’s what I’m a tell’n ya here!” he said loudly as he saw his son about to protest. 
“You’re nothing but a bunch of snot nosed chicken livered children! You’ve no sense of 
adventure and you’re all scared of your own shadows.” 
 
He took the time to look at each one of them, daring them to say something, but none rose to the 
bait. 
 
“There’s treasure right here on this farm and I bet none of you even knew that did ya?” he hissed. 
 
All of their heads shook in the negative. He now had their full attention. 
 
Shaking his head in mimic, he placed his paws behind his back again and began pacing back and 
forth in front of the fire place. “Junior… your Great Uncle Ernie had an entire chest of gold and 
jewels.” He whirled quickly and pointed a finger at his son. “And I bet you didn’t know that 
either; did ya?” 
 
“No sir,” his son managed. “But…”  
 



Scanectity cut him off. “That’s cuz I never told ya… it’s a family secret. You think I want every 
fool creature in the valley digging up my land? I didn’t tell you before now strictly for the good 
of the family.” He turned his back to them and placed his paws on the mantle above the fire. 
“And I’m not so sure I should say anything now… because even if you knew where to dig; the 
treasure’s cursed. It’s cursed so bad I’ve had nightmares about it for years.” 
 
His ears picked up their whispers behind his back and he smiled. Spinning quickly with a flare to 
the dramatic, he yelled, “I was the last Skunk to actually talk to the old critter before he died!” 
 
He paused and looked at them again one by one. The expression he wore made the girls move 
just a little closer to the boys. Junior, he noticed, didn’t seem to mind this at all, especially since 
Victoria had found it in her heart to forgive his indiscretion at pulling her skirt up in the market 
place two weeks previously. 
 
Lowering his voice so they had to strain to hear him, he said, “Uncle Ernie told me there was a 
map.” He nodded at them and then continued, imitating the old Skunks voice. “ ‘I buried that 
treasure deep deep deep,’ he tells me on his very death bed. ‘And I drew up a map and hid that 
too. That treasure belongs to me and I intend staying to protect it with my very soul.’” 
 
“Are you telling us his ghost is still here?” one of the other boys sneered.  
 
Scanectity fixed him with a glaring look and the offensive youth quickly added, “Mr. Scanectity, 
sir, no disrespect and all of that, but I don’t believe in ghosts.” 
 
“Ya don’t believe in ghosts?” the old farmer asked loudly in a mocking manner. He began to 
pace again. 
 
“No sir,” the boy replied bravely. 
 
The elder Skunk stopped and fixed this youth with a wild eyed stare. “Then what say you sleep 
out in the tool shed tonight?” he asked in his most sinister voice. “You and these other fine brave 
lads… you do that and then you tell me in the morning there ain’t no ghosts.” 
 
“There was a map pops?” Junior asked, trying to run a little interference for his friend. 
 
“Yessss…” his father replied, turning back to his son and drawing the word out. “That’s what the 
old boy told me. I don’t suppose he’d lie to me on his death bed; that would’a been damning now 
wouldn’t it?”  
 
He sighed and turned back to the fireplace. In a fit of perceived frustration he slammed both 
paws on the mantle top dislodging a brick from underneath on the far corner. It clattered to the 
wooden floor and all the brave teens jumped.  
 
Scanectity ignored the brick and declared loudly, “Try as I might, over and over and over and 
over, I could never find that map! You’d think the old boy would have shared this wealth with 



his family… but nooooo… he was just too darned stingy. Now he haunts this place as a 
punishment and he guards that treasure just like he said he would.” 
 
The farmer turned again and looked at them one by one; giving them as serious a look as he 
could muster. “Since you boys are so brave, I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he told them, “I’ll make 
allowances for the girls and they can sleep in the parlor here on the floor tonight rather than go 
home. Your mother will keep them company right enough, Junior, so there won’t be any funny 
business. But you boys… you boys who don’t believe in ghosts…” and he lowered his voice to 
his most daring and sarcastic hiss, “I dare you to sleep in the tool shed tonight.” 
 
With that, he stalked out of the room and into the kitchen where his wife was washing the dishes. 
Bella Skunk was more than just a little disappointed that the children didn’t want to bob for 
apples, or make popcorn balls. They’d even, only politely, eaten a few of the cookies baked 
special for the occasion.  
 
She looked up as her husband entered and was about to say something when he put a finger to 
his lips indicating she should remain quiet. Taking one of the kitchen chairs he sat it backwards 
in the doorway and flopped down on it. Cupping one ear, he listened to the hushed conversation 
of the children in the other room as they explored the hole left by the fallen brick. 
 
“It’s a map…” 
 
“Look… the oak tree….” 
 
“Here here… what’s this smudge…” 
 
“That’s an ‘X’…” 
 
Getting up, he moved the chair back to the table and told his wife in a whisper, “I just told Junior 
he could turn his party into a sleep over.” 
 
His wife began to protest but he held up a finger as Junior and the other boys came out to the 
kitchen. 
 
“We decided to take you up on your challenge Pops,” his son told him. The other boys all 
nodded. “We’re going to sleep out in the tool shed and the girls will sleep here in the parlor like 
you said.” 
 
The old farmer fixed them with a serious look. “You’re sure you want to do this then? I don’t 
expect you to come’a running back to the house in the middle of the night yelling like a bunch of 
fool babies.” 
 
“We’re not afraid of ghosts!” Junior told him in his strongest voice. The other boys all nodded 
again in agreement. 
 



“OK then… there’s some old blankets out in the barn you can use and we’ll see you boys in the 
morning for breakfast. Are you lads old enough to drink coffee with your eggs?” 
 
They all smiled and nodded again. 
 
“Go then, and we’ll see what we see.” 
 
When they’d gone, his wife asked softly, “What was that all about?” 
 
“I told them the tool shed was haunted and dared them to sleep there tonight,” he replied, and 
then winked. “Just adding some spice to their lives since they think they’re so all fired adult 
now.” 
 
Bella smiled and nodded, turning back to her dishes. “And what about the well?” she asked him 
without turning around. “It’s all I can do to get a decent pale of water out of the old one 
anymore. Mostly I just get mud. The Water Witch gave you the new location today didn’t he?” 
 
“Yup; he sure did. Cost me a good coin too. I don’t for the life of me know how he does it, but 
he does it good.” 
 
“Clean fresh water is a true treasure to have,” Bella told him as she turned around, her paws busy 
with a towel, drying a dish. “So when will you have the new well dug?” 
 
The old skunk smiled at her. “Should be done by tomorrow morning I’m thinking.” Then, before 
she could ask exactly what he meant by this, he rose from where he sat and excused himself to 
the outhouse. 
 



Red Goes With Red 
 
 
“Species can be compared with colors, children. They are all different and each has its own 
attributes of class distinction. We might consider Cat’s as red because of our superior 
intelligence. Red, you will note, only goes with red… yellow with yellow… blue with blue… 
and so on and so forth.”  
 
The teacher explained this from the front of the classroom. She had her pointing stick touching 
each color on the pull down chart as she explained the ‘Cat’s Theory of Species Development’. 
 
“It’s the so on’s and so forth’s that’ll get you in the end,” whispered Lucy to herself as she 
doodled a picture of a funny looking bull with a large axe on her tablet. 
 
The teacher frowned at the whisperer. “Perhaps you would like to stand and explain to the class 
what we are trying to explain, Miss Frothenshire.” 
 
Lucy closed her tablet, stood, and then crossed her arms. She gave the frown right back to the old 
Cat standing at the front of the room. “We are not trying to explain anything,” she responded.  
 
There was an underlying ‘oooo’ in the class, as she continued.  
 
“You are trying to explain in a very simple and mindless way why certain species are to be kept 
quarantined as if they were plague infested Rats. Rats are a perfect example actually; always the 
servant and never the master. What color would they be Mrs. Felix?” 
 
The teacher was about to say something very acidic but controlled her sudden anger. “Very well, 
Miss Frothenshire, if this is the way you feel, you may excuse yourself to the Principal’s office 
and explain to her your feelings on species development. I’m sure she will have much to say 
about it, as will your parents over dinner tonight… that is if you are given any dinner at all.” 
 
Lucy picked up her books without further comment and quietly left the room. She did not stomp 
out or give any attitude in her posture; that would have been feeding into Mrs. Felix’s ‘you see 
there’ position which would be presented to the class upon her departure. She knew many of the 
other children felt exactly the same; they were just scaredy cats when it came to voicing their 
opinions to authority. 
 
Lucy, like all of her class mates, was a feline. The private school she was attending, paid for at 
great expense by her snobby parents, was all feline. She was sick of it. Even within the ranks of 
her classmates, she’d been ostracized for being ‘just’ a regular tabby. Behind her back she would 
hear them whisper, ‘Barn Cat’ which they had rudely nicknamed her. In this she was as much 
quarantined as any of her few non-Cat friends.  
 



‘Well what do they know anyhow,’ she mussed to herself. ‘Scratch around in the litter box and 
what you find all stinks the same.’ 
 
She stopped and gazed out of the hall window at the changing scenery. Harvest was now full 
blown and she was dying to be outside with her friends helping to pick and store and can. Oh to 
just get her paws dirty in the cold moist soil. 
 
A small black figure of a Skunk waved to her from the nearby bushes. Lucy had never seen him 
before. Shifting her books to her left arm, she waved back with her right. She’d never met a 
Skunk before either, being that her parents never associated with anyone but Cats and a few of 
the other ‘privileged’ species. 
 
He smiled…. 
 
She smiled back… 
 
And then, after seeming to think about it, he waved her outside.  
 
Curiosity… oh cursed curiosity… suddenly Lucy had to find out everything about him. She was 
already in trouble in any case, so what was just a little bit more trouble to worry about?  
 
Indicating with hand signs that he should go around to the side of the building, she hurried to 
meet him. 
 

------------ 
 
“Hey…” the young Cat said as he approached.  
 
“Hey back…” he replied shuffling his bare feet in the leaves. Hiking up his coveralls, he self 
consciously adjusted his big black and white striped tail, before extending a paw. “My name’s 
Junior… well… at least that’s what my Ma calls me. Pops just calls me ‘Dumb Ass’.” 
 
“I’m Lucy,” she told him, grasping his soft paw in her own, “Pleased to meet you Junior Dumb 
Ass. Aren’t you supposed to be in school?” 
 
“Nawwww… school’s out so we can bring in the squash and gourds and stuff. They need to be 
stored away in the root cellar before the frosts come.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Because if they freeze they’re no good any more. I thought you had to be smart to go to this 
school.” 
 
“No,” she told him, “Just paid up.” She narrowed her eyes. “If you have work to do then why are 
you here instead of there?” 
 



“You sound like my Ma,” he replied, looking around to make sure no one was watching. “I’m 
taking a break.” 
 
She smiled a knowing Cat smile. “Me too… I think maybe for the rest of the day. You know any 
good hiding places?” 
 
Junior laughed… “I thought I’d found one here when I saw you. Pops would never look for me 
over here.” 
 
“And you just had to wave, right?” 
 
“Well… yeah… sorta…” 
 
“Your father doesn’t know you escaped yet does he?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“He’ll likely beat you with a stick.” 
 
Junior smiled. “Not if I can hide behind Ma.” 
 
Lucy turned, found a handy garbage can and dumped her books into it. “My ‘Pop’ doesn’t know 
I escaped yet either. You know we’re probably both going to be severely punished.” 
 
Junior chuckled. “Probably so.” 
 
“Want to make the most of it?” she asked him. 
 
He gave her a suspicious look. “What’d you have in mind?” 
 
Lucy stretched and then reached out and snatched up his paw. “I’ll come help you do your chores 
so you don’t get into trouble and then we’ll goof off together for the rest of the day; that way 
only one of us gets into trouble.” 
 
Junior’s face took on a look of unbelief. “You’d do that? I mean… really?” 
 
She squeezed his paw. “Really; just get me out of here.” 
 
“Wow…” he said in a hushed tone. “Pops is going to be so surprised.” 
 
“Why?” she asked, suddenly suspicious in her own right. 
 
“Cuz he says I never finish anything. If I get all the gourds picked and stored, he’ll lose his bet 
with Ma. I heard’em talking in the kitchen this morning.” 
 
“Really… And what would the outcome of that be?” 



 
“One of Ma’s apple pies for desert! Pops was going to have her sell it to some family for an extra 
coin.” 
 
Lucy smiled again. “Homemade and not store bought?” 
 
“Of course homemade… you do live around here don’t you?” 
 
“In a manner of speaking; yes. What happens if your mother loses the bet?” 
 
 “She has to sell the pie, finish the picking, and then bring Pop’s his desert in bed… but he said 
he wanted a Skunk pie. I’m not exactly sure what that’s made out of. Maybe blueberries or 
rhubarb or something.”  
 
Lucy cleared her throat. “Ahhhh… I don’t think that’s actually a desert you’d put on a plate.” 
 
Junior gave her a funny look and then his eyes got large as understanding slowly came to his 
thought process. Placing his left index finger to his left thumb, he inserted his right index finger 
in the resulting circle and then smiled as he closed his other fingers around the one. He looked as 
if about to ask her something, but obviously changed his mind. 
 
“What?” she asked him, her Cat’s curiosity getting the better of her again. 
 
“I was just wondering if you were ripe,” he said sheepishly. 
 
“Excuse me?” 
 
The Skunk blushed under his black fur. “Never mind; I shouldn’t have said anything… but you 
asked. The last time I checked for a girl’s ripeness I got slapped pretty hard. Don’t matter none 
anyhow though cuz it don’t have anything to do with picking gourds.” 
 
Lucy nodded, thinking she understood but not quite sure. “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
“Sorta… Her name’s Victoria.” 
 
“She’s the one who slapped you, am I correct?” 
 
He nodded his head. “Cat’s sure are smart,” he added in wonderment. 
 
“I suppose we are,” she replied with a feline’s smile. “We also know how to slap a boy who gets 
too fresh. Now… let’s go pick gourds and then we’ll see what happens.” 
 
Junior laughed and pulled her along by the paw. He’d never been this excited about working 
before. But then again he’d never had a friend to work with either; especially one so pretty.  
 



And then there was the thought of his mother’s apple pie… ohhhhhh… he couldn’t wait to see 
the look on his father’s face. That and he couldn’t wait to introduce Lucy to Victoria; he was just 
sure they would get along right fine like. 
 



Victoria’s Secret 
 
 
Victoria looked into the mirror and smiled at her mother who was frantically trying to comb 
knots out of her daughter’s plush fur. The teen then made a kissy face at herself as she prattled 
on about her boyfriend; aware only of her own need to look good. “I mean… it’s not like Junior 
is such a great catch and all but he has a good heart.” 
 
“The boy’s as dumb as a carrot that hasn’t been dug up yet,” her mother muttered in response. 
She was trying but not succeeding to painlessly pull out a bur solidly stuck in her daughter’s 
tangles. 
 
Victoria grimaced but put up with the treatment; looks were very important when it came to 
catching a mate. “That’s not very fair Mother, and besides; what’s a carrot not being dug up yet 
have to do with brains?” 
 
“You’re right,” her mother agreed as she worked, “It’s not fair to the carrot since it doesn’t have 
any brains in the first place. At least it has an excuse. I never could figure that boy; Junior is as 
dull as his father is sharp.” She stopped combing out fur and looked at her daughter in the mirror, 
making sure she had her attention, “And that’s something in a male you can’t change no matter 
how you try. Now then, are you going to tell me why the sudden glamour panic?” 
 
“Well,” Victoria said, looking at the reflection in the mirror, “Junior said he had something 
important to ask me when I passed him on the road this evening. He was in a hurry so we didn’t 
have time to properly talk.” 
 
“Where was he going?” her mother asked, beginning again to use her large brush. 
 
“He said he had to run a note over to the Frothenshire’s place for his Ma.” 
 
“They’re Cats,” the older Skunk hissed, being suddenly rough with her daughter’s fur. 
 
“Mama… please…” Victoria protested. 
 
“I’m sorry dear; it’s just that Cat’s upset me. They darn near own half the valley. What would 
Bella want to send a note to the Frothenshire’s for?” 
 
Victoria looked at herself in the mirror and blinked her eyes rapidly, making a flirtish face. “I 
don’t know. I do know she’s sold them pies before. Maybe she was replying to an order they 
placed.” 
 
Victoria’s mother paused in her brushing to chew out another burr. “I wouldn’t sell nuth’n to a 
Cat,” she growled and then spit the burr out onto the floor. “They think they’re so all fired 



smarter than anyone else. They even send their youngsters to that special Cat school. It frosts my 
tail… I’d as soon spray the bunch of them as give them the time of day.” 
 
“Uh huh…” Victoria replied, not paying any attention. The Cats and the Skunks of the area 
seldom got on well. It was a social issue pretty much but Victoria wasn’t all that interested. 
Skunks, for the most part, were freehold land owners; honest farmers and proud of it. Cats 
leached off the land by owning it and then share cropping to the poorer species. Critters like 
Marvin Field Mouse were friendlier with them more so than most because he owned a small 
store and catered to them for their business. ‘Coin is coin,’ he would tell anyone who would 
listen. ‘It knows no master ‘cept whose pocket in which it resides; and the one with the fullest 
pockets wins.’ 
 
Her mother worked slowly down her daughter’s tail with the big brush. “And just what all fired 
important thing do you think old Numb Nuts is going to ask you?” she asked with a flick of her 
wrist. “I wish to heck you’d stay out of the bushes,” she grumbled with the flick. “I do hope 
you’re behaving yourself.” 
 
“Yes Mama, I am… well… kinda maybe a little,” she giggled. “I gotta at least have some fun 
before I can’t any longer. Junior isn’t a very good kisser, after all.” She held a ribbon up to one 
ear and made another flirty face in the mirror. “There’s the big dance at the grange hall tomorrow 
night. Most likely I think Junior will ask me to go with him. We’ve been seeing each other for a 
month now and I hinted about it plainly.” 
 
“Sure… and like he’ll even know how to dance.” 
 
Victoria giggled. “I think he’s been trying to learn the Fox Trot.” 
 
Her mother whapped her solidly on the head with the brush. “Not funny even for you.” 
 
“Owwww….” The teen complained, cringing. “All right then… it was a bad joke… I’m sorry. 
Actually I think he’s maybe going to ask me to marry him.” 
 
The brushing stopped and Victoria looked up into the mirror at her mother’s face. She’d never 
seen a scowl so deep before… the old Skunk appeared to have wrinkles on her wrinkles. “Pay 
back,” she said quickly, “For hitting me, your only and most beautiful daughter, on the head with 
a brush.” 
 
“You’ll get more than that if I hear any such talk from you again.” 
 
She went back to her brushing and Victoria once again fell into her mindless teenaged prattle.  
 
“Well… I can think of a lot less likely candidates for a permanent relationship. Old Scanectity 
does have the largest farm in the valley barring the land owned by Cats. I heard tell he actually 
owns more land than they do; he just keeps it quiet like. I mean… think about it. If all of that is 
true, me and Junior would have a big house with a yard and lots of land… and we could have 
bunches of children.” 



 
Her mother whapped her on the head again and Victoria cringed, but refrained from giving her 
the satisfaction of hearing any sound of complaint. 
 
“Think about it girl,” the older Skunk told her, “This is the same boy who raised up your tail in 
public just the other week and took a big whiff. How stupid could he possibly be?” 
 
“Exactly my point mother dearest,” she smiled into the mirror, “The dumber they are the easier it 
is…” 
 
“To direct and control!” they both said at the same time; now smiling the same smile. 
 
Her mother hugged her from behind. “And all this time I thought you never paid any attention to 
the things I was trying to teach you.” 
 
There was a loud knock on the front porch screen door.  
 
“VICTORIA! YOU IN THERE?” 
 
“Play your cards right there girl,” her mother whispered in her ear. “Make me proud.” 
 
“I will Mama,” she replied as she stood. Making one last kissy face at herself in the mirror, she 
handed her mother the bow she’d selected so it could be tied in place. “You can trust me to do 
exactly that.” 
 
Prancing down the stairs, she burst out on to the porch. Falling into Junior’s arms, she gave him 
a big hug. “Hello my big beautiful Skunk,” she told him. “I feel like I’ve been waiting such a 
long time for you. What was it you wanted to ask me?” 
 
“Ahhhh….” He stammered as he untangled himself from her embrace. “First, let me introduce 
you to someone.” 
 
Victoria was surprised but she covered it well. Turning, she looked behind herself. Sitting on the 
porch swing was a Cat. 
 
“What on earth…” she began. 
 
“Victoria… this here is Lucy Frothenshire Cat. Lucy, this here is Victoria Skunk. Lucy and I met 
just today. Isn’t she just the cutest thing you ever seen?” 
 
Lucy smiled sweetly and wiggled her fingers in a hello to the Skunk. 
 
“Yes… I suppose so,” Victoria replied as nicely as she could. There was, however, ice on her 
words. “And so how does this concern me?” 
 



“Well,” he told her sheepishly as she turned back to him, “I kinda asked Lucy to the dance 
tomorrow night and I thought maybe you’d consider asking old Burt to go with you. I get along 
good with Burt and it’d be a real hoot if we could all go together.” 
 
Victoria, Junior found out the hard way, could swing one hell of a right hook. With a quick 
movement he was on his behind and never even knew what hit him. 
 
 
 
 



Scanectity’s Duel 
 

 
 
As soon as Victoria Skunk clocked Junior she screamed an obscenity at him and then stormed 
back into the house.  
 
Lucy, Cat like quick to recover from the shock of the attack, got her new friend to his feet and 
then led him home. Since he could hardly see with the one eye swelled closed, the young Cat, 
and the boy Skunk paired arm in arm from shear necessity.  
 
This incident led to many things, one of which was a quiet father son talk on the front porch. As 
Scanectity applied a paste of ground turnip to his son’s eye, he talked softly so the women folk 
wouldn’t over hear his words, lest there was a misunderstanding. He explained to his son that 
sometimes the men folk just needed to talk without interruption and out in the barn would have 
been a better location but; “You play the cards yer dealt.” 
 
Lucy, on the other paw, was taken by Junior’s mother to the kitchen. Ostensively this was to 
prepare dinner, during the course of which Bella conducted a quiet interrogation of her own. 
After learning the circumstances of her son’s black eye the mother Skunk was beside herself. It 
was plain to Lucy, however, that Bella was as angry at her son for his stupidity, as she was for 
the reaction of his supposed girlfriend. Well… girlfriend of last week in any case.  
 
As the two of them set the dinner table, Bella, as females will do, also reflected on the fact that 
Lucy was a perfectly wonderful young lady; even if she was a Cat. Her son could do far worse; 
so perhaps the black eye was a blessing in disguise. 
 
Scanectity sat on the porch swing next to his son watching the boy as he sat holding the 
compress to his eye. He felt a twinge of guilt over having possibly put off the inevitable talk of 
mating rituals longer than he should have. 
 
“There are certain unwritten rules I should have warned you about,” he finally said softly. “The 
very first rule you must absolutely hold to your heart is that; ‘all females are evil’.” 
 
Junior managed to look over at the elder Skunk with his good eye. “That can’t be true,” he 
replied. To his credit, his voice didn’t quaver. 
 
“Pull your balls up tight and tie a knot in them,” his father growled. “You’ve decided to step into 
the adult world with both feet so you better just shut it and listen to what your old Pop’s got to 
tell you. I’m not in a habit of repeating myself to dumb assed kids, so pay attention; men need 
only be told something once.” He paused to be sure he had his son’s full attention and then 
continued. “No, the statement is not totally true. There are some females, like your mother, who 
are very good in their hearts and minds. As much as people think your mother rules over me, I do 
the same to her. We’re a team; and heaven help those who would try to do ours harm.”  



 
He stopped, leaned over and gently adjusted his son’s compress. “Rule number one,” he told him 
as he did this, “Is only meant to keep you out of trouble. You will find that trouble is spelled 
many different ways, but tonight it’s spelled ‘Victoria Skunk’.” 
 
“What’s rule number two?” Junior managed. 
 
“There ain’t any more rules… I make them up as I go along.” 
 
“You do?” 
 
“Yes sir, I do. Your Great Uncle Ernie taught me that; if you’re able to think on your feet they’ll 
never be able to nail you to the floor.” He sighed and sat back on the swing. “In your case 
though,” he grumbled, “You just need to stop and think, period.” 
 
Lucy stuck her head out of the door, smiled, and said softly, “Mrs. Skunks regards, and I‘m to 
tell you dinner is ready.” 
 
“Good,” Scanectity said, standing and stretching. “I’m hungry as a crow in a cornfield. How 
about you Junior?” 
 
“I guess I’m hungry. Do I keep this stuff on my eye while I eat?” 
 
“No… it’s done its work. The swelling will be down by morning.” 
 

------------ 
 
After dinner, which included apple pie and a lot of smiles from Bella, Scanectity walked Lucy 
the five miles to her home. They passed the time talking and probe as he might, in as many ways 
as he could think of, the cagey old Skunk couldn’t corner the young Cat on any one subject. 
 
“Ya know,” he told her bluntly, “You’re as sharp as my son is dumb.” 
 
“You don’t mince words do you Mr. Skunk,” the young Cat replied, trying to hide her smile. She 
had, in fact, enjoyed their conversation very much. Unlike her father, Scanectity had shown her 
respect, even if it was in his own way. Unlike her mother, he had not insisted that she was just a 
bubble headed young girl who should tend to female things like embroidery. It was refreshing. 
 
“The name is Scanectity,” he told her with a smile. “I don’t cotton to titles. You’re only as good 
as your given name, and even then your given name is only as good as your reputation.” 
 
“You know my father then?” she asked. 
 
“I know of him,” he offered after thinking about it. “I am not expecting good things upon our 
arrival, if that’s what you’re asking.” He hesitated, and then told her, “If you see a storm coming 



and you prepare for it, then it won’t do you no harm. The hail might flatten your crops; but you’ll 
live through it and the crops always grow back.”  
 
“I’m prepared,” she told him quietly.  
 
“I hope so,” he replied. “Junior told me you skipped out of school. That’s not good. You also 
helped him do his chores and that caused me to lose a coin on the sale of that apple pie we had 
for dinner… but I didn’t really mind that so much. Oh yes, his mother also now thinks the world 
of you and she’s got crowing rights over the bet I lost to her about Junior actually getting his 
chores done by supper.” He cleared his throat. “I do, however, see some storm clouds 
approaching your fields. Regardless of the note we sent over, you never even so much as went 
home at the end of the day. It’s now late evening and you’re presently being walked home by a 
Skunk.” 
 
“I’ve done worse.” 
 
“Yes… I am sure you have,” he replied, not believing a word of it. 
 
When they arrived at the Frothenshire estate, Lucy’s father was sitting on the porch waiting. 
Next to his chair was a suitcase. As they approached the Cat rose to meet them, standing at the 
top of the steps and blocking the way.  
 
“Good evening Friend Frothenshire,” Scanectity said loudly as they approached. 
 
“I am not your friend,” he replied coldly, “But it is a good evening.” Looking at his daughter, he 
said, “It’s nice that you decided to come home Lucy. I trust you had a good time being 
delinquent from school?” 
 
“Yes Father,” she replied. “I did.” Turning to Scanectity, she extended her paw. “Thank you for 
dinner Mr. Skunk. It was very good.” 
 
The old farmer took her paw and winked. “You are more than welcome Miss Lucy. Oh, and 
before I forget,” he fished into the pocket of his coveralls and handed her a small copper coin. “I 
pay a fair wage for work done.” He then folded her fingers over top of the coin and smiled at her. 
 
“It’s good that you can earn a living daughter,” the Cat said loudly, “Because this suitcase 
belongs to you.” His words were slurred slightly and there was the smell of cat nip on the air. 
“You no longer live in my house. I have informed your mother of my decision. Since you 
willfully disobeyed me again, not to mention embarrassed the family name severely, you are 
hereby disowned. You’re now on your own. Come get your things and be on your way.” 
 
“Father?” 
 
“You heard me!” he yelled, swaying slightly. “Do as I say before I toss the suitcase from the 
porch!”  
 



Turning to Scanectity he said a little too loudly, “Skunk!” 
 
“The names Scanectity,” the old farmer replied evenly. 
 
“Oh yes, you would be the one who sent the note. How very nice of you to let me know my 
kitten was in good paws.” 
 
“That was my wife’s idea,” Scanectity told him, his eyes narrowing. 
 
The Cat fished into his vest pocket and took out a bag of coins. Tossing them at Scanectity’s feet, 
he said, “I am much obliged to you for feeding my daughter. That should cover things. Now you 
will leave my property.” 
 
The old skunk turned to Lucy. It was obvious that she was distraught, but she had so far said 
nothing. “Go and get your suitcase Miss Lucy,” he told her calmly, “You can stay with us.” 
 
“Yes, you do that Miss Lucy,” her father sneered. “Go and live with your friends the Skunks. 
You are a Cat no longer.” 
 
“Lucy,” Scanectity almost whispered, his eyes never leaving the Cat on the porch, “Go and get 
the suitcase and then wait for me by the front gate. I wish to have a private word with your 
father.” 
 
When she had done as he’d asked, silently weeping as she walked past, Scanectity turned to the 
money bag he had not picked up from the ground. Losing the front of his coveralls, he calmly 
urinated on the bag of money. When he was finished and his clothing was fastened back again, 
he looked at the Cat, whose mouth now hung open. No one had ever dared do such a thing to him 
before.  
 
“You are a coward and a bully Cat Frothenshire,” Scanectity told him evenly, “And your 
troubles have just begun.” 
 
The Cat recovered his composure, though clearly, and probably because of the cat nip, not his 
wits. “My second will be in touch with you in the morning Skunk.” 
 
“I look forward to it Cat… and he shall meet with my second; as the rules of the duel dictate.” 
 
“Your kind is familiar with dueling?” 
 
Scanectity nodded to him. “Indeed we are. It’s the one thing that has kept you from a good 
spraying… and that just for the hurt you did to your daughter. Children are precious Cat. My son 
might not be the brightest star in the sky, but I love him with my whole heart. Have your second 
come to the tavern at noon tomorrow. My second will meet him there and they shall work out the 
details.” 
 
Turning, he left Cat Frothenshire to his own thoughts. 



 
 

--------------- 
 

 
The next afternoon Bella Skunk answered a soft knock at the front door. “Tod Fox” she said 
when she saw who it was. Smiling, she dried her paws on a dish towel and extended one to him. 
The Fox gripped it warmly and then bringing it to his lips, kissed it lightly.  
 
“It has been so long since you’ve come for dinner,” she told him. “You know you’re welcome 
here whenever you wish to join us.” 
 
“My lovely Bella… you’re just as beautiful as ever,” he replied. “Scanectity is lucky to have 
you. I swear you stay ever young. Yes, I am in want of a good meal and would love nothing 
better than a slice of your wonderful pie… but today is business.” 
 
“Poo,” she replied, “Your lawyer’s tongue wags now the same as it does in court. I‘m old, and I 
look old… but I am a good cook.” She winked and smiled at him. “The old boy is waiting for 
you out in the back. He told me you’d be by. Speak to him about dinner and I’ll cook your 
favorite dish. Be sure to stop by the kitchen when you finish; I might just have a pie to send 
home with you.” 
 
When the Fox walked around to the back of the house, he found his friend sniffing at a jug and 
wrinkling his nose at what he smelled. 
 
“Scanectity?” he called out as he approached. “I never took you to be a drinking Skunk.” 
 
“I’m not.” 
 
“Then???” 
 
“Then it’s none of your business, is it?” 
 
The old Fox never even batted an eye, nor did he get angry. He knew Scanectity far too long and 
way to well. The fact that the Fox was the Skunk’s lawyer helped too. The old farmer always 
paid him well for his services; and so he’d given good measure for his fee. 
 
“Is everything set?” the Skunk asked, pushing the plug back into the jug. 
 
“Exactly as you asked it to be.” 
 
“Any difficulty convincing him?” 
 
The Fox chuckled. “And when have you known me to have problems convincing someone to do 
something? You and Cat Frothenshire will meet at dawn tomorrow. Since the Cat initiated the 



duel it was, of course, your choice of weapon and location. I must admit that plows are hardly a 
common choice for settling a score. I think, in the annals of dueling, this will actually be a first.” 
 
“Cut to the bone Word Smith, I’m a simple Skunk and my attention span isn’t very long.” 
 
Tod Fox set his top hat on a wooden crate that was handy and then brushed the sleeves of his red 
coat, producing a single copper coin as if from nowhere. “I should have been a magician,” he 
said proudly. “Did you see that? The coin appeared as if from thin air.” 
 
Scanectity set the jug next to the lawyer’s hat. “You were holding it behind your fingers.” 
 
“So I was,” he replied and sighed. “I have met with Cat Frothenshire’s Second, and we have 
agreed to the terms. You were correct in your assumption as to whom the Second would be. The 
duel is to be fought tomorrow at dawn. Both duelists will have the assistance of one plow puller 
and each will have an entire field to plow. As specified, the fields are the two on the south east 
point of your property. The first to finish this task wins the duel. Payment by the loser of one 
copper coin will constitute an apology to the winner and the village will duly be notified by 
myself of the outcome. I will watch Cat Frothenshire to make sure he does not cheat in any way, 
and his second, Cat Leopold Cheshire, has the job of keeping his eye on you.” 
 
“How well do you know this Cat Leopold Cheshire?” Scanectity asked him. 
 
“Well enough. As you are aware, he represents Cat Thomas Frothenshire in all of his legal 
matters? He also practices general law as a Solicitor, though his running record is more than just 
a bit shady. He plays cards a lot, and drinks… a lot.” His eyes darted to the jug and he smiled. 
“But you must remember he is there to watch you. If he sees anything amiss, he will come right 
over to Cat Frothenshire and the duel will be his by default.” 
 
“Not a problem,” the Skunk growled. “I don’t intend to do anything that is amiss by the 
scoundrel’s standards.” 
 
“You know Scanectity, Cat Cheshire looked mighty disappointed that there were to be no 
weapons. He even hinted at a certain simple farmer’s cowardice, though he did not come right 
out and say so, or I would have been duty bound to stand up for you. It’s been a long time since 
I’ve dueled, but I do have my reputation. I am told Cat Frothenshire is very good with his 
claws.” 
 
“Imagine that,” the old Skunk grumbled. “A Cat good with his claws… now that’s a clear 
sounding bell don’t you think? I’ll be using Junior as my plow puller, whose the Cat got?” 
 
The Fox actually hesitated. “Ahhh… Scanectity… old friend… the plowing duel was a 
wonderful idea, but Junior? Have you lost your mind all together?” 
 
“I asked who he has.” 
 



“There is a Bull now in his employ… a big hulking quiet fellow named Brontes. He’s probably 
seven… or maybe even ten times larger than Junior.” 
 
“Good… that’ll give Junior a good incentive to be at his best.” The Skunk pulled his plow 
harness off of its peg and placed it next to the jug with a rattle of the chains. “Did you also insist 
on the requirement for privacy? They’re to tell no one of this with the exception of those 
involved.” 
 
“Done and readily accepted. Privacy in a duel is a prerequisite; otherwise it would become 
entertainment for those who simply seek such a thing. A pox on them for all of that too,” and 
with this the Fox spat upon the ground. Dueling was a serious business and needed to be kept as 
such. 
 
Scanectity nodded to his friend. “Thank you for your assistance Tod Fox. You’ll pardon me now 
but I have a lot of things to get done today.” 
 
“Quite all right; you will receive my bill at the end of the week.” 
 
“Paid in full the following,” the Skunk replied and then winked. 
 
The Fox winked back and smiled his sly Fox smile. Picking up his hat, he placed it back upon his 
head. “Dinner?” 
 
“Tomorrow night… bring your appetite. And by the way… if I see you walking away from my 
house toting a pie, it comes off out of your fee.” 
 
The Solicitor Fox smiled at his friend, nodded, and was on his way; but not before first stopping 
by Bella’s kitchen. 
 

----------------------- 
 
 

The following morning, long before the sun came up, Junior and his father pulled their plow out 
to the fields. On their way down the dark road, Scanectity began his son’s lesson. The elder 
Skunk’s soft voice carried almost too well in the quiet of the pre-dawn. 
 
“I love you son, you know that don’t you?” His words matched the slow pace of their walk. 
 
“Sure Pops, I know that. I love you too.” 
 
“Now then, I only ‘sort of’ told you and your mother what was happening today.” 
 
“Yup… I think it’s a great thing that you’re gonna straighten things out with Lucy’s father.” 
 
“I wasn’t exactly… oh heck… I wasn’t totally honest when I explained what I was actually fix’n 
to do this morning. That’s just the way it has to be, though. You will find, son; in life, if you tell 



everything you intend to do to anyone who’s willing to listen, there will always be someone 
waiting in the shadows to snatch away your dreams.” He stopped and thought about his words 
for a second. “What I’m trying to say is this; you should live by your wits. If you do, people will 
respect you. That leads to a successful life no matter what your intentions are.” He smiled in the 
darkness and then added, “Not telling anyone also ensures there will be no one there to say, ‘I 
told you so’ should your plans not work out.” 
 
Junior gave him a look in the gloom that told the old Skunk his son wasn’t quite sure what his 
father was trying to tell him. 
 
Scanectity sighed, “Do you remember Uncle Ernie’s treasure Junior?” 
 
The younger Skunk smiled at that one. “Do I ever!” he said loudly, and Scanectity shushed him.  
 
“Sound carries too well in the dark… keep it to a dull roar.” 
 
“OK Pops,” he agreed, and then continued in a more hushed excitement. “When we found that 
map hidden in the hearth, we were so excited...” his voice trailed off as he remembered the rest 
of it, but he also forgot to speak the words. 
 
“And what did you do besides not tell me you found the map?” 
 
Junior chuckled, “Me and the boys dug darned near all night.” 
 
“Did you find any treasure?” 
 
“Noooo…” he said with a disappointed tone to his voice. “We hit water before we could turn up 
any boxes or such.” 
 
Scanectity stopped walking, forcing his son to do the same. “There is no treasure son,” he said 
softly. 
 
Junior looked at his father in the gray light of the pre-dawn, “There isn’t? But we found some old 
coins.” 
 
“I planted those to hold your interest… just about had to put a big sign on the spot with an ‘X’ on 
it too, but you and your friends came through in the end. I needed a new well dug.” 
 
Junior gave him a confused look. “Why didn’t you just ask us?” 
 
Scanectity gave his son a hard look and Junior understood without having to be told that his 
work habits, and those of the friends he hung around with, were more than lacking. 
 
“OK then…” his father finally said not unkindly, “Let me ask you something; did you boys have 
fun?” 
 



Junior smiled again. “We sure did. In fact, we’re still all talking about it. We’ve got the map, and 
we’re going to look at it more closely. We’re thinking that maybe we read it wrong.” 
 
Scanectity put up his paw, and sighed. “Don’t bother yourselves Junior… I drew the map too.” 
 
“You did?” 
 
“Of course I did,” he said very slowly. “That’s what I’ve been telling you. Listen to my words, 
boy. Now then, answer me this; which is easier… digging a well yourself, or having someone 
else dig it for you?” 
 
“Having someone dig it for you?” Junior asked. 
 
“All right then… that’s what I arranged. You and your friends dug the well for me, but… you 
also had a lot of fun doing it. I will ask your forgiveness in the deception, but I think after 
everything is added up, we’re more than even. You were even paid rather handsomely for your 
work too.” 
 
“We were?” 
 
“The coins you found?” 
 
“Oh yeah; we gave those to Victoria for safe keeping. She insisted,” his son told him. 
 
Scanectity’s one eyebrow rose a bit at this information but he didn’t say anything to his son. 
Another of life’s puzzle pieces fell into place within his mind. It appeared that a lot more lessons 
needed to be taught to his son, and quickly. He sighed. “Your mother is very grateful in any case. 
She said her tea has never tasted better. So are we even?” 
 
“OK,” his son agreed, holding out his paw. “We’re even.” 
 
They shook and the hand shake moved into a hug. 
 
“So are you going to tell me what this is all about then?” Junior asked his father as they 
separated. “I at least know it has to do with Lucy… she was pretty upset when you came home 
the other night.” 
 
“Yes sir it has a lot to do with Lucy; but it’s not entirely about her. It also has to do with 
someone who is a little too much pride filled.” 
 
“Lucy’s Pop?” 
 
“Uh huh… you’re not as slow as everyone obviously thinks. Back to pulling this plow now or 
we’ll be late for our appointment.” 
 
“Appointment?” 



 
“That’s right… Cat Frothenshire challenged me to a duel; so I’m going to give him one.” 
 
“Pops… you’re not going to…” 
 
Scanectity held up a paw shushing his son. “Today is a lesson just for you Junior. I should have 
begun your training a long time ago.” 
 
“Training?” 
 
“Yup… that’s what I said; training. There’s a lot more to life than book learning, though that’s 
important too. The only thing I will instruct you to do today, and you will do it from this moment 
forward, is to follow my lead and say nothing… nothing at all… not one word. Everything that 
happens today you must keep totally secret. You will watch and observe, but you will tell 
absolutely no one what you’ve seen. Your future completely depends upon your ability to keep 
this secret. Do you agree?” 
 
His son nodded. 
 
“Good. Your childhood is now over and you have just stepped into the world of adults. When all 
is said and done I’ll sit down and answer any questions you might have. You’re still taking Lucy 
to the dance aren’t you?” 
 
“And show everyone the black eye Victoria gave me?” 
 
“Lesson number one, son, make the cards you’re dealt work for you.” 
 
“And how would I do that?” 
 
“Pull,” his father told him. When they were walking again, Scanectity continued. “I want you to 
think about it. Obviously Victoria was very disappointed with the question you asked her… that 
and Lucy was there with you.” 
 
“Yeah… and?” 
 
The old Skunk sighed. “OK… and we’ll discuss this one later too when I don’t have other things 
to think about. From here on not a word; no matter what happens.” 
 
 

--------- 
 
 

Tod Fox met the pair just as the sun was peeking over the trees. “Scanectity,” he said softly in 
greeting. 
 
“Tod,” the old Skunk replied. 



 
“Junior,” the Fox said next nodding to the younger Skunk.  
 
Junior said nothing, but only nodded back. 
 
“He’s got laryngitis,” his father explained. “Are they here?” 
 
“Yes. Cat Frothenshire, Cat Cheshire, and the Minotaur named Brontes are all waiting in the 
middle of their given field. You should see this bull Scanectity, he’s enormous.” 
 
“Good,” the Skunk told him, “Bigger is better in this case. We’ll be sure to argue against his use, 
but allow for it begrudgingly. Let Cat Cheshire think he’s got the upper paw on you.” 
 
“That much will be easy,” the Fox responded with a sly smile. Looking at Junior in the orange 
light of the dawn, he asked him, “Do you have any idea what’s going on here?” 
 
Junior shook his head ‘no’. 
 
“I thought not. Scanectity…” 
 
“Leave it. He knows enough and the rest I’ll explain to him later. He’s been sworn to secrecy in 
any case. It’s time he learned about life old friend.” 
 
“As you wish,” the Fox conceded, tipping his lawyer’s top hat and bowing slightly. “Shall we 
proceed?” 
 
“Pull the plow Junior,” Scanectity told his son, “And try to look as strong as you can.” 
 
 

--------------- 
 

The six met in the middle of the field that was to be the ground Cat Frothenshire would plow. 
His plow was brand new and didn’t even look as if it had seen service. On it, unlike on 
Scanectity’s twenty year old rig, were twin steel furrow blades. The plowshares, standing down 
in front of each of these looked just like curved cavalry swords and were just as sharp. 
 
Quiet greetings were exchanged with the briefest of nods.  
 
Tod Fox then said to his counterpart, “If you would be so kind, Cat Cheshire, would you please 
begin the proceedings?” 
 
“Yes, yes… certainly… of course,” the cat spluttered. “We all know the circumstances that 
brought us to this field of honor. My Principle was insulted by Skunk Scanectity. He felt he 
could not accept this and…” 
 



“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” interrupted Scanectity. “We already know what transpired ya old windbag. 
We’ll be here all day at this rate.” 
 
Cat Cheshire bridled and spoke directly to Tod Fox, “Perhaps you should speak with your 
Principle, Solicitor Fox. I would hate to have at him like a common oaf, but I have an honor of 
my own to uphold.” 
 
Scanectity nodded to the Bull. “How long has he been working for you, Frothy?” he asked 
bluntly. 
 
“See here!” the Cat Solicitor complained, but Tod Fox held up a paw stopping further comment.  
 
“Gentlemen; please,” he said softly but firmly. “Cat Cheshire, old fellow, I must insist on 
knowing the answer to this question as well. In all fairness to my Principle, this could be 
construed as cheating. We did agree to a Bull, but this fellow is enormous… twice again larger 
than any of our local Bulls. If my decision falls to the side of cheating, then Skunk Scanectity 
wins by default and I will so make known the fact to the entire village. By the way, I have 
employed the Town Crier for the duel’s announcement upon its completion.” 
 
“I hired the Bull yesterday,” Cat Frothenshire said in explanation. He extended one claw and 
looked at it in an off handed way. “If this had been a simple fight I would not have had a need to 
do so. Being that my tenants are all share croppers, I have no need to keep workers or equipment. 
I even went to the expense of purchasing this plow. So then…” he looked directly at Scanectity, 
“Can we be on with this so called duel?” 
 
Tod Fox looked at Scanectity.  
 
“Fine,” groused the old farmer. “Announce the rules then so we can be on with our lives.” 
 
Frothenshire’s field was five acres of flat ground. It was one of Scanectity’s prime fields, and 
well tended; the rock and stone having been cleared for years. The plowing there would actually 
be easy, but the old Skunk didn’t let on he was aware of this fact. His field, as dictated by the 
negotiations of the Seconds the day before, was adjacent to this; just down and out of sight on 
the lower side of the hill. The acreage was about the same but there were many trees and 
boulders to be worked around. 
 
Scanectity and Junior were to be watched carefully by Cat Cheshire to make sure there was no 
possibility of cheating; say twenty or thirty Skunks coming out of the nearby woods to help. Fox 
Tod was to stay and observe Cat Frothenshire’s labors for the same reason. Whichever side 
finished first, won the duel. 
 
Thereafter, a single copper coin would be paid the winner by the loser as a form of apology. The 
pronouncement of the duel and its results would be made public that afternoon in the town 
square. 
 
The two duelists then shook paws and both parties went to their respective starting points. 



 
 

---------------- 
 
 
“I’m curious,” said Cat Cheshire to Scanectity as they walked. “You accepted this field over the 
other. It’s cluttered with trees and rocks, whereas the other is prime land with no obstructions. 
Why did you do that?” 
 
Scanectity looked at the Cat, sizing him up; deciding on how he should address the conversation. 
“Less to plow,” he growled, keeping just enough of an edge on his voice that the Cat would feel 
as an adversary. “You go around the trees and rocks. Watch and learn Cat Solicitor. It’s obvious 
to me you know nothing about farming.” 
 
“That would be true Friend Skunk,” the Cat replied, forcing himself to sound jovial. “I am a 
Lawyer after all and earn a living using my sharp wits rather than the brawn of my muscle.” 
 
Scanectity smiled to himself. The dawning sun kept his face in shadow. He reflected that this 
was going to be almost too easy. “Junior…” he yelled, “Take the plow over to the edge of the 
field. I’ll be along in a moment and we’ll begin the work.” 
 
His son nodded. Throwing the plow’s tackle over his shoulder, he did as he’d been instructed 
while his father continued walking. 
 
“Where are you going?” the Lawyer asked suspiciously. “Aren’t you going to begin now? I’m 
sure Cat Frothenshire has already made his first furrow.” 
 
Scanectity looked at the lawyer and gave a wink. “I take it you are not a religious Cat then?” 
 
“Religion? Why… yes… errr… no… that is…” he looked around and seeing that Junior was out 
of ear shot, he whispered, “No, I am not, but for the sake of my clients, I do go through the 
process for appearance’s sake. Why do you ask?” 
 
The old Skunk stopped at a huge oak tree. Reaching behind it, he pulled out a large jug. 
“Because I have a personal belief that any hard work should always begin with a prayer.” With 
this pronouncement he held up the jug. “This here is my rosary.” 
 
Uncorking its neck, he placed the heavy crockery on his shoulder and brought it to his lips. 
Sticking his tongue in the hole so nothing would come out, he pretended to take a very sizable 
drink. Lowering it down again, he wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve and was about to 
stick the cork back in when he looked at the Cat.  
 
“Hospitality says I have to offer you a pull see’uns you’re on my land. Being a church going 
Lawyer who is all concerned with appearance’s sake, I don’t suppose you would want any, 
would you?” 
 



Cat Cheshire licked his lips and looked around. They were still very much alone. “Well now… 
being that this is a prayer of sorts, how could I possibly refuse? What exactly is this blessed holy 
water I am about to anoint myself with?” 
 
Scanectity passed the jug over to him. “Corn squeezings mostly, with just a hint of catnip. It’s 
my own recipe and I’m careful to keep it a secret. I tell the missus that I make it for cleaning 
window glass and the occasional removal of paint out in the barn.” He smiled a conspiratorial 
smile. “I’ve been known to remove a lot of paint out in the barn.” 
 
The Lawyer smelled at the jug’s opening and smiled. “This smells absolutely lovely,” he 
whispered. Holding the big jug with both paws, he brought it to his mouth and took a small sip. 
This he swished around his mouth before swallowing. His face showed surprise and delight. 
Hefting the jug back up again, the Cat tipped it back and took a very large swallow. When he 
was done, he gently placed it upon the ground and stared down at it. 
 
“Skunk Scanectity,” he finally said, his voice cracking slightly, “That is the nectar of the gods. 
Pure and simple; it is the best whiskey I have ever had the pleasure to imbibe.” 
 
“Wordy bastard ain’t cha?” the old Skunk shot back at him.  “A farmer would have said 
something like; ‘dang but that was good.’” 
 
The Cat looked up and smiled at him. He promptly returned, “Dang but that was good.” 
 
Both of them laughed. 
 
“If it were not for this silly duel,” the Cat told him, “I would drag you to my office this moment 
and pay you handsomely for the recipe.” 
 
“It’s a secret,” the Skunk told him flatly, “It ain’t for sale.” 
 
“Yes… and so it is… or isn’t as the case may be. With that in mind then, I would offer to go into 
business with you. With whiskey this good, you’d be guaranteed to make a huge profit through 
its sale.” 
 
“Is that a fact?” Scanectity drawled. “I never thought of that… maybe I should…” 
 
“Take a partner!” the Cat proclaimed, placing a paw on his arm. 
 
The farmer looked down at the paw and frowned. The Lawyer quickly removed the offending 
paw and smiled his most disarming smile. 
 
“Would you like to say another prayer?” the Skunk asked him. 
 
“Oh absolutely… that is to say… if you would join me of course.” He looked around. “But you 
have a field to plow do you not?” 
 



Scanectity tipped his hat back and appeared to think about this. “Well now… I suppose I could 
figure it this way… what’s a single copper coin lost to a possible partnership that promises 
plenty of’em in the future? That… and…” he produced a deck of cards from the front pocket of 
his coveralls, “While we pray, perhaps we could read from the Bible a bit as well.” 
 
The Cat’s eyes sparkled in the morning sun as he picked up the jug and took a very hefty 
swallow trying to cover his look of joy. This old Skunk must truly be one of the slowest fellows 
he’d ever run across. Not only would he be able to insure his friend’s victory in the duel, but he 
might even be able to swindle… errrr… arrange… a very profitable business venture in whiskey 
making. 
 
A short while later, a rather confused Junior was called back from the plow and sent to the house 
for a large pitcher of his mother’s best cooled tea.  
 

---------------- 
 
Tod Fox walked up to where he saw Scanectity sitting, his back propped against a tree. Junior, he 
saw, was sitting with their plow under the shade of another tree napping. Cat Cheshire was 
sprawled out on the ground next to the old farmer, snoring loudly. His arm was wrapped around 
a large and very empty jug. 
 
“He’s gonna be mighty disappointed when he finds out I didn’t make that whiskey,” Scanectity 
said as his friend approached. 
 
“Where did it come from then?” the Fox asked. 
 
“Old Uncle Ernie’s treasure trove,” the Skunk replied. 
 
“Then there was a treasure after all?” 
 
“Yup… if you’re the drinking sort. I got ten more jugs just like this one out in the barn. I guess 
it’s aged up pretty good since Ernie’s been gone some thirty years now. The recipe went to the 
grave with him, though.” 
 
“You mean he didn’t tell anyone?” 
 
“Nope… I mean his widow stuffed the paper into his coffin. She said the squeezings killed him 
so the vile secret of how he made’em could rot with his body.” 
 
The Lawyer laughed. “You’re something else Scanectity. I dare say there’s no one who could 
possibly read you. And the Devil sayeth; ‘Ever the truth told and yet not exactly the truth as one 
might suspect.’” 
 
The old Skunk smiled and then tossed a money bag to his friend. 
 
“What’s this? I haven’t sent you a bill yet, so there’s no need to insult me by offering so little.” 



 
Scanectity laughed. “Aren’t you the proud one; I like you too. If you were a Vixen, you would 
have been a deadly catch.” Pointing to the drunken Solicitor, he said, “That was Cat Cheshire’s 
purse. I’m afraid I was a sinner and we played cards instead of plowing. He actually admitted to 
me that he was supposed to figure out a way to slow me down… so I let him. You’ll also find a 
paper neatly folded up inside the leather, donating his humble abode to the village. He said that 
he wished to have it used as an orphanage. Perhaps, with a little ‘thanks’ and some of his purse 
back, we might convince him to move his practice elsewhere; especially since he now has 
nowhere to live. I’m doubtful anyone is going to open their homes to him.” 
 
The Fox smiled. “You are indeed a Skunk, Scanectity.” 
 
“Of course I am… and I hope you never forget it.” 
 

-------------- 
 
With Junior under one arm, and Tod Fox under the other, Cat Cheshire was carried back out to 
the freshly plowed field where his Principle awaited him. When they were standing close, the 
Cat woke briefly and flashed a sloppy wink at his friend. 
 
“Mission accomplished,” he slurred, “Nary a foot of ground did the old Skunk plow.” He then 
laughed at his own joke and passed out again. 
 
“I don’t know what he’s talking about,” Cat Frothenshire said hastily. 
 
Scanectity looked about and surveyed the now fully plowed field. “Neither do I,” he replied. 
Taking a copper coin from the pocket of his coveralls, he handed it to the Cat. “And here is what 
I owe you. I always pay a fair wage for work done.” 
 
Turning to his son and the Fox Solicitor, he told them, “I think we can leave the garbage here.” 
 
Cat Cheshire was summarily dumped to the ground, where he lay snoring loudly. 
 
“Tod, I have lost the duel,” the farmer told his friend. “It is now your duty to inform the Village 
that Scanectity Skunk does here by apologize to Cat Frothenshire for pissing upon his money. 
Further, you will give the note Cat Cheshire signed over to me to the Village Elders.” 
 
“What note?” Lucy’s father asked. 
 
“Your friend here decided it would be a good thing to donate his house to the Village for the 
establishment of an orphanage. He also lost what money he was carrying to me while playing 
cards in an attempt to keep me from plowing. He is a very generous Cat… and also a very drunk 
one; but that does not change the fact that he’s generous. You on the other hand, sir, are a very 
selfish and pride filled person.” 
 
“Take that back this instant, or I’ll…” 



 
“I wouldn’t if I were you Thomas,” the Fox cautioned. “Not unless you’re ready to lose 
everything you own.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“When you purchased the mortgage on your property who did you deal with?” asked the Fox. 
 
“You, of course.” Cat Frothenshire was suddenly feeling very confused, and very queasy: but he 
at least had sense enough to listen. 
 
“And who was your representative?” 
 
“Solicitor Cheshire,” he replied, nodding to the inert form at their feet. 
 
Upon the utterance of his name, and as if on cue, the Cat lying on the ground meowed softly and 
began purring. He then wiggled around on the freshly plowed dirt trying to make himself 
comfortable. All of their eyes were drawn to the figure and then Frothenshire looked up and 
asked, “What are you trying to tell me Solicitor Fox?” 
 
“He is politely trying to tell you that I hold the mortgage on your property,” Scanectity said 
acidly. “Are all Cat’s this stupid, or what? Did you ever even read the documents you signed?” 
 
“No… I… well… I had a Solicitor handling things… I…” he blinked. 
 
Scanectity pointed at Cat Cheshire and said softly, “You get what you pay for… and sometimes 
you don’t get much at all for the money you spend. The documents you signed give me the right 
to demand restitution whenever I wish; for whatever reason I wish.” 
 
The Cat just stood quietly looking at the Skunk. After a moment he asked softly, “What is it you 
want of me?” 
 
“Finally,” the farmer muttered. “Tod, Junior, would you both please take Friend Brontes,” he 
turned to the Bull who had remained standing quietly close by, “It was Brontes, wasn’t it?” 
 
The big creature nodded. 
 
“Please take Friend Brontes back to the house. Ask Bella if she could maybe rustle up something 
for all of us to eat. I’ll be along shortly.” 
 
When they’d gone, the old farmer looked at the wealthy land owner. “You don’t like me much 
right now Cat, but I don’t really give a hoot. I’m probably one of the few folks around here with 
guts enough to say that to your face.” 
 
“You’ve won,” Frothenshire told him. “There is no need to gloat.” 
 



“I ain’t gloating, I’m being honest.” 
 
The Cat nodded his understanding. 
 
“What happened here today stays just between us. There’s no need for anyone to know anything 
other than the fact that I had ya good by getting you to plow my field for a copper coin. Those 
are the cards you dealt yourself so you’re going to have to make them work.”  
 
Reaching into his pocket, he took out a small purse and handed it to the Cat.  
 
“This here is for Martin and Bertha Rat. They’re among your tenants. They just had twin girls, 
and I understand they’ve fallen upon hard times. Their gourds all rotted on the vine. This purse is 
to find its way to them anonymously, but if there’s Cat scent on it I won’t be opposed. There’s a 
coin there for their mortgage payment and another for their children.” 
 
Cat Frothenshire looked at the purse, and then looked at the cat lying on the ground. “You’re 
very generous with another’s money,” he said. 
 
There was a motion he barely caught from the corner of his eye before he found himself on the 
ground next to the Lawyer. Scanectity was standing over him, his paws tightly fisted. 
 
“That money was from my own pocket Cat! The money your friend there lost to me at cards in 
his attempt to keep me from plowing will go back to those from whom he stole it. Learn a lesson 
Cat… and then get on with your life.” 
 
Scanectity slowly stood, took a deep calming breath, and then let it out again.  
 
“I’m sorry for hitting you,” he said. “That’s no way to live; it only sews the seeds of hate and 
eventually those seeds grow into trees.” 
 
Cat Frothenshire touched his eye and felt where his face was already beginning to swell. “I’m 
sorry too,” he almost whispered. “You have no idea how sorry.” 
 
“Wife ain’t talking to ya I recon.” 
 
“Worse, I’ve been sleeping in the barn and those who I thought were my friends caught wind of 
my hard times. All have spurred my request for assistance as if I have a contagious disease. 
Seems the only thing I had left was my pride… and now I don’t even have that.” 
 
The Skunk leaned down again, but this time offered a paw up. When Cat Frothenshire was 
standing again, Scanectity told him, “I got the solution to that too.” 
 
“I would love to hear it,” the land owner managed, clearing his throat and straightening his 
posture. 
 
“Tonight there’s a dance at the village grange. You and your wife should attend it I’m thinking.” 



 
“But… I hear there won’t be any Cats there. They have all agreed.” 
 
“You heard wrong,” the farmer replied, and then he smiled. “You bring the missus and I’ll 
personally introduce you to the nicest little kitten I ever met. That’s where I’d start anyhow.” 
 
Cat Frothenshire smiled a true smile and then extended his paw. “Thank you Friend Scanectity… 
thank you very much. I think challenging you to a duel was the smartest dumb thing I’ve ever 
done. Please… call me Thomas.” 
 
“Don’t go and get all soapy on me now Thomas… I didn’t invite you to dinner… yet. If you’ve a 
mind though, I think there should be plenty of lunch left. My Bella also makes the best pie in the 
valley.” 
 
“What about Cat Cheshire?” 
 
Scanectity looked at the prone figure at their feet. 
 
“Leave’ im be; he’ll wake up eventually.” 
 



Improbable… Never Impossible 

 
 
In every place ever inhabited, there are wonderful tales of local folk lore. This one comes from 
the valley and I am pleased to pass it along. Perhaps, as was intended, you might learn a small 
lesson through the enjoyment of the story. 
                                                                                    
                                                                                     Vixyy Fox 
 
 
 
A young couple… holding each other; 
Picture of a wedding 
In a golden frame. 
 
“Good Lord what in tarnation is going on in there!” Papa yelled, banging on the small door with 
an equally small fist demanding entry. “I may only be a common Field Mouse, but by God I am 
still your father and you will respect me! The wedding guests are assembled! You must come!” 
 
The door opened a crack and his wife’s pinched face peered out at him. To his practiced ear, her 
words were clear. To anyone else they would have sounded to be nothing more than 
‘chitchitchitchit…chuuurrrrrrrr’… and the door slammed shut again. Without a doubt, he knew 
exactly where she’d told him to go. 
 
A large paw plopped down upon his shoulder and he became completely devoid of color, his 
eyes going round as saucers. Turning to the Cat, he screamed, “MY GOD DON’T EVER DO 
THAT AGAIN!” His resulting shout sounded like, ‘CHITCHATTCATACHITCURRR!’ 
 
He clutched at his heart and wobbled on his feet.  
 
The big Barn Cat, dressed as was the Field Mouse in his Sunday finest, smiled a ‘father of the 
groom’ toothy grin. “Trust me Carl,” he said plainly, “I’m as unused to the idea as you. The 
thought of my son marrying your daughter…” He sighed. “At least you’re not a Barn Mouse. I 
would absolutely have had to put my paw down over that.” When the mouse looked suspect, the 
Cat added hastily, “Work ethics Carl… that’s all… just work ethics.” 
 
Childhood years… raising a family; 
Pictures in crayon 
Decorating the mantle. 
 
“I know we can’t have children of our own hun... and I’m not opposed to adoption,” the Cat told 
his Mouse wife, “But a calf? How in blazes are we going to provide for him later let alone feed 
him now?” 
 



“Pshaw Alfred,” she scolded him, “He eats grain the same as us Mice. Milk will be the only 
problem for now, as I have none of my own to give, but I’ve already spoken to the Cows; they’re 
willing to help should you do but a few chores for them in exchange. 
 
The Cat looked at his wife and sighed. He smiled at the thought that she truly would have tried to 
nurse their new ward if she even thought she could. “Did you ever ask yourself why they didn’t 
just up and offer to adopt him themselves?” he asked her not unkindly. 
 
She placed a paw on his. “I know he’s special dear… but we’re a special couple; and we have no 
children where they have many. Between the two of us we have more than enough love to 
spare.”  
 
She then smiled that special smile… the one that could melt his heart… and it did. 
 
“Well, all right. Maybe it will work out for the best… but Emma… a Bull calf?” 
 
Midlife years… watching your family grow; 
Picture of a past family gathering 
Like an autumn leaf dried in a book. 
 
“Pa… Pa… I got a touch down today… they said I was a hero… Paaaa…” The Bull danced 
about in the muddy field reliving the dance he had done with the point he’d scored. 
 
“Oh Brian darling… I am so happy for you…” his mother squeaked. 
 
The Bull stopped his dance in mid splash and appeared as if he had lost something; or someone. 
“Ma… where’s Pa?” 
 
“Pa is gone son… you know that. He’s been gone for two years now.” 
 
“I got a touch down Ma,” he told her looking disappointed, “I wanted to tell him I scored a 
point.” 
 
“I think you already have son,” she whispered. 
 
“Ma,” he asked, looking concerned for her, “Are you crying again?” 
 
She wiped her eyes. “It’s alright my darling boy. I cry a bit these days.” 
 
The Bull flopped down onto the ground next to his mother and the earth trembled under his 
weight. 
 
“I love you Ma,” he said softly. Pulling some ripened grass seeds from a stalk, he handed them to 
her. She accepted them gratefully. 
 
“I love you too son.” 



 
The late years… looking back 
Picture of things fondly remembered 
In a cardboard box. 
 
The Cat… the Mouse… and the Bull 
 
The impossible… thought to be improbable… and then reaching beyond to the possible. 
 
The Cat… the Mouse… and the Bull 
 
A story that is told… and retold… and told again about the barnyard. 
  
As with love, it will not perish, but lives forever. 
 
 
 



The Cure 
 
 
 
There was a sharp bright light in the form of yellow stars and squiggles within the dark of the 
bedroom, coupled with an enormous amount of pain. 
 
“Ahhhhhhhh! I been struck by lightning!” Scanectity yelled. At least; he thought he’d yelled. He 
found himself sitting up in bed, breathing hard and sweating. It was the damnable dream again, 
and his body felt pain… real pain right in the middle of his back. He rubbed at his eyes, trying to 
clear away the residue of the bright pain stars. It was as if he’d witnessed a direct lightning flash 
from behind his sleeping eyes. 
 
Turning he found his wife snoring softly. She’d not even stirred with his fussing. Her back was 
to him in her usual sleeping posture and she looked peaceful with her big bushy tail curled up 
around her head. It was just peeking out from under the blanket and acted in the same way a 
night cap would work for others. With the nights turning colder, this was definitely a benefit. 
 
“Bella, are you awake?” he asked quietly. 
 
“Ummmm?” 
 
“I had that dream again. It’s like I got hit directly by lightning. My body hurts something 
fierce… right here in the middle of my back.” He rubbed the spot with both paws. 
 
She turned sleepily to look at him. He could see her eyes sparkling in the darkness as if she was 
smiling at his dilemma; but he knew this could not be so. “Did you put those new fangled 
lightning things on the roof of the barn yet?” she asked him. 
 
“No… why? The barn’s been fine for well over a hundred years. I think that rod peddler was 
feeding you a load of… ahh… well… he wasn’t telling you the truth dear. Think about it; how 
can something that actually attracts a lighting bolt save the thing it’s attached to? They’ll both be 
blown to smithereens.” 
 
“And the Possum’s barn didn’t just get hit last week?” his wife asked him sleepily. She yawned, 
stretching her arms out before tucking them back under the covers. 
 
“Yes… it did; burned right to the ground too. We’re going to the barn building this weekend… 
you know that. I’m gonna give them ten bushel of corn, another ten of oats, and a dozen large 
pumpkins. That’ll help fill their root cellar a bit and maybe help get them through the winter.” 
 
“You’re a kind Skunk, Scanectity,” she told him in a sleepy voice, placing a paw on his arm, 
“But don’t be a fool. Put the iron lightning things up. Something’s trying to get a message 
through to you. Put them up before our barn gets struck and burns to the ground too.” 



 
The old Skunk rubbed his back and thought about this. “Great Uncle Ernie’s ghost,” he 
grumbled. “My back does hurt something fierce. Maybe you’re right dear. Maybe Uncle Ernie is 
even the one trying to get the message across to me. The old booger liked that barn... did all his 
whiskey making there. He would be a might upset with me if it burned down.” 
 
The old farmer turned to look at his wife, but she’d already rolled over and was softly snoring 
again. It was as if she’d never even been awake. Running the fingers of his paw through her fur, 
he carefully lay down and adjusted his body so the hurt side was to the outside of the bed. With a 
little difficulty, since this was not his favorite position, he again drifted off to sleep. As soon as 
he did, he dreamt that Uncle Ernie was throwing iron lightning rods at him from the roof of the 
barn. All the while he threw the rods; the old Skunk laughed and called him a moron. 
 
The following day, under the watchful eye of Bella, Scanectity and Junior installed the new 
fangled iron rods on both the barn and the house. 
 
The day after that, all three of them went to the home of the Possums for the barn building. 
Everyone in the community came to help, carrying their tools and food enough to feed an army. 
 
While the men folk raised the barn’s wooden framing, the women cooked the huge amounts of 
food for the party that would be held at the end of the day. 
 
Three of the younger wives flocked around Bella like chicks to a hen, trying to learn as many of 
her cooking secrets as they could. During the time spent peeling some fifty pounds of potatoes, 
their conversation worked around to their husbands and the varied bad habits all of them had. All 
three of the young wives, however, complained of one particular problem that seemed to be 
common to each of their husbands… and it was very annoying. 
 
“Good Lord,” complained one, “My Harold snores like an old deft Woodchuck.” 
 
“Mine sounds like a horse with a nose full of thistles,” chimed in the second, and the third 
nodded her head in silent agreement. 
 
“What about your husband Bella?” all three of them asked at the same time. 
 
Bella just smiled, never taking her eyes off of the potato she was peeling. “Sure, sure, and 
Scanectity snores like a hibernating bear… but my mother taught me a very good trick to cure 
that problem.” 
 
“What is it?” they all begged her as they pitched their potatoes into the big pot. “What, what, 
what? Please tell us… we have to know… pleaseeeeeeeeeeeeeee.” 
 
Picking up another potato, Bella stopped long enough to look at each of them, fixing their 
attention with her eyes. “My mother taught me; that if your husband snores loud enough that you 
can’t sleep, you roll to your side so you’re facing that wonderful lump of fur next to you… like 



so…” She turned sideways on her stool and held her potato close in demonstration. “You then 
curl up into a tight little ball, bringing your knees all the way to your chin…” 
 
“Yess, yess?” they asked excitedly. 
 
“And then you kick him in the middle of the back just as hard as you can,” she said loudly, 
springing her arms out as she kicked her legs in their direction. 
 
The three young wives jumped in surprise and then squealed in delight.  
 
“You don’t really; do you?” One of them managed to ask after their torrent of laughter finally 
subsided. 
 
Bella smiled slyly. “Indeed I do, and I have five new iron lightening attractor rods put up on the 
barn and our house to prove it. It seems the old boy had a terrible dream that he’d been struck by 
lighting. With a wise wife’s subtle suggestion his dream turned into an omen, and the work was 
done the following morning. There after, he changed his position in the bed which stopped his 
snoring for the rest of the night; and I slept like a well fed baby.” 
 
The girls laughed loud enough that the men framing the barn all turned to look. “What do you 
suppose that’s all about?” one of the younger ones asked Scanectity. 
 
“What ever it is,” he growled back, “You can bet no good will come from it. Now then young 
fellow… give me a paw pushing here… my back’s got a bad kink in it, and I’d like to get to 
supper before the sun sets. The wife’s an old snoring machine less’n I gets her to bed early 
enough, so lets be to it here.” 
 
“Mine snores a bit too,” called out another. “I wish there was a cure for it. I love her dearly but 
she keeps me up most of the night.” 
 
Scanectity chuckled as they pushed the frame up and into place. “Well young fella… let me tell 
you what my Uncle Ernie told me. He had a sure fire trick… works every time too.” 
 
 
 



The Devil and Scanectity Skunk 
 
 

Marcus Muskrat knocked softly on the front door of Scanectity Skunk’s home. The old farmer’s 
son answered at the screen door, holding it wide for the visitor. 
 
“Please, come in Friend Muskrat,” he said pleasantly. There was laughter in his voice and as the 
Muskrat stepped into the parlor area he found a young Cat sitting on the love seat.  
 
“Oh,” he said, adjusting his spectacles and then attempting a smile. “Miss Lucy Cat, I don’t 
mean to bother and I’m sorry if I interrupted; but I am here to see young Scanectity’s father.” 
 
“You’re no bother at all, sir,” she told him respectfully, standing to curtsy. “We’re just visiting. 
It’s Sunday, after all, and our parents allow us the day together.” 
 
“Yes, yes… quite right… day of rest and all of that.” He removed his hat and mopped his brow 
with the back of a paw. “May I see your father please, Junior? My business is rather urgent.”  
 
Turning, the youngster cupped his paws around his mouth and yelled as loud as he could, 
“POPS! YA GOT A VISITOR!” 
 
Junior’s mother appeared, coming through the dining area from the kitchen. “What have I told 
you?” she scolded. “If you need someone you go and fetch them… quietly.” 
 
“But Maaaaaaaa….” 
 
“No ‘but Ma’; your father is out in the barn.” Turning her son by his shoulders, she continued, 
“Perhaps you could inconvenience yourself for just one moment and go out to get him.” As he 
left, she smiled and extended a paw to the Muskrat. “I’m pleased to see you Marcus. Emma is 
well? Can I offer you some tea?” 
 
“No tea thank you. Yes, yes, she’s fine and it is good to see you as well.” 
 
The smaller Muskrat was not fine, that much Bella could plainly see. He held his hat in front of 
his chest, rolling its brim in his fingers in a very nervous manner; even more nervous than was 
usual. 
 
“Maybe I should take you directly out to the barn Marcus. It would appear your business might 
be of more importance than… well… courtesy will just slow things down and we’ve known each 
other longer than that.” 
 
Marcus smiled at her. “You are more than gracious as always is the case Bella. Thank you.” 
 



Scanectity was working on his plowing rig when Junior found him. “Marcus Muskrat to see you 
Pops,” he reported. 
 
The old farmer nodded and then Junior was happily running back to the parlor, passing his 
mother and the Muskrat on his way. His father smiled as he watched him go, waiting for his 
neighbor to arrive at the barn. “Nice to be so young and full of life, eh Marcus?” 
 
The other farmer’s ears paled considerably. 
 
“What’s wrong old friend?” the Skunk asked, “Speak your mind and be quick or by the looks of 
it I’m afeared you’ll die before you can tell me.” 
 
The Muskrat totally choked up at this statement and almost cried. “Scanectity,” he finally 
managed, glancing sideways at Bella, “That is indeed the problem. I am to die tomorrow and I 
don’t know what to do or who else to turn to.” 
 
Scanectity pointed to a bale of hay and motioned for the other farmer to sit. “Speak plain your 
mind,” he said, “And tell me what I can do.” 
 
Marcus sat, and managed to choke, “I’m afraid I sold my soul to the Devil.” His eyes looked 
huge behind his thick lenses, “I didn’t mean to… it just sorta happened.” 
 
Scanectity squinted as he digested this notion, looked at his wife, and then spat to the side, 
measuring his words before he spoke. “I don’t believe that’s a possibility,” he finally said. “Your 
soul is not yours to peddle, nor have I ever met anyone who would be able to collect on such a 
thing even if you signed a parchment towards the deal in your own blood.” 
 
The Muskrat’s face screwed up and he looked to be about to cry once again. “But I did just 
that… I did, I tell you… I did… and the Devil is now back to collect.” 
 
“What exactly did you do Marcus?” Bella asked the poor fellow. 
 
“I bought a tombstone exactly five years ago from a Black Dog. He called hisself Scratch. Part of 
his sales pitch was that I would have five very good years to follow… and I sure did… record 
crops. You saw my prize squash at the harvest celebration this year. Narry a bug did I have and 
all of what I grew I turned to cash gold, which I buried in the back yard. Just last night, after I 
found his note on the porch, I dug my money up and the coins had all sprouted roots and 
multiplied jest like potatoes.” 
 
“What in tarnation did you go and buy a tombstone for Marcus?” Scanectity asked him, “You 
look pretty durned alive to me. Grave markers are for after you’re gone, not before.” 
 
“It… it… he told me it was so my family would always remember me when I was gone. It was 
my chance to ‘memorialize’ myself.” 
 



“Now that is the stupidest thing I ever heard,” the Skunk told him. “And why would you make 
your mark on something in blood?” 
 
“He said his ink well was dried up… and a small prick of the finger wouldn’t hurt none. I was to 
pay good cash for the stone Scanectity, but he told me I could have it for nothing if I simply 
pledged my soul. I thought he was no more than a fool on a fool’s errand.” 
 
“And a fool’s money is soon gone from his pocket,” Scanectity said softly. 
 
“That’s right… that’s exactly what I thought.” 
 
“You were dishonest Marcus… I have never known you to be dishonest before.” 
 
The Muskrat hung his head, not being able to even look at his friend.  
 
“What do you want me to do?” Scanectity asked placing a paw on his shoulder. 
 
“I’ll give ya anything you want,” Marcus cried. His body began to shake with his sobs. 
“Anything… my farm even. You’re the sharpest critter I know… I just need you to speak for me. 
You can get the contract canceled; I know you can. I don’t want a granite memorial marker no 
more… not now… not ever.” 
 
“Let’s go to the kitchen for some pie,” the old Skunk told him gently. “That and a good cup of 
coffee might settle your nerves a bit… and then we’ll see about talk’n to this Scratch fella. I take 
it he’s here somewhere abouts?” 
 
“Yes… he sent word in that note that he was coming by the farm tonight at midnight. That’s 
when my time runs out.” 
 
“Scanectity patted the other farmer on the shoulder. “Marcus… old friend… mark my word that 
you and I will watch the sun come up tomorrow morning; and then life will go on as it always 
has.” 
 

----------- 
 
 
“There are some things to say about walking alone in the dark; and most of’em aren’t good. A 
full moon and few owl calls used to scare the bejeebers out of a young Skunk I knew once.”  
 
The voice had begun as a hollow echo and worked its way to solidity, just like the form of its 
owner. 
 
“As I see it,” Scanectity replied to the person unexpectedly walking next to him, “I’m not exactly 
young any longer and I’m not exactly walking alone now, am I?” 
 



He heard a dry harsh spat of laughter, ending in a coughing fit. “An I says ya are, Nephew. God 
knows I’m certainly not here, now am I?” 
 
The old farmer smiled, too amused by the apparition to be afraid. “God does know,” he told the 
specter, “But I don’t. What happened Uncle Ernie… He wouldn’t let you in?” 
 
“They got’s no whiskey in heaven ya moron. What good is going to heaven if there’s no spirits 
other than the ones with wings?” 
 
Scanectity held out the jug he carried, glancing sidewise as he did so. “Help yourself,” he sighed, 
“Just leave at least half of it there; I’ll be a needing it for later.” 
 
“I do thank you nephew… truly I do, but…” 
 
“You can’t drink it cuz your dead?” 
 
“Something like that, yes. Don’t seem fair does it? I spent durn near my entire life making the 
stuff just to please my appetite, and now…” 
 
The moon poked its face out from behind the clouds. It was full and bright. The area was 
suddenly lit to the point of daylight at dawn. “It’s pretty isn’t it?” Scanectity asked of the specter. 
 
“I never get tired of looking at it, old son. Not when I was alive… not now that I’m long dead. 
You ever find my treasure?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
The ghost gave him a suspicious look. Screwing up his eyes in the same way he always had, the 
ghost asked, “How much money was there?” 
 
“Wasn’t money Unk.” 
 
“Is that a fact?” 
 
“Yes it is,” the farmer replied as he walked. 
 
“What did ya find then?” 
 
Scanectity looked at the moon and it appeared to wink at him. He felt slightly reassured. “Words 
Unk… I found words.” 
 
He heard his Uncle hawk and spit. “You’re gonna need that tonight. The Devil’s got an axe to 
grind with our family. He wants your soul.” 
 
“I’spect you’re right. I don’t figure you had anything to do with that, though; did you?” 
 



“I told ya the story clear and true, same as I told anyone who’d listen. You’re the only one who 
ever believed me though. Don’t lose your soul Nephew,” the dead Skunk advised. Scanectity 
heard regret in his voice. “Don’t do what I did. I used to think I was smart. I even out foxed old 
Scratch and don’t think for a moment that didn’t swell my head none. Seeing it from where I am 
now; I realize I was just plain foolish.” 
 
Scanectity looked at the remnants of his Great Uncle. The moonlight eerily shown through the 
ghost Skunk and his form did not cast a shadow. “As I recall,” the farmer replied, “There used to 
be a lot more to you; solid wise in any case. This Scratch fellow got a paw on you then?” 
 
His uncle began to fade even more. “You’re a moron nephew. You should have stayed home 
with the wife and let that Muskrat fellow sleep in the bed of his own making.” 
 
With that he faded completely and was gone. 
 
“What ho Scanectity?” called a soft voice from the shadows ahead on the road. “Who’s that 
you’re talking to?” 
 
“Talking to myself Marcus… just to myself. I thought we was gonna meet at your place?” 
 
“Becka’s asleep and I got antsy. It’s nigh on the turn of the night old friend. Scratch said he’d be 
by exactly then.” 
 
“Well sir, if he’s late the deal would be off and you needn’t worry. I doubt it would be that easy 
though. I brought you something to settle your nerves, but you better only have a sip or two. I 
keep it for exterior medicinal purposes; works good on the window glass too. In your case, the 
ramifications of internal medicinal purposes certainly won’t do you no harm.” 
 
Marcus Muskrat accepted the proffered jug and took a larger swig than he should have. This 
launched him into a coughing fit and Scanectity let him work it out of his system by himself. 
 
“Ya coulda pounded on my back,” the Muskrat grumbled when he was standing straight again. 
 
“I suppose I could have but I was a might worried I’d end up slapping you in the head for being 
stupid,” the Skink replied. “We’re alone now so no need to be polite. Tell me the real truth of the 
incident or I can’t help you.” 
 
“I told the truth Scanectity… I really did.” 
 
“How did this Scratch fella find you out?” 
 
“I don’t know. He came up to the house like any other peddler. He rode in a wagon pulled by 
two horses as black as he was himself. They didn’t say a word, those two. As I live and breathe 
Scanectity, they truly sent shivers down my back. They didn’t even so much as look sideways.” 
 
“Was they wearing blinders?” 



 
“Blinders?” 
 
“Big flappy things on the sides of their head; they cover their eyes so the wagon puller can only 
see the road ahead of them. It’s an old bondage trick from back in the slave days.” 
 
Marcus thought for a moment. “Now that you mention it… yes, they did.” 
 
“That’s why they didn’t look; they couldn’t. OK, so now we know Scratch don’t travel solo, 
though whether or not they’re loyal to him is in high question. Describe his wagon for me.” 
 
“Plain wood… large narrow wheels… ummm… they was spoked wood but the travel side was 
iron bound. The back was covered with canvas. When he was making his pitch, he showed me a 
headstone under the canvas that he was delivering to Runkas Mule that very night. It was real 
pretty and came with a smaller footstone.” 
 
“Runkus died five years ago,” Scanectity said thoughtfully. 
 
Marcus paled visibly even in the moonlight. “He did… he did… he was found cold dead in his 
yard exactly the following morning.” 
 
“That don’t mean nothing Marcus; it could’a just been a coincidence. Come on now and walk 
with me. We need to be back at your house when he comes. Uncle Ernie always told me that a 
good Skunk is best to know his battle ground aforehand.” 
 
“We’ll fight him then?” the Muskrat asked, falling into step with his friend.  
 
“Oh sure… I’ll spray him, and you’ll bite his leg.” Scanectity made an exasperated sound. “Of 
course we’re not going to fight him. Lesson number one: you can’t fight the Devil cuz you’ll 
always lose.” He paused long enough to spit and then continued. “Here’s what we’re going to do. 
‘We’ are not going to do anything; ‘you’ are going to sit and hold your tongue while I talk with 
the gentleman and try to get your contract canceled.” 
 
Marcus caught Scanectity’s elbow and both of them stopped. Perhaps it was the whisky, or 
perhaps it was simply Marcus coming to terms with the end of his life; but he was now calm. 
“No matter what happens tonight, old friend,” he said softly, “Thank you.” 
 
“Your welcome,” the Skunk replied plainly. 
 

------------------ 
 
 

They were both sitting on the porch when they heard the sound of the horses’ metal shod hooves. 
The sound was in perfect rhythm… steel in dirt steel in dirt steel in dirt. The moon was gone 
now, covered with clouds. In the distance there was heat lightning. While they were waiting, 
Scanectity had allowed Marcus another large sip from the jug. Though the Muskrat presently 



uttered no words, tears were freely flowing down his cheeks. This was his death approaching and 
nothing to be done would keep it at bay.  
 
As the wagon approached, both of them stood; though neither offered a greeting to the rider. 
Scanectity noted that the horses, as Marcus had described them, were black and stood as a 
matched pair. Their harness was black leather with silver chains which jingled lightly. He also 
noted their hands firmly gripped the pull bars of the wagon and they looked neither left nor right. 
 
“Well I’ll be jiggered and turned out as an angel dressed in white,” said the Dog in the rider’s 
seat loudly. “Do my old eyes deceive me or is that there Scanectity Skunk standing on the porch 
next to my dead meat?” 
 
“Yes… it’s me.” The farmer replied. If he were to make the call, he would have placed Scratch 
as a Labrador Retriever in a peddler’s Bowler cap. 
 
The wagon pulled up next to where they stood and the rider tugged back on the reins muttering a 
quiet, ‘Whoa’. The horses came to a stop in perfect step, standing quietly awaiting their next 
command. “I’ve been want’n to meet you for some time now,” the Dog said heartily. “This is 
truly a pleasure. I was a very good friend of your Uncle, you know.” 
 
“I doubt it.” 
 
“And why would you say that?” the Devil asked him as he stood in his seat. “That’s very hurtful. 
I do believe I might cry.” He glanced in Marcus’ direction when he said this. The Muskrat 
remained mute, shrinking back slightly into the shadows of the porch. 
 
“I believe we have an appointment Friend Muskrat? Won’t do you no good trying to avoid me.” 
 
“That appointment remains to be seen,” Scanectity said for him. 
 
The horses snorted and moved their heads up and down as if they were machine driven. The Dog 
looked at them as if unsure of what they might do, but they settled. He then removed his hat, 
holding it politely at his chest. 
 
“With your permission, Mr. Skunk, I shall disembark. I always try to stay as respectful as I can, 
even though nothing says I have to. ‘Cordiality given… cordiality received in kind’, I always 
say.” 
 
“Would you stay put if I told ya to?” the old farmer asked. 
 
“Of course not. If you had any doubts; I own this time and place. I will do as I wish in any case 
but that does not alleviate the requirements of polite speech.” 
 
He carefully stepped down from the wagon and approached the porch, stopping when he was 
close. “I’m not sure what you have in mind Friend Skunk, but I am merely here to collect a debt. 
I have fulfilled my obligations, upholding my end of the bargain by delivering this night a 



beautiful memorial stone. Now I wish to be paid the agreed price. Everything is legitimate and in 
order.” 
 
“Ain’t nothing about you legitimate,” Scanectity told him. 
 
The Dog and the Skunk eyed each other like boxers entering the ring; both taking measure of the 
other. 
 
“You know, you do look a bit like your Uncle,” the Devil offered. 
 
“And you look a good deal like your boss,” Scanectity countered. 
 
“I am the ruler of my own kingdom,” hissed the canine in sudden anger. For a moment the black 
Dog’s face appeared as a snarling black Cat… but only for a moment. In the blink of an eye, 
Scanectity found himself again looking at a smiling Dog. “I am sorry for that… outburst. My 
other half seems to have taken a bit of offense at your words.” 
 
“Sure; blame it on the other fella. Well sir, your other half‘d better get used to it because I’m not 
known for being too subtle. What I say has been known to ruffle feathers; but I am a firm 
believer in the truth, like it or not. Now tell me what you have to trade so we can get on with 
this.” 
 
The Dog placed his hat back on his head, took a large watch from his vest pocket and looked at it 
in the darkness. “It would seem that I do have a few minutes, although I also have another 
appointment a little further up the valley. I could possibly sit a spell if you’ll invite me up onto 
the porch. That’s one of the rules and not of my own making; you have to invite me in. Do you 
have any refreshments?” 
 
“Whisky do you?” 
 
“Whiskey would do me just fine,” the Dog replied affably, “But perhaps you could have Friend 
Muskrat wait down here by the wagon. It’s not that I object to his presence but he’s old news at 
this point. With him there is nothing more that I want. You, on the other paw, Scanectity Skunk, 
have always been on my wish list. I’ve long desired an opportunity to sink my meat hooks into 
you.” 
 
The old farmer remained unmoved. “I suppose I should shiver or something?” 
 
“It would delight me if you did; sign of weakness and all of that, but if you don’t that’s fine too.” 
 
The Skunk motioned that the Devil should come up to the porch. “Sorry to disappoint ya, but I 
learned at the knee of my Uncle Ernie. What you’re pushing pales next to that. I am officially 
inviting you up; best you behave.” 
 
“Beat you did he, your old Uncle Ernie?” the Devil asked as he climbed up to the porch. 
 



“No… he taught me to read.” 
 
The Dog paused at the next to top most step and raised an eyebrow. Regarding the Skunk again, 
he seemed to reassess the situation. “My instincts tell me I should collect this owed debt and 
clear out.” He said, smiling slyly, “But I do like a challenge.” 
 
“That’s a weakness,” the old farmer told him. “If you had any brains you would clear out.” 
 
“Scanectity!” hissed Marcus.  
 
The Skunk looked at his friend in the dim light of the porch lantern. “Why don’t you take the 
horses some grain, Marcus. “I spect they’re hungry after hauling that heavy stone all the way out 
here.” 
 
“NO!” barked the Devil. When the farmer looked back at him, he smiled again, but this time in 
embarrassment. “That is to say, I have them on a restricted diet. They are very peculiar and their 
stomachs are a bit more delicate than those of other horses.” 
 
“That a fact?” 
 
“It is,” the Dog replied, climbing the last step to the porch. 
 
“Tell you what Mr. Scratch,” Scanectity told him as they came face to face. “Why don’t you sit 
on the porch swing and I’ll be right there with some of Uncle Ernie’s finest. I brought a jug of it 
special, just for you. We’ll have a snort and then we’ll jaw a while.” 
 
“Delightful… I actually gave him the recipe. Did he ever tell you about it?” 
 
“You mean how he stole it from you?” 
 
The Devil’s face flashed anger again, but only for a brief second. With a smile, he said softly, 
“Perhaps my memory is not as good as it used to be; I could swear I gave it to him free and clear; 
which is not like me at all.” 
 
“Yes… I’m sure,” Scanectity said sourly. He then pointed to the porch swing. “Sit.” 
 
“I will point this out politely, just one time,” the Dog told him in turn, “No one tells me what to 
do.” 
 
“Is that a fact? Seems as I recall from a certain book I read, that attitude got you into a lot of 
trouble once before. Now… if you want me that bad, you’ll do as I say, otherwise I might just be 
tempted to wash my hands of this whole affair and leave it to the two of you to work out. I said 
sit… and I am not in the habit of repeating myself.” 
 
The Devil went rigid, but his expression never changed. Scanectity could feel the fire behind his 
eyes, which briefly glowed red in the dim light of the porch lamp. A cold hard moment passed 



between them and then the Devil relented. Making his way to the swing, he sat on the end closest 
to the outside and then asked civilly, “Won’t you join me?”  
 
The old Skunk actually laughed. “And how should I take that?” 
 
“Take it however you want; I’m just being sociable.” 
 
“I’ll get the squeezings, and then we’ll talk,” the farmer told him. 
 
“I look forward to it.” 
 
Scanectity turned and walked to the shadows of the porch taking Marcus by the sleeve. “I’ll now 
be needing something from you old friend,” he whispered. 
 
The Muskrat’s eyes were large and it was plain the fear was upon him. At first, he didn’t say 
anything. When he finally did, it was preceded by a soft moan. “What do you want?” 
 
“Marcus…” The farmer had to repeat his friend’s name several times before he was certain he 
had his full attention. “Marcus, if you do not grow some testicles, all will be lost whether I help 
you or not. He may be the Devil, but right now I want you to see him as nothing more than a 
pesky snake oil salesman; because that’s exactly what he is. Can you do that?” 
 
“I think so.” 
 
“Good. I’ll need two glasses of water and a small bag of salt. After you bring that, I want you to 
discretely go down and take a close look at those horses. If I’m right, they’re shackled to the 
pulling bars. You let me know if it’s so.” 
 
“If he catches me he’ll make me suffer,” the Muskrat whispered back. 
 
“What exactly are your choices?” 
 
His friend thought about it and then nodded. “Two glasses of water and a sack of salt… right… I 
can do that.” 
 
When Scanectity came back to the Devil, he was gently rocking the swing with one foot, and 
apparently watching the night. “Did you boys have a good whisper?” he asked in an off hand 
manner. 
 
“Yup… I guess you could say we did,” the farmer replied as he sat. 
 
“Tell me something Scanectity,” the Dog said softly as he turned his attention to the Skunk. “Is 
there anything in life that you would really like to have?” 
 
“You mean besides you leaving and never coming back?” 
 



“Of course I mean that. What might I offer you in trade for the small thing that I want?” 
 
“You got nothing I want.” 
 
“How about a long life for your wife? I believe she’s due to pass next year some time. I could 
stretch that out if you’d like.” 
 
The Skunk’s anger flared brightly, but just as quickly as it did, it was back under control again. 
“Leave my family out of this. Right now it’s just you and me… face to face. If you ain’t got the 
guts to take me on without resorting to the dirty tricks, then I’ll be saying my goodnights and 
leaving you be.” 
 
“What about your friend Marcus?” 
 
Scanectity leaned back on the swing, hawked and spat off the porch behind them. “He made a 
mistake. He’s a big fella… I’m sure he could work it out on his own.” 
 
“So… just for the record, let me see if I understand this. You were willing to come here and do 
battle with me at your friends request, but if I bring your family into the equation, you’d walk 
away?” 
 
“That’s right, though I’m not here to battle with you. I might not be smart, but I’m not stupid.” 
 
The Devil smiled his sly smile. “You’re a hard one Scanectity. I always figured you’d be a good 
opponent. In actuality, I don’t really care to do battle with people.” 
 
The Skunk leaned down and hoisted up the jug of whiskey, setting it on his lap. “That’s cuz 
you’re not strong enough.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“Really. If you could collect your souls by going around whack’n people over the head, I figure 
you’d be doing exactly that. You’d also be doing it in broad daylight instead of sneaking around 
after dark.” 
 
“You’re very astute.” 
 
“Thank you. I don’t know what that means, but I’ll take it as a compliment.” With that the 
farmer uncorked the jug. This caused the Dog’s nose to flare slightly.  
 
“I know that smell.” He muttered, sniffing several times. “That is indeed the recipe.” 
 
“You’re exactly right. Would you like a snort?” 
 
“No… thank you… I… no.” 
 



Scanectity smiled. “Great Uncle Ernie was quite the Skunk. He told me how he stole the recipe 
from you. No one else ever much believed the story but I knew he was telling the truth.” 
 
“How exactly did he say he came by the recipe?” 
 
“Let’s just say I know you know the story, since you were the one it was stolen from.” 
 
“You don’t know then do you?” 
 
Scanectity took a small book out from somewhere inside his coveralls. “Sure I do. I read it with 
my own eyes and that’s besides the ever numerous occasions when Ernie got snockered and told 
it all over again. The story never changed… not one iota; that’s how I know it was true. A lie 
will always change as the story is embellished.” 
 
Marcus reappeared with two glasses of water and handed one to each of them. Taking a leather 
pouch out of his back pocket, he tossed it to the wooden floor next to the swing following 
Scanectity’s nodded instructions. 
 
“Thank you Marcus,” the Devil told him, setting the glass on the table next to the swing. “Now, 
if you would be so kind as to wait down by the wagon so the Skunk and I can talk in private.” 
 
The Muskrat shuddered and then quietly complied. 
 
“Ain’t cha worried he’ll run off?” Scanectity asked. 
 
“Not in the least. Should he try, he would find he couldn’t run very far.” The Dog’s nose wiggled 
again as he sniffed the air. “I almost forgot what the recipe smelled like.” He licked his lips. 
 
“Let Marcus go and I’ll let you have some.” 
 
The Devil actually laughed. “That would be too easy Friend Skunk. As you may have guessed, I 
am far from the charitable type. Besides, I believe you offered me a taste in any case.” 
 
“But you said no.” 
 
“And so I did.” He leaned forward slightly, “But I’ve had a change of heart. I’ll tell you what; in 
return I’ll let you read Marcus’ contract. A favor for a favor just to show you I mean well.” 
 
“You never meant well since the time of your creation.” 
 
“And you know this because?” 
 
“I read it.” 
 
“All lies. I was very helpful in the beginning… but that’s water over the dam. I believe you were 
offering me a sip of whiskey?” 



 
Scanectity passed the jug over and watched as the Dog hoisted the jug, taking a small sip. He 
swished this around in his mouth, swallowed, and then made a most satisfied sound.  
 
“Ahhhhhhhhhh….. It is indeed as good as I remember.” 
 
“It cleans window glass good too.” 
 
“Does it really?’ 
 
“I said so didn’t I?” 
 
“That you did.” He took a sip of his water and then placed the glass back on the table next to 
him. Taking a paper from his coat pocket, he unfolded it and handed it over to Scanectity for his 
perusal. “You’ll find it’s all legal and binding. I have some very good lawyers working for me. I 
actually had one Cat Leopold Cheshire, lined up to join me but it would seem he moved from 
your fine town. Word is you had a paw in that.” 
 
“I did you a favor,” Scanectity told him accepting the paper. “He would have been easy pickings 
in any case; and I think you like a bit more of a challenge than that.” 
 
The Devil took another swig from the jug and then offered it to Scanectity. The Skunk graciously 
declined the offer. “I think I want my brains to be a might bit sharper than what that stuff will 
leave them thank you.” He smiled, “But you feel free to drink up.” 
 
“You are indeed wise Friend Skunk. That makes the game all the better. Marcus was just small 
potatoes; but I think you’ve figured that out by now.” 
 
“Yup… I did. Since that’s the case, why not just let him go?” The farmer pushed with one foot 
and the swing began to rock gently. 
 
“That would leave me at a disadvantage. If I didn’t have Marcus, you’d tell me to pound salt and 
that would be that.” 
 
“Ah yup… I most likely would.” 
 
“You’re honest; I like that in a person.” The Dog sniffed at the jug, seemed to think about it, and 
then took another swig. When he was done, he wiped his mouth with the back of one paw. 
Holding out the same paw to Scanectity, he was given the cork and the jug was again stoppered. 
“What do you know of your Great Uncle Ernie and the recipe for this whiskey?” 
 
“He conned you out of it.” 
 
“I gave it to him,” the Devil corrected. 
 
“I do know the paper was buried with him; and that’s something even you can’t retrieve.” 



 
“That is a truth,” Scratch sighed. “Did he perchance write it down somewhere else?” 
 
The old Skunk chuckled and moved his bushy tail around making himself a little more 
comfortable. It was now in a position to partially blocked the Devil’s view of the wagon if this 
was required. “You’re testing my knowledge. You want to know if I really am telling the truth. 
I’m thinking you want that recipe back.” 
 
“It’s mine!” 
 
“I think not. As I’ve been told, possession is nine tenth’s of the law. You know full well that old 
Uncle Ernie, as anal as he was about recording life’s details, couldn’t write the recipe down. It 
was recorded on that one particular piece of parchment; and that’s now gone. Why not just up 
and write it down yourself? Surely you remember it?” 
 
He could see the Devil cringe at the question. “I haven’t because I can’t.” 
 
“You stole it too didn’t you?” 
 
The Dog looked at him. “You know that’s what they always say about me; lie, cheat, and steal 
are my nature. It’s an unwarranted reputation. I’m simply an honest businessman dealing in 
precious commodities.” 
 
“And so was Uncle Ernie.” Scanectity held up the contract he’d been given to read. Squinting to 
see the words in the dim light, he ran through it quickly. To the Devil’s credit, it was written 
entirely in large print. There was nothing of the terms hidden, nor were they written in double 
speak; which was the word play of lawyers. The mark at the bottom of the page clearly belonged 
to Marcus Muskrat. Unlike the wording of the contract, which was in black ink, the signature had 
a rusty faded look to it. “By the words of this contract, I can see that Marcus owed up to having 
read and understood.” He looked around for his friend, hoping his timing was not poor. 
“Marcus? Are you there somewhere?” 
 
“Yes,” came his voice from the shadows by the porch steps.  
 
“When did you learn to read?” 
 
“You know I can’t read Scanectity. My wife does the ciphering for me when it comes to such 
things.”  
 
“This is your mark on the paper here?” 
 
“You know it is.” 
 
“How is it then that you were able to read this document?” 
 
“Scratch read it to me.” 



 
Scanectity looked further at the bottom of the page for any other signatures and found none. 
“There are no testament signatures here Old Fella. You lose. It’s a matter of his word against 
yours in a court of law and no judge is going to believe you truthfully read this contract to your 
customer. Case dismissed.” 
 
“Nice try,” the Devil chuckled. “You really should have been a lawyer Friend Scanectity.” 
 
“So said my Uncle Ernie, but my calling was to be a farmer. I never doubted it, nor do I regret it. 
I can’t see any reason for the ‘nice try’. What I observed was a matter of plain fact.” 
 
The Black Dog almost looked to be a part of the night as he un-stoppered the jug and took 
another drink. When he finished slacking his thirst, he said, “This is not a court of law. I will 
agree to the 50/50 on the signatures, but my signature bears the weight of the contract. He is still 
mine unless you can find at least one more thing to contest. Personally, I don’t think you have 
what your Uncle had, so I’ll wait but a moment longer and then I’ll be on my way.” 
 
“Old Uncle Ernie always did call me a moron… but I wasn’t the one what rotted his liver 
drinking the nectar in that jug. How bad do you want the recipe?” 
 
The Devil flashed a look that said exactly how bad he wanted it. As quickly as it appeared, 
however, it was gone. “I will admit that drinking has not been the same for me. I have yet to find 
a brew that will slack my thirst like the recipe, but I can live without it. Besides… the recipe is 
gone; you said so yourself. We also both know Ernie couldn’t write it down and I am prevented 
from desecrating a grave; thus the paper is not retrievable.” 
 
“That’s right,” the Skunk agreed softly. He then took a sip from his water glass. Placing it back 
down on the small table next to him, he said, “He couldn’t write it down; but there was no rule 
that said he couldn’t ‘not’ write it down.” The old farmer reached in to his coveralls and took out 
a small book. “I got this from Uncle Ernie’s final resting bed. Though he was dead, I heard him 
tell me to guard it with my life. I was all of ten years old at the time and thought he was giving 
me a map to all sorts of pirate treasure and such. It’s his personal journal. He was a stickler for 
recording the details of his life.” 
 
The Devil gave the Skunk a quizzical look. “But he couldn’t write it down…” 
 
“And he didn’t. The details for what you’re seeking are in the details of what has not been 
written. Though he never told me how to make what’s in that jug, he was sure to show me all the 
supplies he took into the barn. Though he never told me the nature of that copper monster sitting 
in the shadows of the corn locker,” he tapped his head, “The memory of it is all up here,” and 
then he taped the book, “and it’s not not in here.” He smiled. 
 
The black Dog smiled back at him. “I like the way you think Scanectity. Very well… give me 
the book, and we’ll call it square. You can take Marcus and hang him by his toes for all I care. 
As to your soul… I can bide my time. I’ll stop by now and again just to check on you if you 
don’t mind… or even if you do mind. That’s just good business sense.” 



 
The Skunk continued smiling. Slowly folding the contract up, he tucked it into the pocket of his 
overalls and then said softly, “Go to Hell.” 
 
There was a pregnant pause and the fire appeared back in the eyes of the Dog. He looked about 
to scream, but instead, only laughed an evil sounding laugh. “I should have guessed you 
wouldn’t be that easy,” he finally managed. Taking his pocket watch out, he flipped it open and 
looked at it. “I don’t have much time left here. Show me one more reason to let the Muskrat go, 
or I’m off and he’s going with me. You can then make the funeral arrangements and explain 
things to his widow.” 
 
“Have another pull on the jug, Old Fellow,” Scanectity told him, patting him on the arm in a 
reassuring manner, “And then you can show me this headstone you so graciously supplied for 
my friend. I think I would like to see what kind of work you do. I might be a hard case, but I do 
appreciate good workmanship no matter who’s it is.” 
 
The Devil angrily pulled the stopper out of the jug and took a very large swallow. After doing so 
he closed his eyes as if in prayer, letting out a small ‘ahhhhhhh’ as he exhaled. 
 
“Sweet ain’t it?” Scanectity asked him. 
 
“Sweet as the blush of a virgin upon seeing her first lover naked,” he replied softly. 
 
This time it was the Skunks turn to be surprised. “That’s exactly the expression Uncle Ernie used 
to describe it.” 
 
“I’m not surprised,” the Devil replied, apparently now in a much mellower mood. “That’s how I 
described it to him before he took his first drink. Before he met me, he’d never had a drink in his 
life.” 
 
“And you hooked him?”  
 
“I did… but it would seem I severely underestimated that one. The fish took the hook, line, 
sinker… and then the damnable fishing pole. He was indeed a tricky one. We struck a deal 
before we parted ways and that deal protected him until the day he died.” 
 
“You have him then?” 
 
“Truth?” 
 
“Please… yes, the truth.” 
 
The Devil paused to spit before speaking. “I never found him. I came to the funeral as is my 
custom, but he wasn’t there. I waited, and waited… and nothing. Somehow he got away.” He 
tipped his hat back. “I’ll find him eventually… I always do. Now, come with me and I’ll show 
you my handy work. I’m very good with stone.” 



 
Together they rose and walked to the porch steps, the Devil moving forward alone as Scanectity 
paused to take the porch lamp from its hook. Turning up the wick, he pointed it towards the steps 
and found Marcus Muskrat sitting there, his back propped against the wall. His eyes looked 
accusingly at Scanectity. It was obvious he felt the Skunk should have simply given up his 
Uncle’s journal. 
 
“Did you do as I requested?” Scanectity asked him softly. 
 
“Yes; they’re shackled. Scanectity… I…” 
 
“Shhhhhh…” his friend cautioned, “Soon Marcus... soon.” 
 
“Are you coming Skunk, or are you going to waste more of my valuable time on peanuts?” the 
Dog called from behind the wagon. 
 
“Peanuts are quite a wonderful crop, Scratch. You can do most anything with them, and where 
you come from I’m quite certain you could easily roast them.” 
 
“Oh yes,” he replied sarcastically, “Mock the Devil; that’s sure to get you points in heaven.” As 
he spoke, he pulled the canvas from the back of the wagon, flipping it up so the contents could 
be viewed. “Bring the lantern.” 
 
In the back of the wagon Scanectity found a beautiful granite tombstone. It was complete with a 
matching foot stone. Its smooth sides reflected his light like a mirror. 
 
“That is very nice work,” Scanectity told him appreciatively. “Woulda taken a stone mason a 
long time to get a finish that smooth.” 
 
“I have an abundance of help,” the Dog told him. “I promise to ease up on their suffering if they 
do a good job; but of course I never do. I can be a bit of a bastard.” 
 
“So I’ve been told,” Scanectity murmured as he ran a paw over the smooth stone. Moving around 
to the front, he regarded the name and the dates chiseled there. Pointing at the ‘birth date’, he 
said, “There’s your second mistake and Marcus’ freedom.” 
 
“What?” asked the Devil in an unbelieving manner. “I don’t make mistakes in my handy work.” 
 
“You’re not perfect,” Scanectity told him, “Thereby, you make mistakes… otherwise Old Ernie 
never would have been able to steal your recipe, nor would he have been able to avoid you after 
his death.” 
 
With the mention of the whiskey, the Devil unceremoniously uncorked the jug and took another 
large swallow. “Ahhhhhhhhhh….” His expression of pleasure was harsh and angry sounding. 
Looking at the jug, he said, “The nectar of me; I forgot how much I have missed you.” Turning 



back to the farmer, his expression became calm again and jovial. “You’ve truly aroused my 
curiosity Skunk… show me.” 
 
“The birth date is wrong.” 
 
“No it’s not. Marcus…” he yelled. “What day were you born on?” 
 
“April 14 th,” the Muskrat replied meekly. 
 
The Devil pointed at the stone. “What’s it say?” he asked. 
 
“April 14 th,” Scanectity replied. 
 
“So where’s the problem?” 
 
“Marcus was born on the 13th. Though I was young, I actually remember the occasion… but 
Uncle Ernie wrote it down; so it’s recorded history. I ran across it when I was going through the 
journal after dinner earlier this evening.” 
 
“Your wife makes pies, am I correct?” 
 
“We agreed…” 
 
“It’s just a small question,” the Devil said quickly. His eyes were sparkling with merriment. “Has 
she ever made a peanut pie?” 
 
“Not that I am aware.” 
 
The big black Dog giggled. “Gotcha then… carry on. You were saying about the birth date?” 
 
“He was born on April 13th. Here… hold the lantern so I can read.” 
 
The Devil took the lamp and held it for Scanectity as he thumbed through his Uncle’s journal. 
The old farmer turned the pages until he found the one he wanted. 
 
“Says here, April 13th; Mrs. Muskrat had a son this day. Since it is a Friday, and the most 
unlucky day of the year, she has decided not to tell anyone, but will declare him to have been 
born on the 14th. Silly old goose is afraid of her own shadow. What good will come of this only 
God knows for sure.” 
 
At the mention of God, the Devil spat upon the ground. 
 
Scanectity closed the book with a thump. “The birth date is wrong, Scratch, and it would appear 
that God was one step ahead of you once again.” 
 
“That is so unfair,” the Devil groused. 



 
“Fair has nothing to do with it Old Fella,” Scanectity told him, tucking the journal back into his 
coveralls. “I think we’re done here.” 
 
Taking the whiskey jug and the lantern from the Dog, he turned and walked back to the porch. 
He stopped in front of Marcus, keeping his back to the Devil. “You’re free old friend,” he said 
quietly, “Go and sit on the swing now.” He then handed him the whiskey jug and the lamp. “Put 
the lamp up first and the jug next to that salt pouch ya brought me. It’s sitting on the floor where 
I left it.” 
 
Marcus nodded and then did as he was told. 
 
“Friend Scanectity,” the Devil called out from behind the wagon. He was lacing the rope to the 
canvas, taking the time to pull it tight. 
 
“You’re still here?” 
 
“I was thinking I would like to strike a deal for that journal. If what you told me is true, perhaps I 
could figure out the clues to reconstructing the recipe. That would please me greatly; and when 
I’m happy, everyone is happy; if you catch my drift.” 
 
“You’ve got nothing I want.” The Skunk said gruffly, “Please leave us in peace.”  
 
He climbed the steps of the porch and walked to the swing, plopping heavily down next to the 
Muskrat. Bending over, he fussed with the cork in the whiskey jug; sitting up when he was 
satisfied he had securely stopped the mouth. 
 
The Dog ignored his words. When he was finished tying on the canvas, he walked back to the 
porch, where he respectfully stood on the steps. 
 
“I can offer you riches.” 
 
“I got all that I need.” 
 
“Good health.” 
 
“Got that too.” The Skunk reached into his overalls and pulled out the journal, turning it over and 
over in his paws as if thinking about it. 
 
“Really Scanectity, there must be something you want.” 
 
“Yes, I suppose there is. All right… I’ll tell you what I want. I want you to leave this valley in 
peace. You go away and never come back.” He sighed. “And I want you to give up on Uncle 
Ernie. Let him go… free and clear. You promise me that, and I’ll not only give you this book, 
I’ll give you the rest of the jug for the road.” As he spoke the words, he moved the jug to the 
front with his foot. 



 
The Devil thought about the offer, eyeing the jug hungrily. “I would reserve the right to visit you 
occasionally. You are a unique creature Scanectity Skunk. I find your quick wit rather refreshing. 
Most of whom I visit are only concerned with what ‘they’ want.” 
 
“You can visit me if you wish… but only me, and only if you leave your job at the border of the 
valley. I rather like a good game of checkers in the evening and I’m getting a little tired of 
playing Junior… there’s no imagination in that one.” 
 
“You should teach him.” 
 
“I’ve been trying to, but it’s an uphill battle. He’s got a good heart but his head’s as hard as that 
stone you showed me. He’s a good boy though and a father shouldn’t ask for more than that.” 
 
The big black Dog took the Bowler off of his head and regarded it, measuring the offer. Finally 
he looked up and smiled. “That whiskey is so very good; done.”  
 
Scanectity took Marcus’ contract from his pocket and handed it to the Muskrat. “Take that to the 
lamp and set it ablaze,” he said so very softly. “Toss it out to the dirt where it can burn 
completely and then go and stand next to the horses. Be ready to remove their blinders on my say 
so.” 
 
The Muskrat nodded and then did as he had been told, the Devil never taking his eyes off of him. 
When the paper was well flaming, he dropped it off the front of the porch so it could burn 
completely in the dirt, making sure it was very close to the Dog’s feet. Then, excusing himself, 
he walked down the steps and into the night. A moment later the sounds of retching were heard 
from the dark area by the horses. 
 
Scanectity rose. Picking up the jug, he crossed to the side of the porch near the Dog. 
 
“Would you like our agreement to be in writing?” Scratch asked him, “It would only take me a 
moment to draw up and I wouldn’t even ask for a blood signature.” 
 
“As you saw; paper burns,” the Skunk told him softly. “That and it would be your blood on the 
signature, not mine. You agreed to my terms and not the reverse.” 
 
“And so I did. You know my word is good.” 
 
“Of course I do. You’re a simple businessman and you have a reputation to maintain. If your 
word was no good creatures everywhere would know not to deal with you. That would be bad for 
business.” 
 
The Dog nodded. “Very well put. So now your precious valley will be free of me. I will admit 
that there are but few places in the world with that distinction.” 
 



“Yes… but it’s a big world and one place less on your map isn’t going to make that much 
difference; is it?” 
 
“Not in the larger scheme of things, no. Would you like to know when you’re going to die? I 
could tell you… it would be just between friends.” 
 
“You’re not my friend.” Scanectity told him bluntly. 
 
“Between business associates then?” 
 
“You’re not that either.” Scanectity took the time to spit off of the porch.  
 
“We shall see,” replied the Devil. “Now then… I have agreed to your terms; please do me the 
kindness of holding up your end. Not to do so would carry ‘grave’ consequences.” 
 
“That a fact?” the Skunk drawled and then smiled. “No pun intended I suppose?” 
 
“Not at all, and yes, it most certainly is a fact,” he replied, giving the Skunk a hard look. 
 
The farmer gave the Devil an equally hard look, but there was mirth twinkling in his eyes as he 
did so. Moving to the steps, he came down off of the porch to stand eye to eye with his 
adversary. Handing over the book and the jug, he told the Dog formally, “I do here by give you 
exactly what we agreed to… this book, and this jug of whiskey. You will now leave our valley.” 
Then looking into the darkness, he said in a louder tone, “Remove their blinders Marcus, so they 
might see.” 
 
“Blinders? What…” The Devil turned and peering into the darkness saw the shadow of Marcus 
Muskrat pulling the blinders off of his matched pair of horses. “NO!” he roared, but it was too 
late. The horses, looking around and finding their master nowhere near, took off at a dead run; 
pulling the wagon behind them. 
 
The Devil, without even looking back, followed in hot pursuit and they disappeared into the 
morning darkness.  
 
Marcus, coming back from the shadows, joined Scanectity and they listened to the mad pursuit 
until the sounds completely faded from their hearing. When all was totally quiet again, the old 
farmer suddenly found himself in a bear hug and his friend openly weeping. At first, he just 
stood there at a loss for words. Then slowly, he embraced the Muskrat until the crying was done. 
 
“There are some things you now have to do, Marcus,” he said softly, as he led his friend back up 
to the porch swing. 
 
“Tell me,” the other farmer muttered, “And I’ll do it… anything.” 
 



“First and most important, you absolutely cannot breath a word of this to anyone. What 
happened tonight is just between you, me, and the Devil. Rest assured I don’t believe he’ll be 
telling anyone.” 
 
“What about Bella?” Marcus asked. “She heard my story when first I came to you.” 
 
“I’ll take care of that. Next thing you need to do… get rid of all your ill gotten gains.” 
 
“Yes.”  
 
“Your money that sprouted roots like potatoes; burry it and forget where; it’ll wither and die all 
on its own. Any surplus of stores you have in the barn… give it to those in need. Winter is 
coming. Times are always hard in the winter.” 
 
“Yes… yes… of course.” 
 
“Finally… I want you to have your wife make a very large meal this day. You sit with your 
entire family and you have a dinner of Thanksgiving. You will do this every year for the rest of 
your life on this very day; just to remember all the reasons you have to live.” He pointed to the 
sky which was just beginning to lighten. “Remember what I told you about the sunrise?” 
 
“Yes,” the Muskrat replied softly. “I am so sorry I doubted you.” 
 
“Never you mind old friend, if things had been reversed, I’m sure I would have too.” 
 
With that the pair sat on the porch swing and quietly watched the sun rise. 

 
---------------- 

 
On his walk home, Scanectity was joined by a familiar figure… another Skunk. For all intents 
and purposes, he looked as real as he could look; thought if one were to look close, they would 
notice that the figure was quite translucent. 
 
“I’m mighty proud of you Nephew,” the specter told him. 
 
“Thank you Uncle,” Scanectity replied. He smiled, and reaching into his coveralls, pulled a small 
book out. “Would you like your journal back now? It was supposed to be buried with you as I 
recall.” 
 
The ghost made a rude sound. “And as I also recall, you snatched it out of the box when no one 
was around… so… you keep it. The Devil’s gonna be pissed when he sees you switched it on 
him.” 
 
“Our deal was for the book I was holding in my paw. Just because it wasn’t this one doesn’t 
mean it wasn’t an honest trade. He shoulda checked.” 
 



“And I’m sure he would have if he hadn’t been so all fired concerned about his horses,” the 
ghost cackled, “Oh that was a good one. I couldn’t have done better myself. How come you 
didn’t snatch the recipe from my box when you took my journal?” 
 
Scanectity yawned, stretched his arms a bit, and then tucked the journal back into his coveralls 
before answering. Looking at the ghost, he said, “The varmint that don’t take the poison stays 
alive. I saw what it did to you Uncle. A better warning there couldn’t possibly be.” 
 
“Truer words never spoken; and thank you very much by the way.” 
 
“You’re very welcome. So what will you do now?” he asked. 
 
“You mean now that I’m free?” 
 
“I mean now that you don’t have to hide from the Devil?” 
 
“I suppose I should go to my eternal rest… that’s what I’m supposed to do isn’t it?” 
 
“That’s what the Preacher’s always trying to tell us. If it’s true I’d go kinda quick like. You’re 
released, but that don’t mean old Scratch won’t still come looking for you.” 
 
“Why would he? He lost fair and square… just like the last time.” 
 
Scanectity chuckled, “Because I am my Uncle’s nephew and the nephew salted the whisky jug 
before giving it up. I do think that’s something the old boy just simply is not going to abide.” 
 
Great Uncle Ernie laughed his hacking loud laugh and then said, “I guess you’re not such a 
moron after all.” 
 
And with that… he was gone. 
 



The Whackadoodle Inn 
 
 

 
“Get out of my Inn ya big doofus Bull!”  
 
The large Tarbh Bull stood placidly as a little snip of a Fox whaled on him with a broom. During 
this tirade, the tips of his horns occasionally touched the ceiling carving grooves in the plaster; 
even though he maintained a stooped posture. 
 
“Shoo… beat it… go away… leave!” The broom made whopping brush sounds punctuating her 
words, while the many earrings in her long ears jangled like a troop of gypsies bearing wind 
chimes. “You already ruined one sofa ya big oaf… go sleep in the barn; I’ll not have you ruining 
any more of my precious things!” 
 
This outburst was plainly witnessed by no less than five of the Inn keeper’s new customers. All 
of these were female and all of them were from the village’s more well to do families. Though 
they feigned shock, this was not the first such disaster in the single month the Inn had been open. 
They were actually quite amused and it made for wonderful gossip.  
 
The time before this, the well meaning Bull had brought flowers dug from the Fox’s small 
garden seeking appeasement for some now forgotten infraction. He’d become hungry and eaten 
them as she’d run for a vase; trying to make something good out of something bad. The time 
before that he’d fallen asleep in the parlor during the ladies card time. The game of cards had to 
be moved because they couldn’t hear which suit was bid over his thunderous snoring.  
 
This time the ladies were having a tea when the Bull sauntered in. As was his usual habit, he was 
scantily clad in only a loin cloth; this did not go unobserved by the ladies. He politely asked for 
the owner of the Inn and the serving girl had run to find her but not before he’d plopped down on 
a very old and fine sofa. It collapsed under his weight; a fact that did not seem to occur to him as 
he was apparently comfortable. Where the ladies had openly gawked at the Bull’s massive body; 
they now tittered and hid their amusement behind quickly opened fans. 
 
“I told ya to leave!” the Fox yelled again. The insides of her ears were much redder than the 
normal Fennec Gray of her body as the physical punishment with her broom continued. 
 
The Bull stood stoically and received the castigation without flinching. During this, the front 
door opened and a young Skunk bearing three freshly baked pies walked in… just in time to 
catch the delivery side of the Fox’s broom as it glanced off of the Bull. He was forced to do a 
quick juggling act to keep the pies from falling. 
 
“Whoaaaaa…. Miss Vixyy… I didn’t do anything!” he yelled as he danced. More by accident 
than anything else he managed to set the pies on the small counter of the front desk without 
losing them. 
 



“Get this here fella out of my Inn!” she shouted at him. 
 
“Brontes?” 
 
“Yes… that one! I ain’t been open a month and he’s durn near destroyed the place.” She took 
another swipe at the Bull. He in turn gave the young Skunk a pained look. Clearly he had no idea 
what he’d done to deserve such treatment. After another five growling strikes at his huge form 
the vixen had to stop; her arms too tired to continue. 
 
As she stood panting, he softly told her, “I am leaving now. I only wished to say goodbye and to 
thank you for your kindness in allowing me to stay here.” 
 
“You’re leaving?” she gasped looking up at him. The broom was suddenly forgotten. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
Turning she looked at the five ladies watching them. “What are you bunch gawking at? Teas 
over… go home.” 
 
“But Miss Vixyy,” one of them began. 
 
The little Fennec lifted her broom and shook it at the offender. “I’ve got a broom and I’m very 
familiar with its use in killing spiders. Oh deary me,” she said, bringing it back  examining the 
brush, “Seems to be spider guts and Bull cooties all over the tines; imagine that.” Looking back 
at the ‘lady’, she said threateningly, “Maybe I ought’a shake a few of them onto ya.” 
 
The lady in question shrank back just a bit trying to hide behind her cohorts. 
 
“The choice is yours,” the Fox growled, whereupon the five ladies beat a hasty retreat to the 
Inn’s foyer. From there to the outside they complained loudly being they were out of range. 
 
When they were gone, the Inn keeper dropped her implement of punishment and grabbed the 
huge bull around one large leg, hugging it for all she was worth. With the hug came many tears 
and she was again whaling loudly, but this time in anguish. “You’ve been like a son to me,” she 
cried. “I’ve no man about this place and as stinky as you are you been so good to me. You fix 
things… then you break them… then you fix them again… but I’ve loved ya for it.”  
 
The Bull looked at the Skunk in a questioning way. Junior, for his part, shrugged his shoulders 
indicating he hadn’t a clue. Finally, realization came to him and he smiled. “The name of this 
place is the ‘Whackadoodle Inn’,” he hiss whispered while twirling a finger in a circle next to his 
head indicating insanity, “It sorta makes sense if you think about it.” 
 
Brontes nodded in a confused way and circled one of his own fingers, first in the air, and then 
getting a grasp on the signal, in the air next to his head.  
 



“Maybe you could stay a little longer?” Junior asked just loud enough to be heard over the Fox. 
“Another week would probably do it. I’ll ask my mom to make you a special pie if you do.” 
 
The Bull man smiled at this. “Oat and barley?” 
 
“With apples maybe?” 
 
Brontes smiled larger. “Lots of apples… but only a week, no more. I must leave.”  
 
Junior nodded in agreement and then pointed a finger at the Inn Keeper indicating the Bull 
should tell her. 
 
Reaching down Brontes gently rubbed the area between the Fox’s large ears. Though her face 
remained pressed up against his leg, she stopped crying; though she still sniffled. 
 
“Very well…” he told her in his gravely voice, “I can stay one week longer.”  
 
Her sniffles stopped abruptly and she smiled, though she kept her face pressed against his leg. 
“You’ll sleep in the barn then?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“And you’ll mend the fence behind the barn, and the barn door… that too?’ 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“And the chimney… you’ll fix the chimney?” 
 
The Bull sighed. “Yes… and then I must leave.” 
 
“Done,” she said happily, detaching herself from the Bull’s leg. “I’ll call you for dinner… now 
off with you… you have much work to be done.” 
 
With that she took her broom and skipped back to the kitchen leaving Junior and Brontes alone. 
The Bull looked at the Skunk and gave him a very sour look.  
 
“I’ll tell my mother to make you two pies,” the youth said quickly, “Really big ones.” 
 
He then quickly escaped out the door through which he’d arrived. 
 
The Taur Bull sighed and then flopped back down upon the thing that had started all the 
madness. “Whackadoodle,’ he muttered to himself.  
 
Within moments he was loudly snoring. 
 



Cookie Jar 
 
 
The vixen’s breast was round and firm under his seeking fingers. His touch was very light; as if 
he was afraid he might damage something he’d never before felt. It was unbelievable that things 
had gone this far… his index finger was just stretching out to caress a small… firm… pink… 
 
“KAST WOLF ARE YOU IN THAT COOKIE JAR AGAIN?!” 
 
Kast opened his eyes. His young manhood was firmly clenched in his right paw which in turn 
had been lubricated with an overly abundant amount of lotion. 
 
“I’M IN THE OUTHOUSE MA!” he yelled back. “I’M NOT EVEN NEAR THE KITCHEN!” 
 
He knew she knew this… and she knew he knew she knew this… and now the moment was 
ruined. 
 
“That She-Wolf has an anti-wanking sixth sense,” he grumbled and then proceeded to clean 
himself up. There was no sense trying to finish the job now because that would take too long and 
she’d know. He hated the thought of his mother knowing what he was up to. It just wasn’t right. 
Even more than that; it was frustrating. 
 
His testicles twinged in disappointment.  
 
“Tell me about it,” he grumbled, “One of these days we’ll have plenty of private time. Maybe 
we’ll get a good session on Saturday when she goes to market… that is if we can escape all the 
‘Pack’ crap. Gawddddd… just a little time alone would be so nice.” He stopped and sighed when 
he realized he was whispering to his penis. Life as a Wolf was not easy sometimes. 
 
When he came into the kitchen his mother was there doing the dishes. He suspected she’d been 
there all along and gave her a dirty look that conveyed this thought quite clearly. 
 
“What?” she asked him. “I was out hanging the clothes on the line and thought I heard the cookie 
jar rattle.” 
 
“So what if it had?” he retorted. “I’m allowed to have a cookie when I want it.” 
 
“’A’ cookie,” she returned, “And only now and again provided you ask first. I know for a fact 
you had two right after lunch. You eat them all and then there’s none left for anyone else. Your 
father happens to like my cookies you know.” 
 
Kast had a sudden flash of a dirty thought and found himself wondering which cookies his 
mother was referring to. He shivered and then shrugged the thought out of his head; that was just 
too ghastly to even think. His parents and sex… ewwweeeeeee… 



 
“I saw you holding paws with that slut vixen up the road yesterday,” his mother said, watching 
him out of the corner of her eye. “You stay away from her or I’ll be forced to tell your father.” 
 
“Ahhhh Mommmmmmmmm….. Her name is Foshu and she’s really nice. Foxes are canines the 
same as us Wolfs…”  
 
She cut him off. “Foxes are solitary creatures and not Pack minded like us Wolf’s,” she told him 
forcefully now looking straight into his eyes. “You get mixed up with a Fox and your life will be 
miserable. There’s no cuddling with their kind and only single beds after they get what they 
want. Sure she’s cute now but just you wait; give her a few years and she’ll be short, squat, and 
as ugly as your Uncle Ben’s red wig. That and there’ll be no pack visits for you because she’ll 
not be allowing it! I’ve seen it a hundred times if I’ve seen it once young Wolf. I don’t want you 
banned from the pack! You have a family reputation to maintain… your father’s the Alpha.” She 
softened her tones indicting a change of tactics. “Honey; I’m just concerned that you’ll not make 
the right decisions for your life. What about that cute young Margaret Wolf?” 
 
“Margaret?! She’s Uncle Harry’s daughter!” He felt the hair on the back of his neck stand on 
end. “She’s almost my sister! EEEEWWWWEEEEEeeeeeeeee…..” 
 
“Stop it! She’s not your sister and that’s good enough. She’s a cutie too and I’m sure she’ll be in 
her first heat soon. Your father said just last night that you’re old enough to take a mate.” His 
mother batted her eyes and smiled suddenly trying to be as charming as possible. “I think he’d 
like some grand pups; and I must admit I wouldn’t mind it so much myself.” 
 
Kast found himself shivering again. His mother was not going to stop so he decided to change 
his own tactics by pulling an Alpha challenge on her. Walking boldly to the cookie jar he 
removed the lid making no noise as he did so just to prove to her he could do it. Removing a 
large oatmeal raisin cookie he looked right at his mother and took a big bite. “I’ll think about it,” 
he told her feeling the crumbs falling out of his mouth as he chewed. This was something he 
knew would severely irritate her. “Margaret’s not too bad in the looks department, but can she 
cook?” 
 
His mother recovered from her shock and unexpectedly smiled. Gently taking the cookie jar lid 
from her son, she set it back on the jar in an equally noiseless fashion. “She made these particular 
cookies herself… just for you. I wasn’t going to say anything until after dinner when we could 
all have one for desert; your father is supposed to be the one having the first bite after all. That’s 
why I didn’t want you in the silly cookie jar hun. If he were here right now, he’s spank your 
bottom red with his belt for jumping in ahead of him.” 
 
The young Wolf almost choked and the cookie, which indeed was very good, suddenly tasted a 
lot like sawdust. “I’ve got to go play kick ball,” he muttered and quickly ducked past his mother.  
 
“You do that!” she yelled after him, “And you make sure you hoof it to the ball park alone! YOU 
STAY AWAY FROM THAT VIXEN!” 
 



 
--------------------- 

 
Kast kicked at the dirt of the road as he walked. The wagon track was deeply rutted and afforded 
him many dirt clods to take aim at. ‘It’s not fair,’ he muttered, ‘Not fair, not fair, not fair!’ 
 
“What’s not fair?” asked a melodic voice from the bushes. 
 
His gut reflex hit him hard and he jumped back looking as close as he could at the area where the 
voice had been. He didn’t see anyone and his sixth sense made the hair on the back of his neck 
stand on end. “Who’s there!” he demanded; but there was no answer.  
 
“I’m not afraid!” he shouted. “I’m a Wolf… you’d better not try anything or the Pack…” 
 
A wet tongue licked him behind his ear. He screamed and jumped straight up; spinning about to 
face the threat. He was both ashamed and angry that he’d sounded so girlish. 
 
Foshu stood in the road looking at him. She laughed, and her voice was like music. “Or the Pack 
will what Kast Wolf; rend me limb from limb?” 
 
“They will!” he shouted, “You don’t know them the way I do!” He rubbed at his wet ear. “And 
don’t ever do that again!” It was so unlike him to yell but he was still a bit un-nerved by all his 
mother had told him. His head whirled and he was suddenly so totally frustrated that he cursed 
loudly, “DAMN IT!” 
 
The vixen gave him a worried look. “You should never do that Kast Wolf,” she hissed at him, “It 
makes the Fox gods very angry.” 
 
She blinked and her ears twitched as she heard something. Without any explanation she ran 
quickly back into the bushes beside the road and vanished from sight. 
 
As Kast dumbly watched this, he heard the sound of Wolfs moving fast. He turned towards the 
noise and saw five of his friends running towards him... running in complete silence as Wolfs are 
taught to make their attacks from birth. Margaret was among the five, though she was carefully 
not in the lead. This was not what he’d wanted…. not in the least… not for nothing… no way; 
period! Couldn’t everyone just leave him alone? 
 
The five surrounded him in a protective circle as though he was their leader; watching their 
selected areas for any threat. They all seemed to speak at once. 
 
“What was it?” 
 
“Are you all right?” 
 
“We’ll give’em a good lick’n!” 
 



“Who was it?” 
 
“Did you bite’em?” 
 
There was a pregnant moment and then all of them were looking at Kast; who was obviously 
unhurt. 
 
“It was a bee,” he told them sheepishly. “It wouldn’t leave me alone. I thought it was gonna sting 
me.” 
 
As one they laughed and their laughter hurt him. “A beeeeee……” they all hooted.   
 
“Why didn’t ya smack it?” one of them asked and then snorted.  
 
This was the wrong thing to do. Kast pounced upon this Wolf, knocking him to the dirt. He held 
him by the cloth of his shirt and raised a fist threateningly. “I’m gonna smack you one instead; 
how about that?” 
 
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” the other Wolf quickly whined. Kast’s dad was the Alpha, and 
it was obvious that Kast was going to follow in his old man’s footsteps. “We heard a commotion 
and just came to help… no offence meant. All for one… all for one… the Wolf’s credo!” 
 
Kast let this Wolf drop into the dirt. “No offence taken,” he growled. Standing, he turned and 
walked right into Margaret. She immediately stepped back and lowered her eyes, thought she 
wore a very big smile. 
 
“We’re heading to the ball field Kast… you want to come?” 
 
He caught a whiff of her perfume and thought it smelled suspiciously like his mother’s. His head 
reeled slightly and his nose twitched. It wasn’t so much the perfume affecting him as it was 
something else. His mother had mentioned ‘heat’. He shivered again but for a different reason 
than before. “I… ahhh… can’t. I have some chasing around in the woods to do.” 
 
“Chasing?” she asked innocently. 
 
“Yes… chasing!” he told her, his voice coming across a little too loudly. 
 
They all stood there for a moment not really knowing what to say. The silence became awkward.  
 
“Rabbits?” she asked softly. 
 
“Yeah; Rabbits. Catch’em, make them cry, and then let’em go. It’s fun.” 
 
“Your mother told me… well… ” she said softly, “Maybe when you’re done chasing,” she 
motioned with her head, “We’ll be down at the field if you want to join us.” 
 



The five turned and with a few muttered words, continued down the road towards the ball field. 
When they were no more than ten yards off, a pair of mango colored ears poked up through the 
bushes blending perfectly with the autumn colors. 
 
If Kast dared, he would have hissed at her to get back down and out of sight, but Margaret had 
turned to smile at him. If he wasn’t imagining things, she’d put a bit of a swish into her walk and 
was holding her tail at a bit of an odd angle. 
 
“That hussy comes back and I’m gonna throw a rock at her,” whispered a voice apparently 
attached to the ears in the bushes. 
 
Kast pretended to sneeze, “AHHHhhhhhh… NOTFUNNY!” 
 
“Bless you!” Margaret called back to him still smiling. “Come join us soon; we’ll be playing 
kick ball.” 
 
Kast waved and smiled as the voice in the bushes whispered, “She’d kick your balls too the 
hussy. Look how she’s holding that tail… and did ya smell her? PEEEEUUUUeeee… fake Wolf 
heat if I ever did smell it. Stinky! Probably found something dead to roll in.” 
 
“All right, all right… enough all ready,” he hissed back without moving his lips. He waved 
again, and then turned, moving into the bushes where he was promptly tackled by a largish 
giggling vixen. She no sooner knocked him down with her attack than she was off; running 
deeper into the woods leaving Kast to follow or be left behind. 
 
“HEYYYYYyyyyyy…” he yelled. 
 
She responded with a yip and a laugh and he was off crashing through the underbrush after her. 
For an hour and a half he tore around in the brambles looking for her. Every time he was about to 
give up he would catch a fresh scent which incited him to look even harder. She’d never evaded 
him for this long before and he was beginning to think she was pissed about Margaret; even if it 
wasn’t his fault. 
 
Finally he stopped and called out softly, “You win Foshu; I’m all done in. Ollie Ollie in free.”  
 
He heard a hiccup behind him and grinned. ‘Gotcha,’ he thought. Turning he bumped right into 
an upside down fox face which promptly kissed him. She was hanging by her knees from the tree 
branch above and behind him. He was totally caught off guard. As her tongue snaked into his 
mouth he slowly reached up and held the back of her head, pressing her face into his, returning 
the kiss. 
 
When they stopped to breath, he whispered, “Since when do Foxes climb trees?” 
 
“Since when are Wolf’s so stupid not to look up?” she countered. “It was fun watching you race 
around and around and around, and me giving you just enough scent to keep you going. I bet if I 
stunk as bad as old Margaret you would’ve found me easy.” 



 
A middle voiced bell began ringing in the distance with an irritating persistence. 
 
“Your mom’s looking for you,” she told him. Reaching up she grabbed the tree limb, and swung 
herself down to the ground. Her head only came up to his shoulder, but her ears were larger than 
his, coming up to the top of his head. “She read you the riot act about Foxes today didn’t she? I 
bet she even called me a slut.” 
 
The bell paused, as the ringer waited for a response. When there was none, it began to ring again. 
 
“How did you know?” 
 
She laughed; her voice music to his ears. “I’m a Fox… Foxes know things. I don’t question it, I 
just know that I do and accept it as such.” 
 
The bell stopped ringing again. 
 
“COMINGGGGGG!” Kast yelled at the top of his lungs. 
 
“She’s going to know you didn’t go to the ball field,” Foshu told him. 
 
“You think so?” 
 
“I know so. I’m a Fox, remember?” 
 
He kissed her quickly. “So I’ve been told. See you tomorrow?” 
 
She gave him a hurt look. “Not tonight?” 
 
“I won’t be able to come out after dinner. We have Pack time tonight. I’ll have to hear all of 
Uncle Billy’s stupid jokes again. At least he gives me a copper coin whenever he comes over.” 
 
“Why’s he do that?” 
 
“I have no idea… but who cares? I’ll buy us some licorice with it.” 
 
He moved to leave, but she snatched his paw. “Wait… I have something for you.” 
 
Kast was about to ask what it was when she placed his paw over one of her breasts and smiled at 
him. Then with a flip of her bushy tail, she ran off into the underbrush leaving behind only her 
giggle, and a very astonished looking Wolf. 
 
 

---------------------- 
 
 



Papa Wolf held up an overly large oatmeal raisin cookie and admired it. “Yes sir, this here 
cookie has the ear marks of coming from a superior cook’s abilities.” He sniffed at it and then 
nibbled off just a small portion; tasting it as if trying to analyze its very makings. “It’s good… 
very good,” he said nodding to Margaret, who sat at the big table next to Kast. With that he took 
a large bite destroying its roundness as a tornado will uproot and destroy a dead tree. There was a 
chorus of cheerful voices from around the table all saying something different but all reflecting 
the happiness of being within the fur to fur feeling of a Pack. The big cookie jar, which was held 
by Mama Wolf, dutifully standing at her mate’s elbow, then began its journey around the table 
until it was completely empty. 
 
“Margaret made them,” Mama informed everyone over and over. “She’ll be sure to make some 
Wolf a good mate.” The room was alive with congratulations after that and Kast felt Margaret’s 
paw brush his. Though he couldn’t exactly move his chair any further away, he leaned as far 
away from her as he politely could, only to have Uncle Harry’s large paw slap down upon his 
knee and he was forced to slide over ‘towards’ Margaret so his Uncle could share his chair at the 
table. Their hips all touched; Uncle Harry’s on the left and Margaret’s on the right. Out of the 
corner of his eye he saw her smile at him and he thought he was going to vomit right there on the 
table in front of everyone. He felt so cornered. 
 
“Kast,” said his father loudly. “Let’s go get some air, son.” 
 
Yes… he was saved… but no… ‘get some air’ was his father’s way of saying they needed to 
talk; or worse. His behind twinged as he wiggled off the chair but an out was an out. He hated 
the thought of ‘Pack’ in any case. It was so hot and crowded and noisy. He longed for the quiet 
outdoors. 
 
When the two Wolfs walked out onto the porch the cool of the evening met them like an old 
friend. As the screen door slammed behind them, the noise seemed to diminish more than the 
flimsy frame and netting should have allowed for. There were lightening bugs out on the grass 
and in the trees. Kast watched them as his father packed his pipe with fresh tobacco.  
 
“Your mother has told me things,” he said softly striking a match on the door frame and then 
puffing on his pipe as he stoked it to life. Taking a last puff, he blew out a cloud of fresh smoke. 
“These things rather concern me.” 
 
“Mom says a lot of stuff,” Kast grumbled in reply. 
 
“Careful there pup. Don’t think your old man won’t put you down like a poorly prepared 
challenger. I love your Mom the same way I love you… just different. She has her ways but 
she’s a good Wolf.” 
 
Kast looked at his father. In the dim light of the kerosene porch light he was mostly in shadow. It 
would be hard to judge his thoughts without seeing his face. 
 
“We’re a lot alike you know,” his father told him softly. 
 



Kast breathed in the cool air, smelling the smell of his father’s pipe. “I know,” he replied. 
 
“No… you don’t. Let’s walk a bit; maybe out by the barn where it’s a tad quieter.” 
 
There was no threat in the suggestion, though the young wolf was keenly aware of his father’s 
bulk. His overalls had his scent all over them but there was also the scent of blood… not his 
father’s blood, but the blood of a challenger. When he’d run in from the woods for dinner, he’d 
been quick to make sure his mother’s back was to him before he headed for the kitchen sink to 
wash up. That done he’d headed back to his room, passing the open door to his parent’s bedroom 
where he observed his father lying on the bed. This was unlike his father so he quickly poked his 
head in to make sure things were right. That was the first time he smelled the blood. 
 
“You all right Pop?” he asked.  
 
“Yeah… sure,” replied the older Wolf, slowly sitting up. “Just a bit tired.” 
 
“Was it bad?” 
 
“Yes it was… bad.” 
 
Kast had nodded his head, and then hearing his mother coming, ducked back into his room, 
pretending to be getting ready for dinner. There was a Pack tonight so his father would not wash 
off the blood until later. This was required in order to attest to the other Wolfs that he was still 
the Alpha. 
 
When they were out by the barn his father stopped and gazed at the sky. “It has always amazed 
me, son, how many stars there are. The Great Alpha placed them in the darkness to show us the 
way. They are all the Alpha’s that have lived before us.” 
 
“Do you really believe that Pop?”  
 
His father sucked on his pipe, taking a deep lungful of the smoke before breathing it slowly out. 
“If anyone else had asked me that,” he finally replied, “I would have told them absolutely 
without a doubt. In truth Kast, I don’t believe a word of it. If those stars are the Alphas, what did 
God do with all of the challengers?” 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
His father chuckled. “And neither do I.” 
 
He taped out his pipe on the heel of his foot and then sat upon the ground. His son followed suite 
and for a long moment neither of them spoke a word. Finally his father said, “I’m the Alpha of 
this Pack… I can come out here and enjoy the peace and quiet as I please while everyone else 
has to stay inside with the Pack. Being Alpha has its benefits, but it also has its draw backs. 
Eventually a challenger is going to kill me. I’m getting older and my reaction time is not what it 
should be. I shouldn’t have had to kill today; but I didn’t have a choice.” 



 
“Kill or be killed,” Kast offered. 
 
“No… not at all… that’s not the hard and fast rule that Wolf’s would like to believe. I simply 
lacked the strength to force him into submission so I had to kill. There was no other option.” 
 
They were quiet again for a long time. A few moments later the screen door opened and Mama 
Wolf called out to them. Papa replied they would be in presently and she went back inside. 
 
“Margaret was not my idea,” his father finally said. “That was all your mother’s and your Uncle 
Harry’s skulduggery. Harry figures you to be the next Alpha so there would be a lot of status in 
the mating.” 
 
Kast looked up at the twinkling stars and then asked, “What would be your idea then?” 
 
The father looked at his son’s shadowy form sitting next to him. “Believe it or not… when I was 
your age I had a Vixen much like you have a Vixen.” 
 
“You did?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“What happened?” 
 
“I did what my parents wanted me to do and married your mother. Don’t doubt for a moment 
that I love her, because I do.” He paused, and then continued. “You’re a lot like me… and then 
again you’re not. This is your moment son; your time to choose. If you want her, she’s out there 
somewhere. Most likely she’s off hunting, but I don’t think you’ll have a problem finding her.” 
 
Kast took a breath and then shivered. He was suddenly scared, and yet oddly excited.  
 
“You really mean it?” 
 
“Yes. There will be consequences to your choice either way; you know that. If you leave, you 
can never come back… not even for my funeral. If you stay you can never go to her again.” 
 
“Pops…” he began. 
 
“Hush… it’s just a fact of life son. You won’t be able to have any pups either. Blame nature for 
that one. Wolfs and Foxes can have plenty of fun but nothing ever comes from it. You’ll also 
have to leave this area in a quick fashion. The other Foxes will spurn you and if the pack finds 
you around here there will be two deaths to be had, not just one. Nothing I can do to prevent that 
either; in fact I would be duty bound to help.” He sighed, and ruffled the fur on his son’s head. 
“You could stay here, have pups with Margaret, and stay with the Pack. She is a sweet thing and 
not a bad choice.” The older Wolf paused, choosing his next words carefully. “I won’t tell you 



what to do son; I can only tell you that once the decision is made you have to live with it. There’s 
no going back and that’s just the way it is.” 
 
The older Wolf stood and offered a paw up to his son. Kast moved directly from a paw up into a 
large hug. “I love you Pa.” 
 
Papa Wolf hugged his son back, and then let him go. “I know you do son, and I love you too or 
we would never have had this conversation. You’re going then?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
He nodded. “I’ll tell your mother you said the same of her. She’ll be sad, but she’ll get over it. 
You better be going. Waiting even a little bit will make it that much harder to leave.” 
 
Without a further word from either of them, Papa Wolf watched his son’s shadow run off into the 
night. He then slowly repacked his pipe but didn’t light it. To strike a match would be an 
interruption of his thoughts; and right now he preferred the peace of the dark night not be 
shattered by the light. 
 

--------------------------- 
 
 
Foshu came back to her den full from the fish she’d caught. The young vixen was tired and 
almost slipped right in except that she caught the scent of Wolf. She was instantly wide awake 
and wary. “Who’s there?” she hissed. 
 
“You don’t know my scent by now you silly bush tail?” a voice called to her from within the 
dark hole she called home. 
 
“No way!” 
 
“Way!” Kast called back to her.  
 
She scrambled into the den and they were instantly a giggling, wrestling, mass of mango orange 
and gray fur… but … in the night’s shadows they were both exactly the same color. 
 
He reached out in the darkness and found what he was looking for; something that had been 
offered to him earlier that same day. Her breast was round and firm under his seeking fingers. 
His paw slipped under her blouse, his touch very light; as if he was afraid he might damage the 
thing he had never before felt finger to skin. It was unbelievable what the evening had surprised 
him with… that things had actually gone this far. His index finger stretched out to caress a 
small… firm… pink Fox nipple. He understood his hand was in the cookie jar; and yet he also 
understood that this was what he really wanted.  
 
With a small movement of her body, Foshu moved to him. Within moments they were mated; as 
they both had truly wished it to be. 



The ‘First Snow’ Waltz 
 
 
“All hail Queen Victoria!”  Mayor Patch Possum cried after performing his festival function. 
This was met with a rousing round of applause from all those present. Victoria Skunk, bowing 
her head just enough, accepted the coronation’s crown of holly berries.  
 
She was now officially this year’s ‘Snow Queen’, to be treated by the villagers as royalty. Her 
mother had actually made some whispered suggestions to insure her selection; having offered 
them up along with a basket of fresh corn biscuits to each of the Village Elder’s wives. Her time 
and efforts were meant to help with her daughter’s scheme to win back Junior Skunk’s affections 
from ‘that Cat’.  
 
The old Possum placed the small circlet upon the young Skunk’s head and then stood back and 
bowed lavishly. He stood in the middle of the village grange hall and almost everyone from the 
surrounding area was there. She looked absolutely radiant, having dressed in a snow white dress 
that accented the shine of her black fur perfectly. The red of the holly berries and the green of the 
leaves in her crown looked utterly festive and nicely framed her beauty.  
 
The occasion was the ‘First Snow’ Festival which was held every year exactly one week after the 
first snow of winter arrived. This tradition was ten generations old; exactly as long the grange 
hall had been standing. No one was quite sure who held the first celebration all those generations 
ago, but it did liven an otherwise dreary existence. Winter was winter was winter and with the 
snow the local populace knew it would be a long time before spring arrived to begin the growing 
cycle again.  
 
The villagers now held their collective breath. Being there was a Snow Queen; a Snow King was 
required to complete the ceremony. This, of course, would be the new Queen’s choice. Many a 
mating occurred shortly following this pick during past ‘First Snows’ and the room was quickly 
abuzz with anticipation as Victoria slowly walked among her new subjects. Finding who she was 
looking for, she stopped walking and slowly pointed at her choice. 
 
“I choose Junior Skunk as my King,” she announced loudly in her sexiest voice.  
 
Curley Moe’s Bodacious Jug and String Band immediately struck up the ‘First Snow Waltz’, 
while money passed palms on called in wagers. 
 
Curley Moe, a huge Brown Bear, gave an enormous yawn; having stayed up well beyond his 
winter bedtime just for this occasion. With his thimbled fingers he tapped out a rhythm for the 
waltz on the wash board strapped to his big chest.  
 
As the band played, all eyes went to Junior Skunk. It was now his turn to move forward to his 
Queen so she could place a similar crown upon his head. They would then dance this most 



important dance as a couple. At its completion everyone present would then pair off and a 
Square dance Caller would take over. 
 
That, at least, had been the way of every “First Snow Festival’ up until now. 
 
“I decline!” Junior said loudly. He was obviously embarrassed and most thought he was just 
being overly shy. The pair had been romantically involved the preceding summer so the paring 
was only too obvious. 
 
Curley Moe stopped playing and his band followed suite in a scattering of stray notes. 
 
“You can’t decline,” the Mayor called back happily. He’d been into the eggnog and someone, 
apparently to the delight of many, had spiked it with something tasting a bit like turpentine. 
“Tradition says you have to now come forward and kiss the Queen. Next year’s good harvest 
depends upon it!” 
 
Victoria smiled evilly, though only one other person in the room seemed to notice. That person, 
the little girl Cat standing next to Junior, squinted her eyes in anger. She wanted to yell out, 
‘He’s mine!’, but she held her tongue knowing that at a time like this, what she thought and felt 
mattered little to the village as a whole. 
 
Curley Moe began tapping away on his wash board again. His band followed suite, once again 
beginning to play ‘The First Snow Waltz’. 
 
Junior found himself being pushed forward by many paws and though he struggled against it, he 
rapidly lost ground. “I can’t!” he yelled out as loud as he could. 
 
Curley Moe sighed and stopped playing. Holding his open paw up in the air, the band followed 
their leader and once again things became quiet. 
 
“Are you saying you’re already married?” asked the Mayor in an equally loud voice. This was 
the only thing that could possibly prevent someone from being King when they were chosen.  
 
There was a rash of loud laughter since everyone present knew Junior was quite single. The 
dance hall then became completely silent as everyone waited for his answer. Everyone present 
was all together enjoying the melodrama playing out for them. 
 
“No… I’m not married,” he replied to the question. “But…” 
 
Curley Moe began tapping away on his wash board again and his band followed suite, playing 
loudly; drowning out Junior’s protest.  
 
Once again the young Skunk found himself being pushed forward. Victoria Skunk was smiling at 
him openly. Though she only stood with her arms held out to him in a more than proper pose, the 
poor youth’s mind saw her standing there rubbing her small breasts and licking her lips in 
anticipation. He was to be sexual food for the Queen of the First Snow; and then who knew what. 



It had been known to happen. He’d been told this was so by his friends; all of whom eagerly 
prayed to be named. 
 
“I can’t!” he yelled again, flopping to the floor in an attempt to get away from all of the pushing 
paws. 
 
Curley Moe sighed and stopped playing again. His band followed, coming to a slow stop one by 
one. The Bear yawned a huge yawn and staggered slightly as if he was going to fall off of the 
small stage. Waving the Mayor over, he whispered in his ear. The old Possum nodded in giddy 
agreement. 
 
“Due to the fact that our band is about to collapse,” he announced loudly, “I will ask you one last 
time Junior Skunk; what is the reason that you so declare you can’t dance with the fair Queen 
Victoria? I am sure she has plans for you after the dance, and I for one cannot think of a better 
coupling… ” He paused, seeming to catch what he’d just said. “Coupling,” he giggled and took 
another drink of his eggnog. “Did I just say coupling? I meant match… you all know I meant 
match.” 
 
There was much laughing and many elbows found accompanying ribs in the enjoyment of the 
joke. 
 
Victoria stepped lightly to the Mayor, her tail perfectly combed and looking so absolutely 
beautiful that everyone present wondered at Junior’s reluctance. Leaning forward, she whispered 
quietly to him. He giggled again and rubbed at his ear. “That tickled,” he told her, “And I am 
indeed jealous of this young Skunk you chose. Now then… what was that again my dear little 
Skunkette?” 
 
“Mistletoe,” she said loudly, and this time she did look at Lucy Cat. There was no covering her 
look of triumph. Junior had to kiss her if there was mistletoe. She’d won and she was extremely 
excited by this thought. 
 
“A splendid idea!” the Mayor declared. “Anyone… where is the mistletoe? Let it be brought 
forth and the declared King shall promptly be kissed by his Queen!” 
 
A sprig of mistletoe was brought out dangling down from the stick upon which it had been tied. 
It was placed directly in front of Junior’s face where he sat upon the floor and then pulled up just 
out of the way. Victoria, with the help of the Mayor, demurely knelt down in front of him. 
 
Curley Moe began tapping away on his wash board again beginning ‘The First Snow Waltz’, and 
his band fired back up one more time. 
 
“I forgive you Junior,” the pretty little Skunk whispered. 
 
“I’m certainly glad of that Victoria,” he whispered back, “But…” 
 



She grabbed his head and was about to still his protest with a huge… soft… sensual kiss when a 
great glob of mashed potatoes caught her square in the face. 
 
There was a collective gasp from everyone present and then there was food flying from every 
direction. Within seconds, as Curley Moe’s Bodacious Jug Band played the required song for the 
occasion, there occurred the largest food fight in the recorded history of the village.  
 
Victoria’s crown was knocked from her head and trampled upon. Junior, savvy enough to stay on 
the floor, was still covered with blueberry pie guts. The Mayor, at first ducking the deluge of 
mashed potatoes, flung what was left of his eggnog and hit his wife, a former Snow Queen, 
square in the chest with it. She, in turn, found herself in possession of a sweet potato pie, and 
promptly pushed it into his face. 
 
In the end, order was only restored by the decree that everyone must leave and that the women 
folk would all come back the following morning for the cleanup. The male critters were to come 
at the same time, bur meet at the town hall to discuss what had happened (a little veiled and 
clearly understood notion that all should bring a jug and they would have a couple of snorts and a 
good laugh or two). 
 

--------------- 
 
On the walk home, Junior Skunk and Lucy Cat walked ahead while their parents followed at a 
discrete distance. Regardless of the cold, both of them removed a mitten and held paws as they 
walked. 
 
Skunk Scanectity said to Cat Frothenshire, good naturedly, “Ya got a good right arm there 
Frothy; pretty handy with the pickled cabbage I saw.” His voice made a cloud in the chill air, 
which was illuminated by the full of the moon. 
 
“As you do yourself Old Sir,” replied the feline good naturedly, “I believe I saw your paw in the 
bean pot. That made for a messy throw didn’t it?” 
 
“That it did. I also noticed that our wives didn’t do too badly in the ruckus either,” the old farmer 
added. After saying this he received a slap to the back of his head by Bella. She and Catalina 
followed just behind the men. Both were heavily wrapped in woolen shawls. 
 
“Speak for yourself… and only for yourself Skunk,” she told her husband. “I baked a good few 
of those ruined pies. Not likely I would have spoiled my own work.” 
 
“This is true, my fine wife,” he replied with a laugh, “But I did see you chuck a good many pies 
belonging to the other wives.” 
 
Bella let that one go with a shrug of her shoulders. “Self defense,” she told him. 
 
“It still remains to be seen who actually started the fracas,” Thomas said. “Whoever it was, I am 
greatly in their debt for the sake of our Lucy and your Junior.” 



 
Catalina Cat remained strangely quiet. This of course, caused the other three in her company to 
look at her questioningly. In the moonlight reflecting off of the fresh snow, her face was clearly 
food splattered, and much more so than the rest of them. 
 
Scanectity smiled and said softly, “It was you that threw the mashed potatoes at Queen Victoria 
wasn’t it Catalina?” 
 
“I had to do something,” she admitted softly, “My poor Lucy is so smitten with your Junior… 
well… I just had too.” 
 
Bella put a paw on the Cat’s shoulder and told her, “If you hadn’t, I certainly would have.” 
 
“As would I,” laughed Thomas. 
 
They all looked at Scanectity, who had not said anything. He chuckled. “Yes I saw. My paw was 
already in the bean pot; but they don’t throw quite as well as mashed potatoes.” He winked at 
Catalina, “So I kinda figured I’d just back you up.” 
 
“Lucy stole the crowns,” she told all of them softly. 
 
“In that case,” Scanectity replied, “I would venture a guess that the ‘new’ Snow Queen will be 
paying our house a visit this night… which is the first stop on the way home in any case. Due to 
the inclement weather, I will suggest that your family stay with my family this night.” 
 
“Coffee, pie, and a clean up,” Bella chimed in. 
 
“Done,” Thomas said, taking his wife’s paw, “We would be delighted, wouldn’t we dear?” 
 
As Junior and Lucy walked, they heard the voices of their parents singing ‘The First Snow 
Waltz’. Without a word, they went from holding paws to walking arm in arm… she with her 
head on his shoulder and both of them wearing their crowns of holly berries. 
 



Searching The Stars 
 

 
The snow was deep, though there was not a cloud in the heavens to show there had been a storm. 
Now there were only the twinkling stars. The heavy white covering had come from a leaden sky, 
beginning at first light and continuing to dusk. The fat white flakes floated straight down during 
the course of the windless day, layering the earth in a thick formless death instilling blanket. 
Vision had been totally obscured and loud sounds traveled not much further than a stone could 
be thrown.  
 
To be out in such a thing was either the mark of insanity; or of desperation. 
 
The Wolf and his Fox, beginning the day’s travel with empty bellies, were soon seriously lost. 
They could hardly move forward and yet there was no way they could go back. Fearing death 
from the cold, less than the death waiting for them should they be caught by the Wolf’s former 
pack; they held each other for warmth and trudged forward seeking shelter that was not to be 
found. As darkness rolled over them, they looked little better than snow creatures made by 
playing children. When all seemed lost, and the snows cold invitation to a long sleep appeared 
quietly acceptable, a small spark of light appeared ahead of them in the darkness. It was as a 
beacon to a ship lost in the storm and the landsman’s exact same reason for such a marker. In the 
darkness of night, one small candle can be seen for miles. This small light told them to hang 
on… keep going… don’t give up. As they came closer, the one spark became two, became three, 
became as many as eight candles burning in the windows of a large house.  
 
It was as if they were expected. 
 
“We have to go there Foshu, love,” the Wolf whispered. His breath made a cloud around them 
both. He looked up again at the house, his resolve hardening. There was no moon but in the cold 
air the light from the stars reflecting on winter’s white covering was illumination enough. “No 
one would turn us away on a night like this,” he said to the night. “Perhaps I can promise to work 
for our keep.” 
 
The Fox did not reply. She was shivering badly enough that her teeth now made a constant 
clicking noise. Winter’s freezing numbness had her almost asleep on her feet. Kast knew she 
would never open her eyes again if he let her stop. 
 
“If nothing else, we can sneak into the barn if there is one,” he offered, pulling her forward by 
the shoulders. He had to get them going again or they would both die within feet of safe refuge.  
 
Every step sunk them into the snow almost to their waists as the Wolf half dragged his chosen 
mate the last hundred yards to the house. Passing through the gate, they didn’t notice the snow 
covered sign proclaiming their refuge to be the ‘Whackadoodle Inn’. 
 



Almost making their objective, they stood for a moment looking at the steps leading upwards to 
the door. The windows with all their candles appeared warm and cheery, but the place was eerily 
quiet.  
 
It was then that a small ball of snow plopped at their feet. Foshu was too frozen at this point to 
even notice, but Kast’s eyes were drawn to the roof. Some three stories above them a small 
figure of a big eared Fox fought for purchase at the roof’s peek near the chimney and lost. There 
was a thump, a curse, and then… “EEEEEEeeeeeeeeeeeeee…..” as a small body slid off the roof 
and plummeted the empty distance to the ground, where it kerflunked into the deep snow at their 
feet. 
 
At first, neither the Wolf, nor his lethargic mate moved. Numbed by the cold, and by the shock 
of seeing a not so flying fox fall from the sky, they just stared at the hole made in the snow. 
Foshu, buried as much as possible in her thick coat, gave a jerk and seemed to wake from her 
deathly sleep, clawing her own way back to life. 
 
“Kast… help them,” she muttered with no thought of herself. 
 
“Yes,” he managed, “Of course… yes…” 
 
Reluctantly leaving his mate standing where she was, the young Wolf slowly shuffled through 
the snow to the depression he could barely see. His ears heard a low moan and his eyes told him 
that the form in front of him definitely had a problem. 
 
“Foshu,” he called to his mate.  
 
“MMMmmm?” she responded without moving.  
 
“Come help. Come on… you can do this, and then we’ll be inside and warm. I think maybe her 
leg, and God knows what else, is broken from the fall.” He glanced up at the roof top and 
regarded the trail in the snow leading directly down to where he stood. “Darned lucky she’s even 
alive,” he mumbled.  
 
Shaking himself, he bent and looked closer at the creature lying before him. She was an old Fox 
with tremendously long ears. He’d never seen her likes before. 
 
“You’re not from around here,” he muttered, as he moved around, trying to gain the best position 
for picking her up. She was less than half the size of his mate and in the darkness her fur was 
almost devoid of color. In a louder voice, he asked, “Can you hear me? You fell from the roof… 
I think you may have a broken leg. It’s a bit twisted.” 
 
The only response he received was a groan; the breath of the diminutive Fox coming up in a 
small cloud. 
 
Kneeling in the snow, he managed to slip his arms under her form. As gently as his numbed body 
would allow, he managed to pick her up. Moving back to his mate, he placed his nose next to her 



ear and said softly, “Just a few more steps love. Come on now… you can do this. We have come 
so far and tried so hard… to give up now would be wrong. I have the flying fox, but I’ll need you 
to open the door for us.” 
 
“Door…” she muttered, and then jerked into motion like a little wind up toy.  
 
Moments later, they were inside the Inn, the door closed to the weather outside. The small 
fireplace in the sitting area was almost painfully warm after the cold of outside, but this was a 
very welcome kind of pain. The mango colored Fox shuffled slowly to the front of the hearth and 
stared into the flames as the Wolf lay the other Fox upon a nearby couch. Coming back to his 
mate, he removed her coat and let it fall to the floor. Removing his own, he hugged her to him, 
using the little body heat he had left to warm her while rubbing her fur as hard as he could. In a 
moment she gasped as if just waking. Within seconds she was crying; as was he. 
 
“It’s OK Foshu… it’s all right… we’re here and it’s warm.” 
 
“I thought we were dead,” she sobbed. “Oh Kast… I thought we were dead.” 
 
“Find the kitchen, love. See if you can locate some towels. We’ll need them and hot water. If you 
can, put some water on to boil. I’ll need that for the flying Fox but we can also drink some. It’ll 
help us warm from the inside out, eh?”  
 
Turning his head away from her ears, he called out loudly, “HELLOOOOOO… IS THERE 
ANYONE HERE?” 
 
The Fox on the couch groaned. “Ain’t no one here but me,” she managed. 
 
Kast moved to the couch and knelt next to her. “Why on earth were you on the roof?” he asked 
her softly, beginning to remove her heavy clothing. 
 
“I was searching the stars… stupid thing to do… but the roof gives the best view; and the sky,” 
she paused and gasped, gripping the couch with her fingers as he accidently jostled her leg. 
When the pain had passed, she said, “The sky is so absolutely clear and beautiful.  I was looking 
for a message.” 
 
Foshu, holding herself and still shivering badly, knelt next to her mate. She leaned heavily upon 
him. “What did you see in the stars, mother Fox?” she managed, her teeth chattering. 
 
The old vixen on the couch cackled in painful mirth. “They said I was gonna have visitors… 
imagine that.” 
 

--------------------------------- 
 
The ticking mantle clock struck a quiet two AM. Though the young Wolf and his mate lay 
sleeping soundly, curled together in front of the sitting room hearth, the smallish Inn Keeper lay 
awake on the couch. Simple pain kept her eyes open. Falling off the roof was a stupid thing to 



do. Kast, being a Wolf, was well versed in the knowledge required to repair a broken body. Wolf 
play was rough for a reason. Sometimes it was even hurtful since one had to earn their place in 
the pack. Placing a foot as gently as possible in her crotch, he’d pulled steadily until the jagged 
bone sticking through her skin slipped back into place. With Foshu’s help, he’d fashioned a 
splint from some small pieces of firewood. … but… other than some medicinal tea; there’d been 
nothing to ease the old Fox’s suffering. 
 
Listening to their soft breathing and the ticking of the clock, the Inn Keeper thought back upon 
her life; reflecting upon the things that had led her to the roof in the first place. She smiled 
through gritted teeth, remembering other places where she’d lived, friends never to be seen 
again, lovers and other mistakes of the heart she’d made.  
 
Turning her eyes to the young couple, she reflected that, to them, life would seem so 
complicated. Yet; it was actually very simple in its essence. Wrong turns and bad mistakes might 
be blamed but these were only the things that had been inevitable in any case.  
 
The present could not survive without them. 
 
Though she didn’t notice, the area outside lit up as if a full moon had suddenly come from 
behind a cloud. There were, however, no clouds, nor a full moon. Within a few moments of this 
her pain eased and she was sleeping as softly as the lovers. 
 

-------------- 
 
The smell of sweet tea woke her. Opening her eyes, she found a mango colored Fox looking 
down at her. 
 
“Good morning Little Mother,” this Fox said, placing the tray with its teapot on the low table in 
front of the sofa. “I melted some snow for water. This is for you. Kast is washing up in the 
kitchen sink. I’ll wash next. We fixed some toast… ummm… actually we ate an entire loaf of 
your bread. I hope you don’t mind that we did so. It’s been several days since we’ve eaten 
anything but snow.” Kneeling she offered a small kiss on the elder Fox’s cheek. “Thank you for 
saving us,” she said. “How’s your leg?” 
 
“It hurts,” the vixen mumbled. Her mouth felt as if it were full of mud. “As I recall, I think you 
have events backwards. You and your Wolf saved me as I recall. What’s your name?” 
 
“Foshu,” she replied with a smile, “And that’s nonsense. We only did what anyone would do.” 
 
The Inn Keeper suddenly squirmed a bit on the couch. “My name’s Vixyy,” she replied with 
some urgency, “And I gotta go.” 
 
“This is your home, why would you want to leave?” 
 
The older Fox squinted an eye at the younger Fox before her. “You’re a dingy one ain’t ya? I 
gotta go… meaning… I gotta go. Help me up so’s I can get to the outhouse.” 



 
Gritting her teeth, the old Fennec tried to rise and then let out a howl as the pain returned with a 
vengeance. Kast ran into the room, his head still full of soap lather.  
 
“What is it?” he demanded. “What’s the matter?” 
 
“I gotta go,” the Inn Keeper croaked through her tears. “Carry me outside please, before I mess 
myself.” 
 
Coming forward without heed to his nakedness, Kast picked the Fox up and headed out the door. 
Pausing at the bottom of the porch steps, he asked, “Where?” 
 
She pointed and he headed around back where the small board shack stood. As he walked his 
feet crunched through the crust of the snow accompanied by her small grunts of pain. As they 
approached the small building, he asked her, “How shall we handle this?” 
 
The Fox actually chuckled, though she was obviously wracked with pain. “You’re a dear one, 
ain’t cha? Nakedness aside, I think you’re doing quite well. I won’t tell anyone about yours, and 
you’ll have to close a blind eye to mine; if that’s agreeable.” 
 
“I was taught not to see things when it’s better not to,” he replied, kicking the snow away from 
the rough wooden door. When it was clear, he managed to get it open with a foot. Because of the 
cold, the smell wasn’t too bad, but even if it had been, he was used to the idea that an outhouse 
stunk and not much you could do about it. 
 
“Put me on the right hole,” she told him, “It’s smaller.” She then held her breath against the pain 
as she pulled her skirt up. 
 
When things were settled, Kast backed out and closed the door. No more than five seconds later 
his ears were assailed with the cry of; “MAD WOLF! MAD WOLF!” 
 
Turning to the voice, the Wolf was immediately struck in the face with a blueberry pie. 
Struggling with this, he managed to clear his eyes just in time to see a young Skunk’s naked 
fanny hiked up in the air and aimed right at him. He was hit square on with both barrels of spray. 
Gasping for breath and retching, he fell to the snow, and began rolling around, yelping like a 
pup. 
 
“MAD WOLF? … What’s going on out there?!” the old Fox yelled from inside the outhouse. 
The odor of Skunk then hit her nose over and above the odor of the place where she was. “OH 
MY GOD!” 
 
“That you Miss Vixyy?” Junior Skunk hollered back from somewhere close. 
 
“Junior…” she managed, and then almost retched from the strength of the Skunk odor. “What in 
the name of Fumpbadiddle did you just do?!” 
 



Kast’s yelps sounded terrible. With a shriek, Foshu came out onto the back porch. Breaking off a 
huge icicle, she waded down into the snow and waved it at the Skunk like a club. 
 
“YOU GET AWAY! Go on… there was no reason to do that… get back or I’ll use this to bash in 
your head!” 
 
“STOP IT!” yelled the Fox in the outhouse. “STOP IT STOP IT STOP IT!” 
 
There was a sudden silence as all three, even Kast who was now sitting up but continuously 
spitting, looked at the little building. 
 
“Junior,” she questioned loudly through the thin walls. “What did you just do?” 
 
“I sprayed a naked wolf standing outside your outhouse. His heads all foamy… I think he might 
be mad. Best you stay in there and lock the door.” 
 
“Wolf,” she yelled next, “Are you all right?” 
 
“No,” he managed as he spit again and then flopped back into the snow and began rolling around 
trying to get the smell off of him. 
 
“Great!” she managed, “Just great! Junior, why are you here?” 
 
“Mama sent over a pie she said she owed you, cuz Pops had me coming to check on you. He said 
he had a disturbing dream last night… something about you falling through the air and a really 
bright star hovering over the Inn. He wanted to be sure you were all right.” 
 
“I’m fine!” she yelled and then howled from the pain as she jostled her leg. 
 
“You don’t sound fine,” Junior countered.  
 
“My leg’s broke,” she told him when she could speak again. “Go and tell your Pops I’m gonna 
need his doctoring. Tell him to bring some comfortable splint wood. That Wolf you sprayed 
saved my life last night. He set the bones, but the splint sticks are wearing into my skin. Fox… 
you out there still?” 
 
Foshu tossed the icicle down and gave the Skunk a foul look. “Yes.” 
 
“Tend to your mate hun. Get him into the house where we can scrub him proper. There’s a 
bathing room next to the kitchen with a big copper tub. It’s for the paying guests, but I think we 
can make an exception in this case. Junior…” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“Get your sorry butt in here and carry me back into the house before I freeze to the wood. Then 
you go and fetch your Pop like I told ya.” 



 
“But… that’s the outhouse.” 
 
The Inn Keeper bit off her reply hard enough that her jaw almost locked. When she could speak 
in a reasonable tone, she told him, “Of course it’s an outhouse… if it was inside my Inn it would 
be called an Inn house, wouldn’t it? And if that were the case I wouldn’t need your help would 
I?” 
 
“I suppose not; but if yor leg is broke I’m think’n maybe you’d still need help.” 
 
“If you need to,” she told him helpfully, “Keep one eye closed and squint the other. This old 
body is hardly worth looking at in any case… you just come and help the old vixen and we’ll see 
that you’re properly rewarded.” Under her breath, she muttered, “I’m gonna so beat your dumb 
ass with my broom.” 
 
“Broom?” Junior asked, having been much closer than she thought he was. 
 
“Room… I said room… as in a honeymoon room.” 
 
“What’s a honeymoon,” he asked as he pulled the door open. One of his eyes was fastly closed, 
and the other was flickering in its squint. The Fox almost laughed except for the fact that he 
bumped into her leg. Reaching out, she gripped his inner thigh and squeezed with more force 
than her little size indicated she could. 
 
“AHHHHhhhhhhh….” Junior yelled, as he began to dance around.  
 
“Stop moving!” she squeaked. “For the love of Fumpbadiddle… stop moving or I’ll squeeze 
your ball sack next! 
 
Not knowing what else to do, Junior became very still. When he did, she released her grip, but 
held up a finger indicating he should wait. When her breathing returned to semi-normal, she gave 
him careful instructions through gritted teeth. Moments later, they were back in the sitting room, 
and the old Fox was once again resting on the couch. When she was settled, Junior took his 
leave, moving as fast as he could through the deep snow. 

 
 

--------------------------- 
 
 

Three large jars of tomato sauce were brought up to the bath room from the darkest corners of 
the root cellar. Foshu, following the directions of the elder Fox, took a lantern and managed to 
find them. Lined upon the many shelves she saw, were jar after jar of preserves and other winter 
stores; each neatly labeled and dated in a scratchy paw, using blackberry ink. 
 



Kast was absolutely miserable. He stunk and was freezing; the large copper tub being cold as ice 
in its unheated condition. Still, the wondrous odor killing sauce needed to soak, having been 
worked into his fur by Foshu. 
 
“You stink bad Wolfie,” she giggled as her fingers worked.  
 
“You better be careful,” he groused, “Or I might bite you. Then you’ll be a Mad Fox and brain 
boy’ll squirt you too.” 
 
“Then we’d at least smell the same,” she replied, grabbing his sheath and giving it a twist. He 
yelped and pulled his knees up, splattering red liquid on her Mango colored fur. 
 
Making a face, Foshu kissed him on the lips and then stood. “You stay here and soak stinky butt. 
I’m going to go and check on Miss Vixyy. I put snow on the iron box for hot water, and soon I’ll 
have enough to scrub your fur properly. You just be patient.” 
 
The Wolf in the tub motioned that she should bend down so he could whisper something. When 
she was close, he surprised her with another kiss. “I love you,” he told her. 
 
Kneeling again, she placed her paws on his chest and red ooze squeezed between her fingers as 
she kissed him back properly. “I love you too,” she said when their lips separated, “But you still 
stink. I’ll be right back. Don’t you move out of this tub.” 
 
Wiping her paws on an old towel, she first checked the large pots on the kitchen’s huge cast iron 
stove and then went into the sitting room. Moving to the hearth, she managed to throw on a good 
sized log. Next, she went to the old Inn Keeper, who was dozing under a thick blanket. Using the 
backs of her fingers, the Mango Fox gently checked and found the vixen’s nose warm. The 
splinted leg, she noted, was swollen. Sniffing, she smelled a hint of infection. Though she was 
young, she knew this was not good. 
 
“Mother Fox,” Foshu said softly, but the other vixen didn’t stir. 
 
“This is not good,” she whispered to herself. Adjusting the blanket so it covered the older Fox 
fully, she went back to the kitchen. With a clank and a clunk, she moved the first of the large 
pots of now warm water, carefully taking it in to the bath room. 
 
“Something’s wrong,” Kast said plainly, “I know that look.” 
 
“Have you wondered how we came to be here?” she asked him. He began to answer, but she 
indicated he should lean forward. When he did, she poured the water over his back. The bath tub 
suddenly looked like the scene of a horrific crime as the tomato sauce mixed with the water and 
the combination settled to the bottom of the tub. 
 
“I have,” he replied, his voice sounding echoed from the tub. “That feels good, by the way.” 
 
“Did you come up with an answer?” 



 
“No… did you?” 
 
“She’s never asked anything about us.” 
 
“I think she’s been a bit preoccupied. I mean, if I had a broken leg you can bet that would be the 
only thing I’d be thinking of.” 
 
“Infection is beginning to set in,” his mate told him, setting the water pot on the floor. “I smelled 
it.” 
 
“That was fast. Normally you have a few days before there’s an odor. We’ll have to unwrap the 
leg and wash it better,” he told her. “My mother always made a paste from garlic for infections, 
and garlic soup… lots and lots of garlic soup.” 
 
“I know, I smelled it on you when we first met. I was sure your mother had a fetish for garlic.” 
She took the washcloth and rubbed it on a bar of soap. 
 
“There is that,” he replied, “But it does work. Mom swore by it.” 
 
“Do you miss them?” Foshu asked as she leaned over him and began scrubbing his back with a 
bar of soap she’d found. 
 
He looked up at her from his place in the tub, watching her small breasts move with her efforts. 
“Yes… but I do not regret my decision.” 
 
The Fox knelt next to him and for a moment he thought she was going to cry. “We almost died 
Kast.” 
 
“I know… but we didn’t; and now we’re here. Rinse me off, love. We need to tend to that broken 
leg. Stink is the least of the old girl’s worries right now.” 
 
“She’s quite the character isn’t she?” Foshu asked him with a small smile. 
 
“She is that. I don’t think I would want to cross her none. Junior’s gonna have a big black and 
blue spot on his leg. Can you imagine if she’d grabbed his ball sack like she threatened?” 
 
Foshu laughed and it was music to the Wolf’s ears. 
 

------------------------------------- 
 

 
Miss Vixyy didn’t wake up as they took care of her leg. When the splints were removed, Kast 
felt around as carefully as he could. As far as he could tell, the bone was properly set, though 
there was a good amount of swelling. After the wound was washed and dressed, he reapplied the 
splints. 



 
“We should put her in a proper bed,” he told his mate. “I don’t think a couch in the sitting room 
is that good of a place. It’s drafty down here and she’s liable to catch her death of a cold.”  
 
“Well… we can keep a better eye on her from here. If we put her upstairs we’ll have to take 
turns watching over her,” the mango Fox countered. 
 
A knock on the door interrupted their conversation and Foshu went to answer. Opening the door, 
she was greeted by a young female Skunk. In her arms was a large covered pot. “Hello there,” 
she said. “You must be that Fox Junior told me about. Too bad you didn’t clock him one with 
that icicle. It’s not like he didn’t have it coming or anything but from my standpoint; you might 
have knocked some sense into his punk’n head. He’s sweet on a stupid Cat. I’m Victoria, by the 
way. He stopped by my house on his way home and told us about Miss Vixyy. She broke her 
leg?” 
 
“Yes…” Foshu replied; taken back a bit by the Skunk’s forthrightness. “We were just taking care 
of the wound. She’s not awake.” 
 
“That’s not a good sign,” Victoria told her, “Tell the truth, I don’t think I’ve ever seen her asleep. 
If she has a broken anything and she’s not awake when you’re feeling it or washing it; it’s sure 
not a good sign. My Mama taught me that much. I brought cabbage and carrot soup,” she said 
lifting the pot, “If I can come in, I’ll put it on the hot box.” 
 
“Please… that’s very kind of you.” 
 
“Where did ya come from?” the Skunk asked as she stepped through the door and past Foshu. 
Her eyes fell on Kast at the same time her nose detected Skunk scent. “You must be the ‘mad’ 
Wolf,” she said smiling. “Aren’t you the handsome one? It’s plain enough to my nose that Junior 
unloaded on you.”  
 
“Kast is my mate,” Foshu said from behind her. There was a low growling sound to her voice 
that apparently only Kast picked up on. His eyes met hers and he shook his head indicating she 
needn’t worry; his heart was hers no matter what…. there was no need to be defensive. 
 
The Skunk turned to look at her. “Well of course he is. I could have guessed that even without 
the wedding bands.” 
 
“They’re my guests ya dingy Skunk,” the Inn Keeper croaked from her place on the couch. “You 
treat them like they was my family… cuz they are.” 
 
“Yes ma’am,” Victoria said with a small curtsy. “I didn’t see you on the couch there Miss Vixyy. 
How do you feel?” 
 
“Terrible. Kitchen’s in the back… best you take care of that soup.” 
 
“Of course.” 



 
“Kast, I need you to carry me to my bed. If I’m gonna die, I want to die there.” 
 
 

----------------- 
 
 

The odor was the first thing she noticed when she woke. It spoke of sickness… of things not 
being right. Someone removed a cloth from her forehead, and she heard a rinsing sound as it was 
dipped in a bowl of water and reapplied to her forehead. 
 
“Who’s there?” she managed to whisper. Her mouth tasted like it had a child’s workbook paste 
in it. “I gotta go.” 
 
The washcloth was removed from her head and the face of an older female Skunk peered down 
into hers. “Hello Vixyy,” the skunk said softly. “You’ve been away for quite some time.” 
 
“Bella Skunk?” 
 
“Yes… it’s me.” 
 
“Where am I?” 
 
“In your bedroom; where you’ve been for two days now. We’ve been so very worried about 
you.” 
 
“How bad is it?” she asked, not mincing words. 
 
“Bad,” said another voice plainly. She recognized the voice as Bella’s husband, Scanectity.  
 
“Must be,” she managed, “If you’re here and not at your farm you old booger.” 
 
“Didn’t have a choice in any case,” he told her, smiling. “It’s been snowing since we came. 
Pretty much things are impassable so you’re stuck with us. I do hope your rates are reasonable.” 
 
“I gotta go,” she said, struggling to get up. As soon as she was sitting upright, things began 
swirling around her and she flopped back down in the bed. “I gotta go,” she almost cried. 
 
Bella made a motion to her husband that he should leave the room. Fetching the chamber pot she 
told him, “I’ll call you when we’re finished here, husband. Have Foshu bring up a pot of warm 
water so we can bathe. You and the boys try to come up with something to stay occupied until I 
call for you.” 
 
With a nod, the old farmer left the room. The old Fox’s leg was bad. It would have to be 
removed and soon or the Inn Keeper would die from the infection. He’d brought the saw from 



his tool shed. It wasn’t something he liked thinking about. In reality he’d done such an operation 
only a few times before. It was never pleasant. 
 
Coming down the stairs to the parlor, he found the Mango Fox sitting staring at the fireplace. 
“Bella needs your assistance,” he told her softly.  
 
“How is the Vixen Mother?” she asked, rising from the couch. 
 
“She just woke. There’s lots of pain and she can’t sit up; her head is bad woozy. That’s to be 
expected. You and your Bo did a fine job tending to her.” 
 
“About that,” Foshu began, but the old Skunk held up a finger, stopping her.  
 
“Vixyy said you were kin… that’s good enough for me. Where’s Junior?” 
 
“He’s out with Kast cutting firewood.” 
 
“They talking yet?” 
 
Foshu smiled. “Yes. In fact, I would say they’ve become friends.” 
 
Scanectity looked to the pine branches hung all around the house as a sort of deodorizer for the 
Skunk odor which still permeated the place. “I’m sorry for what my son done,” he told her, “But 
I am happy that he was standing for a friend; no matter how confused he might have been about 
it.” He paused and then whispered, “He gets the confusion from his mother’s side of the family.” 
Pointing to the kitchen, he then told her, “Bella needs a pot of hot water and I would suppose 
soap and wash cloths. She’s helping old Vix with her personal requirements at the moment. You 
might want to hurry.” 
 
“I have a pot on the stove already,” she replied. “I’m on my way.” 
 
“Where’s Lucy and Victoria?” 
 
“They’re down in the root cellar seeing what they might make for dinner.” 
 
“Those two getting along all right?” 
 
“Shouldn’t they be?” 
 
“No… they shouldn’t. Don’t turn your back on Victoria.” 
 
“Strange,” Foshu told him, “That’s exactly what she said about you, but I didn’t believe her.” 
 
Scanectity smiled. “You should have. Bella needs you… go.” 
 



Following her out to the kitchen, he looked out the window and saw the Wolf and his son 
working in good unison with a two handed saw. The snow was coming down hard enough that 
he couldn’t see much past them. The few Wolfs he’d met in his life made him nervous. He could 
full well understand his son’s moment of panic. It still didn’t excuse his actions. It would take a 
bit before the Inn smelled its old self again. Perhaps the first big spring cleaning day would do 
the trick; open all the windows and air the place out real good.  
 
For the moment Skunk odor didn’t matter so much as they were the only people staying there. 
Lucy’s folks had meant to come too but they waited a few hours too many and the snow storm 
prevented this. Junior had stopped at their home on the way back to fetch his mother and father 
and Lucy begged to come with him. By the time the pair reached the farm the snow was 
beginning to fall in earnest. Scanectity had been ready for the weather, however, and piled the 
things they needed onto an over sized toboggan. Even with this he’d had a bad feeling. The 
farmer knew from his life’s experience that gut feelings needed to be paid attention to. Tools, 
food, and medicines were on the sled along with one of his uncle’s jugs of whiskey. He knew 
now why he’d packed that. 
 
If there was a God, the old Skunk silently prayed he would lend a paw; whichever way they 
needed to go. 
 

------------------------------- 
 
 

Lucy held up a large squash and showed it to Victoria. “This one?” she asked. 
 
“Oh my no,” the Skunk responded. “Junior doesn’t like those all that much. He’d much prefer a 
good Butternut Squash. It’s too bad there aren’t any fresh tomatoes, but that’s to be expected 
being this is the middle of the winter. His Ma has a small hot house out back of their place and 
they grow a supply all year long. This time of year and tomatoes may as well be gold. The pity of 
this storm is; since they’re not home everything in the hot house will die of the cold as soon as 
the fires go out.” She paused to smile in the lamp light. “I do see the old girl has some preserved 
tomatoes.” Picking up a glass jar, she looked at the neat hand writing on the label. “Here we 
go… whole tomatoes.” 
 
“You’re a bitch,” the young Cat told her plainly. 
 
“I am… I admit it,” Victoria replied, “And under the circumstances you have to put up with me, 
but think of my end of it. I have to put up with you; and you have what I want.” 
 
Lucy’s eyes narrowed. For a fleeting moment, she considered throwing the large squash at the 
Skunk. Her thoughts, however, were interrupted by Scanectity’s voice at the top of the stairs. 
“You girls about done kajabbering down there or have ya finally kilt each other?” 
 
“He’s a cranky old bastard,” Victoria whispered, “But I could get used to him for those 
occasional ‘required’ visits by the grandparents.” She was enjoying the verbal egging she was 
giving Lucy just a little too much. 



 
“Coming!” Lucy yelled, beating Victoria to the response. Hefting the squash, she turned and 
stalked to the stairway. “You can pick out what we need for the rest of the meal,” she said 
sweetly without looking behind her. “You have good taste in the things you want so I’m sure 
you’ll make the right choice.” 
 
“oooooooo…” replied the Skunk, “So the Cat does have fangs.” 
 
Scanectity smiled as Lucy climbed the stairs. “Now how did you know that that particular kind 
of squash was Junior’s favorite?” he asked loudly. 
 
Her smile was immediate. “It is? You’re not just saying that?” 
 
The old farmer smoothed back the fur on his head. “Well,” he whispered, “I’ll tell you this much; 
if it’s not, I’m gonna warn him to make a really big fuss over it.” 
 
Lucy stopped on the step below him. “You were listening weren’t you?” she whispered back. 
 
He smiled at her and winked. “I think the boys have about three days worth of wood cut. They’ll 
be in soon. I’ll put some coffee on the stove to warm them up. How’s the dinner coming along?” 
 
The Cat excused herself and then moved past him.  “That remains to be seen. If I do all the work 
by myself, we should be ready in two hours. If Victoria helps, it’ll be at least three.” 
 
“Victoria’s voice wafted up from the cellar, “I heard that.” 
 

----------------- 
 
 

“So my Pa gave me the opportunity to make a choice; and I did. We’ve never looked back.” 
Kast’s words came in a staccato pulse as he alternately pulled on the big two pawed saw. His 
words caused clouds that were quickly swept away by the falling snow and though he spoke 
loudly his words were swallowed by the white curtain around them. 
 
“That’s really something,” Junior countered. “Lucy and I have been talking about getting 
hitched; it’s just that…” he paused, and Kast filled in for him. 
 
“She’s not a Skunk.” 
 
“Well… yeah… I guess that’s it. Seems kinda strange huh?” 
 
“Victoria still has an eye for you too,” the Wolf added with a smile. 
 
Junior was quiet and then the saw was through the log with a zing and a soft thump as the log hit 
the ground. 
 



“I don’t like Victoria like that,” the Skunk finally said, “And I wish she would stop her chasing.” 
 
“Tell her.” 
 
“I’ve tried,” Junior told him as he picked up the cut log and threw it on the pile next to the back 
porch. When he turned back, he added, “She’s stubborn as Mule and won’t take no for an 
answer.” 
 
“Suggestion,” the Wolf said simply, “Marry Lucy.” 
 
Junior gave him a look somewhere between ‘you’ve got to be kidding’ and ‘I would but I’m 
scared – too young – like being single – don’t know’. 
 
“Gotcha,” Kast told him with a smile. “You’ll wait for her to decide. Good plan. I hope you have 
a lot of patience, because that war is going to get rough and you’re the battle ground.” 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
The Wolf smiled a rather predatory smile. “You don’t have a clue do you?” 
 
“I’m not the one who almost got his mate frozen to death,” the Skunk retorted. 
 
“And I’m not the one who cut loose like a cannon butt because he thought a soapy head meant 
‘Mad Wolf,” Kast shot back. 
 
There were double flups as they were hit by snowballs. 
 
Both of them looked up to find Scanectity and Lucy standing on the porch. Each held a second 
snowball, which they threw, nailing their targets square on. 
 
A full blown snowball fight quickly ensued. 
 

--------------------------------- 
 
 

Vixyy heard the laughter as she lay in bed and smiled through her pain. “That sounds good,” she 
said to no one.  
 
“What’s that?” Foshu asked her. Bella had just left with the soiled sheets leaving the young Fox 
to sit with their ward. 
 
“Laughter,” she managed. “It sounds good. Too long and there ain’t been honest laughter in my 
life… damned good medicine.” 
 



“Thank you for taking us in,” the young Fox told her as she took the wet washcloth from the Inn 
Keeper’s forehead. Placing it in a bowl of water, she moved it up and down a few times, wrung it 
out, and then paced it back upon the other Fox’s forehead.  
 
“Thank you for coming to stay,” the old Fox countered; and with that she was once again asleep. 
 
The Inn Keeper woke later to two things; her bladder felt like it was about to explode and the 
throbbing in her leg, which felt like an uncontrolled brushfire. The room was silent and 
completely dark with the exception of a small guttering fire in fireplace. The heavy winter 
curtains were pulled tight against the cold so not even the dim illumination of the night sky was 
allowed in. Bella was asleep in a rocking chair close to the bed, her huge tail sticking out from 
between the spokes of the back and then curled over her chest like a quilt. The thought struck the 
old Fox that she had good neighbors. Perhaps she didn’t visit or see them on a regular basis but 
their actions bore out the truth of the relationship. She could ask for nothing better than that. 
 
Holding her breath, the old vixenr struggled to get up. She was determined to make it to the 
outhouse this time by herself. There would be no more soiled sheets. Relying on only yourself 
was inbred to a Fox. Not wanting to bother anyone with her woes was another. Only once did 
Bella stir in her rocker and that when the old girl bumped her leg; almost passing out from the 
pain. Holding her breath to keep from crying out, she waited for it to subside and then continued. 
When she did breath, her sensitive nose smelled the infection. ‘Not good, not good’, kept playing 
through her mind like a mantra as she came down the stairs one step at a time.  
 
She found a covered form on the couch and judging by the fullness of the tail decided it must be 
Scanectity. He was snoring loudly, the blanket moving gently up and down with his breathing. 
The floor creaked as she slowly made her way through the sitting room, past the dining room, 
and back to the kitchen. The light coming through the un-curtained front windows dimly 
illuminated her path. Though she didn’t notice, it was much brighter than a normal full moon. 
Moving into the kitchen, she passed the big iron stove and spied the Wolf and his Fox curled up 
in one corner. Next to them was a small pile of wood, and she was sure that every now and 
again, the Wolf would wake and feed the oven, which was one of the main heating sources for 
the Inn. The thought occurred to her that they looked cute together and she smiled. The scene 
reminded her of other times and other Wolfs in her life. 
 
And then she saw the small wood saw hanging on the wall next to the kitchen sink. Its blade had 
been meticulously cleaned of any rust and the teeth looked wickedly sharp. 
 
The wind outside gusted and the entire house shuddered with her. Snow blew up and scrapped 
across the windows making a sandy sound. At the noise, her bodily urges pushed her. Opening 
the door, she stepped out into the snow. 
 
“I can do this,” she murmured to herself. “I can…”  
 
By the time she made the outhouse, she was shivering, her flannel night dress being no 
protection at all. If it was any consolation, the cold did seem to refresh her and her leg wasn’t 
throbbing quite as badly. When she was finished and had re-emerged from the rude wooden 



structure, she finally looked to the sky expecting to see a full moon. The sky was clear and full of 
stars. There was a moon but it was only a quarter full. Near it, however, was a very bright star. 
 
“Well I’ll be,” she said. “I never seen anything like that before.” 
 
The noise of a door swinging open and then slamming shut startled her. In the quiet of the night, 
it sounded much louder than it might have during the day.  
 
“Whose there?” the little vixen called out, squinting her eyes to see better. 
 
The motion of the barn’s side door caught her eye as it swung open again and stayed that way. 
 
“Now that just ain’t no good,” she said. “The barn’s gonna fill with snow if that stays open. 
Darn, darn, darn… and me with a gimp leg.” 
 
She heard the door to the back porch open and a voice called softly, “Mother Vixen?” 
 
“Yes… I’m here. Come help me, please. I’m about froze solid; but my bladder’s at least empty. I 
need to get out to the barn.” 
 
In the light of the strange star, a mango colored form made its way to her. “Why didn’t you wake 
someone?” Foshu scolded as she approached. “You shouldn’t be on that leg.” 
 
“I’m gonna lose it anyway, I may as well use it while I can.” 
 
“Don’t say such things,” the younger Fox replied, taking the older Fox’s arm. “You’re going to 
be fine.” 
 
“Poo… my nose can smell it plain as yours. Obviously Scanectity believes it or his saw wouldn’t 
be in my kitchen. I’m a realist when it comes to that sort of thing. Take me to the barn.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
The door’s open. If the place fills with snow, the structure’ll weaken. I don’t have much but I 
intend to keep what I got.” 
 
At first they walked… or attempted to walk. This, not working well, Foshu came around in front 
of the vixen and knelt. “Get up on my back,” she instructed.  
 
Normally, the independent minded older Fox would have flat refused, but the pain was such that 
she had no choice. In a moment the pair was off again and made the door to the barn without a 
problem.  
 
“You’re even lighter than you look, Mother Vixen,” Foshu told her quietly. In the absolute still 
of the early morning, it almost sounded as if she was shouting. 
 



“Poo… I’m a fat old thing but I like to think ofmyself as ‘pleasantly plump’.” 
 
“You’re fat?” 
 
“You should see my sister Fennecs.” 
 
“Where do they live?” 
 
“Way out in the middle of the desert where it’s hot and dry.” 
 
“And you’re here in snow country?” 
 
“Strange, ain’t it?” the old Fox asked. 
 
“No stranger than a Fox with a Wolf as a mate,” Foshu countered. 
 
“I had a Wolf once or twice,” the Inn Keeper replied with a strange sound to her voice. 
 
“What happened?” 
 
“They wanted me as a Wolf but I was a Fox and couldn’t do that... so they left.” 
 
“I’m sorry,” Foshu told her as they stepped through the door to the barn. 
 
“Don’t be; it wouldn’t have worked. I knew that going into the relationships but sometimes your 
heart tends to ignore such things.” Her ears twitched. “Did you hear that?” 
 
The Mango Fox stopped and listened. “No… hear what?” 
 
The Inn Keeper’s large ears swiveled around trying to pinpoint exactly what she’d heard. 
“Breathing,” she finally said. “It’s fast and light… something small. It’s coming from the back.” 
 
“Hello…” Foshu called out. The inside of the barn was in total darkness. “Is anyone there?” 
 
“There’s a lantern hanging on a nail to your left,” the elder vixen whispered into her ear, “And a 
box of kitchen matches is sit’n on the stud where it’s hung. Put me down and light it up.” 
 
Placing her ward gently to the snowy ground, Foshu did as she was asked, easily finding the 
lantern and the matches. Flipping the lamp’s glass up, she struck a match on the rough wood and 
touched the flame to the wick. When the glass was again down, she adjusted the wick length for 
the best light.  
 
Vixyy limped into the barn, her ears twitching as she listened intently. “Over there in the last 
stall,” she whispered. “I keep them for any Equine guests I might have who would prefer it or are 
simply too large like that old Bull Brontes.”  
 



They both cautiously approached the stall, Foshu holding the lantern up like a shield and the Inn 
Keeper limping alongside her. As the light slowly made its way around the wooden sides, both of 
them paused, looking upon what they’d found. A young kit Fox looked back at them, his eyes 
glowing in the dim light. He held a small blue blanket and nothing else. 
 
“Here, now,” the inn Keeper said, “This won’t do… where on earth are your parents?” 
 
He made no reply. 
 
Foshu, handing the lantern to the Inn Keeper, came forward and scooped him into her arms. 
“He’s near froze solid,” she said, her breath making clouds in the cold air, “And he’s a Mango 
Fox at that.” She kissed and nibbled at his neck and he smiled. 
 
“He ain’t the only one,” Vixyy told her. “Best we get back to the house before none of us is 
moving. I’m thinking I can’t feel my toes any longer.” In her eyes, the kit was a Fennec but she 
didn’t say so; just in case her mind was playing tricks on her. The pain in her leg was now 
enough to cause occasional bright flashes of light behind her eyes. 
 

-------------- 
 

Kast met them halfway back from the barn. He went to Foshu first, but with a quick word from 
her, immediately scooped the Inn Keeper into his arms; carrying her the rest of the way. The fact 
that she didn’t argue indicated how seriously she was hurting. 
 
“I stoked up the iron stove,” he told her as they walked. “There’s buckets of water on that should 
be hot by now.” 
 
The kit whispered in Foshu’s ear. Turning, she said to her Wolf, “We’ll put it in the copper tub 
for Miss Vixyy. I think a long soak might be good for her leg.” 
 
“A soak? I’m not so sure about that,” he countered. “Keeping a wound clean is important, but 
dry is also a major consideration.” 
 
Foshu’s look was enough to quiet him. The old Fox’s leg was bad. Even in the frigid air the 
stench of the infection could be smelled. Scanectity would have to remove the limb soon, or the 
infection would spread to her blood stream and that would be fatal. It didn’t please the mango 
Fox to think like this. She knew that a Fox who was not complete would not live a long life; and 
that just from the depression that would set in. 
 
When they entered the kitchen, the Inn Keeper was totally limp. Since Kast didn’t know what 
else to do, he gently laid her on the throw rug upon which he and Foshu had been sleeping.  
 
“She’s unconscious,” he whispered to his mate. “What should I do?” 
 
Foshu placed the lamp from the barn on the kitchen table. The kit in her arms then wiggled until 
she set him down. He went directly to the elder Fox and sat next to her still clutching the little 



blue blanket. From there he looked up at Foshu, his eyes speaking for him. They were peaceful 
eyes. 
 
“Where’d the Wolf pup come from?” Kast asked, seeming to see him for the first time. 
 
“He’s a Fox and he was out in the barn. Miss Vixyy and I went out there to close the door and 
found him. Good thing too; he would have frozen to death.” She glanced out the window. “It’s 
the middle of the night and the yard is so bright.” 
 
“Yeah… I noticed. Strange, ain’t it? Now tell me what to do.” 
 
Lighting the candles she found in the washroom, Foshu helped her Wolf take the big pots of hot 
water off the stove and dump them into the tub. It was hard to be absolutely quiet, but no one 
staying at the Inn with them seemed to notice. With the pots empty, she quietly told her mate to 
go and fetch more water. 
 
“I can get you snow,” he offered. 
 
“Won’t be enough when it melts,” she replied. “Go to the well. There’s a big rock on a rope. 
Drop it in and break the ice… that’s what it’s there for. The water is down several feet, so the ice 
will be thin.” 
 
“I was going to ask about that rock,” he told her. “I thought maybe it was for drowning pups,” he 
said looking right at the strange kit. He was rewarded with a slap to the back of his head by 
Foshu. 
 
“Don’t ever say something like that!” 
 
“I was kidding,” he replied, rubbing the back of his head. “I was just trying to get a rise out of 
the pup with a Wolf tease. He hasn’t said a word; how do we even know he talks?” 
 
“He whispered to me,” she told him.  
 
“And what did he say?” 
 
“Bath.” 
 
“That’s it?” 
 
“That’s it,” she told him pointing to the buckets. “Now do your job before I use Miss Vixyy’s 
broom on you.” 
 
“I think you’re taking lessons from her,” he grumbled. Before she could respond he was out the 
door and stomping down the steps. As he walked, he sniffed the air and knew the snow wasn’t 
done yet. “It’s going to come down hard again around sunup ya betcha,” he said to himself. 
 



Feeling the water with her paw, Foshu wondered if this was a good idea or not. The water was 
hot, but comfortable hot, the cold of the copper tub taking away some of the initial heat. Turning, 
she found the kit behind her holding up a large bag of salt. 
 
“What?” she asked. “You’re just here and already you’re into things?” 
 
Taking the bag from him, she made to put it back in the kitchen, but he stood in her way. 
Reaching out with a paw, he patted the tub and pointed at the bag. 
 
“You want me to put it in the water?” 
 
He nodded. 
 
“Well,” she responded, “My mother always said a salt soak was good for her swollen feet. I 
don’t suppose it would hurt much. Might sting her wound a bit, don’t you think?” 
 
The kit shook his head no. 
 
“What’s going on here?” asked a sleepy voice. “Land’s sake it’s the middle of the night, and 
where’s Miss Vixyy?” 
 
Foshu looked up to find Bella’s sleepy eyes on her. “She’s over next to the stove, Ma’am,” she 
replied with a small curtsy, “On the throw rug Kast and I were using.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“I woke up when she snuck out the back door going to the outhouse,” the mango Fox quickly 
explained. “I followed her so I could help her come back. Kast carried her back most the way 
from the barn.” 
 
“From the barn? I’m…” Bella stopped and made a small huffing noise. “She needs to be back 
upstairs in bed.” 
 
Before the mother Skunk could move, the kit grabbed the bag of salt and dumped it into the big 
copper tub. Slapping its side with his paw, it made a dull gonging sound. Bella seemed to see 
him for the first time. 
 
“Where on earth did you come from?” 
 
“He was out in the barn,” Foshu told her. 
 
Bella moved forward a bit and bent down to pick him up but he scooted between her legs. 
Plopping down upon the floor next to the Inn Keeper, he stared at both of them from the 
darkened room. 
 



“Precocious little Skunk, aren’t you?” Bella said to him, placing her paws on her hips. She 
sniffed the air and then sniffed it again. “Oh my Lord, is that her leg?” 
 
“Yes,” Foshu told her quietly. 
 
“I have to wake Scanectity. I had no idea it was that bad. That leg needs to come off right now or 
she’s not going to last another day.” 
 
The kit reached down and began stroking the Inn Keeper’s long ears. She smiled and mumbled, 
“That feels good Metassus… you always were good to me…” 
 
Her eyes opened. Struggling, she sat up. “How in tarnation did I get down here?” Blinking her 
eyes, she looked over at Bella and Foshu. “If you don’t mind… and since there don’t seem to be 
any men folk around, I think I’d like a good soak in my tub? You know; I seldom use the darn 
thing cuz it’s always been just for my guests. I think for once, I’d like to see how it feels.” 
 
By the time Kast reappeared with his first full bucket of water, the door to the bath room was 
mostly closed. The light from within was bright, indicating an abundance of candles. He could 
hear a voice softly humming and there was the sound of water sloshing. 
 
“Foshu?” he called softly. 
 
“Shhhhhhhh…” The shushing noise came from the open door to the cellar. There, a carried lamp 
was making its way up the stairs held by his mate; who also held many other things. The little 
Wolf came up the stairs behind her. 
 
“I was thinking about it,” he told her in a subdued tone, “Something is terribly wrong here.” 
 
“What are you talking about?” she asked, coming into the kitchen and closing the door to the 
cellar. She then pointed at the stove, “Pour the water into the kettle first, and the rest into the pots 
so it can heat. The kettle’s for tea.” 
 
“I’m talking about Wolf Boy here,” he said, doing as he had been told. “I mean… you find him 
in the barn with nothing more than that dirty blue rag and he ain’t said a word… not that he’s 
hungry, or thirsty… nothing.” 
 
“He told me ‘bath’,” she responded. 
 
“And that means a whole lot, doesn’t it?” 
 
There was a thump as Kast was kicked in the leg and then his diminutive attacker ran to hide 
behind Foshu, dragging the blue blanket behind him. 
 
“Apparently,” she told him, trying to suppress a laugh, “His ears work just fine. Now hush and 
go for more water.” 
 



“What’s all that stuff for?” he asked, indicating the odd things she carried. 
 
“I think the kit wants me to add it to the bath water. He pulled them off the shelves down in the 
cellar. I’m rather curious about it. I suppose it couldn’t hurt.” 
 
“You still don’t see him as a Wolf?” 
 
Coming forward, she surprised him with a kiss on the lips. “I know what a Wolf looks like silly. 
He’s a Mango Fox, just like me.” 
 
Kast knew when not to argue, and now was one of them. “I’ll go get more water,” he told her 
around the kiss.  
 
“Good Wolfie,” she replied, pushing him slightly towards his chore. Moving to the wash room 
door, she knocked lightly and let herself in. The kit was right on her heels. 
 
As he turned to go back outside, Kast found his eyes drawn to the saw Scanectity had so 
thoroughly cleaned and sharpened. Opening the door he shuddered; and it wasn’t from the biting 
cold.  
 

--------------------------------- 
 
 

Scanectity was in the sitting room sipping a cup of coffee that Bella brought him along with a 
plate of toast and jelly. Kast sat across from him on another couch. So far, they were the only 
one’s awake. Junior, Lucy, and Victoria were all still asleep in separate rooms; of which the Inn 
had plenty. The sun wouldn’t be up for another hour. 
 
“I must admit,” the old Skunk said in a subdued voice, “That even as a farmer I am not used to 
being up at this early hour.” Setting his cup on the small table in front of him, he selected a piece 
of toast and passed the plate to the young Wolf.  
 
Kast took the plate and though he could easily have eaten everything there in a quick few bites, 
he remembered his manners as taught to him by his mother at a ruler’s end… sore knuckles 
made sure you remembered to say ‘please pass’ and that you took only one. 
 
“Me either, sir, though I am just happy to be here and not out in a snow drift somewhere. Being 
awake is a huge plus for me.” 
 
The Skunk sat back, chewing thoughtfully on his toast. “The name’s Scanectity. I never cottoned 
to the idea of being called ‘sir’. Snow drift… yes, there is that.” 
 
“You’ll want to know what we were doing out in weather such as this, won’t you?” 
 
“Nope; not my business.” 
 



“Or what a Fox and a Wolf are doing mated?” 
 
“Nope; not my business… b‘sides; I’ve seen stranger. Down the road a ways you’ll find the 
Peter Porkupine and Petunia Possum family. Now that’s a prickly affair I’m sure, though I never 
asked of it. They go by Mr. and Mrs. P.” He paused to sip his coffee thoughtfully. “Where did 
you learn your skill at mending bodies?” he asked finally. 
 
“My mother was the Healer of our clan. She took the time to teach me. I was actually supposed 
to be schooled more in depth except…” His voice trailed off. 
 
“Except that you took a Fox as a mate and left home rather unexpectedly.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Well…” Scanectity said, drawing the word out as he set his coffee cup down, “I ain’t known 
Miss Vixyy all that long but I always did feel she needed some help around this dump. Now 
then, with that in mind and things being the way they are and all; I do believe your arrival is 
rather fortuitous.” 
 
Kast looked down to the floor. “I don’t know that word,” he said softly. 
 
“ ‘Fortuitous’ – a stroke of luck – especially for that mean old vixen,” the Skunk said with a 
chuckle, “And probably bad luck for you. If what she offers as wages aren’t enough, you come 
see me; I’ll make up the difference.” 
 
“You’d do that?” 
 
“Only if you keep it between the two of us. No telling the women folk or the deals off. We can 
say something like you was doing some work for me too. Vixyy’s got a good heart, though she 
tries real hard to make folk think otherwise.” 
 
Kast finally gave in to the temptation and took another piece of toast. “Why would she do that?” 
he asked as he bit into it. 
 
“Well,” the farmer told him truthfully, “I don’t rightly know.” 
 
“Scanectity,” Bella called softly from the kitchen. “I need you to look at her leg.” 
 
The old farmer sighed. Standing, he said, “I recon I’ll be needing your help in short order. I’ll let 
you know in a minute. If I do, you’ll need to wake Junior. It’ll take all the two of you got to hold 
her down.” 
 
“Have you ever done this before?” Kast asked him. 
 
“Four times; two died, two lived. That old Fox is a fighter… I’spect she’ll live right enough.” 
 



 
 

------------------------------- 
 
 

Vixyy heard a soft knock at the door of the bath. “Who is it?” she asked brusquely. “I’m kinda 
busy here, so state your business and be quick about it.” 
 
“It’s me Miss Fox, Scanectity. I’m here to look at your leg. Are you decent?” 
 
“I’m in the bath tub, and he asks if I’m decent,” he heard her tell someone. “Of course I’m not 
decent!” she yelled at the door. “You think I take a bath with my clothes on?” 
 
The door slowly pushed open and a Skunk’s face peeked through the opening. The Inn Keeper 
was lying under a foam of bubbles and looking very pleased with herself. Sitting on the floor 
next to her was a Skunk kit. 
 
“Where’d the young’n come from?” the farmer asked her. “Last I heard you had a broke leg… I 
didn’t know you were pregnant too.” 
 
“Found him in the barn near froze to death. I’ve no idea where he came from or who he belongs 
to. He doesn’t say much but he’s good company for all of that. Kinda the opposite of some other 
folks I know. Those’uns kinda blabber a lot. Skunks mostly.” 
 
Ignoring the good natured insult, Scanectity came into the small room and closed the door behind 
himself. “Bella told me about the infection,” he said softly. “I’m real sorry Vix, but I need to take 
a look.” 
 
“You want to take my leg,” she told him in a hard voice. 
 
“I don’t want to do anything old vixen. But if it’s as bad as I fear, we won’t have a choice.” 
 
“There’s always a choice,” she replied. 
 
He nodded. “True, but choosing to die a horrible death is hardly a choice in my book. May I see 
your leg, please?” 
 
“You gonna be fresh with me if I show it to you?” 
 
The old farmer actually smiled. “It would serve you right if I was, but I also think Bella might 
lay a frying pan upside my head if she got wind of it.” 
 
“I won’t tell her if you won’t,” she told him softly with a wink. 
 
Taking one of the lamps from the wall, he asked the child, “Do you think you could hold this 
close for me, son? You’re big enough to know it will burn you if not held right, aren’t you?” 



 
The kit nodded his head and got up off the floor to stand next to him. Turning the wick up a bit 
on the lamp, Scanectity showed him where to place his paws and then made sure the base was 
well balanced on the side of the copper tub. Rolling his sleeves up, he reached in to the soapy 
water, trying to find the Fox’s leg. After a moment of sloshing around, he looked at her and saw 
the smile.  
 
“Would you kindly stop moving around so I can do what I have to do? Wait… it doesn’t hurt to 
move it around like that?” 
 
“Course it hurts,” she told him, “But not nearly as much as it did.”  
 
Relenting, she allowed Scanectity to gently lift her leg above the soap suds. The jagged tear in 
her skin was easy to spot. The area was swollen a bit but not too badly. He sniffed at it and 
detected no odor of infection. “Well I’ll be buggered by the Devil,” he muttered to himself. Very 
gently he felt the leg. The Inn Keeper winced slightly but made no noise. “The bones are in the 
right place,” he mumbled, “And there’s no infection that I can detect. You don’t try to get out of 
the bath by yourself. We’ll need to dry it off and splint it for support first; then I’ll lift you out 
proper like.” 
 
“I thank you muchly, kind sir,” she told him as he lowered the leg back into the water. “If you 
would, please, tell Bella on your way out that I could use some more hot water. I might just stay 
in here till the spring thaw.” 
 
“I’ll tell her,” he replied. Taking the lamp back from the kit, he re-hung it on the wall and set the 
wick a bit lower, reducing the light it produced to a softer tone. He then left the room, closing the 
door behind himself. Bella, Foshu, and Kast were all in the kitchen waiting. “There is no 
infection,” he told them, “And the bone is set perfectly.” 
 
“Scanectity,” Bella told him, “I smelled that infection before she went into the tub. So did 
Foshu… it was overpowering. There’s just no way it went away like that.” 
 
“Mrs. Skunk,” he told her softly, “In all my years, I have never seen a better healed wound… or 
at least healing. We’ll still have to splint the leg, but she’ll not only walk again; I doubt she’ll 
even limp any.” He looked thoughtful, and then added, “She said she’d like some more hot 
water. As happy as she looked, I recon she’ll probably not get out of that tub till tomorrow or the 
next day.” 
 

---------------------- 
 
 

When Miss Vixyy finally did come out of the tub, the old vixen ended up sleeping the rest of that 
day and the full of the night too. During that time the snow never stopped coming down and they 
were all held fast in winter’s white grip. The following dawn, or what would have been the 
dawn, she got quietly up and limped her way to the outhouse… or rather would have if she’d 
been able. The snow, by that point, had drifted clear up onto the back porch. Getting the door 



open proved to be impossible and she had to make do with the chamber pot kept in the 
washroom.  
 
Coming out, she quietly set her kettle on the stove to heat water for tea. Using an old hand towel, 
she opened the grate, added some more wood, and then went back into the sitting area where she 
found Scanectity just sitting up on the couch and stretching.  
 
“That couch ain’t made for sleeping,” she said gruffly.  
 
“I suppose it’s not,” he responded, “But the repair I did to it after that Bull fellow broke it in for 
you, makes it rather more comfortable to me than one of your fancy feather mattresses.” He 
yawned. “I see you slipped out on Bella again.” 
 
“Her neck is going to hurt a spell after sleeping in the rocker like that.” 
 
“I recon it will. Won’t be the first time, and certainly won’t be the last. She’s a good Skunk. I 
wouldn’t trade her for nothing; and that’s a fact.” 
 
“You should tell her that more often,” the vixen said with a smile. Turning, she opened the chain 
link spark screen and then tossed a small log into the fireplace. After staring at the flames for a 
moment, she closed the screen and turned to Scanectity as if trying to decide what to say. 
 
“No need,” he told her before she could speak. “It’s nothing you wouldn’t have done yourself. 
What I would like to know, and you at least owe me this much, is; what in blazes were you doing 
on the roof in the middle of a winter’s night?” 
 
She looked at him without replying, and he looked back.  
 
“I got water on,” she finally said, “You want tea?” 
 
“Coffee if you have it,” he told her. “You told those two children you were looking at the stars.” 
he persisted.  
 
“I was… what of it?” 
 
“Nothing; it ain’t none of my business in any case.” 
 
“That’s right… it ain’t.” 
 
Limping back out to the kitchen, she went to the stove and taking a large pot, banged it on the 
big iron box several times waking the Fox and the Wolf sleeping on the rug next to it.  
 
“How am I supposed to get any work done with the pair of you lying around my kitchen like a 
couple of old pillows?” 
 
Kast and Foshu looked at her with sleepy eyes and a worried look. 



 
“Your room is on the second floor,” she told them, “Number 25. It’s the least of what I got, but I 
do need to keep the front rooms for those customers I occasionally get. It’s roomy enough and 
next to the kitchen chimney so you’ll have heat.” 
 
The youngsters looked at her, now clearly confused. 
 
“Go!” she told them, making a shooing motion with her paws. “It’s yours for as long as you want 
it. We’ll talk wages and such later… that is if you’ve a mind to work for me.” 
 
They scrambled to their feet, both trying to talk at the same time, but she held her paw up. 
“Shush…not a word. Where’s the kit?” 
 
“He stayed with Bella,” Foshu told her and then curtsied. “Thank…” she began, but the old Fox 
shushed her again. “One more word and you get a room in the root cellar. Go… Come down for 
breakfast when the sun’s up… not before. If it stays like this, sleep till noon, cuz there’s no sense 
in getting up if you don’t have to.” 
 
As they left the kitchen, Scanectity came in and sat at the large table. The chair’s legs made a 
scrapping sound on the wooden floor as he pulled it in. 
 
“Pick the chair up to move it young Skunk… unless you’ve a mind to polish those boards.” 
 
“It’s your cheap furniture,” he told her flatly. 
 
“You made it for me,” she countered.  
 
He laughed. “Is the coffee done yet?” 
 
She smiled at him. “I ain’t even put it on; be patient or you’ll get none. You like biscuits?”  
 
“Course I do.” 
 
“Good, cuz those I do know how to make… sort of.” 
 
 

--------------- 
 
 

By noon, the snow had drifted up on the back porch making it impossible for the back door to be 
opened at all.  The biscuits the old Fox attempted to make turned out to not be edible at all. As a 
spoof, and while the Inn Keeper wasn’t looking, Scanectity painted them with berry juice, and 
hug them among the pine branches above the sitting room hearth as decorations. After a proper 
breakfast, served closer to lunch than to an actual breakfast time by Bella, the day was properly 
begun. Since the doors were blocked, Junior and Kast climbed out the window. Locating the 



shovels, carefully left there the day before, the pair began the slow process of digging a path to 
the outhouse. 
 
The mother Skunk, helped by Lucy Cat, then took care of the dishes and saw to preparing the 
evening meal. With nothing to do but cook, this was a welcome thing. Victoria, having finally 
roused herself, mostly chattered and got in the way. She was tolerated, if just barely so, because 
it was all that could be done under the circumstances. 
 
“So you’re saying Miss Vixyy’s leg is all better now?” she asked and then sipped her cup of tea 
noisily. 
 
“That’s right,” Bella responded as she carefully peeled a large butternut squash. “I’ve never seen 
anything like it. Where is she now?” 
 
“Up in her room with the kit,” Victoria told her. “She chased me out. My but she can be cranky. I 
thought Inn Keepers were supposed to be the patient type. She’s got that other Fox up there with 
her. You know… maybe that’s it, she wanted to talk Fox things and a Skunk would be in the 
way.” 
 
“That’s probably it,” Bella agreed, while not actually agreeing at all. “Tell you what, I have some 
stitching that needs to be done if you’ve a mind to do it for me.” 
 
Victoria sipped at her tea again. “I could do that for you if you’d like. My Mama taught me 
needle work right enough.” 
 
Setting her squash on the table, Bella excused herself. “Let me go and get it then and I will be 
much appreciative.” Seeing Lucy putting another piece of wood in the stove, she said, “Mind you 
don’t burn yourself on the iron box girl. It’s best you don’t put more wood in than you have too. 
They’ve been known to get hot enough to come apart. That happens, and the whole building will 
go up in flames. I didn’t check, but is there a bucket of sand next to it on the floor?”  
 
Lucy looked. “Yes’m. What’s it for?” 
 
“Putting out grease fires. You throw water on a grease fire and you’ll sure learn to regret it in a 
quick fashion.” 
 
Standing, she went out into the parlor, her eyes searching out something that Victoria could sew 
for her. Finally giving up, she crossed to her husband, who sat in the rocker next to the fire place 
napping. 
 
“Take your shirt off,” she hissed at him. 
 
“Here now, I’m comfortable. Why on earth should I take my shirt off?” 
 
Without waiting, she leaned down and began unbuttoning it for him. “Because I told you to. 
Your arguing about it isn’t going to help me none.”  



 
Pulling it over his head, she looked at it closely. Finally giving up, she poked a finger through 
one of the seams and pulled at the material until there was a quiet ripping sound. 
 
“Just as I thought,” she told him, “There’s a hole in this shirt. I’ll have Victoria come out here 
and keep you company while she mends it for me.” 
 
“You are such a cruel Skunk,” Scanectity growled at her. 
 
“You want to eat tonight?” she asked him in a hushed tone. 
 
“What’s that got to do with anything?” 
 
“The kitchen is only so big and if I’m expected not to begin throwing things…” 
 
“That bad, eh?” 
 
“No… everything’s roses.” 
 
“Send her out,” he sighed, “I’ll do my best to keep her occupied.” 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
 

---------- 
 
 
Vixyy held the kit in her lap, rocking him gently in the chair Bella’d used for her bed. The 
fireplace in her room was smaller than the main hearth in the sitting room, but it was now lit and 
very comfortable.  
 
Foshu sat on the hearth, half watching the fire and half daydreaming.  
 
“You are an amazing little fellow,” the old Vixen crooned to the kit.  
 
He yawned, shook himself, pulled his little blue blanket to his chest and then sleepily snuggled 
into her fur.  
 
“I’m still wondering how it was that you were out in my barn all by yourself. Don’t you have a 
Mama?” 
 
He smiled at her and then plopped his head down on her small chest. 
 
“Oh I don’t think so, young fella. I’m too old to be having a kit under foot.” 
 
“I think he likes you, Miss Vixyy,” Foshu said, turning from the fire. 



 
The elder Fox gently stroked the kit’s ear and then replied, “I certainly won’t be tossing him out. 
I can think of worse things than having him here at the Inn.” She blew on the ear and it wiggled 
with the tickle. Without looking at the younger Fox, she asked, “You were thinking of your 
home weren’t you?” 
 
“Yes,” she replied, “A little. I miss my mother.” Taking the poker from its place on the stand 
next to her, she pulled back the metal link spark curtain and rolled the log over so the flames 
could feed from the other side. 
 
“That’s something that’ll never leave you,” the old Fox told her softly as she closed her eyes to 
rest. She’d never before felt so good… so a part of something more than just herself. 
 
 

-------------------- 
 
 
When she woke the room was near dark. The low flames of the fireplace were the only 
illumination. Foshu was gone and she had a blanket over her lap. She was aware, however, that 
someone was in the room with her. Her nose told her it was the kit but the figure she saw sitting 
on the hearth and silhouetted by the guttering fire was adult. The large ears told her it was 
another Fennec. 
 
“Who’re you?” she asked.  
 
Though the situation, by nature, was strange; she felt no fear. 
 
“A friend,” he responded. “I Am The Father Of The Kit.” 
 
“Where is he… the kit?” She sat up in the rocker and rubbed her eyes. The figure by the fireplace 
smiled and she saw the child for whom she asked, but now grown.  
 
“I don’t understand,” she told him. 
 
“A child is always accepted; and rightly so,” he explained. “It is never viewed as a threat, where 
an adult is always suspect.” 
 
“And everyone saw the child as their own kind,” she reflected absently. 
 
The other Fox nodded. “He is such to all creatures. It gives him a certain freedom to do what he 
must.” 
 
“And he is you… that is; you are him?” She sighed. “I find this to be confusing at best.” 
 
“And at worst?” he asked. 
 



“Complete lunacy; of which I have suspected myself more than once. What’s your name?” 
 
The figure leaned forward slightly. “You may refer to me Fumpbadiddle.” 
 
The old vixen chuckled. “I just made that word up cuz it beats cussing.” 
 
“And what are words,” he asked, “But made up sounds reflective of things we wish to convey to 
others. This particular word is yours. I give it to you as a gift… representative of familiarity 
between the two of us. Would that be acceptable to you Mother Vixen?” 
 
Rising, he crossed the small space and kissed her lightly on the forehead. “You were very kind to 
me,” he told her. “You took me in as your own without question. Now I wish to do something for 
you.” 
 
“I think you already have,” she countered tapping her leg with a paw, “And I’m content with 
that. Tell you what, though; just forget why I was really on the roof and I’ll be happy.” 
 
The other Fennec smiled. “Done,” he told her in his soft voice, “All the sins of your past are 
forgiven.” 
 
She gave him a skeptical look. “That strikes me as a little too easy.” 
 
Taking her paw in his, he countered, “Forgiveness is a very hard thing to truly accomplish. One 
can pass over a wrong done easily enough, but like an old wound, it will always leave a scar as a 
reminder of its existence. To forgive a thing… truly forgive… is to acknowledge that it never 
ever happened; and then to forget that it did.” 
 
Kneeling down, he undid the bindings on her splint and placed the pieces of wood to the side of 
the rocker. Looking up at her, he said, “It is far easier to heal a wound such as a broken leg. That 
just takes a little care and an amount of time. When the bone knits properly, it’s as if the event 
never occurred, though there will always be the scar… but that’s acceptable.” 
 
Rising again, he took the blanket from her lap and tossed it to the bed. Holding out his paw to 
her, he helped her rise from the rocker. There was no pain in her leg. 
 
The old Fox raised an eyebrow, “And what should I say happened to the kit if anyone was to 
ask?” 
 
Fumpbadiddle chuckled. “His foster parents came and retrieved him while you were asleep. He 
strayed from them as children sometimes do and they were quite frantic. They gave this house 
their blessing. Everyone was in agreement that you should not be awakened.” 
 
“I see,” she responded. “And what sort of critters were his parents?” 
 
“Skunk… Wolf… Fox… all saw as they needed to see,” he replied, releasing her paw. “I have 
something to show you now.” 



 
Moving to the window, he pulled back the heavy curtains. The glass panes were frosted around 
the corners and yet it was possible to see the night sky quite clearly. The stars shone as they had 
never seemed to before. 
 
The Inn Keeper moved to the window and reaching out a paw; placed it upon the cold glass as if 
trying to touch them. 
 
“And so we come full circle,” she whispered. “You’re there… and I’m down here… forever the 
mystery to puzzle over.” 
 
Turning, she found herself alone in the room. 
 
“Quite the dream I was having,” she said aloud. “Most certainly… quite the dream.” 
 
Moving to the door of her bedroom, she opened it, thinking to go downstairs and tend to her Inn. 
Certainly it would be as cold and empty as it was before she fell asleep. 
 
She stopped when she heard the singing. 
 

-------------------- 
 
Victoria was the first to see the old vixen on the stairway. “What are you doing out of bed?” she 
asked loudly and the singing abruptly stopped. 
 
“I wasn’t in bed,” the Fox shot back. “I was in my rocker. Where’s the kit?” 
 
Everyone stood and Foshu immediately came around to the stairs to help her descend. 
 
“Get,” the Inn Keeper growled at her, “I can walk just fine on my own.” 
 
“But your leg…” she began. 
 
“It’s fixed… what about it?” 
 
There was a pregnant moment when no one seemed to be able to think of anything to say.  
 
“The kit’s parents came,” Bella finally managed. “They were beside themselves with relief. The 
snow storm prevented their search.” 
 
“And no one thought to come and wake me?!” the Inn Keeper asked harshly. 
 
“The kit told us not to,” Kast offered.  
 
“He spoke just as plain as we are now,” Lucy added when the old vixen looked skeptical. “Sure 
surprised the heck out of me.” 



 
There was a chorus of like opinions on this from all of them. 
 
“His folks were so happy they gave us a whole bag of these,” Scanectity told her holding up 
what appeared as a round orange ball. “I never seen one before and they are some sort of good. 
We saved three of them for you; which was the division of the bag.” 
 
“Oranges?” the Inn Keeper asked, quickly coming down the stairs. “They gave you oranges? I 
haven’t eaten an orange in years.” 
 
“I’ve never seen one in my entire life,” Bella told her with a laugh as she came close. “They 
certainly are good. I’m betting they would make a delicious jam, but I’m not so sure about a 
pie.” 
 
Junior held up a small package wrapped in a child’s blue blanket. “They left this one special for 
you Miss Vixyy. I don’t know what it is, but it sure smells good.” 
 
She stopped where she stood, her nose wiggling. “Dates?” she whispered. “They left dates? Oh 
my… I haven’t had dates since I was taken from the desert. I was but a kit then… oh myyyy.”  
 
The old Fox took the package from the young Skunk and gently removed the little blanket. 
Looking at the plain brown paper wrapping, she found, drawn in a small kit’s paw, a big heart 
circling a small Fox’s face that sort of, kinda, maybe, looked just a little bit like her.  
 
She smiled and squinted her eyes just a bit. 
 
Yes it really did look like her. 



Beneath The Surface 
 
 

Bella Skunk stirred her big pot of soup with a long wooden spoon. “Most men folk don’t 
consider us women folk all that smart,” she said, bringing the spoon out and offering its contents 
to her afternoon helper. Lucy leaned forward and sipped it off. Since Junior was otherwise 
occupied, she was in the kitchen with his mother doing women’s things, as he had plainly put it. 
Bella, who hadn’t really been (but kinda was) eavesdropping, decided to give the young Cat a 
life lesson. 
 
“That’s good,” Lucy told her, “What’s in it?” 
 
Lots and lots of things,” Bella replied smiling. “My mama taught me that; to make a good soup, 
you have to use whatever’s available. The trick is adding just the right spices and such. It’s the 
‘and such’ that I think will surprise you.” 
 
“Scanectity treats you with respect,” Lucy told her elder softly. “You are so lucky in that.” 
 
“Yes he does,” she replied with a wink, “But I had to earn that. When we first met he wasn’t no 
different than Junior is now; though he’d never admit to that. In a man’s case; with age comes 
wisdom… so long as there’s a good female standing behind him with her foot up his backside. 
Scanectity is now old enough to claim the age part but I took care of the rest of it.” 
 
Lucy giggled. “I just can’t see you in that light Bella. You’re such a wonderful person.” 
 
The Skunk dipped her spoon back in the soup and continued stirring, sniffing at the aroma and 
judging what she might add next. “To know me is to love me, I suppose,” she said almost 
wistfully, “Or maybe to hate me.” She sampled the odd concoction and added just a pinch of salt 
to it. “This soup has been slow simmering since yesterday,” she told the young Cat without 
looking at her. “Soup is like a marriage; everything you add to it has to cook together in order to 
blend. You shouldn’t be able to taste any one particular ingredient when it’s done.” 
 
Lucy smiled, paying close attention; knowing a lesson when it presented itself. Her own mother 
had given her lots of advice but like most children, she distrusted the source. Bella, on the other 
paw, was married to Scanectity. As crafty as he was that meant she had to be at least his equal; or 
better, with a wink and a nod. She was already aware that concealing the ‘better’ was a woman’s 
trick all in and of itself. 
 
“You can never tell what lies beneath the surface of still waters,” the mother Skunk said softly, 
as if reading her mind. 
 
“I’m sorry?” Lucy replied quickly, trying to cover her surprise. 
 



“A good wife, and mother, has to know how to get things done without seeming to actually be 
doing what it is she’s doing.”  
 
She tapped the spoon on the side of the huge pot making a hollow gonging sound, and then 
placed it on the small saucer next to the stove. Using a dish cloth, she pulled down the fire door, 
to observe the charcoal red color of the wood. When she was satisfied it was burning exactly as it 
should be, she closed the door and turned to her son’s girlfriend. Seeing the Cat’s confused look, 
she smiled, and offered, “Allow me to demonstrate the art of the craft.” 
 
Turning to the cupboard above her sink, she took down a large brown bottle. Pulling the cork, 
she held it out to Lucy. “Smell,” she said simply.  
 
Lucy leaned forward and took a strong sniff and almost choked. Covering her mouth, she looked 
shocked and asked through her fingers, “What is that stuff?” 
 
Bella laughed, her voice making music in the small kitchen. “It’s Elixir. My mother taught me 
much in the ways of what to do to keep a family healthy. You take a spoonful of this every day 
and you’re much healthier for it.” 
 
“Does it taste as bad as it smells?” 
 
The mother Skunk smiled at her. “Oh yes… it certainly does.” 
 
“And Junior takes it?” 
 
“Every day,” Bella told her happily. “Pay close attention; and remember that what I am about to 
show you is our little secret.” 
 
Going to the doorway of the kitchen, she held the bottle behind her back and yelled for her son. 
He was currently in the parlor attending to the reading studies his mother had insisted he take 
care of since he was doing so poorly in school. The fact that his girlfriend was visiting made it a 
poignant lesson. When he came into the kitchen, she quickly held the bottle out, and told him, “I 
heard you cough. You better take some Elixir to ward away the cold that’s stalking your bones.” 
 
As soon as he saw the brown bottle, he covered his mouth and ran from the room.  
 
Bella turned back to the confused looking Cat. Without a word she uncorked the bottle, and 
poured a good quantity of the nasty looking liquid into the soup. Taking her wooden spoon, she 
stirred the pot for a moment and then brought out a sample for Lucy. “Taste,” she told her. 
 
Lucy did as she was told, though hesitantly. The mother Skunk smiled at this, and then again at 
the wide eyed look Lucy gave when she’d done as asked.  
 
“And?” 
 
“It’s even better!” 



 
“You might notice that Junior has one of the most luxurious coats of fur in the village… as does 
his father.” 
 
“And his mother,” Lucy added and they both laughed. 
 
“Now then, young lady,” she said, glancing out the window at the snow covered yard. Her 
husband, she saw, was just now approaching the house. “There are two other weapons in every 
female’s bag of tricks that are quite useful, so long as they are not over used. The first is a smile, 
and I’m sure you’re aware of that one. Junior’s told me time and again what a lovely one you 
have and I happen to agree. The other, however, is at the opposite side of the table; tears.” 
 
Taking an onion from the vegetable bin, she cut it in two, and held out half of it to Lucy. “I want 
you to take a deep breath of this my dear and be sure to keep it out of sight. If this little secret 
ever becomes known to the men folk, the trick would never ever work again.”  Hearing 
Scanectity’s boots crunching up the porch steps she told her in a whisper, “Do it quick, and 
follow my lead.”  
 
With that, she took several deep breaths of her own onion half and tears immediately began 
streaming down her eyes. Grabbing Lucy by the shoulders, she began to sob just as her husband 
came through the door. 
 
“Dinner about ready Missus?” he asked, as he stomped the snow off of his boots. When they 
didn’t answer, he looked at them, taking note of the muffled sobs and the obvious tears. 
 
“Here now, what’s amiss?” 
 
Bella made a good show of trying to explain, but broke into even louder sobs and hugged the 
little Cat to her bosom.  
 
“All right then,” Scanectity said with a sour look, “What did my son do this time? Judging from 
the fact that you’re a both a’heaving and sighing so, it musta been a good’un.” 
 
“Junior…” Bella began, her lower lip quivering… “It’s…” letting go of Lucy, she picked up the 
bottle of Elixir. “It’s so terrible cold outside, and I heard him coughing… he’s refusing my 
medicine. Lucy is so worried he’ll catch the P-monia… and so am I.” 
 
“JUNIOR!” Scanectity bellowed. “GET YOUR TAIL OUT TO THE KITCHEN AND TAKE 
YOUR MEDICINE BEFORE I DO SOMETHING YOU’RE NOT GONNA LIKE!” 
 
When his son didn’t answer, the father went to fetch him back by the ear. The women, on the 
other hand, hugged each other close, burying their faces in each other’s fur… their laughter, for 
all intents and purposes, sounding much like the sobs that had passed only a moment before. 
 
 



Twilight 
 

(February 2nd) 
 
 
 

“Well is it snowing or ain’t it snowing?” Georgia Ground Hog snapped. 
 
Gregory scratched at the frosted glass of the window trying to see outside. He’d pulled the dark 
winter curtains back hoping for light but there was none. The window was large, as all their 
windows were large. It was meant to let in as much light as possible during the hours the sun 
stayed in the sky. Because of the fragile nature of glass, its structure was actually made up of 
many smaller panes. These were easier to transport the far distance they had to come to the 
valley, and easier to change out if they happened to catch an errant rock or ball; something the 
young Ground Hog found out first paw the summer before. He’d also received a good whipping 
for it from his mother. 
 
“I think it might be Ma, but I can’t really tell cuz it’s dark outside.” 
 
“Dark… fine…” muttered the old Groundhog. “A lot you know. Twilight is more like it, not 
day… not night… but which twilight; morning or evening?” 
 
Gregory glanced at the clock on the mantle of their fireplace. In the fire’s soft light, he could see 
the hands… big one on the twelve… little one on the six. “It’s six ‘o’clock, Ma.” 
 
She slapped him on the head. “Fool boy, you think I don’t know how to tell time?” She squinted 
an eye at him. “Now tell me Mr. Smartypants, is it the AM or PM?” 
 
He licked the window glass and then pressed an eye to the clear spot. “I think it’s six in the 
morning,” he told her, and then winced against the slap he expected. “I mean… I woke up and 
it’s supposed to be spring but here we are still snowed in; it’s just hard to tell.” 
 
“Precisely,” she replied. “And since I woke up… and you woke up; then it must certainly be 
spring cuz our bodies say it’s so. I need to get outside or my guts gonna bust.” 
 
“Mine too,” he chimed in. 
 
Shaking her head, she moved to the front door. “Only one thing to do then; if you think you’re 
strong enough, you’ll have to dig us out.” 
 
“What if…” he began, but she cut him off. 
 
“What if what?” 
 
“Wolf’s,” he said softly. 



 
“Oh don’t be such a baby,” she sneered. “You got a bad case of the waking up heeby jeebies is 
all. You and your Father; always going on and on about the Wolf’s. There ain’t been no Wolf’s 
in these parts for a good long time. Grow some man rocks Gregory. You can’t stay a boy your 
whole life.” 
 
“Dad got eaten,” he whispered, his lower lip quivering at the sudden thought of his missing 
father. 
 
“P’shaw,” she replied, placing a paw on the door handle. “Weren’t no such thing at all. The 
damned fool went out on thin ice just before we turned in and got hisself drowned when he fell 
through.” This explanation was more acceptable to her than the thought that he’d simply run off. 
 
“It was the Wolf’s that chased him there,” her son countered.  
 
“You don’t know that,” she argued. 
 
“I saw the tracks.” 
 
“And I saw lots and lots of paw tracks when we were out looking for him. Raccoon’s, Skunks, 
and lots of Rabbits, but I didn’t see any,” she yanked the door open, “Wolf’s.” 
 
Turning to the now open door, she froze, her eyes growing large. With the opening of the door, 
the sun poked its head out from behind the morning clouds and brightly illuminated her humble 
abode. Sitting at the entrance in the blackest of silhouettes, was a large canine. Clutching her 
chest, Georgia Groundhog toppled backwards and lay on the floor in a dead feint. 
 
Gregory peeked around the door opening, and smiled. 
 
“Hey Rufus,” he called out softly. 
 
“Hey Gregory,” replied the dog. He lived with his family just up the road and had been whelped 
the same time as his friend Gregory. Rufus had actually thrown the ball that broke the window 
glass, but his friend had never told on him. They were best friends. “I been thinking about you all 
winter,” he said, “So I come and dug ya out. I missed ya buddy.” 
 
The little woodchuck laughed. “I missed you too but only in my dreams. I just woke up ya 
know.” 
 
The sun strengthened even more and Mrs. Woodchuck’s form was starkly outlined by her 
shortened shadow on the floor.  
 
“OHHHhhhhhhh…” whined the dog. “See there Gregory; your mom’s got a shadow. That means 
six more weeks of winter.” He sighed. “I guess you’ll be going back to sleep huh? You need help 
getting your Mom back to bed?” 
 



“Shhhhhh….” The little Ground Hog told him, and winked. “I saw you through the window,” he 
explained, inching past her inert form and quietly closing the door. “Let’s go and play for a while 
first. I’ve been dying to go sledding and I know Mom wouldn’t let me. If she asks when she 
wakes up, you just remember that she said we could.” 
 
“She did?” Rufus asked him. At the smile he received, he said, “Oh… right… gotcha. I heard her 
all right… sure did... with my own two ears.” 
 
When they were a safe enough distance from the little house, both boys burst out laughing… the 
early spring snow was absolutely glorious. 
 
 
 



Shartruce 
 
 

 
Of war and men 
And peaceful times; 
Plowshares and swords 
Are the same device… 
 

 
Scanectity stood alone in the field where he’d won his duel with Cat Thomas. The afternoon sun 
was dimmed by the grey sky, and February’s icy winds were driving dry snow across the ground 
in waves. He wasn’t actually thinking of the plowman’s duel as he stood looking at the lumpy 
white area; he was considering his next crop to plant within the boundaries of the field. The 
season before he’d planted corn… perhaps this year he would change that to turnips. Turnips 
were always a good choice. It was a crop that, placed in the root cellar, could last well beyond 
the following spring. They were also rather tasty, though towards the end of winter one did 
become a bit tired of them. This notion went paw in paw with cabin fever. Bella was always 
happy when the weather allowed for plowing and she would have him out of her fur for a while. 
 
As he stared across the field, a lone figure appeared at the far end. It came out of the tree line and 
walked slowly towards him. Scanectity squinted, trying to make out the species; but it wasn’t 
anything he’d ever seen before. Where the Skunk wore coarse home spun winter clothes, this 
creature was dressed in a drab greenish attire. The hat on his head was awkwardly round; cold 
and hard with a dull metallic look to it. The creature also carried something in his arms that was 
stick like in appearance over the distance. The farmer could see the creature’s breath clouds 
forming and disappearing just as fast as was his own. Since the stranger was walking towards 
him, he calmly waited. Hospitality dictated this should be so but the Skunk would have waited 
regardless. He was not one to leave a stranger to the harshness of the winter. 
 
At a hundred paces, the creature called out to him. Without answering, the farmer held his right 
paw in the air palm outward. As the creature came closer, the details of his species cleared. 
Scanectity saw no fur where his face was exposed. The skin was pale and smooth, as if it had 
been shaved, but it was the eyes that told the most. These were sunken with dark circles 
underneath. He recognized a look of the ‘lost’ in this face.  
 
The creature stopped some ten paces away. “Can you help me?” it asked through chattering 
teeth. “I seem to have lost my unit.” His shoulders were rounded and as he’d walked, the farmer 
noticed his steps were not that sure; his feet were just barely shuffling through the snow. “Where 
am I?” the creature asked. 
 
“Yor in my turnip field,” Scanectity replied. 
 



“No… I mean… is there a town nearby? The name… perhaps you’d recognize it.” Tiredly… 
slowly… he took a piece of paper from his pocket and with shaking fingers, unfolded it. “We 
were supposed to press in to Bast… Bastoon… I think that’s how it’s pronounced. We’re the 
advanced guard of the push… insert and hold… wait for reinforcements.” 
 
“Don’t know nothing about anywhere named Bastoon,” the farmer told him. 
 
The creature looked up and seemed to see Scanectity for the first time. “You’re a Skunk,” he told 
him with incredulity. His jaw dropped open slightly. “That’s not possible.” 
 
“And you are?” the farmer asked. 
 
“Human,” the creature replied; though it was more of a question. He jerked slightly and his 
shoulders straightened a bit. “I’m dead, aren’t I? It was that airplane that strafed us… I must 
have been hit.” 
 
“What’s an airplane?” 
 
“It’s a machine that flies… it…” Tears began streaming down the human’s face. 
 
“I think maybe a good hot bowl of Bella’s soup and maybe a little bit of sleep would do you 
good friend. What say you and I go back to the house? It’s a bit of a walk, but if you want to, you 
can lean on me.” 
 
“Yeah… sure… I suppose… what kind of soup?” 
 
Scanectity smiled at the question, feeling pity for this human. “It’s called ‘Surprise Soup’,” he 
replied, “Because it’s always a surprise what’s in it.” Reaching out, he gently took the stick thing 
the human was carrying. “What’s this?” he asked, keeping it in his left paw as he wrapped his 
right arm around the stranger.  
 
“It’s called… called… an M1 GaRand. Aren’t you cold? I’m so very cold…. So very…” 
 
He began to collapse, but Scanectity was one step ahead. Dropping the stick thing, he ducked 
under the creature’s body and caught him squarely upon his shoulders, carrying him as he might 
a sack of grain. 
 

--------------------- 
 
 

Bella tucked the covers up around the man’s chin and kissed him lightly on the forehead as she 
might a kit in her care. His clothes were neatly folded and draped over the chair next to the bed. 
His boots and socks were placed upon the room’s hearth to dry, and the strange things he carried 
with him were carefully placed upon the floor; treated as gingerly as any instrument of death 
should be treated.  
 



Closing the door softly, she went back downstairs to her husband, who was sitting in his rocking 
chair next to the fireplace. Dangling from his fingers was a small chain necklace with two metal 
tags on it. “He says his name is Private Shartruce,” he said to her. “Now why do you suppose 
anyone would want their name to be private? Stands to reason your name is what everyone 
knows you by, so you wouldn’t really want it to be an unknown.” 
 
“Perhaps it’s of a religious significance,” his wife told him. “There are those who have a name 
known only to themselves.” 
 
The farmer harrumphed. “At least we were able to get some soup into him. I ain’t never seen the 
likes of that critter. I don’t rightly know what species he is.” 
 
“Whatever he is, he’s in need,” his wife told him. 
 
“That he is, though I got the feeling it’s not that simple. This here is a peaceful valley Bella, and 
wherever he came from; I’m thinking it ain’t so peaceful a place.” 
 
The mother Skunk pulled her tail around and sat in her own rocker. Picking up her knitting, she 
asked him, “Do you think he’ll stay?” 
 
“He’s welcome to. All creatures great and small are welcome to live here; but I don’t think he 
will.” 
 
Without looking up from her knitting needles, she asked simply, “Why?” 
 
“Cuz he’s got folks counting on him. He’ll go back because he’ll feel he has to.” 
 

--------------------------- 
 
Later that evening, Scanectity was gently shaken awake by a furless hand. The human, once 
again fully dressed, stood next to his bed. “I have to find my unit,” he whispered. 
 
Without a word, and being careful not to wake his Bella, the old farmer got up and dressed. 
Going to the kitchen, he handed the man a loaf of bread and three apples. He said simply, 
“You’ll be needing these.”  
 
Then, bundling himself against the cold, he took a lantern and walked Private Shartruce back to 
the field where he’d found him. Laying half hidden in the snow where it had fallen, was the 
man’s M1 GaRand. Picking it up, the soldier brushed off the snow and then pulled back a part of 
it, checking to see that it was ready for use. He then came to attention and saluted the old Skunk. 
 
“Thank you for your help, sir.” 
 
“The name’s Scanectity,” the farmer replied. Taking off his scarf, he placed it around the 
soldier’s neck. “This here is made out of Bella’s own fur. It’ll at least keep you a bit warmer.” 
Tucking in the ends, he said, “You don’t have to leave you know.” 



 
“I have to,” was all the man could reply. 
 
Scanectity nodded. “I figured you’d say that.” 
 
Without another word between the pair, the soldier turned and walked back to the end of the field 
from where he’d come; disappearing into the darkness. 
 
 

-------------------------- 
 
 

The General, surrounded by his staff, walked around the battle ground observing the carnage. 
“So who was this soldier?” he asked gruffly, stopping in front of a crumpled form now half 
covered with freshly fallen snow. 
 
The Lieutenant next to him squinted at the single metal tag held in his hand. “Private Shartruce, 
sir.” 
 
“What’s his first name?” 
 
“”I don’t know, sir. A bullet pierced the tags and obliterated that information.” 
 
“And he just showed up out of nowhere?” 
 
“Yes sir. From the after action reports, Dog platoon was pinned down over there, and Fox over 
there,” he said pointing to a farm house. The Germans were closing in with good advantage. 
Next thing they know, there’s grenades going off and rifle fire. They said they thought the 
expected reinforcements had flanked the enemy and opened up on them. Apparently the 
Germans thought so too. Those that didn’t run surrendered in a hurry. After it was all over and 
our boys were in control, they said he just collapsed where you see him now. He was hit at least 
ten times, sir.” 
 
“And no one knows who he is?” 
 
“No sir.” 
 
The General turned on his Lieutenant, and yelled loudly, “Well find out you dumb ass… and get 
him taken care of for God’s sake. Private Shartruce is a God damned hero. I want you to 
personally make sure he’s taken care of the way heroes are supposed to be taken care of! Put in 
the papers for a medal of honor while you’re at it… he deserves it. It’s just too damned bad he 
couldn’t have enjoyed it while he was breathing.” 
 
Looking closer at the soldier’s body, he asked, “What’s that around his neck?” 
 



The Lieutenant bent down and carefully retrieved the non-regulation neck wrap. Handing it to 
the general, he said, “It’s a scarf, sir.” 
 
“I can see that!” the other man snarled, snatching it away. He looked at it, feeling its soft texture 
with his fingers. Pressing it to his nose, he sniffed at it. “Smells kinda like skunk,” he murmured. 
 
“What should I do with it, sir?” 
 
“Send it with the body,” the General said in a softer tone, as he handed it back. “Someone at least 
paid him that kindness and I’ll not see it snatched away. You send it with him and make sure no 
one tries to steal it. Heroes deserve the best we can give’em.”  
 
He looked around the snow shrouded area again with a soldier’s practiced eye, noting how thin 
his forces were. Looking back down upon Private Shartruce, he said, “Honor him as you would 
your own brother, Lieutenant. If we’d lost this place, we damned well might have lost the war.” 
 



Junior’s Love Letter 
 

(Valentine’s Day) 
 
 

Junior stuck his tongue between his lips and concentrated like he had never concentrated in his 
life. He was lying on the floor in front of the fireplace trying to make the ink flow on his paper in 
just the right way. His hand, not as practiced as it should have been in the longhand writing 
method, shook with the effort. 
 
“How do I love thee….” He wrote slowly, using a bit too much pressure on the pen. Mumbling 
when the ink puddled, he put the pen down and crumpled the paper up; tossing it sideways into 
the fireplace. 
 
“What’re ya doing there?” said his father’s voice loudly from behind him. “Paper’s expensive 
and not to be wasted.” 
 
Junior’s entire body jerked with the surprise. “Nothing… I wasn’t doing nothing!” he stated 
loudly as he sat up and turned to glare at his father. “It’s not nice to do that Pops… my heart 
skipped a beat! Mom says that’ll take a whole year off of your life.” 
 
Scanectity smiled at him, and then said, “And that would be one of her ‘old wives tales’. Better 
move your tail, son, it’s getting a might bit close to the flames.” 
 
Junior quickly leaned back in a corkscrew motion, trying to see if his big bushy tail had indeed 
gotten singed. His father chuckled and was rewarded with another dirty look.  
 
“That wasn’t nice Pops.” 
 
“Neither was the big fib you told me when I asked what you were doing.” He squinted his eyes 
in suspicion. “Looks to me like you was practicing your ciphering… except you’re taking a lot of 
extra care with it.” He then pointed at his son’s writing utensils. “And you’re using your 
mother’s ink pot and stick pen. I ain’t never seen you use anything more than a pencil.” 
 
Junior gave him a sheepish look. He was caught… but he really wasn’t doing anything wrong. 
“I’m writing a letter to Lucy,” he admitted. 
 
“And?” his father asked him, placing his paws on his hips. “You see her most every day, so why 
a letter? If you’re want’n to break up with her, slipping a note under her door is the coward’s 
way out.” 
 
“Heck no I don’t want to break up with her!” Junior replied looking a bit hurt, “It’s a love letter.”  
 



Feeling his side overheating, he spun about on the floor so the other side was then facing the fire. 
“It’s just something I been meaning to do for some time now, is all.” 
 
“You been talking to that young Kast Wolf down at the Whackadoodle Inn haven’t ya?” 
 
“Well… yes. He did say she would like it. Lucy and I go to visit him and Foshu on Sundays after 
church school. They’re nice, and…”  
 
“And they’re a mixed couple like you and Lucy,” the elder Skunk finished for him. 
 
Junior looked at his father and the look was all that was needed.  
 
“I see. Son… perhaps now would be a good time to have a little talk. I think the timing is right 
enough; your mother is off taking a pie order from Miss Vixyy and Marvin Field Mouse, so 
we’re quite alone.” He moved to his rocker and sat down. Leaning back, he began rocking 
gently. “I’m surprised you didn’t ask your mother to help you with this chore; she’s good with 
the written words.” 
 
“No. I couldn’t.” 
 
“And why not?” 
 
“She’d blab to Lucy and I want it to be a surprise. Those two are kinda thick these days.” 
 
“You noticed that did you?” the farmer asked with a chuckle. “Just so you know; your mother 
thinks the world of Lucy and so do I.” 
 
“It don’t matter to you that she’s a Cat?” 
 
Scanectity leaned forward and gave his son a hard look. “I should pop you on the noggin for 
even thinking it would; but I won’t. That sort of notion comes from narrow minded types.” He 
leaned back again and continued rocking. “Don’t seem to matter to her that we’re Skunks, now 
does it?” 
 
“Well… no.” 
 
“It’s ok, son,” Scanectity told him, “I had my doubts about how my family felt when I was 
courting your mother too. In her case, my family was not all that kind to Bella. They had some 
sort of strange notion that she wasn’t the right one for me. She eventually won their hearts in the 
end and that’s all that matters.” 
 
Junior got up from the floor and sat down in his mother’s rocker, taking care that his tail was fit 
properly between the back rungs. “Did you ever send Mom a love letter pops?” 
 
“Course I did.” 
 



“What’d it say?” 
 
“It said; ‘I love you’. What’d you think it would say? I‘m not a fancy Skunk, son. Straight and to 
the point is the way I’ve always done things. Of course I used fancy paper and all, but the note 
just said, ‘I love you’. She’s still got it hid away somewhere.” 
 
“I need more than that Pops,” Junior told him. 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Well… Lucy is all learned in the writing and stuff. I don’t want…” 
 
“Her to think that you’re just some dumb old farmer,” his father finished for him. 
 
“Well… yes… sort of that.” 
 
Scanectity sighed. “Ok then, let’s try this. You need it to rhyme with lots and lots of pretty 
words, right?” 
 
Junior nodded his head vigorously. 
 
“OK then… we’ll start it together but I want you to remember it in your head and put it to paper 
after I’ve left. That way you can say you wrote it all by yourself; fair enough?” 
 
His son smiled, seeing the wisdom in this. “Sure.” 
 
“Let’s see… her name is Lucy… what rhymes with Lucy?” 
 
“Pussy?” 
 
The old farmer scowled. “I know she’s a Cat, son, but somehow I don’t think you should use that 
particular word. Start it, ‘My Darling Lucy.’ That’s a fancy way of getting their attention.” 
 
“Right… I’ll remember that. Fancy is good.” 
 
Then you write down the things about her that makes your heart go all gushy. Use a pencil so 
you don’t waste your mother’s ink. Make a list of them so you can refer back to it; that way you 
won’t forget nothing.” 
 
“OK.” 
 
“Then, when you’re writing down all that stuff, remember to compare her to pretty things like 
flowers and, well… flowers. No vegetables or food; the women folk don’t cotton to being 
compared to food, even though that’s one thing in life that never changes and you’re always 
hungry for it.” 
 



“Kinda like sex?” 
 
Scanectity gave him a funny look, and then said, “Apples and Pears, son. There’s no comparison 
between the two. Tell me truthful now… have Lucy and you… maybe…” He made a circle with 
the thumb and index finger of his left paw and poked the middle finger of his right paw through 
it. 
 
Junior actually blushed, the insides of his ears turning bright red. “Noooooooo…. And I would 
never even think of doing anything like that before we were properly hitched.” 
 
“That’s good…” his father began, but the son continued. 
 
“Victoria’s offered though… plenty of times, especially when she’s in heat. I keep trying to get 
rid of her Pops… really… I just don’t know what to do about her anymore. Lucy’s gotten raging 
mad plenty of times. I thought she was gonna jump Victoria the other day… I mean… her claws 
were even out.” 
 
Scanectity stopped rocking as he thought about this. He then leaned forward on his rocker and 
told his son, “Here’s what you’ll do to take care of that little problem, son; you’re going to write 
Miss Victoria a love letter too. Use some of that fancy paper, and on the envelope you might 
want to draw a few little hearts with arrows through them. You be sure her name is on it too so 
there’s no mistake who it’s meant for.” 
 
“I’m what?!” Junior asked, coming to a screeching halt in his mother’s rocker. 
 
The father winked at his son. “In it you’ll write this little poem: My Darling Victoria, Roses are 
red, Violets are blue, the outhouse stinks… and so do you.” 
 
Junior smiled at him. “That’s going to really make her mad.” 
 
“Exactly,” his father told him. “If you want to drive a nail home properly; you have to use the 
right sized hammer. Oh… and when she reads it, be prepared to run like the Devil is chasing 
after you, because if she catches you, you’ll wish it was him and not her that’s got you by the 
throat.” 



Bella 
 
 

Bella watched her son trudge through the knee deep snow on his way back to school. Today was 
the first day that all the children in the valley went back to the little one room school house. Even 
Lucy, who’d convinced her parents she should leave the Cat Academy, went here. She was two 
levels above Junior and so sat two rows over from him. This pretty much kept them out of 
trouble…. that and his father’s threat to pull him out by his britches should he do something 
stupid. ‘There’s plenty work to be done clearing snow for the village’s old people,’ the farmer 
told him, ‘And helping your neighbors is as good an education as any.’ 
 
This day too, Scanectity had actually left earlier to visit one of those neighbors. They were 
having a bad problem with their roof. So much snow had fallen during the previous week that a 
portion of it collapsed and the rest was in danger of doing the same. A group of the men from the 
village rallied, as was their way, and they would be working all day with hammer and saw trying 
to fix and save. 
 
This left the mother Skunk alone. Sighing, she turned from the window to attend to her own 
work; today was wash day. 
 
The house was not quite as warm as the kitchen where she would be working but that was fine. 
During these cold days Bella kept the kitchen door closed so the huge iron oven could warm just 
that one room. This was her little empire and she dearly loved it. The majority of her life focused 
around this single space. For that reason, she did a few things to make the room her own 
whenever she had the chance. Along with the large pots on the metal box used to warm her wash 
water, she placed a smaller pot, and in it, placed some dried lavender and other sweet herbs along 
with scented oil. This pot would heat quickly because of its small size, filling the room with 
fragrance; making her work day just a little bit more enjoyable. The oil would then be used later 
during the moments of her personal grooming. 
 
Bringing out her wash squeezer, she set it up upon her sink; fastening it to the edge by tightening 
the large screw clamps. This was a new fangled device she’d purchased special for the purpose. 
It saved her much time in the chore of washing. She then dragged in the huge wash tub from its 
place upon the back porch wall. Being almost four feet in diameter, it was too large to put 
anywhere except right in the middle of the kitchen floor. She even had a kneeling pillow to use 
while she was scrubbing their few clothes on the rough washboard.  
 
The first step was to pour warm water into the tub. As she did this, the mother Skunk reflected 
that this was the same tub she’d washed her son in when he was just a kit. Scanectity had gone to 
the village and ordered it special for her when she told him she was pregnant. It took almost as 
long for the tub to arrive as it had for her to bear Junior.  
 
The water heating pots were actually too large to lift when filled with water. For the pouring 
Bella used her special ‘dipping’ pot to transfer the hot water to the wash tub. She would then do 



the same for her rinse water, pouring that into the sink; and all was in readiness. Kneeling, she 
took the first pair of her husband’s coveralls and began; wetting, soaping, scrubbing, ringing… 
over and over and over until she was sure the entire garment had been cleaned. Standing, she 
took them to the sink, rinsed them out, and then used the new fangled hand wringer to squeeze 
out the excess water. 
 
Since it was winter, it was far too cold to hang the wash on the line outside. Doing so would 
completely freeze the clothing. Nothing to be done then except perhaps use them as a sled. She’d 
done this as a kit, using her father’s coveralls to good effect; and then received such a spanking 
from her mother. During the winter days Bella had a line she would string up around the kitchen. 
Since the oven was kept well fueled, it would be no time at all before things were dry again. 
Working quickly was not the trick to washing clothes. Do that, and they would be no cleaner 
than when you began. Bella Skunk, however, was a wise old warrior to the ways of her chores 
and within three hours everything was done and hung on the line.  
 
Sitting to a cup of tea, the mother Skunk sipped the hot brew and surveyed her kingdom. Closing 
her eyes, she smelled the air. The fragrance of wet laundry was overpowering… and then there 
was the lavender, simmering merrily on the stove; reminding her that she was still a woman. The 
room was now partially in shadows; the heavy clothes hanging on the line acting as makeshift 
curtains. It had a comforting feel to it.  
 
Now was the time she allowed for herself; attending her own washing using that very same tub. 
 
Finishing her tea, she rose and stretched, trying to rid herself of stiffness. Though she was a wed 
mother of many years, it did not mean she’d let herself sample so much of her own cooking that 
she’d become plump as some wives were known to do. That and living an earthy life had kept 
her figure trim.  
 
Using her ‘dipping pot’, she emptied the wash tub and then filled it with fresh hot water. 
Stripping off her apron and dress, she laid them over a chair back and then tentatively placed a 
toe within the tub to test the water; it was hot, but not so hot. Smiling, she stepped into the water 
and stood looking down. Dimly, in the reflection of the water, she could see her mirror image 
looking back at her from overtop of its breasts. Swishing the water lightly with her feet, she knelt 
and pulled her huge tail around. She would begin with this, her most prized possession; even 
over and above her firm breasts. ‘A Skunk’s tail,’ her mother always told her, ‘is her source of 
femininity. No self respecting male is even going to look at you if it’s all ragged looking and full 
of burs’.  
 
Rocking back on her heels, she felt the water around her nethers and smiled; enjoying the 
feeling. Taking a bar of her ‘special’ bath soap, she worked a good lather into the fur of her tail 
and then rinsed it out. Splashing water on herself as she rinsed, she found her nipples growing 
hard in the coolness her body felt caused by the water’s evaporation.  
 
Sighing, she next washed her legs and upper torso. After working in the soap she used the 
dipping pot to rinse herself. Because of the tub’s size, she would wash her face and head in the 
sink afterwards; but there was one more thing to be done before then. 



 
When she was finished rinsing, her body still dripping, she paused for a moment and listened to 
the stillness of the house. Satisfied there were no noises other than that of the burning wood 
within the stove, she spread her legs just slightly and slid her right paw down to find that which 
made her female. Using her left paw to grip the side of the tub, she steadied herself and closed 
her eyes. Her breathing changed slightly as her fingers worked. Within moments her body began 
to vibrate ever so slightly and her breath was unconsciously held in concentration. When she 
finally had to breathe, her exhalation was sharp and the draw in equally as quick. Her expression 
tightened and her left paw gripped the tub slightly harder as the feeling she sought flowed over 
the cusp.  
 
Her breath exhaled sharply in a small gasp.  
 
For a moment she didn’t move as her mind struggled to recover. It was as if all the strength in 
her had ebbed away with the release. Blinking, she remained motionless in the tub knowing to 
stand at that point would be a mistake. Instead, she concentrated on feeling the warmth of the 
water… enjoying it… wishing once again that the tub was large enough that she could now soak 
her entire body. When her breathing returned to normal and the light headed feeling was gone, 
she slowly stood. Reaching for the towel, her lone and mute companion to the bath, she stepped 
out of the water to dry. 
 
Not for the first time in her life, as she gazed out of the window in front of her sink, the wife and 
mother reflected on how lucky she was to be female. 
 



Beavus 
 
“What say Marvin?”  Scanectity called out as he opened the door. 
 
Carefully holding a wooden box in his paws, he stomped his boots before coming completely 
into the ‘General, Seed, and Hardware’ store. This was only proper courtesy for the time of the 
year. With the snow’s melting came the mud and with the mud came the tracked in muck. His 
big tail shook like a wet feather duster as he did this, showering water down to mix with the bits 
of mud which ended up being tracked around the wooden floors in any case.  
 
As he stepped in, the door swung closed behind him to the clank of a large bell that never had 
worked properly.  “You ever gonna fix that thing?” the old Skunk groused as he crossed to the 
large counter top. 
 
“Are you ever going to stop asking me if I am?” Marvin responded. He was the store’s owner 
and long time friend of the farmer; a Field Mouse sporting a prosperous looking belly under his 
proprietor’s apron. Even being on the large size for a Mouse, he still only came up to the Skunk’s 
shoulder. 
 
“Probably not, I recon.” 
 
“Same answer here then I recon back. So long as I have something in this store that annoys you, 
Scanectity, it puts me one up on ya and that gives me the edge when we’re a dickering. You’ll be 
a jawing away and every time the door opens and closes I see your teeth grit tight jest so. That’s 
when I know I got the upper paw. What can I do for you this fine day?” 
 
The Skunk pointedly glanced back at the door. Looking at the overcast sky through the glass 
panes, he remarked, “I’m guessing you ain’t been outside in a while Marvin. Cold rain and lots 
of mud hardly makes for a fine day in my book.” 
 
“Every day is a fine day in one way or another, Friend Scanectity.” 
 
“Save your preaching for Sundays, Marvin,” the Skunk groused. “You’re too dang happy all the 
time; that makes me suspicious.” He winked, and Marvin smiled back. “I brought you one of 
Bella’s pies,” he continued, carefully removing it from the wooden pie box he’d carried in with 
him.  
 
“And you see that?” remarked his friend placing a finger lightly on the Skunk’s chest. “The day 
just got a little bit brighter.” Accepting the pie, he added, “The missus and children will certainly 
have a nice evening when they find out what’s for desert. Will we do the usual trade for it?” 
 
Scanectity took his hat off and threw it onto the counter. “Nawwww… I need seeds so we’ll 
trade for that. I checked my stock and found I didn’t have much in the way of turnips. I didn’t 



raise any last year, so I didn’t have the plants bedded in order to go to seed. Dang stupid of me to 
put myself at your mercy like that.” 
 
“Bad planning there, sir, and that’s not like you a’tall. You getting forgetful in your dotage?” 
 
“I had things going on in my life and I jest plumb forgot… and don’t call me sir.” 
 
The Mouse smiled, about to make another remark, when the door opened again and the bell 
clanked. A Beaver stood in the opening. His coat and floppy hat were dripping wet and his large 
paddle tail dragged on the floor.  Looking at the bell curiously, he pointed and said. “Bafur da 
bell ba dunk a clunk?” 
 
“Hello to you too Friend Beavus,” the Mouse called out with a smile. “I ain’t seen you in a 
Coon’s age, how’s the clan?” 
 
“Fam’li offun poof’n. Pa-dounding da damn dam,” and he laughed a raspy throated laugh at the 
old Beaver joke. 
 
“I didn’t know you spoke Beaver,” Scanectity whispered to the Mouse. 
 
“Neither did I,” he whispered back with a wink. “I just sort of wing it… or in their case, ‘paddle’ 
it. A sale is a sale and they’re good people if you take the time to know them some. You ever 
need lumber cut, Scanectity; you go talk with the Beaver clan.” 
 
“That a fact?” he asked softly, rubbing his chin. 
 
“That it is.” 
 
“You know, I do have a need. I had in mind to clear about forty acres down back; over by Bella’s 
lake.” 
 
The mouse looked up, raising an eyebrow. “Really? Junior popped the question?” 
 
“Queffion?” murbled the Beaver, coming up to the counter. “Spring’n comuffin’ n lotsa b’bies’n 
stuffs lika dat?” 
 
Scanectity looked from the musty smelling Beaver to the Field Mouse. 
 
Marvin shrugged his shoulders. “Spring time and babies, I think.” 
 
“Oh!” Scanectity exclaimed, putting babies and popping the question together. He stuck out his 
paw to the Beaver. “Scanectity Skunk,” he said loudly, “And no… no babies.” He smiled and 
then continued; slowing his words even more. “Pleased  to  meet  you,  Friend  Beaver.” 
 
The Beaver took his proffered paw and shook it firmly. 
 



“Tot I smeff’ed Skunk’n dat.” He made a sniffing noise and laughed but in a friendly manner. 
His big front teeth made his smile seem larger than life. He next pointed to his ear and looked 
sidewise at the Field Mouse. “Is’n’im deef? Kunda herd ta red’m’lips cusss uff da teefff.” 
 
Marvin looked puzzled for a moment and then burst out laughing.  
 
“What’s so durn funny?” Scanectity asked scowling. 
 
“You were talking kinda loud there old friend. It’s a natural enough thing when you’re not sure 
the other person will understand you. I’ve done it myself. Friend Beaver thought maybe you 
were deft and he was worried you wouldn’t be able to read his lips because of his big teeth.” 
 
Scanectity frowned, Beavus continued smiling, and Marvin set three old ceramic cups on the 
counter.  
 
“I got coffee on if you’d both like a cup and the missus left me some fresh muffins. I’d be glad to 
share. We can talk business afterwards.” 
 
“Moofins,” the Beaver repeated and smiled even larger, if that was possible. “U betcha… 
good’n’er den gravy un d’taters.” 
 
Scanectity smiled and told the Mouse, “What he said works for me too. Oh… and after I want to 
see about ordering a bathtub for Bella. That crazy old Fox down at the Whackadoodle’s got her 
hooked on a weekly soak. I shoulda seen that one coming. The bathtub is a surprise for our 
anniversary, so not a word Marv… it’s a huge secret.” 
 
“Mum’s the word then. You know she’ll be wanting indoor plumbing next. That’s good news for 
me and my store. I was thinking of stocking some things, but I’m afraid people won’t cotton to 
them. Now if I could tell’em you had one… You want me to add in one of those flushable 
chamber pot things you sit on? It’s like having the outhouse right inside, but it don’t stink none. I 
understand they’re really fun too; a modern marvel to rival anything you’ve ever seen. All you 
do is pull a chain, it makes this whooshing sound, and a flood of water takes everything away.” 
 
“No!” Scanectity said adamantly, “I’m beginning to think you’re a Weasel, not a Mouse, Marvin. 
No sit on thing; just the bath tub… the biggest you can order.” 
 
“Baftoob,” the Beaver repeated. “Nahhhhhh… Beaver no ned’ll tub… g’t a lake,” and he slapped 
his huge tail on the floor. 
 
All three of them laughed. Marvin poured the coffee and they clinked their cups together. 
 
Scanectity made a new friend over coffee and muffins that day and an agreement was hammered 
out for the work he needed done. In a month’s time, the Beaver clan would clear the acreage the 
old farmer had in mind. The lumber, all prime Oak, would be hauled and cut and the Beavers 
would keep half for their labor. Scanectity would store the other half against new construction.  
 



All in secret… and all ‘just in case’. 
 



Tippy DeVille 
 

 
The little silver bell on the small front desk rang its solitary and pretty little note of ‘ring-a-ling’ 
as it was shaken. Foshu, drying her paws on a dish towel, walked out of the kitchen and froze 
where she stood. Standing in the small foyer was the largest creature she’d ever seen in her life. 
Though he hardly looked predatory with his great mane of hair crushed under a Bowler Cap and 
his body hidden under a great brown overcoat; just the fact that he was a Lion gave her good 
reason to pause. 
 
“I don’t bite,” he rumbled, when he saw her standing there. “I would like a room please. I 
understand there’s a coach that comes through here three times a week. I’m apparently a day late 
or a day early; depending on your idea of things.” He smiled, his huge canines coming well out 
from under his upper lip. 
 
Foshu carefully took a step backwards and then instantly disappeared back into the kitchen. 
There was the sound of a door slamming open and footsteps descending into the darkest reaches 
of the root cellar. 
 
The Lion sighed. Picking up the little bell again, he rang it daintily; ‘ring-a-ling, ring-a-ling’. 
 
“Ya don’t have to manhandle the danged thing!” yelled a voice from up the stairs on the second 
floor. “I heard ya the first time. I don’t walk so fast as I used to so learn some patience.” 
 
A small brown Fox with large ears made her way slowly down the stairs, firmly grasping the 
banister for support. Her small size made the spoked barrier look even larger, as the size of the 
lion made her front desk look small. “OOooo… you’re a big’un,” she told him as she made her 
way down. “I might just have to charge you by the pound rather than the night.” 
 
The Lion smiled. “I’m much lighter than I appear so your offer might be to my advantage. First 
impressions always seem to have people believing I’ll bite their heads off and have them for 
dinner. Your kitchen girl has apparently hidden herself away in the basement.” 
 
“Thought I heard a door slam,” the old Fox replied with a sigh. As she took the steps one at a 
time, her many ear rings jingled in the smallest way. “I’m afraid the poor thing’s led a sheltered 
life. In fact, I do hope you like company because when word gets out… and it will… that there’s 
a lion staying at the Whackadoodle; the whole town will be out to gawk.” She laughed and then 
told him, “Pray for rain. That will at least keep the cheap ones away and I can charge the rest for 
dinner.” 
 
She rounded the banister and held out her paw. “My name’s Vixyy, I run this fine establishment. 
How might I help you?” 
 



Taking the small paw in his large one, he bent low and kissed her fingers. He then rumbled, “My 
name is DeVille. I’m traveling through these parts and the gentleman Skunk I was walking with 
mentioned the fact there’s a coach service that comes through here three times a week. I 
apparently have arrived in between their runs.” 
 
The old Fox smiled, performing a small curtsy as he held her paw. “That’s if it comes at all,” she 
replied. “I have a room on the second floor with an extra large bed if you’d like it.” Politely 
pulling her paw free, she moved behind the low counter. “Tea is promptly at four and dinner at 
seven. Lunch was an hour ago but if you’re hungry I think we can manage something for you. I 
know you city folks are used to different sorts of hours.” She bent, pulling out a large tome and 
her writing implements. “Here it’s go to bed with the sun and get up with the sun. What’s your 
business?” she asked, thumping the guest book to the counter top and opening its pages. She then 
set the stick pen and ink bottle next to it, indicating where he should sign his name. 
 
The Lion smiled as he bent and inscribed a flowing signature. “I’m an entertainer.” 
 
“Really, now?” she replied smiling. “I used to entertain a bit… but what I did wasn’t exactly 
held to be socially acceptable by most of the other fine upstanding citizens in the community.” 
 
“Here?” he asked. 
 
“Oh heavens no; I’m retired,” she told him with a wink. “Of course that’s just between me, you, 
and the fence post. I’ll deny it if asked by anyone else. You know how gossip can be.” 
 
“Then why tell me?” he asked, placing the pen down upon its blotter. 
 
The old vixen shook powder on the page and then gently blew on it before closing her book. 
“Don’t rightly know.” She looked up at him and raised an eyebrow. “You got a kinda 
comfortable feeling about you. I can guess you’ve heard that before?” 
 
He nodded. 
 
“Kast!” she yelled loudly, turning back towards the kitchen area.  
 
A Wolf poked his head out from around the corner of the door. Underneath him was the head of 
the Fox who’d disappeared so suddenly upon the Lion’s arrival. “Yes’m?” 
 
“Take the gentleman’s bags up to room 21. Foshu… he’ll be needing tea and toast in his room.” 
 
“That’s not necessary…” the Lion began, but the Inn Keeper cut him off. 
 
“She needs to learn that actions speak louder than words. You’re a guest here… my guest… she 
will have it to you forth with.” 
 

----------------------- 
 



There was a soft knock on the door of room 21. 
 
“The doors unlocked,” replied a voice. It was a low tenor, but definitely female. 
 
Balancing her tray, Foshu turned the doorknob and then pushed her way in using her rump to 
butt the door open. “Miss Vixyy’s regards, sir, and I have your tea and toast.” 
 
“Set it over next to the window dear. I’m not exactly decent yet, but I’m behind the dressing 
screen so you’re safe enough.” 
 
The mango colored Fox didn’t notice the tonal change since she was concentrating so hard on 
not being afraid. Setting the tray on the table, she turned and curtsied to the folding screen 
blocking her view. “I’m very sorry for having run away from you Friend Lion. It’s just that I’ve 
never ever seen a Lion before and my mother always told me stories where Lions…” 
 
“Ate young Foxes,” responded the voice from behind the screen. 
 
“Well… yes…” 
 
“My mother always told me it was the Bears that ate the Lion cubs. I’ve known more than a few 
Bears in my life and for the most part the thing they like to eat most, besides their women, is 
honey.” 
 
“Is all well, sir?” 
 
“And why would you ask?” 
 
“Your voice sounds funny.” 
 
“I’m fine. Tea is at four?” 
 
“Miss Vixyy is a stickler for it. Exactly at four; be seated or don’t be served.” 
 
“I think I shall take a short nap then. Please be so kind as to knock on the door exactly at fifteen 
minutes before the hour, and then again five minutes before.” 
 
“Yes sir,” the Fox muttered as she curtsied to the screen. She then let herself out of the room 
with no more thought than to get back to the safety of the kitchen. 
 
 

***** 
 
 

The small dining room was full at ten minutes till four. No less than twenty four guests had 
arrived that day, all dressed in their Sunday finest and hoping to have tea with a ‘for real’ Lion. 
 



“I heard he’s Royalty,” whispered Martha Muskrat to Penelope Possum. 
 
“Indeed, I heard that too,” the other replied with a giggle, “Traveling the country as a commoner. 
How very romantic. The very notion that he would stay at the Whackadoodle Inn…” she 
shivered and clutched her little purse in excitement. Earlier that day she’d begged a copper coin 
from her husband just so she could attend the tea. She was required to bribe him with an 
allowance to sleep in or go fishing on Sunday rather than attend church, which he readily agreed 
to. 
 
Scanectity and Bella Skunk stood next to the counter in the small foyer, having delivered three 
extra fresh baked pies; the request for which was run to their house by Kast Wolf along with a 
personal invite from the Inn Keeper to attend the tea. 
 
“She said it would be worth your time, and that you’ll not be disappointed,” he told them; and 
then was off again at a run. Since Miss Vixyy was expecting a ‘bumper crop’ of gawkers that 
day, he had to hurry back to help set up. Being that it was a nice day and not raining for a 
change, the husband and wife jointly decided to take the afternoon off. Before they left, however, 
Bella made Scanectity promise two things: that he would behave and that he would mind his 
manners. It’d been a long winter and with Spring just around the corner she was starved for 
something ‘fancy and proper’. She definitely wasn’t of a mind to have her spouse grousing about 
it the whole time. 
 
“Coffee and pie on the front porch would have been better,” the farmer complained as he stood 
looking at all the others crowded in around the tables. His starched collar was wearing on his 
neck and he felt as though he was choking. Four of the tables, he noticed, were temporaries and 
squeezed in as best could be under the circumstances. The thought occurred to him that the 
dining room floor might collapse under the additional weight and he grumbled this to his wife. 
 
“You hush,” Bella told him. “Vixyy saved us seats right at the Lion’s table. This is going to be so 
much fun.” 
 
“I met him already,” the farmer told his wife. “We walked into town together this morning. I sent 
him here for crying out loud. He’s big… that’s a fact… but he’s still just a decent ordinary 
person. All this fuss is going to spoil his thoughts about our local populace and rightly so.” 
 
Hearing a knock on one of the doors on the second floor, he looked up to see Foshu run down the 
steps two at a time and then breeze around him; disappearing out into the kitchen. Sunlight 
illuminated the hallway upstairs as room 21’s door opened. All of the guests for tea, seeing both 
Scanectity and Bella looking upwards, fell silent in expectation. He was coming… the Lion was 
coming. 
 
The form that gracefully walked out to the stairway and began the descent to the foyer was not 
dressed in a man’s clothing at all… nor did it sport the rugged and wild mane of hair so common 
on male Lions. In fact, the figure Scanectity saw was dressed in a very elegant gown and had no 
mane at all. 
 



“It is so good to see you again Mr. Skunk,” he said in a velvety low tenor. “Would this be ‘the’ 
Bella you so fondly spoke about on our walk in this morning?” 
 
“Ahhhh… yes… it would be,” the farmer finally managed.  
 
A small form pushed past him and climbed half way up the stairs embracing the Lion around his 
legs. “Tippy!” she exclaimed, her eyes twinkling in delight. “I thought it was you when you 
checked in but I just wasn’t sure. It has been such a long time.” 
 
The Lion leaned down and petted her between the ears in true fondness. “And I was equally 
unsure if it was you Vix. Last I heard you’d perished in a fire that destroyed your… ahh… other 
Inn. I should have picked up on what you told me but what you said didn’t dawn on me either 
until I woke up from my nap. I must have been some sort of dopey tired. Forgive me?” 
 
“T’aint noting to forgive ya big silly. I have the tea all ready for you. If you’ll allow me, I’d like 
to introduce you.” 
 
“That would please me to no end… and you look exactly as I remember you.” 
 
“Poo… I’m a lot older and none the wiser for it; but I do have a proper and respectable Inn 
now.” She looked up at the Lion, and whispered, “And that’s a secret if ya know what I mean. 
My life is soooo boring,” and she winked at him. 
 
“Secrets found and kept… never a fear,” he whispered back. “Let’s see if we can change the 
boring part though; if for just one day. Why don’t we begin with a song?” 
 
Turning to the room at large, the old Vixen cleared her throat and said loudly, “Ladies… and the 
few Gents that came along; please allow me to introduce to you Miss Tippy DeVille; one of the 
best performers I have known in my entire life.” 
 
“She’s a guy!” Scanectity whispered hoarsely. “Ya know; the first time I saw him, I thought…” 
He then muttered a loud ‘ouch’ and bent to rub the area of his leg where Bella had pinched him. 
 
Behind his bent form there came a muted but very polite and enthusiastic applause. A second 
later, from above him on the stairs, a song began that was, without a doubt, very pretty. Within 
but a few moments, every voice present joined in the chorus. 
 
Tea was quite the success; and the floor never so much as creaked. 
 



The Many Faces of Love 
 

 
Love and life found in a single conversation… 
 
 
“What do ya suppose it is?” 
 
“I’m not sure really… but it is a baby and a baby needs to be cared for.” 
 
“Sure it does; but we’ve so little time to spare. I says place it back in the basket and put it back 
outside the door. We’ll pretend like we didn’t see anything a’tall. I give ya odds the mother’s 
lurking nearby jest ta make sure it’s taken in; sure enough.” 
 
“Emit! What a horrible thing to say! And you always the one squawking about the need for a 
son.” 
 
“Aye; and you a daughter I might add. What is it anyhow? Does it have a dangle down?” 
 
“If I didn’t know you better you old Fox, I’d slap your big nose for being so rude.” 
 
“I haven’t time fer niceties Clara; I’ve oats to tend to and produce to gather in. Not to mention 
you need ta be tending to all the canning needs done… wouldn’t want the fruit to spoil in the 
baskets now would we? I’m a thinking of the cold winter’s day with nothing to fill our stomachs 
‘cept melted snow; and that’s what’ll happen if we’re not busy now. Strike while the iron’s hot; 
eh? That is to say, gather the fruit while it’s ripe. Spoiled fruit does no one but the worms any 
good. Speaking of which…. what do ya suppose this’n eats?” 
 
“And you a farm tender? You have no idea what a young thing like this would eat?” 
 
“Oats? We boil it ta porridge I’m a guessing… look here… it don’t have no teeth to bite an apple 
or a pear with.” 
 
“Go onnnn… oats he says. The Fox is daft. Tell the old thing what you’d eat in a wink scamp… 
go on….” 
 
“Damn Clara; I will say he knows what he wants. Many are the times I’ve grabbed your teat like 
that and I always got a good slap.” 
 
“And well deserved I might add. When was the last time you tried to woo me?” 
 
“Woo… as in the sound the Cows make?” 
 



“Not moo… I clearly said woo… but speaking of moo, I’m a thinking you’ll need to sneak into 
the barn and ask the Cows for some fresh milk. Explain the need to them and I’m a thinking 
theyll be understanding. My own teats’ve never produced; and though this’n might suckle, it’s 
still going to have an empty belly in the end.” 
 
“I’ll suckle for it… maybe the added suction….” 
 
“You do and I’ll be a popping that big nose of yours again!” 
 
“But that still doesn’t answer the question; what exactly is it? Be it tod or vixen? And it sure as 
the farmer’s hens ain’t a Fox.” 
 
“Well; let’s see here…. Ok… You win this one Emit; it has a dingle dangle sure enough. And 
look at the grip its little fingers are now a placing on my buppie. He’s sure of what he wants! But 
ain’t he the darling now and hasn’t let go with a single peep; so like a true Fox kit he is.” 
 
“I’m thinking I’m about to let out with a peep ya old vixen. I hain’t been seeing that much of 
those buppies of your’n… no sir… not in a long time.” 
 
“You might if’n you’d pay as much attention to me as you do those stupid oats and orchard.” 
 
“Yeah sure and I don’t suppose you’d like to eat at night either would ya. All of that takes work 
a plenty. You don’t guard against the mice and they’d eat it all, the little gluttons.” 
 
“Milk…. We needs milk Emit; and maybe some honey… oh… and I’m a thinking it’s been ages 
since you might’a brought home a duck or a great plump goose for me to cook.” 
 
“Sure, sure… and just a touch of one of those buppies, mind ya, and maybe I’ll be off to do just 
that eh?” 
 
“Sure, sure yourself old Fox and maybe perhaps if’n I had a proper dinner I might be of a more 
giving mind… that is of course… after we put this pup to bed.” 
 
“Looks like a hound to me Clara; are ya sure we should be doing this? He’s as likely to grow to 
hate us as not. They’re natural enemies for us; eh?” 
 
“And what would happen if we didn’t; eh yourself?” 
 
“God help me but… ahhhh now look now how he’s gripped my finger. A goose you say; and 
you’ll love me?” 
 
“A duck says I and we might have a little fun… but as to the love ya old thing… I’ll be a loving 
you forever; same’s as I think we’ll be a loving this here pup.” 
 
“I always wanted a son…” 
 



“And so has I old Fox…. so has I.” 



Auntie Sara 
 
 

Death is inevitable regardless of the season… 
 

 
“DAMNATION TO ALL IN THE VALLEY! THE CREEK IS GOING TO RISE AND WIPE 
US ALL OFF THE FACE OF THE EARTH!” 
 
Scanectity looked at the old Skunk staring back at him from the other side of the open door. In 
her right paw she clutched a large black book and in her left a small clothing duffle made from 
an old rug. As she stood on his front porch the dawning sun cast her in gray shadows. She looked 
like a true prophet of doom. 
 
“You always were a cheerful one Auntie Sara,” he replied to her greeting and then yawned. 
“What brings you to our neck of the woods this fine Sunday morning?” 
 
“My home is under water nephew. I come a begging. Will you put me up?” 
 
He blinked and then scratched at his head sleepily. “Do I have a choice?” 
 
“I know my sister raised you up with manners and a good sense of hospitality,” she told him 
loudly. “I won’t impose for more than a month. By that time the creek should be back down 
again and then we’ll go and air the place out… that is… if it’s still there.” 
 
The farmer shuddered as if a dead critter’s finger had just been run over his backbone. He tried 
to cover it by turning his head and coughing. “I’m chilled Auntie and might be contagious. I’m 
sure you’d be more comfortable down at…” 
 
“No I wouldn’t.” 
 
“But we have an Inn now called the Whackadoodle…” 
 
“Tis a good and apt name for it too but I’m not interested in staying where strange things just 
seem to be a regular occurrence. I’ve heard things about the Inn Keeper and I’m certainly not a 
wanting to be in the presence of evil.” 
 
“Evil, in the presence of evil,” he muttered under his breath. “That’s a good one.” 
 
“What was that?” 
 
“I was wondering about your greeting,” he responded, raising his voice a little. 
 



“I’m not deaf. Stand aside so I can come in and I’ll tell you the entire prophesy. I had one of my 
dreams last night.” 
 
The old farmer frowned. Moving to the side, he held the door open wider for her. “Welcome to 
my home Auntie Sara,” he told her without heart. “You’re welcome here anytime.” 
 
“I’m sure,” she replied icily. “I suppose that extends to the visits you never quite seem to get 
around to?” 
 
“It’s been a hard winter and I was lucky to have gotten out at all. Junior’s been to see you hasn’t 
he?” 
 
“That he has, regular twice a week. He’s a good boy. I will also thank your wonderful wife for 
the pies she has sent. They certainly kept me from starving.” 
 
“We try to keep our own in mind during the hard times of winter,” he replied, “You know that.” 
 
Bella walked down the stairs, as their ancient relative walked through the door. She had her 
housecoat wrapped tightly around herself against the chill of the air. “Auntie Sara,” she said in 
greeting, “What brings you all the way over here?” 
 
The old Skunk dropped her bag on the floor and held her crone’s paw in the air as she raised one 
eyebrow. “I see death stalking the muddy fields of Spring,” she hissed. “He’s hungry and looks 
to this house for his food. I come to warn you.” 
 
“You told me you got flooded out,” Scanectity said flatly. His voice held a strong note of 
disapproval. “I’ll be hospitable; but I think you can leave that stuff about death outside my 
doors.” 
 
Auntie Sara quickly turned her attention to him and hissed like a snake. “You never have 
believed my powers of future seeing Mr. Farmer Skunk. Who was it that saw the abundance of 
your crops last year?” 
 
Scanectity sighed. When she was on like this, there was nothing to do but let it run its course. 
“You did.” 
 
“And who saw a Fox and a Wolf struggling in the snow?” 
 
“Now wait just a…” 
 
“I told Junior to tell you I saw it,” she pointed out quickly. 
 
“He did mention such, Scanectity,” Bella said. When Scanectity looked at her, she winked at 
him. 
 



“And who saw your worthless Uncle pass away two full months before the whiskey finally got 
him?” 
 
“We all did,” the farmer grumbled, and then louder, told her, “You did.” 
 
She gave a satisfied nod of her head. “That’s right; I did. And I’m here to tell you it’s gonna 
happen again; and soon.” She threw her shawl around her shoulders, pulled her scraggly tail 
around her chest, and then shivered. “If you don’t mind, nephew… or even if you do mind; I 
think I shall set a spell by your hearth. I just felt a chill and I’m sure it’s a sign there will be a 
death within this household.” 
 
“Would you like some tea Auntie Sara?” Bella asked as she came the rest of the way down the 
stairs. 
 
“I would, please. That does sound nice. Perhaps some of that wonderful Peach tea I know you’ve 
got squirreled away for special occasions.”  
 
The ancient Skunk plopped her ample backside down into Bella’s rocking chair and Scanectity 
cringed when he heard the legs creak. 
 
“Husband, could you kindly help me in the kitchen?” Bella said sweetly. 
 
“That’s right,” Sara intoned with a groan. “As if I don’t know you’re going to go out there and 
talk about me. Well… I am much appreciative of the hospitality none the less. I will be right here 
warming my bones when you come back. Could you perhaps throw a fresh log on the fire 
nephew?” 
 
When the door to the kitchen was closed, Scanectity sighed. “I should have expected this and 
beat her to the punch.” He watched his wife quietly take her peach tea out of hiding and then 
added, “If I’d moved her out sooner, I could have gotten her settled in at the Whackadoodle for 
the duration. I feel bad for you wife. I can at least escape to the fields, but I’m a’feared you’re 
gonna be stuck attending her.” 
 
“I wouldn’t mind so much if she wasn’t so gloomy all the time,” Bella replied, preparing the tea 
and then pouring it into one of her good china cups. “Besides; I do like her stories about you as a 
kit.” 
 
The farmer chuckled. “That’s you… always finding the good among the bad. I know what you 
mean, though. She is so sure that she can prophesize and in all my born days I have yet to see 
any of it come to pass with any accuracy. That’s why what she said hasn’t bothered me so much. 
It’s kinda like having a toothache; it’s there and you just have to put up with it till the tooth is 
pulled. A month ain’t all that long a time.” 
 
“Well,” Bella said as she placed the cup on a saucer with some crackers, “The creek did rise.” 
 



The old farmer chuckled, “It does that every spring. The clear evidence is; she was well able to 
walk here, wasn’t she?” 
 
Together they went back to the parlor to visit and perhaps discuss where their Auntie could 
sleep. 
 
“Here’s your tea,” Bella said cheerfully. “I was thinking you might take Junior’s room for the 
duration. What do think of that?” 
 
The old Skunk sat quietly in the rocker. Her eyes were closed and she didn’t stir. 
 
“The poor dear,” Bella fussed, putting the cup and saucer on the table next to the chair, “The 
walk over must have plum tuckered her out.” 
 
Taking the quilt from her husband’s rocker, she moved to cover the old Skunk, but found her 
husband in the way; kneeling next to his aunt.  
 
“Nope,” he said quietly as he drew his paw back after feeling for a pulse, “Looks to me that this 
one time her words were right on the mark.” Not finding that so important sign of life, he looked 
up at his wife. “Imagine that,” was all he could think to say, “Her prophesy actually came true.” 
 



Stuck 
 

 
Scanectity lay in bed looking out of the window at the bright sunlight calling to him. Spring was 
full upon the valley now. Most of the mounds of shoveled snow in front of the house were gone; 
replaced by a soft muddy soil that screamed of life. Now was the time to be out and doing things; 
like collecting the sap from the many maple trees on his property. This would be coupled with 
the hours and hours in the ‘sugar shack’ boiling down that sap to make syrup. 
 
Glancing at the Skunk laying next to him on the bed, the farmer smiled; reflecting now on a 
different kind of coupling. Reaching out a paw, he stroked Bella’s fine fur as she softly snored. 
His wife meant everything to him and in his simple way he told her so every day of every year. 
This morning, however, he’d reinforced the notion with just a little bit of ‘spring madness’.  
 
Normally by this time of the morning he would be out with the sun and about his chores. Such 
was the life of a farmer doing the things that needed to be done if they were to make it through 
the year in a comfortable manner. Maple syrup was just one of spring time’s seasonal chores to 
be tended to. Properly jugged and stored, it would last better than a year. Then again, there were 
the maple syrup pies Bella made along with the maple sugar produced from that same syrup. 
This was a natural preservative as well as a candy; a useful tool and an absolute delight to eat. It 
also added substantial revenue for the farmer’s purse from selling it year round at their booth in 
the market place.  
 
Today had been different though. Spring time was a time of life and new beginnings. The world 
as a whole was coming back from its long sleep. With this awakening came the urge to make 
babies. The old farmer, gazing upon his wife’s fine figure, smiled at that thought. Laying on top 
of the sheets, the fur between her legs glistened as her small breasts moved up and down gently 
with her relaxed breathing. It was true they’d ever only conceived one kit; but he certainly 
wouldn’t say no to another. Not to mention that the satisfied feeling he now felt was far better 
than the sore and tired feeling he got from doing chores. All it had taken was that one particular 
look from Bella. A short moment afterwards found them up the stairs and in the bedroom; the 
door not so discretely locked. After but a little foreplay their coupling had been quick and 
furious; the husband and wife giggling like school children as they once again tied the 
matrimonial knot in the physical sense of the word. 
 
He was the first to wake, having slipped out of her as his ‘hoonkadoonk’ returned to its normal 
size. As he now gazed out of the window, he reflected that spring was such a wonderful time.  
Moving quietly, so he wouldn’t wake his mate, he eased himself off the bed and pulled his 
coveralls back on. Unlocking the bedroom door, he tiptoed down the stairs hoping the stove was 
still hot enough to boil some water. His intentions were to make a fine tea which he would take 
to his wife on a tray using their best dishes. The thought of what might happen a second time in 
return for this kindness stirred him again in anticipation. His imagination saw him setting the tray 
on the table next to the bed and waking her with a kiss on the cheek. There would be a nuzzle 
with his face pressed between her breasts; but just to wake her. He would then graciously serve 



her the tea. They would talk and look into each other’s eyes; and hopefully make love all over 
again.  
 
Years of marriage taught him not to waste these mating rituals… love was love was… 
 
The door to the cellar was open.  
 
This was odd. The old Skunk distinctly remembered it being closed, since he and Bella had been 
in the kitchen when she’d given him ‘the look’. 
 
Tip toeing to the dark opening, he listened; his keen hearing picking up the sound of whispering. 
 
“I’m stuck!”  
 
It was Junior’s voice and this raised an eyebrow on his father’s face. 
 
There was a giggle and then a female voice responded with a noise that insinuated tugging. 
“Now what did you go and do that for? I told you to be careful!” 
 
The feminine voice belonged to Lucy Cat, Junior’s girlfriend. 
 
“It was soft and gushy,” the young Skunk whispered, “But I didn’t think I would sink in like that. 
I’ve never been stuck before. Maybe we should holler for help.” 
 
“SHHhhhhshhhshhhshhhhh… we can’t holler for help you big silly… your folks are asleep and 
you know how grumpy your Pop’s can be when he wakes up suddenly. Just imagine what he 
would say!” 
 
There was a spat of giggling from the two of them. 
 
“Well what should we do?” Junior whispered. 
 
There was a kissing sound. “Did I hit your lips?” Lucy asked him. 
 
“That was my chin, you silly Cat!” 
 
Grabbing the box of kitchen matches, Scanectity eased himself down the steps to the dark 
basement. This was not a good thing that he’d discovered. True it was spring and all; but they 
were not married yet and it was his duty as a father to make sure things were not to progress 
through the course of heat to a wedding brought on by things that should have waited. 
 
“Well I’m stuck good and proper,” came Junior’s voice again. “This keeps up and I’m going to 
be here till summer and that would be so embarrassing; now wouldn’t it?” 
 
“Maybe if you just wait a bit and then pull gently… let me wiggle a finger in and see if  maybe 
that will break the suction.” 



 
There was the sound of wiggling bodies and a tugging that Scanectity knew could only be… he 
struck a match. 
 
“Here now!” he said loudly. “What in blue blazes is going on down there?!” 
 
In the flickering light, he saw his son, arms full of vegetables, standing with one leg sunk in the 
mud up to his knee. Lucy was bent over; her paw plunged into the mud next to his son’s leg 
trying to break the suction so he could pull it out. 
 
“Ummmmmm….” Junior began. 
 
“We wanted to surprise you and Bella with lunch,” Lucy began. “You know how Bella is about 
her kitchen Mr. Skunk. We thought that if we got things going while you both napped… well… 
it was supposed to be a surprise.” 
 
The match burned down to the old farmer’s fingers. With a hiss he dropped it and stuck his 
fingers quickly into his mouth. In a second, the darkness covering his smile, he took them out 
and said, “Oh… it was a surprise all right. Let me go upstairs and get the lantern. I didn’t realize 
that the thaw’d made such a mush of things down here. I’ll have to go for a shovel, too. I’m 
guessing I’ll be back in ten minutes or so… if that suits you?” 
 
Junior and Lucy were both surprised by this. “Sure,” they both said… and then there was a 
splatting sound as Junior fell backwards to the muddy floor. 
 



Indolent 
 

Matty Pine Martin sat on an old wooden bucket next to the stall he and his wife would be 
running in the market place. They’d had it for five years now and made a fair coin selling 
preserved vegetables and fruits using the new fangled jars with screw on lids. The air was yet 
cold and the ground around him was still wet muddy; but tuffs of spring grass were beginning to 
show up here and there. The Martin chewed on a wad of tobacco half of which he kept tucked in 
one ample cheek, while masticating the other half with more than enough jaw action. 
Occasionally he would spit and then rotate the wads without losing anything of the tobacco to the 
dribble. His wife chattered at him constantly about the vile habit, but the one time he’d tried to 
quit he got the shakes so bad he couldn’t so much as hold a jug up to his mouth. That was 
enough for him. The wife could put up with it or leave; and he told her so knowing full well she 
had no kin in the area to run away to. 
 
He was supposed to be painting the wooden frames of their booth with the crushed berry paint 
he’d purchased at Marvin’s ‘General, Seed, and Hardware’ store; but work was not his best card 
to play. His favorite trump was just watching the day pass by. Most in the community just 
figured old Marty was lazy… especially his wife… but he simply knew there was too much of 
the day one would miss if they weren’t paying close attention to it. 
 
Presently he was watching a single fluffy cloud floating in the clear spring sky. It just happened 
to resemble a huge Skunk and this tickled him for some reason. Being his mind was there and 
not on what he was chewing, his tongue got confused during the tobacco wad rotation. Before he 
knew what was happening, he was having a coughing fit. This caused him to breathe in some of 
the contents of his mouth; furthering the choking fit bad enough that as he stood he hacked; 
inhaling the entire plug. He then promptly fell face down into the mud. 
 
Being the day before the ‘First Day of Market’, there was a sizable crowd in the area preparing. 
Seeing old Matty lying in the mud struck them with curiosity and more than a few hurried over 
to see what was amiss. 
 
“What do you suppose is the matter wif him?” asked one farmer’s wife. This was Marsha Mouse, 
a frail little thing even considering her species. 
 
“I think his wife probably asked him to paint up the stall,” her husband Michael Mouse promptly 
announced, pointing to the unused bucket of paint and the brush, “Old Matty’s got bunches of 
ways to avoid work and I think we’re being witness to one of them.” 
 
“Ain’t proper that he should have his face flat down in the mud like that,” said another. “Surely 
he can’t breathe. Maybe we should roll him over?” 
 
“And spoil his fun?” Michael asked. He then yelled, “HEY MATTY… WIGGLE SOMETHING 
IF’N YOR FUNN’N US.” 
 



Matty’s right leg twitched, beginning at the knee and ending all the way down to his foot. This 
carried on for some seconds. 
 
“See that?” 
 
Everyone present laughed. 
 
“What’s all the commotion about?” Bella Skunk asked, poking her head into the circle of bodies. 
 
“Old Matty’s gone and pretended to be having an attack of some kind,” one of the wives offered. 
“His wife said she’d put the whammy on him if he didn’t get their stall all painted up; and you 
know how allergic to work Matty is.” 
 
There was a chorus of agreement among them and then a laugh as the Pine Martin’s body began 
to shake again. 
 
“His wife is off across the way,” Bella said, not knowing if this was true or not, but her mind told 
her it was since Marlene wasn’t present. What was happening, however, was not a right thing. 
She would have to get them past laughing at the antics of an indolent old Pine Martin in order for 
them to see it was serious. Putting her basket on the ground, she said, “Someone help me roll 
him over.” 
 
With a flurry of muddy feet, paws grasped the farmer’s shoulders and pulled. Matty had let 
himself go pretty bad, so his roundness was almost more than any of them could handle. When 
he did roll, his body stayed limp and his eyes were closed. Bella saw that his lips were blue. 
 
“That ain’t right,” she said, kneeling in the mud. “Matty...” she said loudly, slapping his face 
lightly, “Matty… open your eyes. Tell us you’re just having a good joke for Market Day.” 
 
“What’s going on here?” asked a voice near her ear. She recognized it as Marline Martin. 
 
“He ain’t breathing,” Bella said, without looking up. Pulling one of his eyelids back, she saw that 
the eye had rolled all the way back into his head. 
 
“Matty!” Marline yelled at him. “You get your lazy ass up right this instant!”   
 
With that, she launched a kick that just missed Bella and landed on the fat Pine Martin’s ribs 
with a hollow thump. There was a collective groan from those standing around him. Before 
anyone could react, Marline had landed a further three kicks to no good effect other than to move 
Matty’s body a bit. 
 
Bella stood, and grabbing the slightly smaller Pine Martin by the shoulders, yelling at her, “Stop 
it… stop it… he’s gone Marline. I don’t know what happened, but Matty’s dead!” 
 
“HE’S JEST FAK’N IT CUZ HE DON’T WANT TO DO ANY WORK!” she yelled back. 
 



Breaking free of the Skunk’s grip she hiked her dress up; giving her legs a better range of 
motion. Raising her right foot high into the air she brought it forcefully down square on her 
husband’s chest. 
 
With a soft ‘hoomph’ a brown blob shot up into the air from the old Martin’s mouth. There was a 
hack and a rasping inhalation of air and then Matty’s body shuddered. He immediately rolled to 
his side and vomited. 
 
Marline knelt next to him and hiss whispered, “You’re embarrassing the blue blazes out of me 
old Martin. You best be getting you ass back to work… you got the entire village watching your 
antics.” 
 
Matty blinked once and then turned to face his wife. “I was fix’n to do just that Marline; honest I 
was. Ya know… I had the strangest dream. God told me I shouldn’t hold your anger against you 
this time.” One paw absently came up to his ribs and he rubbed a very sore area. “I wonder what 
he meant by that?” 
 
Looking past his wife, he saw Bella standing near and he smiled at her. “I saw a cloud in the sky 
that looked just like you,” he said, and then blinked. “I don’t suppose you have one of those 
wonderful pies with you? I’d be glad to make a trade… maybe paint your stall for a few of them 
if you’ve a mind to deal?” 
 
Marline rose and would have launched another kick, but Bella moved in her way. Pointing to the 
sky, she said, “He’s telling the truth Marline… look for yourself; that cloud does look a lot like a 
Skunk.” 
 
The female Pine Martin began to cry, and Bella pulled her close. “You loved him once,” she 
whispered in her small ear, “Love him again… it’s what husband and wife are supposed to do; 
otherwise life is just too hard to take. He truly was dead Marline; and now you’ve got him back. 
I’d call that a miracle and a true sign you’re meant to be together. I’ll send Junior over to ‘help’ 
paint your stall.” She pulled the Martin’s face up so she could look at her eye to eye… two 
females connecting on a level above the men folk. “You can pay him two of those jars of your 
wonderful peaches… one for his mama, and one he can give to his girlfriend as a present that he 
earned all by himself. It’s a lesson you can give him without his even knowing.” 
 
With that she winked, and Marline hugged her. It wasn’t a perfect world they lived in but they 
did live; and helping each other was just something that was done. 
 
On the ground behind them, as the crowd of villagers went back to what they were previously 
doing, old Matty was already searching his pockets for a fresh plug of tobacco in preparation to 
getting back to work. 



Jiro 
 
 
“Let’s see now…” the dapper Fox said to his two grand kits. “What story would you like to hear 
this afternoon?”  
 
The three were sitting on Grandma’s porch swing enjoying the warmth of the sun on their fur; 
contrasted by the cool of the air. The kit’s mother had chased the three of them outside, handing 
her father a peace offering of cooled tea as she did. This was placed upon the small table near the 
swing to be sipped as needed. Story telling was a dry business for one’s throat. 
 
“Would it be the story of how Jiro bested the town bully,” he asked, “Or maybe the time he built 
a huge Hawk kite and scared all of the other children entered in the kite building contest?” 
 
The kit on his left, Frieda Fox by name, leaned across her grandfather’s lap and whispered to her 
brother Frederic. He, in turn, whispered back. When they were done she said boldly, “We want 
to hear the story about how Jiro bested stinky old Scanectity Skunk.” 
 
“Oh?” Tod asked, taken quite by surprise. He didn’t recall ever telling them any such story; nor 
had he ever shown such disrespect for any other creatures in their presence let alone his good 
friend Scanectity. “And where did you hear of such a thing?” he demanded. “I certainly don’t 
think the words you used were very respectful. Perhaps a mouthful of soap might be called for to 
wash away such filth and coarse ideas.” 
 
Frederic leaned forward and looked at his sister. “Told ja… not ‘spectful.”  
 
His sister, a year older, sucked in her breath sharply. “You little Fox tail! You told me to ask and 
you used those very words!” 
 
“Didn’t!” 
 
“Did!” 
 
“Regardless of who told whom,” the lawyer said as he placed a paw on a knee each and 
squeezing firmly, “I think that if I was the judge in this case, which I might just be, I’d sentence 
you both to a good hickory switch licking out back of the woodshed followed by a good dosing 
of castor oil.” 
 
The kits became very quiet and sat very still. “Would you really?” Frederic finally managed to 
ask softly. There were uncried tears in his voice. 
 
“Yes I would… unless you can be absolutely honest with me. Tell me who told you such a thing 
as ‘stinky old Scanectity Skunk’ and I might be lenient.” 
 



They both looked very scared, having never seen Grandpa Fox this angry before; nor could they 
even begin to understand why he was. 
 
“What’s lenient?” asked Frieda finally. 
 
“It means we will make your punishment less severe; say help your grandmother with the dishes 
after dinner instead of the switching.” 
 
“The other Foxes at school told us,” Frederic told him quickly. “There’s a bunch of them that 
hang around together and if you’re a Fox you have to do what they say. Frieda likes Toby… he’s 
the leader.” 
 
“Do not!” 
 
“Do so!” 
 
The knees were again squeezed and they both became quiet. 
 
“I see I shall have to tell you a story after all,” the lawyer Fox informed them, “About the time 
Jiro chose sides… and by doing so; made a fast friend.” 
 
“What friend?” Frieda asked. 
 
“Stinky old Scanectity Skunk,” he replied softly. 
 
“No wayyyyy…” they both intoned, their eyes growing large. 
 
“Oh yes; that is exactly what happened. I don’t believe in lying and I have been known to fight 
for the truth quite stubbornly. Some say it comes from my love of the law; but I will tell you 
plainly that it is because the other is simply evil and brings about no good.” 
 
He began gently rocking the porch swing with one foot and the kits snuggled into his sides, 
becoming very still. 
 
“It all happened when Jiro was just a little older than you Frieda. He was going to what once was 
a Fox only school. The elder Foxes, however, decided that this practice should stop… I mean… 
it stands to reason that, as Foxes, we should learn as much about our neighbors as possible. It’s 
rather hard to do this if all you have to visit with are other Foxes.” 
 
The grandfather poked a finger into his granddaughter’s ribs, and asked her, “Who’s your best 
friend?” 
 
She giggled, and replied, “Susan Squirrel.” 
 
Tod looked to his grandson, “And yours?” 
 



“Bruce Badger. He snorts like this…” He made a snucking noise and all three of them laughed. 
 
“Very good,” Tod told them. “I’m proud of you both. I’m sure these two friends don’t use the 
word ‘stinky’ when talking about Skunks; now do they?” 
 
“No,” they both answered. 
 
“Other Foxes taught you that?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“I see… well, it was the same for young Jiro. Here he was suddenly put into school with all these 
other strange and fascinating creatures; and yet the other Foxes didn’t want to have anything to 
do with them.” 
 
“What did he do?” asked Frederic. 
 
“At first he went along with the other Foxes; but only at first. It was not the right thing to do but 
they’d been his friends far longer than these other children. It was a natural thing for him to 
remain as their friend. At this point in his life he really didn’t know any better.” 
 
Tod shifted himself around, easing a small pain in his side. He then let his grandchildren get 
comfortable again. 
 
“There was this one new fellow in the school that soon became the butt of all the jokes. You see, 
he was the only Skunk among all of the children so he was very much alone. ‘Stinky’ was just 
one of the bad names they called him; and you can trust me when I tell you there were far 
worse.” 
 
“Well sir, he, being an industrious fellow, got himself a job at old Widow Badger’s house taking 
care of her yard and keeping the glass walls of her prized hot house sparkly clean. That hot 
house, I will add, kept the old girl in fresh tomatoes and strawberries all winter long. The Foxes 
all knew about this job, so they planned a surprise for him… a very bad surprise.” 
 
“What was it?” whispered Frederic. 
 
“They all agreed to meet in the woods near Widow Badger’s house one day after school. When 
‘old stinky’ Scanectity Skunk came to work, they planned to pelt him with crab apples. As it 
were, there was no lack of crab apple bushes all around her place.” 
 
“I like crab apple jelly,” Frieda offered. 
 
“I like them pickled,” Frederic added. 
 



“And I like mine baked up in a large pie,” the lawyer told them both, “with fresh clotted cream; 
but Grandpa is telling his story now and pies and jellies and such are not a part of it. Be still now 
and listen.” 
 
“OK.” They both agreed. 
 
The Grandfather reached out, took a sip of tea, and then replacing the glass upon the table 
continued with his story. 
 
“Well sir, all the Foxes gathered as they’d agreed, and collected those crab apples. Then they 
waited for the Skunk to arrive. When he did, they stayed hidden in the woods, but began pelting 
him real good. ‘Old stinky’ Scanectity didn’t run though… no sir… he stayed right there taking 
hit after hit just a chucking those crab apples back as fast as he could pick them up. That was 
when the biggest of the group threw a rock. It was a small rock, but a rock none the less, and that 
sort of thing hurts very much. Soon, all the Foxes were throwing rocks; but still that Skunk 
would not give ground. That was when the leader Fox picked up a really large rock and threw it 
right at the hot house. There was a great sound of breaking glass and he laughed.” 
 
Tod paused to take another sip of his tea, making the kits wait for him; allowing the suspense to 
grow a little. 
 
“ ‘Why did you do that?’ Jiro asked this larger Fox. ‘That’s the trick we were gonna play,’ the 
big one replied. ‘Old Lady Badger is gonna believe Old Stinky did it and bust him a new butt 
hole.’ He then told his group, ‘Let’s go!’ and all of them ran off… all except…” 
 
“Jiro!” the two Kits exclaimed. 
 
“Exactly! He knew what they’d done to be very wrong. Turning, he walked out of the woods and 
right up to Widow Badger; who had Scanectity by the ear. She’d caught him with a rock in his 
paw, you see, and it had been all too obvious to her what had happened. She thought he was 
dissatisfied with his wages and meant to do her wrong. ‘STOP!’ the little Fox Yelled out, ‘He 
didn’t break your window, I did.’ ” 
 
“Really?” Frederic asked in wonder. 
 
“Really,” his grandfather told him. “And with that, Widow Badger reaches out and snatches that 
young Fox right by the ear too. Then she dragged them both into the house.” 
 
“NOOooooooo…..” 
 
“Yesssssss…….” 
 
“What’d she do then?” asked Frieda. “Did she beat them?” 
 
“Not at all my little kit. Taking out her purse, she handed each of them a silver coin. ‘That,’ she 
says to the Skunk, ‘Is for standing your ground when the odds were terribly against you.’ Then to 



the Fox, she says, ‘And that, is for telling the truth when you could have run away with those 
other Foxes.’ She smiled then and made them cookies and tea. The window was repaired from a 
stock of extra panes she kept handy just for that purpose, and all was again well.” 
 
“What happened to the bad Foxes?” Frederic asked. 
 
“Oh… those… about a week later, Jiro and Scanectity took on the whole bunch of them. It was 
quite a scrap, but that’s a story for another time.” 
 
“I liked the part about ‘Stinky Old Scanectity’,” said a voice behind them.  
 
Tod stood and turned, his reflexes getting the better of him even though he knew exactly who it 
was. His grandchildren cried out but once and then clung to his legs. True to Fox training; they 
never uttered another word though they’d been terribly frightened. 
 
“I really wish you wouldn’t do that Scanectity,” the lawyer told him calmly; though his heart was 
pounding in his chest. 
 
“Not even if I brought something for the kits?” the Skunk asked, holding out a wooden top for 
Frederic and a little Skunk doll for Frieda. 
 
“Children,” Tod asked, looking down at them, “Do we forgive him?”  
 
They both smiled at the thought of the toys. “Yes,” they replied happily.  
 
When the toys were given and received with proper thanks, the kits were sent inside to their 
mother. The two old friends then sat on the swing. 
 
“You know,” Scanectity said to the Fox, “You never did tell me how you got yourself named 
Jiro. Unless I’m sadly mistaken, there ain’t no ‘F’ in the word.” 
 
Tod smiled a sly smile. “You’re exactly right, I never did, did I? Seems I’ve always gone by 
Tod, so how did you know?” 
 
The old farmer grinned at him. “I heard your story right from the beginning and recognized it for 
what it was… Jiro.” 
 
“Shhhhhh…” his friend told him waving a paw and placing a finger in front of his snout. “I don’t 
want the kits to hear. I much prefer telling the stories in the third person.” He winked, and then 
continued softly, “It’s actually a good story to tell. As you know; Fox tradition calls for naming a 
kit exactly at birth. My father had a terrible stutter and he’d gone to the apothecary’s for 
medicine. I was a very hard birth on my dear mother, you see, and she was in a lot of pain. Well, 
he was one minute too late. Coming through the door, he was about to announce something he’d 
heard when picking up the medicine, but didn’t quite get it all out. He meant to say, ‘Did you 
hear’, and it came out ‘Jjjj’hear…’ but then he stopped when he saw me in my Grandfather’s 
arms, and Grandfather just about to pronounce my name in his absence. Father then uttered the 



word, ‘OH!’ My Grandfather, still mad that my father had not been there to do this himself, said, 
‘So be it, the Kit’s name from the day of his birth is Jiro.” 
 
Scanectity chuckled. “And now I know.” 
 
Tod nodded. “And now you know.” 
 
Reaching into the pocket of his overalls the Skunk pulled out a silver coin. The Fox did likewise 
from his pants pocket. 
 
“Never a day goes by that I do not regret…” 
 
“That broken window,” Tod finished for him. 
 
“Widow Badger was a good old gal,” Scanectity told him. 
 
“Yes she was,” the lawyer agreed. “She most certainly was that, and then some.” 
 
 



The Big Secret 
 

 
The door to Marvin Field Mouse’s General, Seed, & Hardware store closed and the broken bell 
again clanked its monosyllabic note. Scanectity gritted his teeth and bit off the remark he was 
about to make for its interruption to their conversation. One of these days he would sneak in 
when the shop keeper wasn’t around and fix the darned thing once and for all. Marvin, seeming 
to read his mind, only smiled an innocent smile at him as he looked to see who had walked in. 
 
“Hello there Mrs. Possum,” he said pleasantly. “What might I do for you this fine day?” 
 
“I’m looking for a nice spring dress material, Mr. Field Mouse. Have you gotten in anything new 
recently?” 
 
“Indeed I have,” the store’s proprietor replied. Turning to Scanectity, he winked and said, I’ll 
just be a moment old fellow and then we’ll talk.” 
 
The Skunk lifted his coffee cup in salute and leaned back on the wooden counter. “Your good 
coffee makes the wait easier. Take your time Marv, business always comes first.” 
 
As he watched the Mouse showing a new garishly colored polka dot patterned material to the 
Possum, his nose twitched from a very pleasant scent. Looking down, he saw the pile of mail 
dropped for the village by the stagecoach driver. Marcus had been sorting through it; placing the 
individual letters into the pigeon holes above the desk he employed as local Mail Collector and 
Delivery agency. 
 
Sniffing again, the farmer absently let his left paw flick through the pile, spreading them out until 
the letter bearing the fragrance of perfume lay on top. Leaning over slightly, he squinted in order 
to see the writing a little more clearly. 
 
“Nosy old Skunk, aren’t you?” whispered Marvin’s voice from next to his elbow. 
 
Scanectity jumped slightly and just managed not to spill the contents of his cup. “Did you have 
to do that?” he asked testily. 
 
“Did you have to snoop through other people’s mail?” 
 
“I wasn’t snooping; I was sniffing and my sniffer was getting mighty tickled. Go ahead; you 
sniff too and tell me what you smell.” 
 
Marvin did so and smiled. “Fresh onions… absolutely… onions it is with maybe just a touch of 
garlic.” 
 



“Your sniffer’s broke,” the Skunk groused. “That’s flower scent, and mighty strong flower scent 
at that. If I’m not mistaken you sell a lot of it at five copper coins a bottle. This time of the year 
the females seem to use a lot of it.” 
 
Marvin looked to make sure Mrs. Possum was still to the other side of the store, and confided 
softly, “I privately call it ‘Stink Pretty’, but for the women folk, I call it ‘Violet Honey Suckle 
Rose’. The wife uses more than I like to admit. Sometimes I get home and the house reeks of 
it… that’s when I know we’re going out to some sort of function… or…” He let the word dangle 
in the air. 
 
“Or what?” Scanectity questioned back. 
 
The Mouse wiggled his eyebrows and smiled. 
 
“Oh!” the Skunk said loudly and then laughed. “I see. Tell the truth, Bella makes her own 
fragrance in a bottle. I told her she should do up a bunch of’em for sale at her market stall, but 
she insists on keeping it just for herself. I could definitely find her in a dark room with just my 
sniffer.” 
 
Marvin picked up the scented letter, sniffed at it, and then read the address.  
 
“Whose it to?” the farmer asked, trying to read over his shoulder. 
 
“Ain’t you the inquisitive one?” 
 
“And what if I am? As I see it, you’re the one doing the reading.” 
 
Marvin smiled slyly, and then said softly, “It’s to Billy Bob Cat. The return address says it’s 
from his sister.” 
 
“No sister I ever see’d would scent a letter like that,” Scanectity told him softly. “Most likely 
he’s got a gal friend next village over.” 
 
“I think you’ll agree that his wife wouldn’t like to hear that,” Marvin replied with a grin. The 
barb was a sharp one and the Field Mouse felt bad as soon as he said it. Scanectity’d strayed but 
once; and sure enough Bella had found out. It was the one black mark on their relationship and 
for a long time the farmer had worn it like the black eye she’d given him. 
 
“Thanks for the coffee,” Scanectity told him sourly, after draining the cup, “Seems I suddenly 
lost my taste for another.” 
 
Marvin tossed the letter back onto the stack, and sighed. “I’m sorry Scanectity. I don’t know 
what came over me. It surely was the scent of that letter. My mouth kaflabbered before my brain 
could kabaush it.” 
 



The farmer set his cup down on the counter with a resounding hollow thump. “I’ve said it before, 
and I’ll say it again and again. Bella is all the Skunk I will ever need. I got no room for fool’n 
around. Billy Bob wants a gal friend, fine by me; but not me, no sir; not me ever again.” 
 
“I never said you had a gal friend,” Marvin began, now feeling just a bit heated that his apology 
had been for naught. Mrs. Possum, however, plunked down the entire bolt of the polka dot 
material on the counter top interrupting him. 
 
“I’ll be taking the entire roll, if you please, Mr. Field Mouse.”  
 
She sniffed and then smiled. “Are you selling that pretty scent I’m a smelling Marvin?  Cuz if 
you are, I think I might just spoil myself with a purchase of it.” 
 
“No Ma’am I’m not. I carry a different scent. We were just discussing that…” 
 
Scanectity cleared his throat, and made a slight negative motion with his head. He then touched 
his ear on the side away from the female. 
 
Marvin took a second to catch on to the signal and then nodded slightly, trying to cover by 
changing the subject to the bath tub the farmer had ordered for his wife. “Oh… yes… 
Scanectity… that item you ordered will be in next week special delivery right to your house. I 
managed to lay my paws on a top of the line, brass tub covered with white ceramic complete 
with those cute Lion’s feet at the bottom; quite the fancy item. Dang thing weighs near a ton and 
comes with a complete instruction book for proper installation and bracing.” 
 
“That’s a secret,” the Skunk hissed, cutting him off. “Now then, I have other business to attend 
to and then I’m meeting Bella back at the market. She’s minding her stall and I promised her 
dinner at the Whackadoodle. They got fried eggplant on the menu tonight.” 
 
“And I hear it’s very good, too,” Marvin added, still trying to right the wrong. 
 
Scanectity scowled at him and stalked off without saying goodbye; the door’s bell clanking 
behind him. 
 
The store owner sighed and made a mental note to never ever mention this sensitive subject to 
his friend again. Turning back to Mrs. Possum, he found her also looking after the farmer’s 
departure; smiling a strange smile.  
 
Besides the bolt of cloth, she purchased one of the small five copper bottles of  ‘Violet Honey 
Suckle Rose’. 
 
 

--------- 
 
 



By the time Scanectity made it to the market, the sun was well on its way to setting. Strangely, 
there were more people still standing around than there should have been. Since spring was in 
full bloom, and it was Saturday night, the occurrence slipped past his usual observant ways. 
Oddly, the fur on the back of his neck began to rise up and the closer he got to his wife’s booth 
the worse his gut began to churn. Something was just not right. 
 
Bella smiled at him as he approached, and he smiled back. All of her pies were gone, so 
apparently his walk home would be much lighter than it would had he been required to carry the 
surplus. 
 
“What’s amiss here?” he asked as he approached her booth. “Someth’n don’t feel right.” 
 
Bella stood to meet him. Moving around the corner of the stall, she picked up the large pie 
hidden behind the front shelving and shoved it into his face. Scanectity, taken totally by 
surprised fell backwards to the ground.  
 
Wiping pie from his eyes, he looked up at his wife. “What in tarnation did you do that for 
Skunk?” 
 
Taking a small bottle from her pocket, Bella uncorked it and poured the extremely sweet 
smelling liquid all over him. “Let’s just say that I know about your big secret,” she told him 
acidly. There was obvious hurt in her voice. 
 
Scanectity spit to the side, trying to rid his mouth of the taste of the perfume that had found its 
way there. When he could speak again, he told her, “If I’d a known you were so all fired opposed 
to a new bath tub, I never would have ordered the dang thing.” 
 
Bella’s mouth dropped open. “Bath tub?” she finally asked.  
 
“That’s what I said,” he replied, spitting again. “Go ask Marvin Field Mouse if you don’t believe 
me.” He sniffed. “This ain’t the perfume you make Bella… it reeks like that stuff Marvin sells. 
Where’d you get it?” 
 
Bella looked up and across the way at Mrs. Possum, who quickly dropped her new bolt of cloth 
and made a run for it. 
 
“She is so going to get a stinking!” Bella exclaimed, and was quickly off in hot pursuit. 
 



Island Mentality 
 
 
 

Scanectity stopped at the gates of the Whackadoodle Inn. Looking at his wife and son, both 
dressed for church, he told them, “This is as far as I go. I’ll most likely be sitting on the porch of 
the Inn waiting for you, less’n old Miss Vixyy’s got a chore or two she needs help with.” 
 
“It’s Sunday,” Bella began, but he cut her off. 
 
“It shore is, and I intend to enjoy this beautiful day for what it is. Now then, Missus, we agreed 
to this arrangement before we was even married; and I’m expecting you to hold up to your end of 
the bargain just like you always have.” 
 
“Can’t I stay here with Pops?” Junior asked. He was immediately beaten down by his mother’s 
‘don’t mess with me’ look. 
 
“We’ll see you after the service then, Husband. As always, I will say a prayer for you.” 
 
The old farmer nodded and then let himself through the gate. He knew the Inn Keeper would 
have a fresh pot of coffee on for him and he was looking forward to it. He’d been holding to this 
routine darned near as long as she’d moved to the valley and opened the Inn. It was his respite 
from a Sunday sermon he never felt the need to listen to. 
 
“About time you showed up,” the old vixen growled as he stepped through the front door. She 
was standing behind her small front desk writing in a ledger book. Picking up the ‘call’ bell, she 
tingled it and then smiled at him. “I’ve been waiting for ya; we’ve things to discuss this morning 
that are important.” 
 
“We do?” he asked, as he placed a coin on the counter for his coffee. “And what could be so all 
fired important that needs discussing on such a beautiful morning?” 
 
“Church.” 
 
He frowned at her. “Not you too?” 
 
The Inn Keeper shook her head. “I ain’t gonna pester ya none about going… I’m just going to 
bend your ear a little bit about today’s sermon.” 
 
Coming from around the counter, she showed him to the dining room table he most enjoyed 
sitting at each Sunday. Next to it were two large windows from where the farmer had a good 
view for watching the day. This morning they were both open and the breeze was fluffing the 
curtains in a most gentle of manners. 
 



When he was seated, the old vixen took a chair at his elbow. This he thought was a little odd, 
until she whispered, “This is private talk, and ya never know who’s listening.”  
 
He was suddenly very attentive. 
 
Foshu appeared from the kitchen carrying a tray. Placing two cups and saucers on the table, she 
then gracefully poured their coffee.  
 
“Thank you,” Scanectity said, nodding to her. “You and Kast Wolf are well?” 
 
“Yes sir,” she responded smiling. 
 
When she was gone, Vixyy leaned close and whispered, “The sermon today is called ‘The Island 
Mentality’, and it’s all about you. The Right Reverend Sirrel Squirrel intends to make a lesson 
out of you not going to church.” 
 
“That old fool’s got more nuts in his head than he does in his pantry,” the farmer grumbled and 
then sipped at his coffee. Thinking a moment, he asked her, “You don’t go to church; how come 
he ain’t using you as his example?” 
 
Sitting back she grinned at him from over her own cup. “Cuz he knows I’m crazy. You, on the 
other hand, are a pillar of the community. He wants you in the church to shore up his influence 
over the more gullible critters.” 
 
“Gullible?” 
 
“Let’s just say, those who honestly give of their meager earnings to support the church. He’s got 
this one and three others in neighboring villages. They’re all a part of his circuit. The more 
parishioners he’s got the better he lives; and not an ounce of honest work to earn it.” 
 
“I see. How is it that this concerns you? He stays here when in the village and I presume he pays 
his bills?” 
 
She set her coffee cup down and winked at him. “Cash on the barrel head and I charge him a 
premium rate just because I can.” She looked out of the window for a moment, and then said 
softly, “He don’t like Wolfs; and I seen him nurturing that hatred among those he preaches to 
against someone I’m rather fond of. The damned fools went right along with it too.” 
 
“Kast?” asked the farmer, suddenly very perturbed. “That’s absurd; he’s one of the finest critter’s 
I ever met.” 
 
“Would you like some more coffee old Skunk?” she asked, nodding to his cup, “I see you’re 
almost empty.” 
 
“And where did you come across this information about the sermon and all?” he asked, ignoring 
her question. 



 
“You do know the ladies have their tea here on a daily basis during the week. They’re all a bunch 
of snooty upper crust wanna be’s.” She winked at the Skunk as she poured him more coffee. 
“They wouldn’t know real wealth if it bit’em in the ass. Well sir, when the Right Reverend is 
staying here, he joins them; and why not… they pay for it. Being the critter I am,” she added 
with a shake of her head that made her numerous ear rings jingle, “I have a way of hearing 
things. I listen… and I remember. Mess with me and mine and you’ll have a war on your paws.” 
 
“And you want my help in this war.” It was a statement, not a question. 
 
“If you don’t do it for me,” she told him, “Do it for the village. This is a peaceful place 
Scanectity. That’s why I stayed here and opened the Whackadoodle. It’s the sort of place a body 
can lose themselves in for no other reason than the quiet rest it gives their soul.” 
 
“Something tells me it ain’t gonna be quiet for long,” He replied, swallowing off the last of his 
coffee. Setting his cup down, he thought for a moment and then said, “I’m in. Tell me your 
plan.” 
 
The old Fox smiled her most innocent smile as she said, “What I’m about to tell you, you cannot 
ask me how I know; do you agree to this?” 
 
Foshu came out with a fresh coffee pot, leaving it on the table, retrieving the other. When she 
was back in the kitchen he replied, “Fair enough, I won’t ask; but I will presume that one day 
you’ll tell me.” 
 
“Maybe,” she told him. Leaning forward, she whispered into his ear. The old farmer’s face 
immediately lit up in a huge smile. “You have got to be kidding me… oh that is a good one.” 
 
Within ten minutes the Inn Keeper called for both Kast and Foshu. The Wolf was asked to sit 
with Scanectity as he had some private things to ask him. Foshu was requested to go and retrieve 
the Inn Keeper’s large sewing basket from her room.  
 
When she came back, the Fox pushed her paws through it until she found her largest pair of 
shears. Opening and closing them at the farmer, she said, “I now have my sword and I’m ready 
to do battle old Skunk.” 
 
Scanectity looked at Kast and asked, “What say you son?” 
 
“This is all so sudden,” he replied. “Do you mean it? I mean… really mean it?” 
 
“I’ve never been more serious in my life. Bella and I discussed it at length long before this plan 
was hatched; I just hadn’t gotten around to asking. Truth of the matter is; Junior was the one who 
brought it up.” He smiled. “Seems he’s rather keen on having himself a brother.” 
 
 

----------- 



 
 
The sermon was in full swing when the main doors of the church opened quietly. Two 
individuals walked into the back and stood respectfully behind the seated congregation. 
Reverend Sirrel Squirrel was presently being so loud in his lecture that no one noticed the 
addition of two more parishioners. In the front of the church, and observed by no one except the 
Skunk looking for it, a sparse moment of sunlight brightened the side wall near the alter as the 
rear door quietly opened and closed. Scanectity immediately began a slow ten count, after which 
he would be free to act… timing was everything. 
 
“AND I SAY TO YOU, BROTHERS AND SISTERS, THAT NO CREATURE CAN BE AN 
ISLAND UNTO HIMSELF IN A WORLD CREATED BY GAWWWD. NO FARMER 
SHOULD GROW HIS CROPS WITHOUT SHOWING HIS RESPECTS TO THE ONE WHO 
RAISES THEM UP; ONCE A WEEK… EVERY WEEK.” 
 
The Squirrel raised a paw into the air and looked skywards as if listening to a voice unheard by 
the others. After a moment’s time of mumbled words, the Reverend Sirrel looked back to his 
congregation and bellowed out, “I SAY UNTO YOU IT IS THE CHURCH’S 
RESPONSIBILITY TO TETHER EVERY ISLAND AROUND IT AND PULL IT TO SHORE. 
AS A PEOPLE WE SHALL MAKE IT OUR DUTY TO BRING THIS LOST SOUL INTO 
THE FLOCK.” 
 
Scanectity stepped forward and waved his hat at the Squirrel in the pulpit. “Hey Rev… I got your 
message… I’m here like you said I should be.” 
 
“What?!”  
 
Reverend Sirrel bit his tongue as his mind struggled to bring itself back from the sermon he had 
so dutifully memorized. “I… what?!” 
 
Scanectity fished in his overalls and pulled out a folded piece of paper. He waved this at the 
preacher from the back of the church. “Yes sir… this note you sent me. Says I was supposed to 
be here a time ago… sorry for the delay, I was having a cup of that good coffee they serve over 
at the Whackadoodle and lost track of the time.” 
 
There was a murmur of a chuckle that rumbled through the congregation. They all knew 
Scanectity and his sharp wit.  Most were secretly pleased for the interruption. 
 
“Scaaneectiityyyy,” the preacher finally said loudly; drawing his name out in a manner 
suggestive of a father welcoming home his wayward son. “I am so pleased to have you join us. 
Won’t you have a seat next to your wife and son?” 
 
To the farmer’s right, two people quickly moved to another pew leaving a space open next to 
Bella and Junior. Bella, he saw, looked mortified. Junior, on the other paw, wore a very large 
smile; especially when he saw who was standing behind his father. 
 



“Well now, I would,” replied the Skunk, “Except I’m not so sure I really want to join with the 
church right now.” 
 
There was another mutter amongst the congregation. The Reverend’s jaw went a bit slack but 
quickly snapped closed again. 
 
“Scanectity Skunk,” he said sternly, “If you have come here to mock us, then I will have to ask 
you to leave.” 
 
The farmer waved his hat in front of himself in a dismissive way. “Not so fast there Reverend,” 
he replied. “I’ve never been this serious in my life. Right here and right now, in front of the 
Creator and this entire congregation, I pledge that I will come to church with my wife and family 
for the rest of my life… and I further pledge to give a full hard chunk of what I earn every year 
to the church coffers; if you will agree to two very simple requests. In fact, both of these things 
are quite within the church’s powers to do… but I need them agreed to so I can know exactly 
how serious you are… in wanting to pull this here island to shore.” 
 
Marvin Field Mouse stood from his pew near the front. “I say hear him out,” he said loudly. 
“I’ve known Scanectity a good long time. He might not come to church, but I will tell you he’s 
as honest as the day is long. We’re all sinners… that’s why we come to church,” turning to the 
Reverend, he said, “I think you should ask him what he wants.” 
 
There was a very loud grumbling of support from among the men of the group. 
 
Reverend Sirrel looked skywards and seemed to listen. Finally, he mumbled, “As you wish 
Lord.” 
 
Looking right at Scanectity, his face showing the highest amount of disgust, he asked, “What two 
things do you wish the church to do for you Friend Skunk?” 
 
Scanectity turned and motioned Kast forward. When the Wolf was at his side he said loudly to 
the entire congregation, “I wish to adopt Kast Wolf as my son.” He placed his arm around the 
Wolf’s shoulders. “You can draft the papers up after the service Reverend, and the Elders can all 
witness it.” 
 
“But… but… he’s a Wolf,” the preacher spluttered. 
 
“And I’m a Skunk,” Scanectity told him, “And you’re a Squirrel, and Marv over there is a Field 
Mouse… so what?” 
 
There was a very loud grumbling of agreement among the parishioners. Reverend Sirrel was 
fully backed into the corner. Taking the offensive, he attempted to make the best of a bad 
situation and announced loudly, “I think that is a wonderful heart warming miracle; truly fit for 
this day. Your request is readily agreed to and we will take care of this immediately following 
the service.” 
 



The congregation burst into applause and shouted congratulations. When the ruckus finally died 
down, Reverend Sirrel tried to take advantage and announced, “Now then… why don’t we all 
open our praise books to page 56 and sing….” 
 
“That’s only the first request,” Scanectity said loudly, cutting him off. The church suddenly 
became very quiet again. 
 
The preacher looked at him, and sighed. “Fine… what’s your second request?” 
 
Scanectity smiled very large, and announced, “I want the choir, the Choir Master, the Elders, and 
you, Reverend, to take off your robes.” 
 
There was a quick buzz among the many gathered and then the Choir master yelled out, “That’s 
all you want?” 
 
“That’s it, brother!” Scanectity yelled back. 
 
The Choir Master, an aged Raccoon, stripped off his robe, displaying his ‘Sunday Go To 
Meeting’ clothes underneath. “Will you sing with me now Scanectity?” 
 
“With you, anytime Rosco… but first, everyone has to follow your lead.” 
 
One by one each and every creature present who wore the Church’s robes, pulled them over their 
heads making a joyous noise as they did so; all except Reverend Sirrel. Suddenly all eyes were 
on him. 
 
“Come on Reverend,” someone called out. “One last robe and we’ve pulled the island to shore. 
Tell the truth; I never thought I’d see the day!” 
 
There was a general agreement among the congregation and then it again became still as they 
waited for the Reverend’s reply. 
 
“I… no… I can’t… you see…” 
 
“We’re saving a soul here Reverend,” yelled the Choir Master. “Even if you’re in your 
underwear, the cost is small!” 
 
Reverend Sirrel looked as if he was about to be sick. Turning, he thought to escape out the back 
entrance, but found his way bared by two Foxes, one of whom was old and small. That one held 
up a very large pair of shears and snipped them at him. The younger Fox brought her paws out 
from behind her back and showed him what used to be the rear section of his robe. 
 
“Guess what you’ve got exposed to the congregation,” the old Fox told him with a smile. 
 
There was an immediate scream from among a number of the ladies present, and many angry 
shouts from the men. The Squirrel turned to face them, paws out and beseeching. “It’s not what 



you think… not at all what you think!” His big bushy tail, now free of the robe, moved the air in 
front of the Foxes. 
 
“Let him go!” Scanectity yelled out in a commanding voice, stopping the sudden movement 
towards the pulpit. 
 
With that, the Squirrel tired to make his way out of the church as gracefully as possible, but as he 
came down from the pulpit, he tripped on the now loose material and fell. When he came up, 
what was left of his preaching robes fell down his arms and away totally exposing the pink frilly 
corset and lace stockings he wore. The top of the corset pulled tightly into his chest lifting his 
bosom; actually giving it a small cleavage. 
 
“Kinda hard to run in high heels ain’t it,” Miss Vixyy called out from behind him. “Your regular 
clothes are back at the Inn Reverend; but your valise is a might bit lighter as I took the liberty of 
collecting back the money ya stole from the good people of this valley.” 
 
The rest of his teetering run down the aisle to the door was not a pretty one. If it had not been for 
the aide of Kast and Scanectity, it was doubtful he would have made it out without a beating. 
 
When the door closed behind him, the old farmer turned to confront the angry faces.  
 
“Please… everyone… please…” he told them, raising his arms for emphasis, “Sit back down for 
a moment!”  
 
As they did so, the Skunk slowly made his way to the now empty pulpit. Climbing the steps, he 
picked up the notes left there and studied them for a moment. 
 
“It says here,” he told them softly, forcing them to listen carefully, “That no creature is an island. 
This is true.” He paused a moment, and then told them, “I am not an island simply because I do 
not go to church. I have my Bella, and our two fine sons. Eventually… and hopefully… I expect 
I will have many fine grandchildren.” He paused again, taking a moment to search the faces in 
front of him. “I don’t recon that’s being an island much,” he finally told them. 
 
There was a hushed ‘amen’ muttered by someone. 
 
“We all have this little valley,” he continued. “We all know each other… help each other… care 
and watch out for each other. I don’t think that’s much like being an island either.” 
 
He turned and looked at the old Fox and the young Fox behind him. He smiled and the smile was 
returned. 
 
Turning back to the congregation, he told them, “And now if you’ll excuse me, I think I will take 
my family back to the Whackadoodle Inn and have a good breakfast like we always do after 
whatever mumbo jumbo you folks do in here. If you’ve a mind to join us there, that would be 
just fine.” 



The Storm 
 
 

Ears twitching at the distant sound, the Inn Keeper yelled as she came out from behind her small 
front counter, “TORNADO! NO TIME! GET YOUR BACKSIDES TO THE STORM 
CELLAR! MOVE!”  
 
Kast and Foshu looked at each other in confusion and then they too heard what the large Fennec 
ears of the Inn Keeper heard before them; the unmistakable waterfall rumble of a tornado. Their 
first thoughts were to argue against leaving without her, but the vixen was already running up the 
stairs of the Inn yelling for all she was worth. 
 
“TORNADO’S COMING, TORNADO’S COMING, EVER’ONE OUT TO THE STORM 
CELLAR NOW! LEAVE YOUR STUFF BEHIND IF YOU WANT TO LIVE!” 
 
Foshu grabbed Kast’s paw, dragging him towards the kitchen and the back door. “We can’t leave 
her,” he protested. 
 
“We’re not,” she told him. “I’m going to stay by the back door and direct the guests outside. 
“You’re going to open the doors to the cellar and light the lamp. Send the guests down as they 
come. Those doors are heavy for a good reason, but you’re strong.” 
 
Spying the first of the guests, Foshu yelled to get his attention. Turning back she found Kast had 
stubbornly not yet moved.  “GO!” she shouted at him. He jumped, the screen door slamming 
behind him as he sprinted to do as instructed. 
 
“Where’s the shelter?” asked the guest from behind her. He was a thin Weasel, wearing a 
rounded Bowler Hat though he was dressed only in his long handles and looking quite panicked.  
 
“Out back!” she told him, “Follow my mate… he’s gone to open the doors! You’ll be next on the 
stairs to help the others down and then help bar the doors against the storm.” 
 
One by one the ten guests staggered through the kitchen and were directed to the back yard. The 
waterfall noise was now louder and the sky darkened to a pitch black. Without a doubt it was a 
monster storm and bearing down upon them quickly. One by one Kast got the guests down the 
steep stairs leading to the bottom of the storm cellar. Two of the ladies and at least three of the 
males were openly weeping, while another was loudly praying. 
 
“FOSHUUUUU!” he yelled, and waved for her to run. The funnel cloud was now less than a 
quarter mile away and took up the whole of the sky in that direction. Plainly it was bearing 
straight down upon the Inn, its pitch black unrepentant violence highlighted by bolts of lightning 
flashing across the heavens. His mate shook her head at him and waved for him to close the 
doors to the cellar. 
 



“WE’LL SQUEEZE THROUGH THE SMALL DOOR!” she yelled back, her voice just barely 
understandable. “MISS VIXYY IS STILL INSIDE!” 
 
With the funnel cloud now kicking up a huge blackish skirt, debris began to fall around the yard. 
Kast knew what he had to do in order to protect the guests of the Inn. Struggling, he managed to 
get one of the huge doors pulled over into the close position. Leaning down through the opening, 
he yelled at the Weasel now positioned on the stairs that when he got the other side closed, he 
was to place the huge wooden bar into the locking rungs. The Wolf’s intention was to exit and 
then further close the smaller door so it too could be bared. He would not leave his mate nor his 
employer alone… better to die with them. 
 
Rough paws grabbed his shoulders from behind and pushed him through the large opening. 
Within the small confines of the storm cellar, he fell into the arms of the Inn’s patrons 
accompanied by their angry voices as his fall was unexpected. 
 
The shocked Wolf looked up from the multitude of grasping arms; straight into the bullish face 
of a huge Minotaur. 
 
“SECURE THE DOORS!” the Bull commanded and then slammed the remaining large half and 
the smaller door in its middle. The Weasel willingly complied and the cellar became even darker 
than it had been. In the flickering light of the one lamp, Kast felt as if his heart had been ripped 
out. 
 
Holding an arm up to his face, Brontes Brontesson braced himself against the surging wind. He 
had seen storms before in his many travels but this was by far the largest. The roaring funnel 
cloud was now almost upon them. He looked to the back porch where a very frightened Mango 
Fox held on to an equally frightened Fennec, both of whom were braced within the doorframe in 
fear of being blown away. They had seen the storm cellar doors close and knew it spelled their 
deaths; though there had been no other choice. 
 
“THIS WAY!” the Bull yelled in his best battlefield bellow; but even that was now lost in the 
roaring noise of the wind.  
 
A piece of tree limb smashed into him. He staggered but did not fall. Making his way to the pair 
of Foxes, he scooped them into his embrace and looked for something solid he could hold on to. 
His eyes fell upon the huge oak tree to the other side of the yard. That would have to do. 
 
Within the moments it took to reach the tree, time felt stretched to an eternity and all of Hell 
appeared to visit the Whackadoodle Inn. Positioning himself on the side away from the terrible 
sight, the huge Bull kept the Foxes sheltered between his body and the tree. Wrapping his arms 
around the aged trunk, he held on for dear life. A second later the funnel’s dirt cloud skirt with 
its flying rubble engulfed the tree and a terrible suction tore at them like an enraged god. Time 
now did stretch to forever; though at best the storm passed through in no more than ten seconds. 
The noise took on a physical presence; its rumbling vibrations feeling like the armored scales of 
a demon Dragon scrapping against them. Deafening to the point of insanity, the monster funnel 
prevented the trio from hearing even their own tormented screams. There was a rending noise of 



boards being pulled apart as the storm roared its anger at them; and then the suction pulling at 
them along with the waterfall thunder of the winds began to recede. 
 
The tornado, acting exactly as an errant child who hadn’t had its way, picked up its brown skirts 
and moved a bit further along before receding back into the sky from where it had begun. With it 
went a tree of equal size to the one Brontes had been clinging. In the sudden absence of wind, 
there was a clap of thunder and then the rains came down in a deluge. 
 
A shivering Minotaur forced himself to let go of the tree that had saved his life. When he did, 
two very squashed feeling but grateful Foxes sat heavily to the ground at his feet. 
 
The old Inn Keeper looked up at him, the harsh rain making her squint even as she held an arm 
up so she could see. The Bull’s huge figure was back lit and silhouetted by a flash of lightning.   
 
“Brontes,” she called, her voice just barely carrying through the sounds of the rain. “You came 
back! I thought you left for home!” 
 
“I got lost,” he responded in a loud growl, “And cursed is my luck… but now I see it was 
supposed to be.” He then peeked around the tree and reported, “The barn is gone, but the Inn 
appears untouched. I will have need to sleep on your parlor couch tonight old one.” 
 
Scrambling up, she hugged him around one huge leg. “You can sleep any damned place you 
want ya silly Bull.” 
 
The three then went to bang on the storm cellar doors to let the others know the worse was past. 
 
 



The Wedding 
 
 

“As your father, I’m supposed to impart some words of wisdom to you before your wedding,” 
Scanectity told Kast as they walked the dirt road leading to his farm. They’d been at the 
Whackadoodle Inn continuing the process of picking up the remnants of the barn. Tornado or 
otherwise, trimmed wood of any size was precious. Some of the lumber was quite reusable and 
since it was all cut by hand, recovering any damaged planks was very well worth the effort.  
 
“In truth,” he continued, “I’ve got none to give.” He thought about this for a moment and then 
added, “Well, maybe just one thing… don’t ever cross your wife. Trust me when I say they have 
wicked memories. Lose their trust just one time and it’ll haunt you to the grave.” 
 
“Thank you,” the Wolf replied. 
 
“For what?” the farmer asked, “It’s not like every male who ever dealt with a female doesn’t 
know that one. We all learn the hard way, though among ourselves we pretend it’s not so.” 
 
“For everything.”  
 
The Skunk looked at his adopted son as they walked. “I haven’t done anything yet.” 
 
Kast made to answer, but Scanectity raised a paw to him. “It’s all right son; never you mind what 
I’ve done for you. That goes for Bella as well. You’re kin and kin takes care of each other. 
Besides, you and Foshu have done more than your fair share of giving. I can’t say I’d be able to 
put up with that cantankerous old Inn Keeper bending my ear every time she had a mind to. In 
that you have more than earned your keep.” 
 
“I thought I lost them both in that tornado,” Kast told the farmer softly. The memory still 
weighed heavily upon him. 
 
“Yes sir, I can understand how you feel; that twister was a true monster storm. I seen it from just 
before we scooted ourselves down into the storm cellar. You just never know where those things 
are gonna hit; they jump around like a love sick dancer looking for her partner. Death and 
destruction comes and you just have to deal with it best you can. Lucky that Tarbh fellow 
Brontes showed up right when he did. Old Vixyy told me he saved her and Foshu both. Right 
nice of Foshu ask’n him to stand in as her father.” 
 
“Yes,” Kast told him with a smile, “He was quite pleased; though he was careful not to show it 
too much. He’s a strange one… strange in a different sort of way; not crazy.” 
 
“I’m sure most folks would agree with you,” the farmer said, snatching a long piece of grass 
from the side of the path. He popped the end of it into his mouth, leaving the stalk dangling in a 
comfortable way. “I kind of like him. He’s got a real subtle sense of humor. I’ve seen him do 



things deliberately to egg Miss Vixyy on and then just stand there while she’s a’whaling away on 
him with her broom as if he’s not even bothered by it. He did a lot of work for her and she truly 
missed him when he left.” 
 
The farmer paused and glanced at Kast, judging his timing. 
 
“I talked to the Beavers and they should have enough wood delivered for a new barn in a couple 
of weeks. The village’ll have a barn raising then for the old girl. It’s a lot of work; but it’s fun 
work.” The old Skunk smiled and then placed one paw on Kast’s shoulder, pointing the grass 
stalk at him with the other. “This summer sometime we’ll have a proper house raising for you 
and Foshu, too. Your employer has a nice plot of land adjacent to the Whackadoodle. That is, of 
course, should you want it. If your plans are to move on, then perhaps it’d be wise to hold off.”  
 
Looking down at the path, he kicked at a small rock with one foot and it skittered down the road 
raising a slight dust trail. “I’ve always enjoyed doing that,” he chuckled, “Makes me smile every 
time.” 
 
Kast kicked at a similar stone and then asked, “You ever regret not leaving the valley Mr. 
Skunk?” 
 
“You know that’s not going to wash, son… my name’s Scanectity. Sometimes I’m even known 
to answer to Pops. Mr. Skunk is just not who I am. To answer your question, no, I have no 
regrets. My turn now; do you have any regrets about leaving your pack?” 
 
Kast thought about this for a long moment. “If I say yes, does that make me a bad person?” 
 
“Not at all,” the farmer replied. Taking the grass stalk from his mouth, he spat to the side of the 
road. “It just makes you real. You’ll always miss your family, son. You’ll also miss those things 
that have been known to you from when you were a pup. I’m not familiar with Wolf customs, 
but am I assuming correctly when I say you can’t go back?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
The Skunk sighed. “Then best to remember the good times and let the rest go. Life’s too short to 
worry about what can’t be. Take that twister as a fer instance. You truly thought you’d lost your 
mate; but you didn’t. Rejoice in that.” 
 
The young Wolf smiled. “You sound a lot like that preacher fella.” 
 
Scanectity frowned. “You’re not to big to put over my knee there ‘Skunk by adoption’. Don’t be 
saying things like that too loud or people’ll begin to talk. I’ve already been asked if I’d lend a 
hand with the sermonizing at church.” 
 
“What you said the other week about not being an island touched a lot of folks.” 
 



The farmer spat again. “So they say… but it ain’t who I am so they’re on their own. Are you 
ready for this? The wedding is at sunset.” 
 
“Yes sir, I’m ready. You think people will talk much about a Fox and a Wolf marrying?” 
 
“She’s your chosen mate ain’t she?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“You left your pack and family for her didn’t you?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“People will always talk… I say let’em.” 
 
 

--------------- 
 
 
Bella fussed over Foshu as she sat soaking in the mother Skunk’s prized bath tub. “A hundred 
things to be doing right now young lady, but the most important of the bunch is tending to you 
and making you pretty… not that you’re plain by any stretch of the imagination.” 
 
“I should be cooking,” Foshu told her from her place in the tub, “Or at the very least, cleaning. 
 
“Plenty of time for that later,” Bella told her as she measured some liquid out of a brown bottle 
and poured it into the bath water. “Right now it’s time for you… and besides; we have plenty of 
help. I put Cat Lucy Frothenshire and her mother in charge of organizing the ladies. Her Pa is 
outside with Tod Fox seeing to the tables and such. We’re lucky; Curley Moe Bear came out of 
hibernation three weeks ago. I promised him five pies if he would bring his band, and he agreed 
so long as the five pies were for him, and each of the band members gets one of their own. He 
might’ve been hungry when he took the offer, but he also looks out for his friends. That’s the 
way it’s supposed to be. He even told me he’d take his pies one a week so there’s no strain in my 
work, bless his big heart.” 
 
“Where’s Kast and Scanectity?” the Fox asked, sinking a little lower in the hot water. It certainly 
did feel good. 
 
“They’ll be along shortly. They were taking the morning to do a father and son pre-wedding 
thing. I believe they were going to the Inn to pick up a bit more. Soon as they get back it’ll be 
wash time for your husband to be.” 
 
Foshu smiled, and Bella quickly added, “But not in here, and not with you.” 
 
“Miss Vixyy’s coming too?” the Mango Fox asked.  
 



Bella put some of the liquid in her paw and applied it to the bride’s head. “Close your eyes or 
this will sting. Yes, of course she’ll be here. You couldn’t keep her away. You’re like a daughter 
to her, and besides; everyone helps with a wedding. This valley is special like that.” 
 
“That smells good,” her ward remarked as Bella worked up a frothy lather in her fur. “What is 
it?” 
 
“Something I cook up for special times like this. It’ll make your fur shine real nice like and give 
you a scent that will drive your Wolf wild with desire.” 
 
They both giggled. 
 
“Do you miss your family Bella?” Foshu asked her in the quiet after the giggling had passed. 
 
The mother Skunk never stopped working in the lather. “Scanectity and Junior are my family,” 
she replied, “As are you and Kast.” 
 
“But do you miss your family… the one you grew up with?” 
 
“Of course I do. Every now and again when I’m doing something my mother taught me to do, 
I’ll think of her.” 
 
“I miss my mother,” Foshu told her quietly, “But it’s different for a Fox. I came to be on my own 
early on.” 
 
“Seems to me,” the mother Skunk said, “Tod Fox has always kept his family fairly close. What 
makes him different?” She dipped a cup into the water and rinsed the suds from around the Fox’s 
ears. 
 
“He lives in this valley,” Foshu replied, making a face as Bella next dug her fingertips into the 
wet fur trying to work out a knot. “It’s different where I come from. My mama was there, but not 
there. Early on I had my own den and was fending for myself. The Wolf’s pretty much ran things 
in the area. We weren’t exactly looked upon with kind eyes in that regard.” 
 
“That a fact? Lean forward dear.” 
 
Foshu repositioned herself as requested. “Yes’um, it’s a fact.” 
 
Bella came close to her ear and whispered, “And yet you have a Wolf who loves you. He left his 
pack for you. Think how hard it must be for him. He’s a Skunk now, as you will be tonight by 
marriage. Rejoice in that girl.” 
 
 

------------ 
 
 



When Scanectity and Kast initially walked up to the house they found a group of bored looking 
older boys sitting around the front porch. They were all dressed up as if going to a Sunday 
meeting. Obviously they’d been threatened with a whipping should they get dirty. Scanectity, in 
his friendly way, fixed this problem with the introduction of a kick ball found hidden under the 
porch and the advice that if they all played in their underwear their mother’s couldn’t have a 
complaint. He then sent them off to an adjacent pasture with the further advice; ‘out of sight out 
of mind’. 
 
Strangely avoiding the front door, the farmer led his new son around towards the back of the 
house. As they left, the boys on the front porch began shucking their good clothes and laying 
them in neat piles on the porch.  
 
“Do you think that was very wise advice?” Kast asked. 
 
His adopted father chuckled and told him, “We’ll find out soon enough, won’t we? I look at it 
this way, and I don’t often share my views like this; a boy will be a boy and that’s a wonderful 
thing. All I did was give those particular boys a little direction. If they follow that direction, it 
will insure their mothers stay busy chasing after them; and that keeps those mothers out of the 
fathers’ hair if only for a little while.” 
 
Kast’s first surprise was when he attempted to enter the house through the back door. Scanectity 
told him to go in, but strangely had not followed. There was an immediate ruckus and he’d been 
forbidden access by a stern looking Bella holding a hefty looking rolling pin. A bevy of the 
village females stood around her, also frowning. There was obviously no arguing. From the back 
yard, a male audience laughed and a smiling Scanectity called to him, explaining he’d forgotten 
that the ‘Groom’s wash area’ was out behind the barn.   
 
“Bad luck to see your bride before the ceremony,” one of the men yelled out as they walked past.  
 
Scanectity waved to the fellow and then explained to his new son, “The females get all sorts of 
giddy during weddings and they fuss about like a bunch of old hens beforehand trying to make 
everything perfect. Your trying to go into the house was a bit like poking a stick into a bee hive.” 
Then in a whisper, he explained, “It also gave those boys out front a little time to escape without 
notice since all the ladies came to the back of the house.”  
 
Kast smiled at the ploy, even though part of the joke had been on him. 
 
It was still two hours before the ceremony and already half the village had shown up. Most were 
relaxing in the back yard. Everyone there had a smile and well wishes for the Wolf. Some of the 
older men, already sampling their jugs, snorted in good natured laughter at the things whispered 
by the others in their group. All of them, without exception, had a sly smile and a wink for the 
groom. 
 
As they walked towards the barn, Kast noticed a group of the younger children being ushered to 
a nearby field. When he asked, Scanectity told him they were being sent to look for wild flowers 



from which the Bride’s Maids would have their headpieces fashioned. Victoria Skunk, wearing 
one of the simple white Bride’s Maid’s dresses, was acting as their shepherd.  
 
When he asked about this, the farmer further explained that she’d actually been assigned this task 
with the notion it would keep her out of trouble. Kast had to agree that this was a good idea; 
though the fur on the back of his neck prickled up as he watched her. Junior had told him only 
the day before that if he could have prevented her from coming he would have. Hospitality 
dictated, however, that everyone need be invited; and that was that. Though Junior was truly in 
love with Lucy and had done everything he could think of to discourage Victoria, the Skunk was 
tenacious in her attempts to catch him.  
 
The Groom’s bath consisted of a cold bucket of water, a wash rag, and soap handed to him by his 
Best man; who’d been in the process of fetching them. According to Junior, Bella’s instructions 
sent along with a precious bar of her perfumed soap were; ‘Kast stinks – go and help him wash. 
I’ll send your father out with fresh clothes.’ 
 
When the Wolf balked at stripping down in the open area, the Skunk assured him it was 
traditional that the groom be granted his privacy behind the barn and that no one would be 
looking. His new brother was skeptical but stripped. “May as well get this over with,” he 
grumbled. Sniffing at the bar of soap, he smiled. “It’s not a very manly odor, but it does smell 
good.”  
 
He washed quickly, shivering in the cool air. When he was done, Junior handed him the towel. 
“Are you excited?” he asked as he passed it over. 
 
“Of course I’m excited,” the Wolf replied as he began to dry himself. “It’s not like Foshu and I 
haven’t been living as mates or anything… but this is official. I mean; first I become an adopted 
Skunk and then all of a sudden we’re being given a proper wedding by my new family. I think 
this place must be heaven.” 
 
Junior plopped down on a loose bale of hay and sighed. “Yeah, it might be heaven if I didn’t 
have a particular female still chasing my tail. I plan to ask for Lucy’s paw during the first dance, 
and that should end that.” 
 
Kast rubbed his head with the towel making his ears flop around a bit. “Don’t be too sure,” he 
advised, “She’s stuck on you like stink on manure, no offense meant.” 
 
“None taken.” 
 
“Are you going to kneel and all of that so everyone can bear witness? Making it a public 
declaration would surely complicate things for Victoria. Maybe then she would give up the 
chase.” 
 
“Heck no, I ain’t gonna propose in public!” Junior told him pointedly. “I’d be embarrassed to the 
point of my fur turning white. Besides, we both like things quiet and personal. I’ll whisper it in 



her ear, and then afterwards speak with her father. Around here you’re still expected to do this 
formally.” 
 
“Isn’t that kind of backwards? I would think ‘formally’ would mean father first.” 
 
“Maybe a little,” the Skunk replied with a grin. He hopped off of the hay bale and took the towel 
so he could dry Kast’s back with it. “Old Tom has hinted enough times that he wouldn’t have a 
problem with the union, so that won’t be a problem. What’re the rules as a Wolf?” 
 
“You go to the Alpha and ask him,” Kast said snagging the towel back. “If he says yes, then he 
speaks with the girl’s parents privately.” 
 
“The girl doesn’t have a say so?” 
 
“Well… I suppose she might, but I’ve never heard of it happening. The male, when given an 
order by the Alpha can always choose to leave the pack if he doesn’t want to comply, or he can 
fight the Alpha and probably be killed… but the females are simply expected to do what they’re 
told.” 
 
A small figure with very large ears came around the corner of the barn carrying a large wicker 
suitcase. Kast hurriedly wrapped the towel around himself. “I thought you said this was private,” 
he hissed at his brother. 
 
“It’s supposed to be,” the Skunk hissed back.  
 
“Miss Vixyy,” Junior called out, moving slightly in front of the Wolf. “The women are all at the 
house. You’re not supposed to be back here. It’s private like for the groom.” 
 
“Is that a fact?” she asked acidly. “Well then I’ll just hike my tail back to the women folk and 
deal with what‘s already been dealt with.” 
 
“Thank you,” Junior told her and smiled. The smile was not returned. 
 
“Don’t be stupid,” she told him, continuing her march forward. “I hardly think my talents are 
needed in a house full of hens. I am thinking Kast could use my help though. It’d be better if he 
didn’t look so rough around the edges.” 
 
“I’m naked,” Kast warned softly, as she came closer. “I don’t think…” 
 
“No you’re not,” she cut him off. “You’ve a towel around yourself… besides… you ain’t got 
nothing I haven’t seen before; and trust me when I say I’ve seen a lot in my not so short’a 
lifetime.” Setting the suitcase on the ground, she gave him a hard look. “Now show me what ya 
got.” 
 
Kast looked at Junior, and Junior shrugged his shoulders. Neither had been expecting anything 
like this. The Wolf turned to face the Fox and then dropped his towel. 



 
“Not that ya booger brain,” she told him, trying to stifle her smile at the innocence before her. “I 
meant to just look at your fur and see how I might trim it up.” Opening the suitcase, she took out 
a large brush, a comb, and a pair of scissors which she snipped at him. “I also brought a suit for 
you to wear. I had a guest once about your size and he thought to slip past me without paying his 
bill.” She snipped her shears again, this time at Junior, in emphasis. “He left in quite a hurry after 
I cornered him; but without his valise. It just so happened to contain a rather nice set of ‘Sunday 
go to meeting’ clothes and since he never came back to redeem them I thought to save it for 
exactly this sort of occasion.”  
 
She looked at Kast and winked. “Now then… you give me grief, Wolf, and my scissors might 
just slip; and that’d be just too bad for your wedding night.”  
 
Turning to the Skunk, she told him bluntly, “Take a walk Junior. Come back in an hour; no 
sooner. I’ve got a lot of work to do here.” 
 
The Wolf and the Skunk looked at each other and then Kast gave a small sign that his friend 
should do as he was told. Junior, turning back to the small Fox, said simply, “Yes Ma’am.” 
 

 
--------------- 

 
 
Brontes Brontesson sat quietly on the back porch dressed in what looked to be a stately white 
toga. It was, in actuality, a large bed sheet. Normally the only piece of clothing he wore was his 
scant loin cloth, but since Foshu asked the big Minotaur to stand in as her father the Inn Keeper 
had improvised for him. When he protested, the old Fox explained that much as the women folk 
would love to see him in such a state, it would not be proper for him to steal the show.  
 
She had also explained that he was required, as father, to offer a special blessing for the newly 
married couple. Because of this his lips now moved as he repeated the words of the ritual 
wedding blessing known to the Tarbh people over and over in practice. Being a Quartermaster 
with their army prior to his exile, the Minotaur actually knew the blessing by heart. 
Unfortunately he’d never become an Elder, and so, had never before performed it publicly. As 
large as he was, and as brave as he was, crowds of people with their attention fastened upon 
‘just’ him, made the huge warrior very nervous. 
 
A large glass of clear cool water appeared in front of his face. For a moment he only blinked; not 
understanding what it was for. Looking up, he found a pretty Bride’s Maid smiling at him. Her 
dress was white like his toga and she wore a circlet of green leaves and flowers on her head.  
 
“I thought perhaps you might need refreshment Friend Brontesson,” Cat Lucy Frothenshire told 
him softly. Her free paw absently scratched near her headpiece. “Foshu told me how you saved 
her and Miss Vixyy. That was the bravest thing I’ve ever heard of.” 
 



He accepted the water, and drank. “Thank you,” he responded when the glass was empty. “You 
are very kind.” 
 
“I’m to bring you into the house,” she continued, “As the Father of the Bride your presence is 
required.” 
 
“Do I have to? The house is full of females.” 
 
“Yes,” she replied, and then giggled in embarrassment as she realized she was scratching; which 
was not good manners. “Until now I’d only heard of you. My father told me some time ago that 
he’d hired a great Minotaur fellow to help plow a field belonging to Scanectity Skunk. That was 
you, wasn’t it?” 
 
“Yes. Plowing is easy work for me.” 
 
Lucy held her paw out to him and he took it, his huge hand dwarfing hers. He rose and the porch 
floor creaked beneath him. He gave a worried look, but the little Cat’s smile was reassuring.  
 
“It’s all right,” she told him gently. “The house is quite solid. Your daughter awaits you within 
kind sir.” With this, she curtsied. 
 
Curley Moe’s band struck up a ‘thump and duck’ march as Brontes took a step. The huge Tarbh 
stopped and quickly glared at them. The musicians all stopped playing on the same note. As a 
group, they bowed to him. He snorted in return, accepting their courtesy as the warrior he was. 
Turning, he took another step. As soon as he did, the ‘thump and duck’ began once more with a 
resounding note. Again the Tarbh stopped and glared at them. The band stopped, this time in a 
gaggle of odd notes. He made to take a step and they began. He stopped… and they stopped. 
 
Lucy tugged on his bed sheet toga until he bent so she could whisper something in his ear. He 
smiled, still looking at the band, and nodded his head in agreement. He straightened and held his 
glaring stare while Lucy went before him to hold the kitchen door open. When she cleared her 
throat, he turned and ran into the house before the band could follow with their ‘thump and duck’ 
march. The door slammed and all the men folk that had been watching burst into laughter, loudly 
congratulating the band on their humor. As they did so the kitchen window opened, the curtains 
swept back, and Brontes’ huge face glared out at them.  
 
This caused a sudden hush among everyone present.  
 
As quickly as the face appeared, it disappeared and was replaced by a huge pair of naked Tarbh 
butt cheeks; after which the window was slammed shut with a glass rattling thump. 
 
The laughter went on for a full five minutes. 
 

------------ 
 
 



Victoria saw Junior walk out from behind the barn and quickly herded her group of children to 
him, giving instructions that it was time for a game of ‘ring around the rosy’.  Before he could 
escape, they’d formed a circle around him. With paws holding paws and wild flowers stuffed 
into their clothing, they looked like something from a child’s storybook. Victoria was also in the 
line and smiling her prettiest smile for him as she led the chant. With her simple white dress and 
headdress of flowers, she looked every part of Mother Nature. 
 
“Ring around the Rosy… Pockets full of poesies… ashes ashes we all fall down,” the children 
sang, and then as one, fell to the ground laughing. Before Junior could step over them, Victoria 
coaxed them up again and now they circled in the opposite direction. This time she stood in the 
center of the circle with the object of her desire. 
 
“Tell me you love me Junior,” she said boldly. 
 
“What?!” 
 
She smiled seductively as the children again sat to the ground. Selecting a little girl to join them 
in the middle, she began the children again. 
 
“You can’t marry a Cat,” she said softly, the smile never leaving her face. 
 
“Why not?” he asked; biting on her statement like a perch on a worm. 
 
“Don’t be silly,” she replied. Batting her eyes, she brought the flowers in her paws up to her face 
where she sniffed at them. “We may be distant cousins to Cats, but there will never be any 
children,” she told him through the flowers. “You need children Junior, to carry on with your 
family’s traditions.”  
 
The kits circling them fell down again as if on cue. Victoria placed the little girl back into the 
line, choosing another to stand in the middle with them… this kit was a Skunk. They began 
again. Turning quickly, she threw her arms around Junior’s neck and kissed him deeply. When 
the kiss broke, she told him, “I can give you children Junior… lots and lots of children.” 
 
Junior’s eyes became as big as saucers. Breaking loose from her embrace, he bolted from the 
circle of now fallen kits like a deer caught raiding a corn field. 
 
Victoria’s musical laughter followed him. 
 
Lucy Cat watched from the parlor room window, where she’d been standing all along. 
 

----------- 
 
Scanectity, still chuckling over the sight of Brontes’ huge buttocks thrust through the kitchen 
window, wandered behind the barn to check on Kast. He carried the fresh coveralls Bella had 
given him for the ceremony. He was surprised to find the Wolf perched on a bale of hay, and the 
smallish Inn Keeper standing below him pinning the cuffs up on a rather fine looking suit.  



 
“What’s going on here?” he asked as he walked up. 
 
“Are ya blind as well as stupid?” she asked without looking up. The pins in her mouth mumbled 
her words slightly, but the Skunk had no problem understanding her.   
 
“I believe the word you’re looking for Fox, is ‘dumb’. The expression is deft and dumb. 
 
She turned her head slightly and looked at him. 
 
“All right,” he chuckled, “I’ll concede the fact that stupid might have been meant. Right nice of 
you to outfit my son like this; my but don’t he look like a snappy traveling salesman.” 
 
“Your son?” she mumble retorted, “My son too. You just beat me to it.” 
 
“You got Foshu,” he said, sitting on the bale of hay and draping the coveralls over his legs. 
 
“Indeed I do; and I’ve already spoken with Tod Fox about drafting the papers concerning that 
very thing.” 
 
“You have? Well I’ll be a Monkey’s uncle. Congratulations. When are you going to make the 
announcement?” 
 
She stood and looked at him, taking the pins from her mouth so she could speak clearly. “Some 
critters don’t need big announcements for everyone to hear. We Foxes tend to play our cards 
closer to the chest.” She then signaled Kast to turn around slowly so she could look at her handy 
work. 
 
The farmer just nodded. “Where’s Junior?” he finally asked. “Wasn’t he supposed to be here?” 
 
“I chased him away,” the old vixen muttered without looking away from her work; same as I’m 
going to chase away his father. You Skunks are a pesky bunch.” 
 
There was a series of outraged shouts in the distance, definitely female, and definitely more than 
one voice. 
 
“Now, I wonder what that’s all about?” the vixen mumbled as she tugged on Kast’s pants 
checking for fit.  
 
“It would appear the game of underwear kickball being played in the field out front has been 
found out,” Scanectity offered, and then winked at the Wolf. 
 
This time she did look up; amusement showing in her eyes. “I don’t suppose you had anything to 
do with that, did ya?” 
 



Scanectity just smiled as he rose from the hay bale. “I think I’ll go and see what mischief my son 
has been up to and maybe drop these coveralls back to Bella.” 
 
“Could you make sure he has the ring Mr. Skunk… er… Pops?” 
 
The farmer smiled at his Wolf son and nodded. “I’d be glad to. Knowing that bonehead he’s put 
it somewhere and forgotten all about it. Never fear, I’ll keep Uncle Ernie’s old silver ring in my 
pocket just in case.” 
 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Bella looked at the huge Minotaur standing next to the diminutive Mango Fox and smiled at her 
handy work. Foshu’s flowing white dress, with a few adjustments, fairly well matched Brontes’ 
toga. While she wore a crown of wildflowers, as presented by Victoria’s wards, Brontes wore a 
crown of green leaves gathered from the very tree he’d clung to during the recent monster 
tornado. 
 
“You both look wonderful,” she told them. Then, taking a perfume bottle from behind her back, 
she pumped the atomizer’s rubber bulb several times, spraying them (but mostly Brontes) with 
an aromatic smell of lilacs and lavender. 
 
Brontes snorted, sneezed loudly, and then gave her a sour look.  Bella, ignoring the look, leaned 
forward and placed a light kiss on his cheek. “I’m sorry Brontes; did I get it on you? I only 
meant it only for the Bride. Maybe you’d like some of Scanectity’s special scent?” 
 
“No… thank you,” he responded grumpily. 
 
Bella then leaned forward and kissed the Mango Fox on the cheek as well. “I am very very 
pleased for you Foshu,” she whispered into her ear. “You’re my very first and only daughter… 
so far.” 
 
The bride blushed. She hesitated and then whispered back, “I don’t know what to say Mother 
Bella. Thank you so much.” 
 
Brontes sighed, becoming impatient with the women things. Being in a battle was certainly 
preferable to this. “May I go back to the porch now?” he asked in a bored tone. 
 
“Absolutely not,” Bella told him. “It’s time for the greetings… but you might want to sit, that 
way you won’t have to hunch so.” 
 
“The greetings?” both he and Foshu asked at the same time. 
 
“Yes; the greetings. All of the women folk in the village will come through one at a time to meet 
with you both. The men folk will do the same outside with Kast, Scanectity, and Junior. After 



it’s done, the wedding proper will begin. Now mind you they’ll all have some sort of advice for 
you,” she made a rueful smile, “Good, bad, and otherwise. Just smile and nod your head a lot; 
they mean well.” 
 
A Skunk kit ran laughing through the room. Victoria was close on her heels, chasing after much 
as a young mother might. The pair was out the front door in the blink of an eye and though no 
one noticed, so was Cat Lucy Frothenshire. 
 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Scanectity stood in the backyard with Kast Wolf, who was now fancified to the point that hardly 
any of the men folk recognized him. He even had a suede Bowler hat with notches cut out for his 
ears. The farmer, standing to his right, was dressed in his best suit, while Junior, as the best man, 
stood on Kast’s left, but in a simpler set of fresh coveralls. The three were shaking paws and 
chatting with everyone that came down the line. Most winked at Junior as they came to him and 
said something like, ‘Recon you’ll be next from what I’m hearing. Good family, those 
Frothenshire’s.’ Junior, for his part, nodded and smiled. His concentration was mostly on the 
back kitchen window where Lucy told him she would sneak a peek every now and again… but 
he had not yet seen her.  
 
His gut told him there was something very wrong. 
 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Lucy’s mother found her daughter sitting against a tree to the side of the house, crying. 
 
“Here now… you’re going to spoil your nice dress sitting on the ground like that. And what’s 
this daughter… you crying because you’re not the bride? Our time will come; your Bo is just a 
little slow on the uptake is all. I’ll have Thomas talk to Scanectity and see if we can’t nudge 
things along.” 
 
When Lucy could control herself just a little, she managed to sob, “There isn’t going to be a 
wedding!” And then she was crying again. 
 
Her mother was shocked. Kneeling in the dirt next to her daughter, she pulled the Cat to her 
breast and rocked her like a kitten. “What on earth has that boy gone and done this time 
daughter? Certainly it couldn’t have been that bad.” 
 
Lucy’s muffled voice choked out, “He was kissing on Victoria Skunk not half an hour ago. I saw 
it from the parlor windowwwwwww…” 
 



Catalina Frothenshire instantly saw red. That was also when she spied the huge bee hive in the 
tree above them. 
 

------------------- 
 
Vixyy stood in the long line waiting to greet her new daughter. She held in her arms a small 
present of salt and butter cookies made fresh that morning. The old Fox just happened to know 
they were Kast’s favorite… not that she was partial or anything; she simply had all the fixing’s 
handy. She’d also paid handsomely for a special surprise gift which, at this point, was late. 
Marvin Field Mouse was supposed to make the arrangements and had assured her that his cousin 
the next village over would be able to make good on the promise.  
 
Leaning out from the line she smiled at Brontes and wiggled her fingers at him. The Tarbh 
warrior glowered at her, obviously upset that he’d agreed to this torture. Of course she was 
responsible, having turned on her charm in ways he was not even aware of… beginning with a 
huge bowl of oatmeal for every breakfast over the past week. This never failed to put him in a 
good mood.  
 
She saw Bella Skunk, standing to Foshu’s side beaming as any proud mother would have. By 
rights, the Inn Keeper should have been standing where the mother Skunk stood but she was too 
shrewd to not see exactly what would make everyone happiest. Bella had only sons and every 
mother wants a daughter to smother with love.  
 
In a life where the Fennec had no one else; these people were now her family. It was important to 
her that they receive something special. In her own quiet way, she was determined to see it come 
to fruition. This perceptiveness had been ingrained into the smallish Fox’s being from her 
previous existence as a rather respected madam. Being able to tell what would make a customer 
of her bordello the happiest always insured the greatest return on her investments. It was 
something she’d left behind long ago in the realization that the empire she’d built was not who 
she was, nor who she wanted to be. The end results of such a life could only spell misery and 
emptiness.  
 
Noticing the vacant space next to Bella she realized that the Maid of Honor was missing. This 
was not right and she was immediately suspicious. Snapping her fingers to get Brontes’ attention, 
she mouthed the words, ‘Where’s Lucy?’ 
 
He ignored her and continued to stare straight ahead. 
 
Sighing, she carefully undid the paper on the gift box of cookies and took one out. Waving it in 
the air so the huge Minotaur would see it, she again mouthed the words, ‘Where’s Lucy?’ 
 
Brontes smiled slightly and held out his hand, moving his fingers in a way indicating he would 
take the cookie first. 
 
Excusing herself to a few muted grumbles due to the crowded conditions of the house, the Fox 
made her way to him, just as a stalwart looking old Badger gripped his hand in hers.  



 
“Such a handsome fellow as yourself shouldn’t be all alone,” she said silkily with a wink, 
“Perhaps I might interest you in dinner some night Mr. Brontesson.” 
 
“He’s with me,” the Inn Keeper said rudely. 
 
“Oh my,” blustered the Badger. “I wasn’t aware of that…” Lowering her voice to a stage 
whisper, she hissed, “He’s not wearing a ring. You want to claim your territory you better mark 
it sweaty.” 
 
“He don’t believe in them; it’s against his religion. Usually he walks around completely naked 
too. Pay me a fair price and I’ll let you look.” 
 
The old Badger huffed and made a disgusted sound and then in the same stage whisper, after 
looking left and right, said, “We’ll talk later.” And then she gave a louder, “Indeed!” and moved 
on to speak with Bella and Foshu. 
 
Vixyy looked at the Minotaur holding up the cookie like a talisman. Brontes held his hand out, 
tapping a large finger in its palm indicating she should place it there. She gave him a distrusting 
look and he smiled. The cookie was passed over and as he took a bite, she hissed again, ‘Where’s 
Lucy?’ 
 
“I don’t know,” he muttered as he bit into the cookie again. He then smiled, expecting her to kick 
him in the leg. He so enjoyed pulling the little Fox’s tail. As small as she was there was very 
little she could do to actually hurt him. 
 
The front screen door opened and closed with a bang as Lucy’s mother came in. She 
immediately moved to the window next to the door keeping her back to the room in general. This 
didn’t look right to the Fox, so she quietly made her way over to look out the same window. 
Lucy, she could see, was on the porch holding what appeared to be a long kite string. The Inn 
Keeper was about to touch Catalina Frothenshire on the shoulder when she saw Lucy pull hard 
on the string. There was a soft plopping sound in the distance and no more than a two seconds 
afterwards someone outside began to wail like a Banshee… and from the sound of things; 
whoever was doing the wailing was on the run. 
 
 

---------------- 
 
 
“What in blue blazes is going on now?” Scanectity asked as the yelling began. 
 
With his words, Victoria came running around the corner of the house, arms waving above her 
head as a huge swarm of bees buzzed around her. 
 
Curley Moe’s band broke into a lively jig that matched her spasmodic dance perfectly and all of 
those watching began yelling at her to run to the barn so she could hide in the hay. 



 
Somewhere in the middle of the screams and wild gyrations that so amused the men, Victoria 
found the understanding that a hay pile would be the only safe place for her to escape. She also 
let loose with the scent that Skunks are most known for. Half of the bees immediately fell to the 
ground writhing in sensory pain from the odor. The other half continued their relentless pursuit 
of the one they perceived to have destroyed their home. The band, being the closest and fully 
downwind, stopped playing, clutched their instruments, and quickly retreated a safe distance 
where they immediately picked up exactly where they’d left off. The other men watching hooted 
at their retreat; that is until the scent of Skunk arrived on their doorstep as well. 
 
Victoria, finally making it to the barn, burrowed into the loose hay. The remainder of the swarm 
now buzzed around angrily; finding new targets. Many of the males in close proximity began to 
jump and wave their paws about trying to fend off the miniature attackers. The only one 
apparently not bothered was Curley Moe Bear. For his part, he kept right on tapping out a wash 
board rhythm as he calmly walked to the back porch and took up a place there. One by one, his 
band members joined him, and their mix of music added a note of hilarity to the whole of the 
overturned tables and bee dancing bodies. In the end there were a good number of the men 
buried in the hay right alongside of Victoria. 
 
By now, the women had crowded around the two kitchen windows overlooking the backyard. 
They were cackling like a bunch of hens, pointing and laughing as this spouse or that Bo got 
stung. 
 
Bella and Foshu followed, wondering what the commotion was all about. Bella was not amused 
at all, knowing in her heart, Junior was somehow to blame for this mess. Foshu only worried 
about Kast. 
 
Brontes, never moving from his place, spied the gift box of cookies and quietly liberated a few 
more. He then sat back enjoying the treat, ignoring all but the salt sugar taste; that is until he 
remembered he was to give the blessing. Once again his lips moved as he repeated the words 
over and over between bites… after which, his mind and body began to feel the intoxicating salt 
glow so familiar to his kind. Finishing that which he’d already stolen, he liberated just a few 
more of the delicious morsels. Sitting inside with the women suddenly didn’t seem quite so bad. 
 
Lucy, upon pulling the kite string, had quickly wound it around a paw and ducked back into the 
house to watch with her mother. When the deed was done and they had turned from the window, 
they found themselves confronted by a ‘not smiling’ Fox. 
 
“It had to be done,” Catalina immediately whispered. 
 
“I’m sure that it did,” the Inn Keeper whispered back, “But your timing was not exactly the best. 
I’m willing to bet this is about Junior?” 
 
“I saw him kissing on her,” Lucy hissed a little too loudly. Anger was clearly in her voice. She 
then began to scratch at her left shoulder… and then at her right. “Mama… I itch so badly,” she 
complained. 



 
Catalina made to help her daughter scratch, but she was stopped by the Fox. “I wouldn’t do that.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
The Inn Keeper squinted her eyes and smiled slightly. “If I were to guess, I would say that you 
didn’t exactly get completely even with Miss Bitchy Pants, nor were you quite as crafty. Who 
gave you your headpiece Lucy?” 
 
Lucy was beginning to scratch heavily now. “One of the children,” she replied, “They gave them 
to all of us.” 
 
“Take it off and flip it over on the floor here so we can see the underside.” 
 
The young Cat did as she was asked, and her mother gasped. “That little bitch! That’s poison 
Ivy!” 
 
“Best we get to the bottom of things directly,” the Inn Keeper told the Cats evenly. “Mrs. 
Frothenshire, you go and find Bella and tell her the situation. Ask her to fetch Junior to me in ten 
minutes. Lucy, you wait on the front porch alone. No arguments from either of you or I’ll spill 
the beans about that string on your paw,” she said pointing to the damning evidence. 
 
Not waiting for an argument, the vixen turned from the pair and saw the huge Tarbh with his 
hand in the cookie box. 
 
“BRONTES!” 
 
He pulled his hand back as if it had been stung by one of the bees. 
 
“What?” he asked calmly. He had a drunkard’s cheery smile on his face. 
 
Walking over to the box, the Fox picked it up and shook it. The noise indicated there was just 
one cookie remaining. She glared at him. Throwing the box onto the floor, she jumped up and 
down on it, after which she pushed through the crowd of females and stalked out to the back 
porch. Smacking the closest musician in his ribs, she asked, “Where’s the mad dancing Skunk?” 
 
The fiddle player paused to point at the barn with his bow and then went right back to his 
playing. He hadn’t had this much fun since the huge food fight during the ‘First Snow’ festival. 
 
Spotting Scanectity standing a distance away, the Inn Keeper yelled, “SCANECTITY... DO 
SOMETHING!”  
 
That was when she smelled the scent on the air and her frown became even deeper. 
 
 

----------------- 



 
 
Little by little order was restored and the men chased out of the loose hay. A replacement bee 
box hive was placed under the tree and baited with honey. The bees appeared satisfied, though 
the area was wisely avoided. The Inn Keeper asserted herself on Curley Moe and the big Bear, 
rather than incur her wrath, changed what they were playing to slower waltzes, while the men 
folk righted the back yard.   
 
She then marched to the barn, waving a paw at the few remaining bees daring to come close 
enough to check her out. As she thought she would, she found Victoria crying hysterically and 
being consoled by her mother. Her right eye was swollen completely shut and she had numerous 
lumps and bumps all over her body. 
 
“I will need to speak with your daughter privately,” the vixen announced flatly. 
 
“And you can go to blazes,” Rose Skunk replied acidly. “My daughter was lured to that tree by 
Junior Skunk. He sent her a note saying he’d considered her proposal and wished to speak with 
her about it.” 
 
The vixen’s eyes narrowed and her voice did not soften. “If that is indeed the case, then I think 
his message was crystal clear.” 
 
“What are you talking about?” 
 
“Victoria,” Vixyy said, “Quit your blubbering. You can tell your mother what you did in your 
own way later… or I can tell her my way now. The choice is yours. As it stands, I think we can 
probably salvage a little of what’s left of the day and still have a good time doing it. Or you can 
go home now with your tail between your legs and admit defeat.” 
 
With an effort, the young Skunk managed to control herself. For a moment there was only the 
sound of Curley Moe’s band playing. The notes of ‘The Waterfall Waltz’ floated in the air like a 
soothing balm.  
 
Motioning her mother to come close, Victoria whispered in her ear. The elder Skunk patted her 
daughter’s paw, obviously distraught over her condition, but nodded her head and quietly 
accented to her wishes. Picking herself up, she gave the Inn Keeper a frosty look and then left the 
two alone. 
 
Virginia, sniffing, brushed off her dress, and looked at the Fox. She was a total mess. 
 
“Junior does not love you,” the old Fox announced. “You have been telling yourself the sun has 
not been rising by keeping yourself shut within a dark place. I don’t know what your motives 
are, nor will I question the love you claim you have for him… but I will tell you that your 
conniving plans will stop from this day forward. Your mother loves you, and Junior’s parents are 
too kindly to directly interfere; but I’m not. Do you understand me?” 
 



“Yes Ma’am.” 
 
“Good. Now we are going to calmly walk across the yard and around to the front porch.” 
 
“What are we going to do there?” Victoria asked in a quiet voice. 
 
“We are going to mend fences; and then we are going to rejoice for love’s sake. You watch the 
Bride and Groom this day young Skunk. Learn a lesson about why two people marry. There is so 
much more to it than children and convenience. It’s all to do with the love they have for each 
other… nothing more, nothing less.” 
 
As the pair left the barn, the vixen grumbled to herself, “I’m too old for this nonsense.” 
 
 

----------------- 
 
 
Scanectity stood next to Kast and Junior watching as the Bride’s Maids began their walk down 
what represented the center aisle.  He felt every inch the proud father. In all, there were no less 
than ten Bride’s Maids. The first, as the Maid of Honor, was Cat Lucy Frothenshire. The 
farmer’s heart swelled as he looked upon his future daughter-in-law.  
 
Good to her word, there’d been an impromptu ‘fence mending’, as the old Inn Keeper called it, 
on the front porch. Mostly it consisted of her lecturing the two girls; laying out in no uncertain 
terms what would happen to both of them if this rivalry did not cease from that moment forward. 
Victoria was then sent inside and Junior brought out. Not to take away from the wedding at hand, 
he quietly and in the presence of Lucy’s parents and his own; formally proposed. 
 
Lucy and Victoria were then handed over to the ladies and things were made as right as possible. 
Both now wore bed sheet togas, matching that worn by the huge Brontes; their lumps and rashes 
plastered with a sticky blue colored paste. 
 
The huge Minotaur, still giddy from the salt he’d ingested, stood at the back of the line with 
Foshu. He was beaming like the proud father that he was supposed to be. Bella had poured a 
good ten gallons of water into him trying to flush his system of the salt, and this seemed to have 
helped a bit.  
 
Foshu, standing at her father’s side, was dressed in a flowing white gown with wildflowers in her 
hair and a huge bouquet of the same in her paws. When the Bride’s Maids were done with their 
walk, Curley Moe’s band stopped playing. His fiddle player stood forward then, performing solo 
‘The Bridal Cortege’; the beauty of which left everyone rubbing at their eyes. 
 
The ceremony was very simple in its essence. Kast stood on one side with Scanectity, Bella , and 
Junior. Foshu stood on the other side with Brontes, Vixyy, and Lucy.  
 



Scanectity looked at Kast and said, “Do you see the female you wish to be mated to for your 
entire life?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
The Skunk nodded to his other son. “Junior, give him the ring so he can go and get’er.” 
 
Junior reached into his pocket and though he had intended to tease he’d lost it, those intensions 
went out the window with the seriousness of the occasion. Handing the small band of gold to the 
Wolf, he gave him a wink, a smile, and a nod. 
 
Kast took the ring, gave a nod in return, and then went to stand next to his bride. 
 
Scanectity took a stick and drew a line in the dirt between the two families. “Place the ring on 
her finger son, and then bring her home. On that side of the line you’re still single. On this side 
of the line you are forever bound. The choice is something you have to make together.” 
 
Foshu looked up at her mate and smiled. He smiled back, and when she held her paw up to him, 
he slipped the ring onto her finger. Then, holding paws, they crossed the line. Those who had 
assembled to witness this event applauded as Curley Moe Bear began gently rapping out a slow 
cadence on his washboard.  To just this rhythm, Kast and Foshu hugged and then began a slow 
dance which took them to the area between both families. One by one, the other musicians joined 
in the playing of ‘Hook and Eye, Button and Hole’.  
 
When the dance was finished, there was again applause, after which Brontes came forward as the 
Bride’s father and a natural hush fell upon the assembled guests. He was like a mountain among 
the smaller creatures present and for a moment he was silent as if gathering his thoughts. 
Looking at the pair his eyes seemed to focus and he smiled. “You’re very pretty Daughter,” he 
told Foshu softly. He then raised his right hand in the air and standing straighter than he already 
had been, he intoned loudly, "As the Adastral is a circle, so you and your mate will form a circle, 
one with another and become one perfect star to shine and share light forever. May your union 
bear calves, may your byre ever be warm, may your grain mash ever be sweet, may the water of 
your well ever be pure." 
 
“Thank you Father,” the young couple told him in the same voice. 
 
“You’re welcome,” he replied, and then turning to the old Vixen, told her in a stage whisper, “I 
remembered.” 
 
“You did good hun,” she told him back, and smiled. 
 
“This next dance will be for only the married couples,” Curley Moe announced loudly, “Leading 
off will be the Bride and Groom.” He then began his count, “One, two three, one two three…” 
and the band struck up a waltz entitled, ‘One Day In May’.  
 



As they played, and the married couples danced, a small commotion began taking place as a gray 
colored Field Mouse took up a spot close to where the celebrating families were located. Here he 
set a boxy looking contraption on a tri-pod mount, and then threw a blanket over his head as he 
stared into the back of it while adjusting a large lens on its front. 
 
This was the special present the Inn Keeper had arranged for… a fellow with a new fangled 
contraption that could capture the likeness of people on paper. 
 
When the dance was done, he announced his presence with a loud, “Sorry I’m late everyone. My 
name is Melville Field Mouse, I am cousin to Marvin, and I am what we like to call a 
‘Photographer’. If the wedding party would all squeeze together please, right here in front of me, 
we’ll make a few adjustments and then get some pictures taken. I’ve plates for twenty pictures so 
Mr. and Mrs. Wolf, I’d like you to think about what poses you’d like me to get, and of whom.” 
 
A hush fell across the entire yard as everyone watched him work. Positioning the Bride and 
Groom on chairs in the middle, he then set the families to their proper sides with the Best Man, 
and the Maid of Honor, framing the pair. Moving back to his contraption, he threw the blanket 
over his head one last time to check the positioning of his subjects and then slid in the first of the 
special glass plates. Lastly, he took a long stick with a narrow tray on its end and filled it with a 
blackish powder. 
 
“All ready then,” he told them, holding the stick aloft with his right paw and holding the 
triggering device in his left. “Everyone stand extremely still now… and one… two… three…”  
 
FWOOMP! 
 
 

------------- 
 
 
“I never seen someone move so fast in my life,” Scanectity chortled over his coffee. He and 
Bella had been invited to the Whackadoodle Inn for dinner and a special desert. It was late and 
the dining room was empty except for the three of them. “That flash thing went off and old 
Brontes did too.”  
 
“I swear,” Bella said with a smile, “I had no idea Curley Moe’s band was that quick. Imagine 
matching their music like that with Brontes doing a dance on top of that picture contraption like 
it was an evil snake.” The remembrance made her laugh and lady like; she covered her mouth 
with a paw not to be too loud. 
 
“And everyone else running for their lives,” the Inn Keeper added as she placed the coffee pot on 
the table stand after filling her cup. Opening the large envelope she’d brought out with the 
coffee, she removed a photograph and carefully laid it on the table. “I already had Kast and 
Foshu take copies to the Frothenshire’s,” she told them. “They were going to stop along the way 
and pick up Junior. Hard to believe the wedding was already two weeks ago.” 
 



They all leaned forward and looked at the picture… a frozen moment in time none of them 
would ever forget.  
 
“At least Marv’s cousin had the good sense to snatch the picture plate out before old Brontes was 
able to reach him,” Scanectity remarked. 
 
“I had no idea those picture contraptions were so expensive,” Vixyy muttered softly. Realizing 
she’d slipped and let out a secret, she raised a paw and said, “It’s all right… I got it covered and 
it was worth every coin I spent. I never laughed so hard in my life.” 
 
“So where’s Friend Brontes?” Bella asked her. 
 
“He left yesterday,” the Inn Keeper told them with a sigh. “I’m gonna miss the big ugly critter. 
He really does have a heart of gold.” 
 
“Did he see the picture?” Scanectity asked as he took up the coffee pot to refill his and Bella’s 
cups. 
 
“He wouldn’t look at it,” she replied. “He told me what he held in his memory was far better 
than anything he could see on paper.” She smiled slyly. “So I rolled one up, put it in a wooden 
tube and snuck it away in the package of food I sent with him. He’ll find it eventually.” 
 
“You’re so sweet,” Bella told her. 
 
“Am not!” the Fox bridled, “And if you tell anyone I am I’ll deny it’s so.” 
 
Bella rose and began collecting the plates. “I’ll clear the table,” she said, “You relax with 
Scanectity, Vix… I know how you two like to share a coffee. Dinner was delicious, thank you.” 
 
“Yes, thank you,” the farmer echoed, raising his coffee cup to her. “I’m so stuffed my tail is 
numb.” 
 
When Bella left, there was a moment’s silence between the pair. Finally the old Vixen raised just 
her eyes to her friend as if reaching a decision. “You asked me last winter what I was doing on 
my roof in the middle of the night… do you remember?” 
 
“How could I forget,” he replied softly. “You almost died from the fall.” 
 
She nodded. “And I wouldn’t tell you.” 
 
“Wasn’t my business, so I didn’t press,” he replied.  
 
The Inn Keeper raised her cup, took a sip, and then placed it gently back on its saucer.  
 



“I was going to jump,” she told him softly. “I changed my mind for some reason… maybe it was 
all the stars I could see… maybe I just got scared. I don’t know why I changed my mind, but I 
was trying to get back down when I slipped and fell.” 
 
“I see,” he remarked quietly, “And presently?” 
 
She put her fingers on the edge of the photo and slid it over to him. “I’m not so lonely anymore 
Scanectity; seems I have a family now.” 
 
The farmer slowly reached across the table and gently placed his paw upon that of the Fox.  
 
No words were spoken… none were needed. 



The Brush Bunny 
 
 

 
“Good day Madam Skunk,” said the stranger, holding his hat down by his heart and bowing 
slightly as Bella opened the door, “I represent the Horse Hair Brush Company and I have for sale 
a wide assortment of brushes for your every day needs.” 
 
“Not interested!” Scanectity called from the back of the house. “Go away!” 
 
It was Sunday afternoon and everyone was gone except the farmer and his wife. Giving her 
husband a hug, Bella had sniffed and told him he smelled bad. She’d then insisted he try her new 
bath tub for a good and relaxing soak. The idea, as she’d planned it to be, was to slip into the hot 
water with him as the tub was certainly large enough for two. Surprisingly, her husband had 
taken a liking to it after his initial resistance. It had only taken her stealing his clothes ‘for 
mending’ and then pointing a finger at the tub with a terse, ‘get in the water Skunk’. 
 
She smiled at the salesman, wishing to be polite, but also thinking of the bath. He was a rather 
plump lop eared Rabbit wearing an ill fitting and thread bare suit. With him, he carried two large 
suitcases, both also rather worn looking. “I’m sorry…” she hesitated not knowing his name. 
 
“Remington Rabbit,” he offered softly, “Of the Horsehair Brush Company.” 
 
“Friend Rabbit,” she replied, “It would seem that we are not in the need of any brushes at the 
moment. Perhaps if you spoke with Marvin Field Mouse down at the General, Seed, & 
Hardware; he might have some use for your wares.” 
 
“Bella… the water’s getting cold!” Scanectity yelled from the back of the house. 
 
“I’ll be right there!” she shouted back. 
 
“Tell you what,” the Rabbit said with a knowing wink. “Please allow me to show you one thing, 
and one thing only. It will take just a second of your time and then you can go right back to 
doing whatever a body does on a Sunday afternoon.” 
 
Not waiting for a response, he flopped his two suitcases down and opened the smaller of the pair. 
Taking out a box, he opened it and showed her a matching brush and comb set. Their bodies 
were a shiny gold color and the handles of both were inlaid with mother of pearl. “This is our 
most exclusive offering,” he told her in a hushed voice. “No woman should be without such tools 
for tending to her beauty… especially one as handsome as yourself Mrs. Skunk.” 
 
Bella’s breath caught in her throat. She’d never seen anything as beautiful as this matched set. In 
truth, the brush she now used was all but worn out and her comb was nothing more than roughly 
carved wood with several missing teeth. 
 



“The metal for both of these is very durable solid brass, while the brush is made from the best 
horse hair in the world… Arabian Stallions, I’m told by the company. To accompany this 
wonderful pair, I also have a brass handled silver ‘standing’ mirror. This particular item is very 
handy to see the back of your head when alone and unable to be sure your fur is done up 
properly. You do have a dressing mirror don’t you?” 
 
“Yes I do,” she told him, thinking of the full length mirror in her bedroom. It had taken her a 
month’s worth of pie making to come up with the money for it and Scanectity had fought her 
every inch of the way. He finally agreed when she told him he could have the favor back again 
when he next wanted to make a major purchase. 
 
Bellaaaaa…” came her husband’s voice again from the back of the house. 
 
“One moment!” she yelled back, “I’m taking care of something important.” 
 
“What could be more important than your dagblamed husband?” he called back. 
 
The salesman bent and carefully took out the silver hand mirror, showing it to the mother Skunk. 
The thing was entrancing, the whole being polished to the point of absolute shininess. It was 
large, but not so very large that it was hard to use. He handed it over with a smile. She looked at 
herself from an arm’s length; and then closer taking careful note of some gray hairs in her facial 
fur which she would simply have to take care of. 
 
“You look into your dressing mirror,” the salesman told her, “And then hold the mirror behind 
your head, like so.” He pantomimed the movements as he spoke. “Eh voila, you have a clear 
view of the back of your head. I trim up my fur at least once a week in this manner all by 
myself.” 
 
The mother Skunk smiled and then gave him a suspicious look. “How much?” she asked bluntly. 
 
The Rabbit nodded in a friendly manner. He was an old and practiced salesman, knowing by 
instinct and experience that the sale was made. Now it was just a matter of how much profit 
would be gained. “Normally, my good lady, the brush and comb set would be no less than three 
silvers, and ten coppers.” 
 
Bella’s breath caught in her throat and her eyes said she was greatly disappointed. 
 
The salesman quickly raised a paw, “Never fret good lady; that is only the ‘suggested’ retail 
price. The mirror, by itself, retails for five silvers. All together that would be…” 
 
“Eight silvers and ten coppers,” said Scanectity from behind his wife. 
 
Bella went rigid and the salesman sucked in his breath. Normally he would not be put off by a 
husband, but he knew that voice. This caught him off guard as he couldn’t yet see the speaker 
through his now hooked customer. 
 



“I’m sorry, but that is the full retail price, sir,” he replied, “And certainly not what I would 
charge.” 
 
“I would surely hope not… especially when I heard you offer the same combination to Marvin 
Field Mouse for one silver per set inclusive of the mirror; and that for as many as he’d take.”  
 
Scanectity poked his head around his wife’s and smiled at the Rabbit standing on his door step. 
“Now I’m figuring if that was the case, and I know this to be so; if you’re still turning a profit on 
the deal, then your cost must be pretty close to… let’s see now… nothing at all?”   
 
The farmer’s fur was sopping wet and his big tail was dripping on the floor. He was void of all 
clothing except the towel wrapped around his body.  
 
“You’ll have to pardon me Friend Rabbit,” he said, “But my guts told me I might want to set my 
modesty aside in order to prevent my fine wife from making a horrible mistake in not consulting 
with her husband before making a purchase of something rather fancified. Just so you know,” he 
said in a lower more threatening voice, “I do get just a little cantankerous when I’m interrupted 
from my bath on a fine Sunday afternoon.” 
 
“But…” the Rabbit had to think of something quick, “Don’t you bath on Saturday night?” 
 
The Skunk gave him a look. 
 
“Oh… I see,” he responded, feeling a sick twinge. “Well, sir, being that you work for Mr. Field 
Mouse, I suppose I could part with this particular gift set for the cost of one silver. That is, of 
course, with the promise that you do not divulge your cost to the rest of the valley. That is a very 
special price, and meant only for bulk orders.” 
 
“I don’t work for Mr. Field Mouse,” the farmer told him. “I was helping him stock his shelves 
since his wife fell ill.” Reaching out, he picked up the comb. “You said this was solid brass?” 
 
“One hundred percent pure,” the Rabbit told him with assurance. 
 
Scanectity placed a nail behind one of the comb’s tines and bent it over. 
 
“Wait!” the Rabbit began, but it was too late. The brass skin on the comb’s tine cracked. 
 
“Brass plated copper,” the Skunk replied with disgust, handing the comb back. “Brass would not 
bend so easily and the plate is pretty thin to have cracked like that. You are a con man Mr. 
Remington Rabbit, and not a very good one.” 
 
“I can assume you’re going to inform Mr. Field Mouse?” the salesman asked in a dejected 
manner. His entire hope of any sales in the valley were now totally gone. 
 
“Of course I am… he’s my friend.”  
 



The Skunk suddenly smiled in a sly manner. “Tell you what I will do though, and then I intend to 
get back to my bath.” 
 
The Rabbit placed his hat back on his head, and looked up expectantly. Perhaps there was hope 
of at least a little profit. 
 
 “You go down to the Whackadoodle Inn,” Scanectity told him, “And sell one of these sets to the 
Inn Keeper. You do that, and I’ll take this set, twisted tooth and all for five copper coins, 
provided you fess up to old Marv and charge him the same.” 
 
The salesman sighed. Bending down, he reached into the suitcase and removed a comb that was 
entirely bent in half, the Mother of Pearl inlays were totally cracked and peeling off. “That was 
my first stop after Mr. Field Mouse’s establishment. Your home was the second. When you went 
into the back of the store, Mr. Field Mouse whispered to me that I was required to sell one set to 
either the Inn Keeper, or to the Missus of this particular home. He told me, ‘Do that and we 
would have a deal for twenty sets’; and then we shook on it.” 
 
Scanectity laughed so hard, he almost dropped his towel.  
 
Bella, hands on her hips, gave him a very angry look, which took a good natured one armed hug 
to appease. Remington Rabbit just stood on the porch, confusion clearly written in his 
expression. 
 
Relenting of his hardnosed approach, Scanectity invited the Rabbit to stay for dinner with an 
offer that they would both take a walk to Marvin’s afterwards and he would see that an honest 
deal was worked out on all sides. 
 
“You were the pawn in a game between Marvin and myself that you were not even aware of 
Friend Rabbit,” the farmer explained, “And he also outsmarted you in the greater realm of retail. 
No need to feel bad as old Marv is a pretty sharp knife in that kitchen. Had you managed to sell 
one of your bogus sets to my poor wife, or the Inn Keeper, that old seed monger would have had 
crowing rights for some time to come; but he would also know that the brush set was sellable. 
Now, however, he’ll have to bribe me considerable to keep me from telling the Inn Keeper he set 
you upon her because that surely would cause him some discomfort.” 
 
“I can understand that,” the Rabbit said with a nod, “But she already knows. By all means, she 
was the hardest customer I have ever come across.” 
 
“You sold her something?” 
 
“Yes sir, a set of chimney sweep brushes, but she would only buy that if I told her who sent me, 
so I did. They’ll have to be delivered, of course.” 
 
“What did she say,” asked Bella, now almost beside herself with mirth. 
 



“Only that he was the perfect size to do a cleaning for her. She then paid me in full and I was on 
my way.” 
 
After the husband and wife both stopped laughing, Remington Rabbit was served a cool glass of 
mint tea and asked to wait a bit on the porch. 
 
There was, after all, a bath yet to be finished. 



Beauty 
 

Victoria stared without seeing into the mirror on her dressing table. The new brush her mother 
bought her that morning was idle in her paw.  ‘What was the use of it all?’ her mind pondered. 
All the time she’d spent trying to make herself beautiful had been wasted on a dream never to be. 
Was it all that important to dress up and have fine things? Eventually she would be old and 
haggard the same as any of the other women in the village. Some part of her life’s puzzle was 
missing. She tossed the brush on to the table and sighed.  
 
“Mama,” she cried out in sudden anger. “Mama!” 
 
Rose Skunk came into the room bearing a steaming cup of water with whole mint leaves still in it 
steeping. “I’m here baby. I brought you some tea. Don’t fret so; I think the last of your bee stings 
are gone now. That oil Bella gave me to use worked well and I can tell you from a mother’s 
point of view,” she set the cup on her table next to the brush, “Your body is as luxurious as it 
ever was. It’s a wonder you wasted so much time on that Junior Skunk. The boy is as dense as an 
old elm tree and blind as Beatrice Bat.” 
 
Victoria turned and gave her a scathing look. 
 
“Oh I’m sorry dear,” her mother apologized quickly, “You did ask me to never mention his name 
again and I plain forgot. It’s just that I get so angry when I think about what happened. It was so 
very mean of him to pull that bee hive down on your head the way he did.” She picked up the 
brush and admired it for a second, giving her daughter time to calm down. It was fine brass and 
silver, and she was so surprised when Marvin Field Mouse let it go so cheaply. Of course the 
purchase wasn’t for herself, but for her daughter. 
 
Victoria sighed. “I told you, he didn’t do that… it just fell. Accidents happen.” She leaned over 
and placed her head on her mother’s small bosom. “I just feel bad Mama. It’s like I want to cry 
but the crying has left my body and won’t come back. I want to crawl back into bed, cover my 
head, and not come out ever again.” 
 
Her mother gently smoothed the fur on her daughter’s cheek with the back of a paw. “There, 
there… drink your tea and you’ll feel better. What happened happened, and there’s nothing to do 
about it except carry on with your life. Goodness knows there’s any number of boys who would 
give one of their testicles to be married to you. You just have to pick the one who’ll have the 
wherewithal to take care of your needs.” 
 
“Just the thing to make a girl happy,” her daughter grumbled, “A one nut Skunk to keep her 
company at night.” 
 
“Now then,” Rose said, prodding her daughter to sit up, “What you have to do now is go back to 
school. When you fall off the teeter totter,” she said, speaking to Victoria as if she were still a 
kit, “You have to get right back on or you’ll be afraid to ride it ever again.” 



 
“NO! I’m never going back to that place!” 
 
Rose, ignoring the outburst, took the brush and moved behind where she began going over the 
area around her daughter’s ears using long comforting strokes. “I don’t suppose it’ll make all that 
much difference if you don’t,” she said softly. “This was to be your last year and there’s only a 
week left in any case; then it’s out for the summer. All the boys will be in the fields helping their 
families with the crops. People have to eat and Skunks, for the most part, are farmers. This old 
village is going to be so very empty; except on Saturday night of course, when everyone comes 
to the Grange for the dance. Lots of boys attend those dances right enough; and who says you 
have to marry a Skunk anyhow. In the mean time you might want to think about,” she paused in 
the brushing and looked at her daughter in the mirror, “Finding a job.” 
 
Victoria whirled and glared at her mother again. 
 
Rose actually took a step backwards and her tail went up slightly. “We’re not the richest folk in 
the village,” she added hastily, “And our store of money has been severely depleted.” She paused 
for emphasis, and then holding up the brush added, “I spent it on you, daughter. It is now time 
for you to begin pulling your own weight in this household.” 
 
“Meaning you were banking on me landing Junior Skunk,” Victoria hissed back. “But now that 
those resources are out of touching distance you need to hire me out like a plow Horse, is that 
it?” 
 
Her mother seemed to deflate before her eyes and sat heavily on the bed. “No,” she sighed, 
“That’s not true at all; but we still have to eat. We’ve enough in the larder to last the week and 
then that’s the end of it. I spoke nicely with Marvin Field Mouse and he said he could pay you a 
fair wage to work in his store. It’s barter for what we owe, but it will include our weekly food. 
He has a likeness for Skunks, so just be nice to him is all I’m asking. I’m getting on in my years 
and I’m not quite as desirable attractive as I once was.” 
 
Victoria gasped, suddenly realizing what her mother was insinuating. Dressed only in her slip, 
the young Skunk ran from the room, down the stairs, and out the door. She had no idea where 
she was going; nor did she care… she just ran. 
 
 

--------------- 
 
 
The sun was setting and the creek water, now up to her ankles, was ice cold. Victoria stood 
looking out at the flowing stream. This place was the local swimming hole and she’d kissed her 
fair share of boys here but had never once gone swimming. It wasn’t that wide but she knew it 
was deep. Her life was not passing before her eyes; disappointment kept her from seeing 
anything now except sorrow. It was a dangerous circle of things she’d allowed to trap her. The 
more sorrow she felt, the further into the water she inched; until she was chest deep and only the 
tip of her tail was above the ripples. 



 
A strange musical sound reached out to her from the stream’s bank. Turning, she saw a young 
Skunk sitting watching her. He had a banjo on his lap and was quietly plucking away at it. She 
recognized the tune as ‘The First Snow Waltz’, and this hardly made her smile. 
 
“I can imagine that water is cold,” He said socially, hitting a sour note on his instrument. He then 
ceased his plucking. 
 
“Who are you?” she asked, beginning to shiver. 
 
The Skunk played a small series of notes, never taking his eyes off of her. “I’m ‘The Banjo Kid’, 
he told her, but you can call me Walter. What’s your name?” 
 
“Victoria,” she told him, inching back a bit further towards deeper water. The tip of her tail 
disappeared from view. 
 
“I do hope you know how to swim,” he said, “Because I can’t. You get in too deep and you’re on 
your own for all of eternity. That would be just too bad, cuz you’re kinda cute for a Skunk.” He 
plunked away at a funeral dirge and then stopped, looking thoughtful. The on coming night made 
his face hard to see. “You ever consider marriage? That’s sort of like dieing I suppose, except 
you get pancakes in the morning. If you’re real lucky, and marry the right person, they’ll come 
with molasses all drooling down over the plate and maybe a slice or two of fried squash.” 
 
“What would you know about marriage and dieing?” Victoria asked in a trembling voice as she 
backed another inch. 
 
“Well… my Mama was married. She told me my no account father up and ran off when she 
puffed up with me. She died just a year ago, so it ain’t my idea of pleasant on either side of that 
street.” He played a few more bars and then gave a thoughtful look. “Maybe you should kinda 
reverse your direction a little bit Miss Victoria. Like I said, I’m not much good at swimming, 
though I can cuddle with the best of them. The cuddling’s for getting warm, mind you. I mention 
it only cuz I see you trembling so. I do got my Skunk honor to uphold after all.” 
 
“Where’re you from,” she asked, backing a little further. “And where’re you headed?” 
 
“I’m from over yonder,” he said nodding in the direction, “And I come to deliver a letter to a 
Skunk farmer by the name of Scanectity. My mom wrote it afore she died and made me promise 
to bring it. I just finally got around to it. Hey,” he said smiling, That’s a good’un. You want to 
hear ‘A Round Tuit’?” He began playing the tune. 
 
The water was now up to Victoria’s chin, but her curiosity about this young Skunk was 
beginning to kick up a notch more so than her sorrow was taking her down. His music and his 
charm were beginning to work on her. “What’s the letter say?” she asked him. 
 
“I don’t rightly know… I can’t read none. My mama and me didn’t have any time for book 
learning. You want to eat, you have to work. Use your head though and the work is a lot less 



hard. That’s how come I learned the banjo. My music makes people happy and they’ll pay for 
that same as you dug a pile of potatoes for’em.” 
 
Victoria stepped on a sharp rock, gave a pained look, and promptly lost her balance. Arms 
flailing, she flopped backwards into the deeper water with a shriek. 
 
Quick as a wink, Walter was splashing into the stream after her. Holding his banjo by the neck, 
he reached it out to her and yelled, “If you truly can’t swim grab holt!” 
 
Her head slipped below the water and came back up as she thrashed about in pure panic. Her 
mind saw Death watching from the bank of the stream and then she slipped below the surface 
again. In the burble of her own choked off shout, she heard a more masculine voice yelling 
something as an object splashed near. 
 
Reaching out, she found the rounded end of a banjo and her fingers gained purchase in its hollow 
body. She pulled and whatever was on the other side drifted free. She then heard frantic 
splashing that was not hers. 
 
The slow current moved her and she felt the thin slip she was wearing fold around and up 
between her legs. There was a tug on the banjo and her head came up just enough to tease her 
nose with the possibility of a breath. Her mind told her it didn’t matter none… and she saw 
Death walking alongside the stream waiting his time. 
 
The banjo tugged again, harder, and her progress down stream was slowed. She felt the rocky 
bottom with her feet and hope was rekindled. Pushing with her toes, her head surfaced. She 
gagged in a horrible gurgling way, coughing the water out of her throat with what little air she 
had left in her lungs. The air she sucked in was wet, but it was air which allowed her further 
fight. Tugging on the banjo, she felt her body come into contact with a low hanging tree branch. 
She latched to it like a leach onto a warm body, and sucked air as the leach sucks blood… both 
life giving to the creatures in question. 
 
Looking to the bank of the stream, she saw Death was still there… but he was no longer looking 
at her. Following the direction of the apparition’s gaze, she saw the tip of a Skunk’s tail floating 
away and down stream. 
 
“WALTER!” she yelled for all she was worth. “WALTER! … WALTER! … WALTER!” 
 

------------- 
 
 
Victoria’s mother came home that night crying. Lantern in paw, she was absolutely broken 
hearted that her daughter had not been found. Death was a sure bet, and she had only herself to 
blame. Bella Skunk walked with her for comfort and a shoulder to lean on if it was needed; 
which would most likely be the case. She was also along to be sure the mother would not try to 
join her daughter in Death’s dark dance. 
 



When Victoria hadn’t come back in a few hours, as her mother expected she would, the 
neighbors were called upon for help. Shortly thereafter, the entire village turned out to the 
ringing of the church bell. By then, the sun was well down and twilight had properly set in. 
 
Horace Hound was asked to lead the search as the villager’s chief tracker. He had a good enough 
nose to be somewhat famous for it and had easily lead them to the swimming hole. That’s where 
the tracks abruptly stopped. He had everyone but Scanectity stay back a bit so he could sniff and 
be sure. 
 
“She went into the water here,” the old Dog told his friend softly. 
 
“That can’t be good,” the farmer replied, examining the shore with his lantern for a possible exit 
spot from the water. “It gets deep real quick and the stream’s flowing a might bit fast for good 
expectations,” he added. “If she’s drowned…” he hesitated, shining his lantern downstream. 
 
“I figure maybe she’d be five miles down by now,” Horace finished for him. “It gets shallow 
there about’s and if she was to stick, that’d be the spot.” 
 
“I recon you’re right,” Scanectity agreed, “Especially since I don’t believe she could swim.” 
 
“Damnable shame,” Horace muttered. “Every child should learn to swim, even if it’s jest doggy 
paddle. There otta be a law.” He paused, and then turning around sniffed at the undergrowth by 
the side of the stream.  “Damn,” he swore softly, “She warn’t alone Scanectity. T’was another 
Skunk here.” 
 
“You recognize the scent?” 
 
Horace sniffed, and sniffed again, his eyes scrinched tight as he concentrated. “Nope,” he finally 
said, “I can’t actually recognize the individual scent but surprisingly it smells just a little bit like 
you.” 
 
“Not Junior?” the farmer asked him in a whisper.  
 
“Nahhhhh… I’d know that lard butt’s scent anywhere.” Horace looked towards the small group 
of people standing further up near the tree line. “What should we do now?” 
 
“Go home,” Scanectity replied. “If she’s gone, she’s gone; nothing to be done in the dark. As I 
recall, Curly Moe Bear lives down by the flats. I’ll go pay him a visit at first light. He knows that 
area like the back of his paw. If the body’s there, we’ll bring her home. If not, in a week’s time 
we’ll have a funeral all the same.” 
 
 

------------- 
 
 



Rose and Bella found Victoria laying in her bed sobbing. She was soaking wet and cold as ice. In 
her arms she clutched an old broken banjo. Mother and daughter found solace in one another’s 
arms and both cried until the sun came up. Rose in the knowledge of the pain she’d caused her 
daughter and Victoria for the love she’d found and lost all in the space of a few short moments. 
Bella thought it best to stay and keep an eye on both of them. 
 

------------ 
 
 
Scanectity woke just as the sun was coming up. It wasn’t the sun peeking through the curtains 
that stirred him from bed; but the loud banging on his front door. Sitting up from his bed, he ran 
his fingers through the fur on his head and yelled out he was coming. He then grumbled all the 
way down the stairs that his son could sleep through anything. Pulling the door open, he found 
Curly Moe Bear staring back at him through the screen. 
 
“Morning Curly Moe,” he said socially, and then yawned. 
 
“Morning,” the Bear said back. 
 
“You want coffee?” 
 
“Don’t drink it… interferes with hibernating.” 
 
Scanectity looked at the bear through his screen door and frowned. “If you back up a bit, I can 
open the door and join you on the porch, or you can come in… your choice.” 
 
“Come out,” Curly Moe said softly, backing up slightly. 
 
Scanectity did as requested and the bear handed him an envelope.  
 
“What’s this?” the farmer asked him. 
 
“Don’t rightly know,” he responded. “Found a half drowned Skunk tangled in my fish lines this 
morning. He asked me to deliver it to ya.” 
 
“Oh? Why didn’t he come himself?” 
 
“He’s got a broke leg.” 
 
“I see.” He squinted his eyes, the dawning sun making the bear a complete silhouette. “There 
was a bit of trouble last night I don’t think you’d be aware of Curly Joe. Might there have been 
any sign of young Victoria Skunk in your fishing lines as well?” 
 
“They found her at home,” the bear told him. “I heard it said when I was coming through the 
village and stopped at Marvin’s for some fried dough. The drowned Skunk told me the story first 



and said he thought she’d be OK… and if she is…  you need to get her to come to the dance 
tonight. You’re not to tell her nothing. In fact… don’t tell no one about him at all.” 
 
“Oh? And why would that be?” 
 
The bear smiled for the first time, his teeth making a white slash in the silhouette standing before 
the Skunk. “He plays a real good banjo and it’s gonna be fun. I like fun.” 
 
Scanectity smiled back. “You know Curly; I just realized how different you look without that 
washboard strapped to your chest.” He held up the letter. “Thanks for coming all the way out 
here. I’ll see that your request is honored right enough.” 
 
As the bear walked away, the farmer looked down at the envelope in his paw. He could partially 
see his name written on it, but the washing it’d received in the stream hadn’t done the ink any 
favors. Scanectity carefully removed and unfolded the letter. What was left was nothing more 
than soggy paper with a blue looking wash on it. Carefully refolding it, he placed it back into the 
envelope, and looked to the sun that was now fully risen. 
 
“All things happen for a reason,” he said softly to the orange globe. “I just have to wonder what 
this reason might be.” 
 
It was as close to a prayer as he ever got. 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Rose, along with Bella and Scanectity, almost had to drag Victoria to the Grange that night. The 
women went through no less than three dresses trying to get her ready, each being torn to pieces 
amidst anger and screams. Scanectity stayed down stairs, wisely  claiming it was not proper for a 
fella to be in a young lady’s room while she dressed. 
 
When the three women finally came downstairs, the old farmer stood from the parlor sofa and 
made the announcement that he’d squared Rose’s bill at the General, Seed, & Hardware store. 
When Rose began to fuss and threaten tears, he simply raised a paw and told her that Marvin 
owed him. For him, it was an easy way to get rid of a debt he didn’t want owed any longer. He 
then handed his wife a small bottle of Marvin’s three copper perfume.  
 
“Marv said to give this to you old Skunk,” he told his wife. “He said to use it in good health… 
and perhaps not waste it by pouring it over your husband this time.” 
 
Bella just smiled coyly and handed the bottle off to Victoria. “I’ve got my own scent,” she 
explained. The young Skunk only scowled, still very upset about having to go to the dance. 
 
When they arrived, Curly Moe’s band was playing one of their old favorites and the entire 
village was clogging about the room. As the four of them walked in, the song mysteriously 
stopped in mid note. This stoppage was quickly followed by the slower stoppage of the un-



musified stomping of feet. All eyes went to the new comers. Victoria would have crawled under 
the floor if it had been possible. 
 
“Ladies,” Curly called out to the entire room, “Gents…”  
 
All eyes now went to him. 
 
“You all know I don’t talk much, so pay attention because it’ll be a long time until you see me 
do this again. I believe that everything happens for a reason. That being said, I would like to 
introduce to you the newest member of our band. You couldn’t see him none, cuz he’s got a 
broke leg and has to sit to play. Now then… this here new fella has a special song to play to a 
special lady.” 
 
Turning around, he said, “Raise him up boys.” 
 
On a three count, four of the other band members hoisted a chair to their shoulders, and then 
walked it to the front of the stage. In it sat Walter Skunk, leg in a splint and a borrowed banjo on 
his lap. 
 
“I call this tune ‘The Wedding Bell Dirge’,” he proclaimed loudly. Looking right at Victoria, he 
smiled broadly and winked at her. He then began to play. 
 
Victoria, for her part, fainted dead away to the floor. 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 



Beauty 
 
 
Victoria stared without seeing into the mirror on her dressing table. The new brush her mother 
bought her that morning was idle in her paw.  “What’s the use of it all?” she’d asked her 
reflection; but the reflection wisely chose not to answer.  
 
All the time she’d spent trying to make herself beautiful had been wasted on a dream never to be. 
Was it all that important to dress up and have fine things? Eventually she would be old and 
haggard; the same as any of the other women in the village. Some part of her life’s puzzle was 
missing and it was making her crazy that she didn’t know what it was.  
 
She tossed the brush on to the table and sighed.  
 
“Mama,” she cried out in sudden anger. “Mama!” 
 
Rose Skunk came into the room bearing a steaming cup of water with whole mint leaves still in it 
steeping. “I’m here baby. I brought you some tea. Don’t fret so; I think the last of your bee stings 
are gone now. That oil Bella gave me to use worked well and I can tell you from a mother’s 
point of view,” she set the cup on her table next to the brush, “Your body is as luxurious as it 
ever was. It’s a wonder you wasted so much time on that Junior Skunk. The boy is as dense as an 
old elm tree and blind as Beatrice Bat.” 
 
Victoria turned and gave her a scathing look. 
 
“Oh I’m sorry dear,” her mother apologized quickly, “You did ask me to never mention his name 
again and I plain forgot. It’s just that I get so angry when I think about what happened. It was so 
very mean of him to pull that bee hive down on your head the way he did.” She picked up the 
brush and admired it for a second, giving her daughter time to calm down. It was fine brass and 
silver, and she was so surprised when Marvin Field Mouse let it go so cheaply. Of course the 
purchase wasn’t for herself, but for her daughter. 
 
Victoria sighed. “I told you, he didn’t do that… it just fell. Accidents happen.” She leaned in and 
placed her head on her mother’s small bosom. “I just feel bad Mama. It’s like I want to cry but 
the crying has left my body and won’t come back. I want to crawl back into bed, cover my head, 
and not come out ever again.” 
 
Rose stood gently smoothing the fur on her daughter’s cheek with the back of a paw. “There, 
there… drink your tea and you’ll feel better. What happened happened and there’s nothing to do 
about it except carry on with your life. Goodness knows there’s any number of boys who would 
give one of their testicles to be married to you. You just have to pick the one who’ll have the 
wherewithal to take care of your needs.” 
 



“Just the thing to make a girl happy,” her daughter grumbled, “A one nut Skunk to keep her 
company at night.” 
 
“Now then,” Rose told her, prodding Victoria to sit up, “What you have to do now is go back to 
school. When you fall off the teeter totter,” she said, speaking as if to a kit, “You have to get 
right back on or you’ll be afraid to ride it ever again.” 
 
“NO! I’m never going back to that place!” 
 
The mother Skunk, ignoring the outburst, gently moved her daughter to where she was again 
facing the mirror so she could brush the area around her ears using long comforting strokes.  
 
“I don’t suppose it’ll make all that much difference if you don’t,” she said softly. “This was to be 
your last year and there’s only a week left in any case; then it’s out for the summer. All the boys 
will be in the fields helping their families with the crops. People have to eat and Skunks, for the 
most part, are farmers. This old village is going to be so very empty; except on Saturday night of 
course, when everyone comes to the Grange for the dance. Lots of boys attend those dances right 
enough; and who says you have to marry a Skunk anyhow. In the mean time you might want to 
think about,” she paused in the brushing and looked at her daughter in the mirror, “Finding a 
job.” 
 
Victoria whirled and glared at her mother again. 
 
Rose actually took a step backwards and her tail went up slightly. “We’re not the richest folk in 
the village,” she added hastily, “And our store of money has been severely depleted.” She paused 
for emphasis and then holding up the brush added, “I spent it on you, daughter. It is now time for 
you to begin pulling your own weight in this household.” 
 
“Meaning you were banking on me landing Junior Skunk,” Victoria hissed back. “But now that 
those resources are out of touching distance you need to hire me out like a plow Horse, is that 
it?” 
 
Her mother seemed to deflate before her eyes and sat heavily upon the bed. “No,” she sighed, 
“That’s not true at all; but we still have to eat. We’ve enough in the larder to last the week and 
then that’s the end of it. I spoke nicely with Marvin Field Mouse and he said he could pay you a 
fair wage to work in his store. It’s barter for what we owe, but it will include our weekly food. 
He has a likeness for Skunks, so just be nice to him is all I’m asking. I’m getting on in my years 
and I’m not quite as desirable attractive as I once was.” 
 
Victoria gasped, suddenly realizing what her mother was insinuating. Dressed only in her slip, 
the young Skunk ran from the room, down the stairs, and out the door. She had no idea where 
she was going; nor did she care… she just ran. 
 
 

--------------- 
 



 
The sun was setting and the creek water, now up to her ankles, was ice cold. Victoria stood 
looking out at the flowing stream. This place was the local swimming hole and she’d kissed a 
fair share of boys here but had never once gone swimming. It wasn’t that wide but she knew it 
was deep. Her life was not passing before her eyes; disappointment kept her from seeing 
anything now except sorrow. It was a dangerous circle of things she’d allowed to trap her. The 
more sorrow she felt, the further into the water she inched; until she was chest deep and only the 
tip of her tail was above the ripples. 
 
A strange musical sound reached out to her from the stream’s bank. Turning, she saw a young 
Skunk sitting watching her. He had a banjo on his lap and was quietly plucking away at it. She 
recognized the tune as ‘The First Snow Waltz’, and this hardly made her smile. 
 
“I can imagine that water is cold,” He said socially, hitting a sour note on his instrument. He then 
ceased his plucking. 
 
“Who are you?” she asked, beginning to shiver. 
 
The Skunk played a small series of notes, never taking his eyes off of her. “I’m ‘The Banjo Kid’, 
he told her, but you can call me Walter. What’s your name?” 
 
“Victoria,” she told him, inching back a bit further towards deeper water. The tip of her tail 
disappeared from view. 
 
“I do hope you know how to swim,” he said, “Because I can’t. You get in too deep and you’re on 
your own for all of eternity. That would be just too bad, cuz you’re kinda cute for a Skunk.” He 
plunked away at a funeral dirge and then stopped, looking thoughtful. The oncoming night made 
his face hard to see. “You ever consider marriage? That’s sort of like dying I suppose, except 
you get pancakes in the morning. If you’re real lucky, and marry the right person, they’ll come 
with molasses all drooling down over the plate and maybe a slice or two of fried squash.” 
 
“What would you know about marriage and dying?” Victoria asked in a trembling voice as she 
backed another inch. 
 
“Well… my Mama was married. She told me my no account father up and ran off when she 
puffed up with me. She died just a year ago, so it ain’t my idea of pleasant on either side of that 
street.” He played a few more bars and then gave a thoughtful look. “Maybe you should kinda 
reverse your direction a little bit Miss Victoria. Like I said, I’m not much good at swimming, 
though I can cuddle with the best of them. The cuddling’s for getting warm, mind you. I mention 
it only cuz I see you trembling so. I do got my Skunk honor to uphold after all.” 
 
“Where’re you from,” she asked, backing a little further. “And where’re you headed?” 
 
“I’m from over yonder,” he said nodding in the direction, “And I come to deliver a letter to a 
Skunk farmer by the name of Scanectity. My mom wrote it afore she died and made me promise 



to bring it. I just finally got around to it. Hey,” he said smiling, That’s a good’un. You want to 
hear ‘A Round Tuit’?” He began playing the tune. 
 
The water was now up to Victoria’s chin, but her curiosity about this young Skunk was 
beginning to kick up a notch more so than her sorrow was taking her down. His music and his 
charm were beginning to work on her. “What’s the letter say?” she asked him. 
 
“I don’t rightly know cuz I can’t read none. My mama and me didn’t have any time for book 
learning. You want to eat, you have to work. Use your head though and the work is a lot less 
hard. That’s how come I learned the banjo. My music makes people happy and they’ll pay for 
that same as if you dug a pile of potatoes for’em.” 
 
Victoria stepped on a sharp rock, gave a pained look, and promptly lost her balance. Arms 
flailing, she flopped backwards into the deeper water with a shriek. 
 
Quick as a wink, Walter was splashing into the stream after her. Holding his banjo by the neck, 
he reached it out to her and yelled, “If you truly can’t swim grab holt!” 
 
Her head slipped below the water and came back up as she thrashed about in pure panic. Her 
mind saw Death watching from the bank of the stream and then she slipped below the surface 
again. In the burble of her own choked off shout, she heard a more masculine voice yelling 
something as an object splashed near. 
 
Reaching out, she found the rounded end of a banjo and her fingers gained purchase in its hollow 
body. She pulled and whatever was on the other side drifted free. She then heard frantic 
splashing that was not hers. 
 
The slow current moved her and she felt the thin slip she was wearing fold around and up 
between her legs. There was a tug on the banjo and her head came up just enough to tease her 
nose with the possibility of a breath. Her mind told her it didn’t matter none… and she saw 
Death walking alongside the stream waiting his time. 
 
The banjo tugged again, harder, and her progress downstream was slowed. She felt the rocky 
bottom with her feet and hope was rekindled. Pushing with her toes, her head surfaced. She 
gagged in a horrible gurgling way, coughing the water out of her throat with what little air she 
had left in her lungs. The air she sucked in was wet, but it was air which allowed her further 
fight. Tugging on the banjo, she felt her body come into contact with a low hanging tree branch. 
She latched to it like a leach onto a warm body and sucked air as the leach sucks blood… both 
life giving to the creatures in question. 
 
Looking to the bank of the stream, she saw Death was still there… but he was no longer looking 
at her. Following the direction of the apparition’s gaze, she saw the tip of a Skunk’s tail floating 
away and downstream. 
 
“WALTER!” she yelled for all she was worth. “WALTER! … WALTER! … WALTER!” 
 



------------- 
 
 
Victoria’s mother came home that night crying. Lantern in paw, she was absolutely broken 
hearted that her daughter had not been found. Death was a sure bet and she had only herself to 
blame. Bella Skunk walked with her for comfort and a shoulder to lean on if it was needed; 
which would most likely be the case. She was also along to be sure the mother would not try to 
join her daughter in Death’s dark dance. 
 
When Victoria hadn’t come back in a few hours, as her mother expected she would, the 
neighbors were called upon for help. Shortly thereafter, the entire village turned out to the 
ringing of the church bell. By then, the sun was well down and twilight had properly set in. 
 
Old blind Ben Nose was asked to lead the search as the villager’s chief tracker. He had a good 
enough smeller to be somewhat famous for it and had easily lead them to the swimming hole. 
That’s where the tracks abruptly stopped. He had everyone but Scanectity stay back a bit so he 
could sniff and be sure. 
 
“She went into the water here,” the old Dog told his friend softly, pointing his feeling stick. 
 
“That can’t be good,” the farmer replied, examining the shore with his lantern for a possible exit 
spot from the water. “It gets deep real quick and the stream’s flowing a might bit fast for good 
expectations,” he added. “If she’s drowned…” he hesitated, shining his lantern downstream. 
 
“Judging from the sound of the water flow I figure maybe she’d be five miles down by now,” 
Ben finished for him. “It gets shallow there about’s and if she was to stick, that’d be the spot.” 
 
“I recon you’re right,” Scanectity agreed, “Especially since I don’t believe she could swim.” 
 
“Damnable shame,” the Hound muttered. “Every child should learn to swim, even if it’s jest 
doggy paddle. There otta be a law.” He paused, and then turning around sniffed at the 
undergrowth by the side of the stream.  “Damn,” he swore softly, “She warn’t alone Scanectity. 
T’was another Skunk here.” 
 
“You recognize the scent?” 
 
Ben sniffed, and sniffed again, his blind eyes scrinched tight as he concentrated. “Nope,” he 
finally said, “I can’t actually recognize the individual scent but surprisingly it smells just a little 
bit like you.” 
 
“Not Junior?” the farmer asked him in a whisper.  
 
“Nahhhhh… I’d know that lard butt’s scent anywhere. He’s like you but got’s his mother’s more 
pleasant scent over riding it all.” Ben heart the small group standing further up near the tree line 
sounding restless. “What should we do now?” 
 



“Go home,” Scanectity replied. “If she’s gone, she’s gone; nothing to be done in the dark. As I 
recall, Curly Moe Bear lives down by the flats. I’ll go pay him a visit at first light. He knows that 
area like the back of his paw. If the body’s there, we’ll bring her home. If not, in a week’s time 
we’ll have a funeral all the same.” 
 

------------- 
 
Rose and Bella found Victoria laying in her bed sobbing. She was soaking wet and cold as ice. In 
her arms she clutched an old broken banjo. Mother and daughter found solace in one another’s 
arms and both cried until the sun came up. Rose in the knowledge of the pain she’d caused her 
daughter and Victoria for the love she’d found and lost all in the space of a few short moments.  
 
Bella, sending word to everyone by way of a passing neighbor, thought it best to stay and keep 
an eye on both of them. 
 

------------ 
 
Scanectity woke just as the sun was coming up. It wasn’t the sun peeking through the curtains 
that stirred him from bed; but a loud banging on his front door. Sitting up from his bed, he ran 
his fingers through the fur on his head and yelled out he was coming. He then grumbled all the 
way down the stairs that his son could sleep through anything. Pulling the door open, he found 
Curly Moe Bear staring back at him through the screen. 
 
“Morning Curly Moe,” he said socially, and then yawned. 
 
“Morning,” the Bear said back. 
 
“You want coffee?” 
 
“Don’t drink it… interferes with hibernating.” 
 
Scanectity looked at the bear through his screen door and frowned. “If you back up a bit, I can 
open the door and join you on the porch or you can come in… your choice.” 
 
“Come out,” Curly Moe said softly, backing up slightly. 
 
Scanectity did as requested and the bear handed him an envelope.  
 
“What’s this?” the farmer asked him. 
 
“Don’t rightly know,” he responded. “Found a half drowned Skunk tangled in my fish lines this 
morning. He asked me to deliver it to ya.” 
 
“Oh? Why didn’t he come himself?” 
 
“He’s got a broke leg.” 



 
“I see.” He squinted his eyes, the dawning sun making the bear a complete silhouette. “There 
was a bit of trouble last night I don’t think you’d be aware of Curly Joe. Might there have been 
any sign of young Victoria Skunk in your fishing lines as well?” 
 
“They found her at home,” the bear told him. “I heard it said when I was coming through the 
village and stopped at Marvin’s for some fried dough. The drowned Skunk told me the story first 
and said he thought she’d be OK… and if she is…  you need to get her to come to the dance 
tonight. You’re not to tell her nothing. In fact… don’t tell no one about him at all.” 
 
“Oh? And why would that be?” 
 
The bear smiled for the first time, his teeth making a white slash in the silhouette standing before 
the Skunk. “He plays a real good banjo and it’s gonna be fun. I like fun.” 
 
Scanectity smiled back. “You know Curly; I just realized how different you look without that 
washboard strapped to your chest.” He held up the letter. “Thanks for coming all the way out 
here. I’ll see that your request is honored right enough.” 
 
As the bear walked away, the farmer looked down at the envelope in his paw. He could partially 
see his name written on it, but the washing it’d received in the stream hadn’t done the ink any 
favors. Scanectity carefully removed and unfolded the letter. What was left was nothing more 
than soggy paper with a blue looking wash on it. Carefully refolding it, he placed it back into the 
envelope, and looked to the sun that was now fully risen. 
 
“All things happen for a reason,” he said softly to the orange globe. “I just have to wonder what 
this reason might be.” 
 
It was as close to a prayer as he ever got. 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Rose, along with Bella and Scanectity, almost had to drag Victoria to the Grange that night. The 
women went through no less than three dresses trying to get her ready, each being torn to pieces 
amidst anger and screams. Scanectity stayed down stairs wisely claiming it was not proper for a 
fella to be in a young lady’s room while she dressed. 
 
When the three women finally came downstairs, the old farmer stood from the parlor sofa and 
made the announcement that he’d squared Rose’s bill at the General, Seed, & Hardware store. 
When Rose began to fuss and threaten tears, he simply raised a paw and told her that Marvin 
owed him. For him, it was an easy way to get rid of a debt he didn’t want owed any longer. He 
then handed his wife a small bottle of Marvin’s three copper perfume.  
 
“Marv said to give this to you old Skunk,” he told his wife. “He said to use it in good health… 
and perhaps not waste it by pouring it over your husband this time.” 



 
Bella just smiled coyly and handed the bottle off to Victoria. “I’ve got my own scent,” she 
explained. The young Skunk only scowled, still very upset about having to go to the dance. 
 
When they arrived, Curly Moe’s band was playing one of their old favorites and the entire 
village was clogging about the room. As the four of them walked in, the song mysteriously 
stopped in mid note. This stoppage was quickly followed by the slower stoppage of the un-
musified stomping of feet. All eyes went to the new comers. Victoria would have crawled under 
the floor if it had been possible. 
 
“Ladies,” Curly called out to the entire room, “Gents…”  
 
All eyes now went to him. 
 
“You all know I don’t talk much, so pay attention because it’ll be a long time until you see me 
do this again. I believe that everything happens for a reason. That being said, I would like to 
introduce to you the newest member of our band. You couldn’t see him none, cuz he’s got a 
broke leg and has to sit to play and we kinda kept him to the back. Now then… this here new 
fella has a special song to play to a special lady.” 
 
Turning around, he said, “Raise him up boys.” 
 
On a three count, four of the other band members hoisted a chair to their shoulders, and then 
walked it to the front of the stage. In it sat Walter Skunk, leg in a splint and a borrowed banjo on 
his lap. 
 
“I call this tune ‘The Wedding Bell Dirge’,” he proclaimed loudly. Looking right at Victoria, he 
smiled broadly and winked at her. He then began to play. 
 
Victoria, for her part, fainted dead away to the floor. 
 



Bubblebath 
 
 
Walter Skunk slid a little further down in the huge tub… far enough that he got bubbles up his 
nose. He was content, having landed a job doing odd jobs and playing music at the 
Whackadoodle Inn. It didn’t pay much, but it did include room and board. That meant never 
going hungry; and he’d known a bit of that. His new employer, however, had insisted he bathe. It 
was part of his employment agreement. ‘You stink,’ she told him pointing to the large wash 
room. Looking at the huge tub, he asked her what it was for and had been promptly told to strip. 
 
“I ain’t going to take my things off in front of a lady,” he responded with a wink and a smile. 
 
“Do that again, and you’ll get my broom across your backside,” the old Fox stated in a matter of 
fact voice. “Know one thing right from the start Jethro; you work for me and I am no lady. You 
save those salacious winks for the pretty young things and even then I’d better not see any while 
you’re on my time. This Inn is an upstanding establishment and I intend to keep its reputation 
squeaky clean. Now get your backside behind the privacy screen and take those rags off. Throw 
them over the top so they can be washed and mended. When you’re naked you can sit on the 
chair until the tub’s ready. Then you get your fanny into the water and use the soap. You may be 
good with that banjo, but you’ve got a lot to learn yet about everything else. Be grateful I’m 
paying you and not charging you for lessons. How’s your leg?” 
 
“All better, thank you much. I think maybe it was just a sprain.” 
 
“Good. When you’re done then, you can haul in some firewood for the kitchen.” 
 
When she left, a Mango Fox came in and dumped a bucket of steaming water into the tub. 
Putting the bucket on the floor, she took a bottle from its place on a nearby shelf and added a 
good amount of brown looking liquid to what was in the tub. 
 
“I’m Walter,” the Skunk said, peeking around the ornate wooden tri-fold. “What do you go by?” 
 
“My name is Foshu,” she said without looking at him, “And I’m married.” 
 
“I didn’t ask if you were hitched.” 
 
“I just told you, is all. I thought your name was Jethro?” 
 
“Nawww…. I don’t know why the old gal calls me that. Is she always so mean?” 
 
The Fox smiled and picked up the bucket, still not looking at him. “You’ll find out right enough. 
You should bear in mind that ‘the old gal’ is also my mother.” 
 



“Oh,” he managed, his surprise showing quite plainly, “You must get your looks from your Pa 
then. I don’t suppose I shoulda called her ‘old gal’ huh?” 
 
Foshu didn’t answer him, but instead turned to go back to the kitchen.  
 
“Do I get in the water now?” he called to her back. 
 
“Only if you want to scald yourself,” she answered from the kitchen. 
 
It took five more buckets to fill the tub enough for him to properly bathe, and that adjusted for 
temperature by the addition of half a bucket of cold. When it was ready, the Mango Fox told him 
so, and then warned him not to cheat. “Bathing’s not so bad when you get used to doing it,” she 
said. “We all bathe here at least once a week.”  
 
Now, soaking in the bubbles, Walter began to see the wisdom of her words. He’d already 
thought of five completely new songs while basking in the wet warmth. Sitting up and 
inadvertently sloshing some water on the floor, he reached out for his banjo. 
 

------------- 
 
Vixyy poured Scanectity’s coffee and then her own before sitting at the table. It was an in 
between time of the morning so the dining room was empty. 
 
“Business slow?” he asked as he sipped.  
 
“That Walter Skunk looks a tad like you, ya know,” she responded, ignoring his question. 
 
The farmer almost choked on his coffee. When he could finally speak, he said, “Now hold on 
there…” 
 
“I’m just saying, is all,” she assured him with a sly smile. “Looks don’t mean anything really. I 
had a Fox working for me once that could have been my daughter… ‘cept I darned sure knew I’d 
never had any kits. Anomalies do happen.” 
 
“Anoma-what?” 
 
“I like him,” the Inn Keeper continued, knowing full well her friend knew what the word meant. 
“He’s got a good heart. The boy’s a hero and refuses to claim the title… ya just gotta respect that 
in a person. I’ve known too many who claimed the title on other people’s backs. Then there were 
others that deserved it, but it went to their head. When that happens they’re not worth a stick of 
wet wood.” She sipped and then continued right on. “In fact, he’s never told anyone the story 
‘cept Curly Moe, and even then just the bare minimums.”  
 
The old Fox snickered at her bad pun, being that Curly Moe was the only bear in the valley. 
Scanectity cringed and then smiled; he’d heard far worse.  
 



She sat back and looked at the farmer. “Victoria told her mother what happened, of course, cuz 
she was truly upset. A girl will turn to her mother during times like that. She’ll confess all in 
trust even if that trust is not deserved. Rose then told Marvin cuz they got this special 
arrangement no one’s supposed to know about… and… he in turn, told me when he was over 
here sweeping out my chimney.” 
 
“Marvin’s got a big mouth for a Mouse,” Scanectity grumbled. He then stopped and looked at 
the Inn Keeper. “Wait… Marvin did what… and they got what?”  
 
The old vixen leaned her chair back on two legs; something she would have yelled about had 
someone else done it. “He cleaned out my chimney. I got the brush set from that Rabbit fellow 
he set on me as some sort of bad joke. That’s the problem with you males… you’re always 
underestimating us females.” 
 
Scanectity glanced over at the huge fireplace, and then back to the Inn Keeper. “Now how did 
you get him to… no… never mind... somehow I think I’m better off not knowing.” 
 
She smiled at him in a friendly, and yet, predatory way. “People told me you was a smart one 
Skunk; and to think I didn’t believe them. Minding your own bees wax is a good thing to do in 
most cases. That’s what I do too… except I watch and I listen. Secrets are powerful things so 
long as they remain secret.”  She winked at him. “At any rate, the boy hasn’t said a word about 
what happened. His story, should you ask him; is that he was playing on the rope swing down at 
the swimming hole and got tangled up during a particularly high flight. That was how he hurt his 
leg and ended up almost drowning.” 
 
“Where is he now?” Scanectity asked her. 
 
“I got him soaking in the tub. His leg hurts, but it’s out of the splint. I gave him a job here. I 
figure the place needs some livening up and he’s a good musician.”  
 
She paused to sip her coffee.  
 
“Years ago I had me an actual pie-ano player,” she continued. “He was good at what he did and 
it brought me in a lot of business. His pie-ano cost me durn near a year’s income as I had it 
special imported from way far away. It paid for itself in six months time just in dinners alone. 
I’ve found, Scanectity, that if you make a good investment it’ll pay you back handsomely; and 
rightfully so. On the other paw, you bury a pot of money in the back yard for safe keeping, dig it 
up a year later, and what do you have to show for it?” She shrugged. “It ain’t a vegetable so it 
can’t grow any can it? Money ain’t a live thing, but it is a tool to be used. You sink it into 
something that’ll work for you and that same money will grow for sure. I bought a banjo for 
Walter from Curly Moe, and paid handsomely for it… but it’s gonna make me some money you 
can bet.” 
 
She took another sip of coffee, allowing her words to gain weight. 
 



“The way I see it,” she continued, “And mind you I’m ‘only’ a female; a certain old Skunk has a 
lot of land with some prime timber on it. The Beavers… now they’re good at working lumber but 
they do everything by tooth and paw. That takes a long time and it’s an expensive undertaking in 
labor alone. If someone I know were to erect himself one of those steam powered saw mills, they 
might have the Beavers working it and making back something pretty on their investment.  
 
“I’ve actually thought about that,” Scanectity admitted candidly, “But I don’t know if it’s worth 
the risk. Those steam gizmos are expensive and have been known to blow up occasionally. 
That’s the one thing about farming… I ain’t never seen a tomato plant blow up. I’d hate for 
someone to get hurt. Other than the danger, though, I don’t really know anything about’em; and 
a good investment is something you have to understand. That being the case, I’m afraid that 
leaves me out in the cold.” 
 
“Kast’s Pa had a saw mill,” she said, smiling sweetly. “He helped run the thing too. If you 
haven’t noticed, your adopted son is pretty mechanically minded. He’s going to build me a hot 
water reservoir over the kitchen stove so we don’t have to keep hauling buckets for the bath tub.”  
 
She then hid her look behind the coffee cup. 
 
“Is that a fact?” the farmer said thoughtfully. “I don’t suppose you know of any steam operated 
saw mill equipment for sale; now do you?” 
 
“Maybe I do… and maybe I don’t,” she responded uncommittedly, “But if I don’t, you can bet 
that I will. 
 
Neither spoke for a moment; both taking the measure of the other. 
 
“I gotta ask,” Scanectity finally said, breaking this silence, “What happened to the pie-ano?” 
 
She sipped at her coffee… the flash memory of sloshing lamp oil over the beautifully stained 
upright passing through her mind. “It burned up in a fire,” she said softly. 
 
“Fire does happen,” the farmer muttered; but that was his only comment. Picking up his cup he 
noticed it was empty and set it back down. 
 
“So does lightening,” she responded with a chuckle, but it’s far less reliable. “The boy’s a good 
musician. I’ll get my investment back… besides, should Kast need to be elsewhere, I’ll have 
someone to take his place.” 
 
Scanectity tipped his hat back and tilted his chair in reflection of the smallish Fox sitting across 
from him. “You really are something,” he told her in admiration. “Seems you got it all figured 
out.” 
 
Placing her cup back on the saucer, she picked up the coffee pot from its table stand and made to 
refill the farmer’s cup. “I try to take care of my own is all.” 
 



“Just half a cup if you please,” he told her, “I’ve business to attend to.” 
 
“Half a cup is bad luck,” she replied, ignoring his request. “Just leave what you don’t want. 
Besides, I need you here for a few more minutes. Tod Fox should be by any minute and I need 
you to witness some signing. I made a slight change to my ‘passing on papers’. He’s always been 
my attorney of choice; figured if he was good enough for you, he was what I was looking for.” 
 
“Fair enough,” he told her, “He’s as honest as they come.” Thinking about it, he furthered, “I’ve 
never heard that expression about half a cup of coffee before and I thought I’d heard’em all. 
Where’s it come from.” 
 
“I just made it up,” she told him. Her laughter was musical and her eyes sparkled with mischief. 
She then recounted how Marvin got stuck in the chimney flue when he was cleaning, and how 
his fur changed with the black soot to the point that his wife hadn’t recognized him when she 
came in. “I told him he was supposed to use the brush, not his body,” she finished. 
 
From the direction of the wash room came the strains of a banjo working through a slow song. 
 
Vixyy and Scanectity both glanced in the direction of the music. “I think I can bet who that one’s 
gonna be for,” she said as if to herself. 
 
“In this case,” the farmer responded, “I wouldn’t take that bet.” 
 

----------------- 
 
Walter was startled awake by a glass of cold water splashed in his face. He’d dozed off and was 
peacefully sleeping in the large bath tub. The water was now nowhere near hot. 
 
“You was snoring,” the old Inn Keeper told him as he tried hard to figure out where he was. 
“And my banjo’s wet. I don’t believe it was made for use under water. You’ve soaked long 
enough… your skin’s gonna look like a prune. You do know what a prune is don’t you?” 
 
He blinked. “No; what?” 
 
“A Plum that’s seen better days,” she replied and then cackled at the old joke. “I’m going out. 
Foshu is in charge when I’m not here. You do what she tells you to do and no argument. There’s 
a fresh towel on the privacy screen for ya. Foshu will be here shortly with clean coveralls and a 
shirt. Sorry if the fit isn’t quite right, but I had to guess and the lost and found box isn’t that full 
these days.” 
 
She left without closing the door to the wash room. The young Skunk eyed the towel, and then 
the open door. He wasn’t used to this sort of thing. His mother had always taught him to be 
modest, and modest he was.  In the absence of the bubbles, he was at least grateful that the banjo 
had been covering his nethers. ‘Well,’ he thought to himself, ‘The water’s cold, and the bubbles 
gone… and durned if she wasn’t right that he’d drowned his banjo. That was going to take some 
fixing.  



 
“May as well be about what’cha gotta be about Walter old boy,” he declared to himself and then 
rose from the water. 
 
Just as he stood, Foshu came around the corner bringing his fresh clothes. With a gasp, he placed 
the banjo in front of his loins and turned his tail to the wall. “Would you like a tune?” he asked 
quickly. 
 
The Mango Fox meeped, dumped the clothing on the floor, and ran from the room. 
 

 
---------------- 

 
 
The door to the General, Seed, & Hardware Store opened and closed. The door’s bell tingled 
sweetly. Vixyy stopped and looked at it. She then opened and closed the door again to be sure 
she’d heard it correctly. 
 
“Yes it’s fixed,” came Marvin’s voice from the back of the store. “And I hope you’re satisfied.” 
 
“I’m quite happy,” she replied loudly, “But I’d be happier if I could get some help out here!” 
 
Marvin came from the back of the store, wiping his paws on the apron covering his front. “Sorry 
Miss Vixyy, but I thought you were a particular cantankerous old Skunk. I fixed that bell just to 
keep him happy.” 
 
She smiled at him in a suspicious manner. “Yes, I’m sure that you did.” 
 
“How can I be of service?” he asked her, moving behind the counter. 
 
“You can’t.” 
 
When he looked puzzled, she explained, “I’m here to see your new assistant.” 
 
“Victoria? She’s over to the house helping the missus hang out the laundry. She’ll be along in an 
hour or so.” 
 
“How much do you pay her?” the Inn Keeper asked point blank. 
 
“Well,” he countered, “That’s rather privileged don’t you think?” He could easily tell the old Fox 
was up to something. Her very demeanor was causing all of his internal alarms and whistles to 
go off. This set his nerves on edge and he felt the fur on his neck standing up. 
 
“No I don’t think,” she responded acidly. “I need help for the week and I’ll double what you 
would have paid her… my pocket to yours.” 
 



Without even blinking, Marvin told her, “Three silvers.” 
 
“You’re a liar,” she stated flatly. “I highly doubt you’d pay raw help so exorbitantly… no matter 
who her mother was. If you told me silvers then it was coppers, sure enough.” 
 
The insinuation hit the Field Mouse like a brick. “She’s a good worker,” he protested quickly, 
“And worth every coin spent.” 
 
The Fox slapped a silver on the countertop and held her paw on it. “I’m sure she is. This silver is 
six coppers for the Skunk and the other four against my current bill.” 
 
“You’ll put in a good word for the store with the locals that come to dinner?” he asked her. 
 
“Provided you give me a fair price on the things Kast is coming to fetch. I’ll even throw in 
dinner this Saturday night for you and the missus; just cuz that’s the way I am.” 
 
“Done,” he told her, and then in a loud voice called out, “VICTORIA… FRONT!” 
 
The Inn Keeper looked at him and raised an eyebrow. “I thought you said she was at the house?” 
 
The mouse actually blushed, the insides of his ears turning bright pink. “Oh… that… well… it 
seems I was wrong.” 
 
When Victoria came out to the front of the store, she curtsied. “Hello Miss Vixyy. You called for 
me Mr. Field Mouse?” 
 
“I bought your services for the rest of the week,” the Fox growled at her. “You got anything you 
need to bring along?” 
 
“No ma’am.” 
 
“Good. Follow me then.” 
 
When the Skunk looked questioningly at Marvin, he nodded indicating she should go along. 
 

----------------- 
 
When Victoria and the Inn Keeper arrived at the Whackadoodle, the vixen led the young Skunk 
to the same table where she’d had coffee with Scanectity. Victoria sat in the chair indicated by 
the Fox… the one facing the windows and not the room. This way the girl’s attention would be 
singularly on the old vixen, who took the chair against the wall. 
 
“I’m thinking you’ll have some questions for me?” she said to the Skunk. 
 
“No Ma’am,” Victoria responded quietly. “Just tell me what I’m to do.” 
 



“How much was Marvin paying you?” the Fox asked bluntly. 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
One eyebrow went up. “Could you explain that please?” 
 
“My mother collects whatever I’m to be paid. There’s our food to buy and incidental expenses; 
dresses and such I tore up needing repair and replacement. Since I am done now with school, it’s 
time I helped. We have to begin stocking for the coming winter too.” 
 
“She told you this?” 
 
Foshu materialized at the table, placing a full coffee cup and its saucer on the cloth covered 
table. She then curtsied. 
 
“Stop that,” the vixen growled at her. “I’m your mother for goodness sake… you can be polite 
without being obnoxious about it.” 
 
The Mango Fox just smiled at her. Then turning to Victoria, she asked coolly, “Can I bring you 
something?” 
 
“She doesn’t need anything at the moment,” the Inn Keeper said. Hearing a banjo begin to play, 
she added, “Go tell Jethro to practice out back of the outhouse. His music stinks so it’s a good 
place for him. Tell him the Inn’s to remain quiet except at dinner time.” 
 
When Foshu left, Victoria said softly, “She doesn’t like me much.” 
 
“Do you blame her? Junior and Lucy are her best friends. You hurt them… you hurt her. That 
was also her wedding you so slightly disrupted. What did you expect… hugs and kisses?” 
 
“Maybe I shouldn’t work here,” Victoria replied looking down at the table. There were tears in 
her voice. 
 
“You’re bought and paid for; you haven’t got a choice.” 
 
The young Skunk looked up at her. “Why are you doing this to me?” she asked in almost a 
whisper. “Do you hate me that much too?” 
 
The Fox picked up her coffee cup and sipping at it, almost choked… it was cold. It appeared that 
her daughter was learning the fine art of silent protest. “On the contrary,” she told the Skunk, not 
giving away her surprise, “Unlike some other folks, I’m actually looking after your welfare. 
Your life started new no more than a week ago… I know what that’s like. Then, before my eyes I 
seen it slipping backwards and worse. Now you’re nothing more than eye candy for some 
lecherous old Field Mouse and your mother is collecting your wages. She’s take’n advantage of 
what happened to you for her own benefit. I used to run girls twice prettier than you and I never 
treated them that badly.” 



 
“Run girls?” 
 
Vixyy waves a paw in the air. “Slip of the tongue… an old expression. Have you even seen the 
Skunk that saved your backside since the dance last week?” 
 
“Walter?” There was a smile with the word. 
 
“If that’s his name; yes.” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“Mama says he’s no account. We said our thanks and that was enough. I’ve been busy since; 
dawn to dusk. Mama says it’s good for the soul to work hard, and if I’m busy it’ll keep my mind 
from… thinking…” 
 
“You listen to an old Fox little girl… your mother is full of hooey. You never loved Junior 
Skunk and she’ll keep you thinking you did. You only wanted him because you couldn’t have 
him. That one is done… move on.” She cleared her throat and softened her tone a bit. “Here’s 
my deal; and you can forget working for Marvin Field Mouse, that’s over with. I’ll pay you 
openly one copper per day, paid every Friday for six days of work. You will have Sunday off. I 
will also pay you secretly, an additional copper per day, which I will hold here for you. You may 
have this money whenever you ask for it. There are only two stipulations. First; that this money 
is yours and not to be given to your mother under any circumstance. Second; that you tell 
absolutely no one about this arrangement.” 
 
The young Skunk’s mouth dropped open and then quickly closed again. “Yes ma’am.” 
 
“You will work as a chamber maid” the Inn Keeper continued, “We’ll discuss the routine later, 
but know right now it is not a pleasant job by any means. You’ll be cleaning up after slovenly 
critters, and emptying their chamber pots as well as cleaning them out. In your spare time you’ll 
be doing laundry. Is this agreeable to you?” 
 
Victoria nodded. 
 
“I’m sometimes intolerable to work for, but I protect those who work for me. If any patron of 
this Inn ever even suggests something inappropriate to you, you tell me and I’ll deal with it 
directly.” 
 
“Yes Ma’am... but what about Foshu?” 
 
Rising from the table, the Fox said simply, “I’ll handle that. Now follow me.” 
 



She led the way back to the wash room and pointed at the large tub. “We all bathe here at least 
once a week. It begins now. Hike your tail behind the privacy screen there and strip. Foshu will 
get things ready and I’ll see you have a fresh uniform.” 
 
The old Fox, after quietly leaving instructions with her daughter, went back to the front desk to 
attend some paperwork. After a short time Foshu came out to see her, clearing her throat quietly 
to announce her presence.  
 
“As soon as you can get her trained,” the vixen told her without looking up, “You’ll not have to 
clean another chamber pot. In fact, beginning tomorrow you’ll begin learning the kitchen.” 
 
“But I already know the kitchen.” 
 
“Then my job will be that much easier in teaching you what you need to know,” the Inn Keeper 
said softly as she lay her pen down and powdered the document. Blowing off the powder, she 
added, “Eventually, I expect you to know every aspect of running the Whackadoodle. That’s 
important; because someday it’s going to belong to you.”  
 
She folded the paper, placed it in an envelope, and then placed the envelope in a pigeon hole. 
Turning, she gave her full attention to her adopted daughter. “Now I’m going to teach you 
something else. Where’s Victoria?” 
 
“She’s in the bath.” Foshu’s tone of voice made it very clear how she felt about this. 
 
“The door’s open?” 
 
“As you instructed… yes.” 
 
“She’s in the bubbles up to her neck?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
Reaching out, the older vixen took the younger vixen’s paw in her own. “You are such a pretty 
young thing,” she told her. “Trust your mother, dear. You are a Fox; and life can be so much fun 
when you manipulate things. Now then, I need you to do me one last favor, and I’ll even say 
please. Please go out to the outhouse and fetch me the banjo player. Tell him I need to see him. 
Make sure to bring him through the kitchen and past the wash room door.” 
 
Foshu sighed. “Mother Fox,” she said in a quiet voice, “I know it’s not my place to question… 
but why are you doing this?” 
 
Smiling sweetly, the old vixen told her simply, “Because I can.” 
 
 
 



Pain In The Backside 
 
 
“Why is Ma walking so funny?” Junior whispered to his father. They were seated at the dining 
room table waiting on their supper and Bella had just gone back into the kitchen. 
 
“She’s got piles,” Scanectity whispered back. 
 
“Piles of what?” his son asked further, continuing in their hushed tone. 
 
The old Skunk sighed. “It’s not a what; it’s a something. Trust me, too, when I tell you it’s a 
something women will never admit to getting.” When his son gave him a confused look, he 
furthered, “The ladies do not fart, nor do they belch. Neither are you to ever note that they use 
the outhouse just as frequently as us men folk and sometimes even more so. Then again when 
they get their monthlies and want to snap your head off you’re also expected to smile, give them 
a hug, and say, ‘I love you too, dear’.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
 “That’s just the way it is,” the farmer sighed, knowing this was going to be one of ‘those’ 
conversations.  
 
He took a sip of water from the glass at his table setting. Bella would have frowned upon this 
since the blessing had not yet been said, but she was absent for the moment and he was parched.  
 
“Mention of bodily functions,” he continued after satisfying his thirst, “Seems to be taboo among 
the women folk for some reason. Even having babies is done behind closed doors and the 
husband is shut out. They’ve got mid-wives you will note… not mid-husbands. Not like we 
weren’t the reason for the whole thing in the first place either, is it?” He smiled at his son, his 
eyes showing merriment as he added, “The feminine rules of the world dictate that we’re to see 
them only in their angelic form.” 
 
“Ohhhhhhh.” Junior was clearly confused by this. “Come to think about it,” the young Skunk 
said in a sudden epiphany, “Lucy’s never even joked about such things. I mean… me and the 
boys’ve had farting contests to see who could be the loudest and stinkiest.” He smiled, and then 
added, “Percy Possum tried a little too hard one time and had to run behind the bushes.” 
 
“As I recall,” chuckled his father, “That is one of the dangers of such things, but a good fart is 
indeed satisfying. I gassed old Marvin right out of his store one time and then laughed so hard I 
cried true tears.” 
 
Bella came back in and placed a large platter of corn on the table. It was the first harvest from 
her garden, tender and sweet and still on the cob. This was just the way her husband and son 



loved it. “I’ll be back in a moment with the biscuits and green beans,” she told them, “Keep your 
paws off.” She then hobbled back out into the kitchen. 
 
“But why exactly is Ma walking so funny?” Junior hiss whispered to his father. The word ‘piles’ 
was still not making a connection in his brain. 
 
“She’s got a bad case of the him-or-roids,” Scanectity whispered back with a smile, “But in your 
mother’s case we should call’em her-or-roids. It falls in that category of things women don’t get 
or do; regardless of the truth. We males generally just calls’em ‘roids’.” 
 
“Don’t that have to do with your breathing?” Junior asked. 
 
The old Farmer caught himself about to laugh and cleared his throat to cover it up. “You could 
say that,” he managed with a straight face. This conversation he would have to share with Bella 
later. He was sure it would lighten her load and anything that could get her to smile at this point 
would be worth it. Sipping at his glass of water to cover what smile there might have been, he 
said in a more serious voice, “Certainly your mother is not breathing well. The pain does cause 
her to gasp badly.” 
 
“Onus Otter had a noid problem,” Junior said, nodding in apparent understanding. “He’d snuffle 
and choke in a terrible way. He called it ‘adden-noids’ though. His brother said that he snored so 
bad there was no staying in the same room with him at night. When he’d get all choked up and 
gaspy like that we had a trick that’d help him out right proper.” 
 
“Is that a fact?” his father asked, playing into the conversation. 
 
“Yes sir,” Junior replied proudly and then smiled. “It truly is a fact. You said Ma’s in a bunch of 
pain and can’t breathe well?” 
 
“She is that.” 
 
Bella came back into the dining room with the biscuits and green beans putting an end to their 
conversation; though Junior winked at his father and smiled. 
 
As the mother Skunk placed the dishes on the table, she paused in her bent over position and 
gasped again. Slowly straightening, she smiled at her family as if nothing was in the least bit 
wrong. 
 
Junior, rising from his place at the table, moved to her and wrapped his arms around her 
shoulders in a hug.  “I’m sorry you’re not feeling well Ma,” he said kindly and then gave her a 
kiss on the cheek.  
 
Then, in a lightning quick move that took even his father by surprise, he yelled, “BREATHE!” 
and slapped his mother square on the backside. 
 

----------- 



 
Down at the Whackadoodle Inn, Foshu paused as she dried a glass and perked up her ears. 
Looking over to Walter Skunk, she asked him, “Did you just feel the earth move?” 



Gypsy 
 
 
Gypsy… tell my future 
Gypsy… tell me true 
Will I have what I wish for; 
Or does trouble brew?  
 
 
The Tigress in the head scarf held the Fox’s paw in her own and then spit upon its palm. The size 
difference between the pair was remarkable, though neither seemed to notice… such was their 
concentration. The feline wiped the spittle around the soft pad with a clawless finger and then 
looked closely at it. Her dangling earrings jingled lightly and reflected the light from the 
campfire. Her eyes moved as if she was reading a hidden script made evident by the spittle.  
 
“I see your husband…” she finally said, “He is not a Fox. This is odd is it not?” 
 
The Fox made to speak, but the Gypsy shushed her. “Not yet… I wish to see for myself.” 
 
She continued to move the finger around in the slippery wetness, sometimes smiling, sometimes 
catching her breath. “I see a family in turmoil. This would be in the beginning, when your 
husband made his choice. I see that for him this was indeed a choice of the heart; allowed for by 
someone in authority… someone who loved him very much. I think, perhaps, his father… Wolfs 
have Alphas… I am seeing this person as both. There was a period of… running. You moved 
from place to place to place like the Gypsy.” 
 
The Tigress shivered. “There was much snow. I remember that storm. I was close by and felt the 
same chill. I was very fortunate to have stayed alive in my small cart. I remember there was a 
great light in the sky during that time.” She looked closer and pressed the Fox’s paw under her 
finger. “I see the strange abode and another Fox… one who is a mother, but not a mother… a 
strange one with big ears and secrets. I think this one has sharp teeth and should not be trifled 
with.” 
 
She looked up at the Fox before her. “This is all true, is it not?” 
 
The person whose palm she held nodded, amazement clearly on her face. 
 
The Tigress again looked at the palm as if drawn to it. She gasped and shuddered. “Your 
husband will need you in the coming weeks. Terrible news will find its way to his ears and his 
heart will be torn by this. You must prepare yourself for his questions. He will search his soul 
concerning his past decisions, and possibly say hurtful things of himself. You must reassure him 
of your love… there is no turning back. He understands this, but may lash out all the same.” 
 



The Gypsy, so wonderfully dressed in her traditional garb, traced a finger further over the Fox’s 
palm, blinked twice, and then released the paw she was holding. 
 
“What you wish is not possible,” she said bluntly as she sat upright. “A Wolf and a Fox cannot 
have cubs. I am sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but truth is truth.” 
 
She rose and went to her campfire where she carefully poured out a cup of tea. Bringing it back, 
she handed it to the young Fox. “We all make choices,” she counseled kindly. “We must live 
then within the limits of those choices. I could have been Queen of the Gypsies but it was not 
what I wished; and so I travel from place to place pulling my small cart. Someday I may find a 
home where I will remain… but probably not.” She shrugged her shoulders in resignation. “It 
was my choice.” Holding up her left paw, she wiggled her fingers. “Did you notice I have no 
claws in this paw?” she asked.  
 
The Fox shook her head no, and then with a small gasp of realization, nodded her head yes. 
 
“They were pulled out one at a time by a King who did not like what I saw in his future. He 
tortured me, demanding the truth… and I told him the truth. He was killed the next day when 
those under him revolted. That was the truth I told him about. He may have stolen my claws, but 
my abilities were sharpened ever so much because of it.” She squinted her eyes at the Fox and 
then asked in her heavy accent, “What do they call you?” 
 
“Foshu,” the small creature replied softly. She cradled the cracked cup in her paws, staring down 
into its contents. 
 
“Foshu… that is a pretty name,” the big Cat purred. “Among my own I am called Poetigress for 
my love of the words. Foshu…” she said softly as if weighing her decision, “There is perhaps a 
way you might achieve that which you so desperately wish; but it will cost you much.” 
 
The Mango Fox nodded, expecting this would be the case. Taking out a small bag of money, she 
looked up at the Gypsy and said, “It’s all that we have. I would gladly offer more if we had it.” 
 
The Tigress carefully looked around the clearing. They were, as yet, alone. It was only her 
second night near the village and yet early for visits. The women would all come this night, and 
the men on the morrow. She would stay a planned four nights before leaving. It was her way… 
the accepted way of the Gypsy. The locals all knew this as well. 
 
When she was sure they were alone, she knelt in front of the Fox and carefully folded the young 
thing’s fingers back over the money bag. “I do not want your money,” she whispered. “I will 
give you the means to gain what you seek, but it is possible the talisman will not work. You must 
understand that, and also you must tell your husband what you seek to do, and why. If you do not 
tell him and your belly swells, he will never believe the baby is his. An unexpected house guest 
such as that is seldom welcome. I know this to be true. Many have been cast out for that reason 
and come to join us on the road. That sort of thing has been known to happen in our society too, 
but we accept it as a way of life. It is one of the many reasons a Gypsy is never welcome for very 
long. The women all think we wish to steal their men.” She smiled in a friendly way and then 



added, “We mend a few pots, tell a few fortunes… dance and make merry; and then we are gone. 
Anything bad that happens is naturally blamed on us and we have suffered because of it... all the 
more reason for us not to stay long in any one place.” 
 
“But you travel unaccompanied,” the Fox protested. You could stay here in the valley if you 
wished. The people here are very loving.” 
 
“When I refused to become Queen,” the huge cat explained, “I was cast out…  it was my 
preference; as is the Traveler’s life I have chosen. I will come back in one year Foshu. If what 
you wish comes to be, I will collect one gold coin from you at that time. Is this agreeable?” 
 
The Fox nodded.  
 
“There is a further cost… a very dear cost…” 
 
The Fox sighed and held up the money bag but the paw was again pressed back down. 
 
“The cost of which I speak is taken directly from your heart, young one. You must believe the 
talisman will work. If you do not believe, you will never have children. Do you agree to this 
request?” 
 
The Fox nodded again, and for this, she was handed a small cloth package pulled from some 
unseen pocket within the Gypsy’s dress. It was tied around the neck with a small blue ribbon. 
 
“Place this packet under your husband’s pillow. He is to keep it there until you conceive.” 
Leaning close, she whispered into the Fox’s ear, “There is a further requirement.” 
 
“Anything,” she whispered back. 
 
“When the baby is born, you will both love it with all your hearts no matter what.” 
 
“Yes,” she agreed. “We will… I promise.” 
 
“Now go home to your husband.” 
 
Clutching the small parcel to her chest, the Fox rose then and departed. As the Tigress watched 
her leave, she smiled, thinking; ‘So young… so innocent. With a simple bag of basil leaves and 
pine needles hope is born. It is this hope that makes miracles possible… but they never 
understand that.’ 
 
The forest whispered to her and she knew her next customer was approaching. 
 
Gypsy… tell my future 
Gypsy… tell me true 
Will I have what I wish for; 
Or does trouble brew?  



 
An older female Skunk came to her from the darkening forest. She smiled a shy smile. 
 
“Your husband does not know you are here?” the Gypsy asked. 
 
She shook her head. “He does not approve of such things.” 
 
“I believe I met him as I pulled my cart through the valley. He is a wise Skunk but very stubborn 
in his ways… a farmer.” 
 
The other female sighed. “That would be my Scanectity sure enough.” 
 
“What is your name?” the Tigress asked her. 
 
“Bella,” the Skunk replied. Reaching into the basket she carried, she removed a pie. “I don’t 
have any money but I did bring you this.” 
 
The Gypsy smiled. “I think that is a very nice gift you bring me. After all… I am very hungry 
and one cannot eat money; can they?” 
 
 



Talking To The Vegetables 
 

 
“All right then,” Scanectity said to the tomato plant. “You’ll be needing to tell me what’s wrong 
or I won’t be able to help you any, will I?” 
 
Tossing his hoe to the ground, he carefully knelt in front of the plant and examined its leaves. 
The color was not quite what it should have been. He knew there’d been plenty of rain in the last 
few weeks so that was not an issue. There was always the possibility of too much rain, but 
judging by the firmness of stalk he didn’t consider this the case either. The plant was, however, 
not bearing the amount of tomatoes it should and those it did produce were smallish.  
 
Since the fruit was not yet ripe, Bella was using them for pickling but that was more to be put 
away for the winter months than for anything else. She was also selling some at market, along 
with a good amount of the baby cucumbers, to those folks also beginning their seasonal pickling. 
This helped thin the crop so the plants could concentrate on what was left, but still they did not 
produce as they should. 
 
Besides pickled green tomatoes, there was also tomato sauce to be produced and canned. This 
meant the tomatoes, to bring top dollar, had to grow red and plump. The way things looked now 
this crop was even too small for frying, even though it had been on the vine long enough to be 
more than ready. 
 
Pressing his ear to a leaf, he squinted his eyes in concentration. “You’re hungry?” he asked the 
plant after a moment. “And how could that be? This is a prime field and the dirt here is the best. I 
attended to it personally.” 
 
“Whatcha doing Pops?” 
 
The old Skunk jumped and his tail came up defensively. Even before his body was done reacting, 
he knew it was his son.  
 
“Don’t ever do that!” he yelled.  
 
Taking a deep breath, he let it out again calming himself, and then added in a quieter tone, “You 
know I don’t like being startled like that. What do you think put your grandfather in the ground?” 
 
“I don’t know… what?” 
 
“Your Grandmother jumped him when he was coming out of the outhouse and yelled ‘BOO’.” 
 
“No way,” Junior responded, his jaw dropping slightly. “You’re just having me on again.” 
 



“Gospel truth,” his father replied sitting back on his haunches, “He clutched his chest and fell 
over right on the spot. Your grandmother ever after felt terrible she’d done such a fool thing to 
her mate. One day, not long after, she just slipped away in her mourning. Go check the head 
stones… they died within six months of each other. That left me with a lot of responsibility at a 
very young age. Folks around here didn’t think I could do it… but I did.” 
 
“Wow… I never knew that.” 
 
“You’re young and inexperienced Junior, so it’s to be expected you’d be slow in some things. I 
was too, believe it or not. Pretty much your Great Uncle Ernie showed me the way of things. I 
shor do wish you’d use your brains once in a while son; that’s what they’re there for. Lord 
knows I’ve tried to teach you. I’ve talked till my gums bled; but it hasn’t appeared to do much 
good.” He sighed and looked back to the tomato plant. Pointing at it, he said, “I’ve had better 
luck talking to these vegetables.” 
 
“Ah come on Pops,” his son told him, “Now I know you’re pulling my tail. Vegetables can’t 
talk.” 
 
“Don’t be too galldarned sure. I’ve been farming my entire life and I learned a long time ago that 
if you listen real hard, these plants will tell you exactly what you need to know.” 
 
Junior sat in the moist dirt next to his father. “I’ve listened to the plants Pops; really I have. I did 
it just because it seemed to be the thing to do too. I just never said nothing about it cuz I thought 
you’d maybe make fun of me like you always do. I’ve never heard them talk though; least wise 
no voices.” 
 
His father frowned. “I don’t make fun of you Junior.” 
 
“Yes you do. You sent me to the store the other week to get a left pawed skillet for Ma; and she’s 
not even left pawed. Mr. Field Mouse then sent me to the Whackadoodle telling me he’d sold the 
last one to Miss Vixyy and maybe she would loan it to Ma. She sent me to the Brush Bunny; 
who just happened to still be in town. He tried to sell me a hair brush, but I didn’t have any 
money so he sent me to the tavern keeper… by then the entire village knew what was going on. I 
felt really bad after that Pops.” 
 
His father leaned back and looked at his son. “I do things like that trying to teach you a life 
lesson, the same way your Uncle Ernie taught me.” He frowned, and then asked, “Did you learn 
anything from that particular tail pull?” 
 
Junior nodded. “I learned that to get a left pawed skillet, you have to order it special from the 
city. It takes about two months to get here. I went back and placed the order with Mr. Field 
Mouse.” 
 
Scanectity sighed. “OK… maybe you just need to be shown rather than setting it up that you 
have to figure it out by yourself. Pay attention to my words now; there is no such thing as a left 



pawed skillet. Think about it Junior… a skillet’s got just one handle and it’ll fit either paw… 
same as a shovel, or a pick, a hammer, or a hoe.” 
 
His son nodded in sudden understanding and added, “Or an axe… gotcha.” 
 
“There are, however,” his father continued, “Such things made specifically for left pawed 
critters; like scissors, and musical instruments and such, that’s what gives the joke a bit of 
credence.” 
 
Junior nodded again, but couldn’t think of any items to add to the list. 
 
“Am I getting through to you here?” his father asked him. 
 
“No such thing as a left pawed skillet but there are actual left pawed things made for left pawed 
critters; gotcha.” 
 
“Now then,” the farmer continued. “You can talk to the vegetables and they will talk back. For 
instance… you know that we rotate the crops field to field each year.” 
 
Junior nodded again. 
 
“Last year,” his father continued, “This field had potatoes in it. This year we planted tomatoes. I 
didn’t do that because the words sound alike. I did it because each of those crops needs 
something different from the ground. If I leave the same crop in the same field year after year, 
it’ll suck out what it needs and then basically starve to death. It’s actually best to leave a field 
fallow every seventh year so it can get its strength back. You let it rest, just like we rest on the 
Seventh day. Days for us, and years for the earth… and no I don’t think that’s a coincidence.” 
 
“And you found all that out by talking to the vegetables?” 
 
“That’s right; I did. I been talking to the plants since the very first day your grandfather took me 
to the fields with him. I also try different things with the same crop in different areas of the same 
field. You then watch and see which area grows the best, which one tastes the best, and which 
one chases the bugs away. You remember what you learned by doing that and you use that 
knowledge the next year to improve things.” 
 
Junior pointed to the tomato plant his father was kneeling in front of. “What did it tell you?” 
 
“It says it wants some plaster.” 
 
“Plaster?” 
 
“That’s right; plain old plaster… same as the kind we patch walls with. Now then, being that 
you’re here you can help; take the wheelbarrow and go down to Marv’s. Pick us up a fifty pound 
bag. Tell him to put in on our account. After lunch we’ll spread it around.” 
 



“You’re sending me on another ‘Tail Chase’,” his son said accusingly. 
 
“You don’t even have to tell Marv what we’re using the plaster for,” his father told him, “And if 
he asks, tell him we’re patching a wall in your mother’s bedroom. You can trust me on this one; 
the plants need plaster to get their health back.” 
 
“And you actually learned this by talking to that tomato plant?” 
 
“Welllll… not totally. The plant is telling me it needs something plain enough. I actually 
watched your mother mix some left over plaster in with the dirt of her garden. That being said, I 
also noticed that her tomatoes are three times bigger than mine.” 
 
“But you’re not about to tell her that are you?” Junior said with a smile. 
 
“What… you think I’m crazy? You don’t tell a woman she’s got a better paw on things ever. 
You’ll be married soon enough so you take that advice to the store and buy your bread with it. A 
woman finds out they did something better than you and they’ll never let you live it down.”  
 
Scanectity slowly got to his feet. Lately it was getting just a bit harder to do the things he’d been 
doing all his life. Perhaps it was the indications of his advancing years that mellowed him a bit in 
his thinking. Because of this he’d simply told his son the plain truth; doing something well was 
as simple as keeping a sharp eye on things and remembering what worked. 
 
When he was standing again the farmer took measure of the sun, checking the time of day with a 
practiced eye. “Go and get the plaster. When you get back we’ll take lunch and then we’ll spread 
it around the field.” 
 

-------------- 
 
Bella served up a fine meal that day. It consisted entirely of vegetables gathered from her little 
garden. The tomatoes were plump, red, and sweet. These were accented by fresh scallions, 
lettuce, and carrots. It was cooled to just the right temperature by hanging them in a mesh basket 
down in the well water just prior to serving them up. 
 
“You sure do know how to keep a Skunk happy, wife,” Scanectity told her, patting his belly. 
“That was one fine meal.” 
 
“Thank you husband,” she replied, “It always pays to have a hothouse garden right next to your 
kitchen. It’s rather amazing to think that all of these foods were begun even before the frost was 
gone from the ground.” Standing, she began to clear the table. “I’ll be doing more pickling this 
afternoon,” she told him. “I went out this morning and gathered enough of the baby cucumbers 
for a complete batch. I was thinking I would start the Bread and Butter pickles you like so much, 
especially since they’re so much work.” 
 
“I’ll bring in some of the big vinegar jugs from the barn then,” he told her. 
 



“I’ll be needing the pickle crocks too,” she added. “Just leave them on the back porch.” 
 
“Lunch was good Ma,” Junior added. “By the by, Mr. Field Mouse sends his regards, and asks if 
you’ll be doing pies this Friday. If so he wants five as he has family coming over for the 
weekend. I think he wants to impress them. Five pies would be a good indication of his wealth.” 
 
“Idle gossip and speculation is never a good thing,” his father warned, “Old Marv just likes to 
have enough in the kitchen for everyone.” 
 
“I’ve got plenty of the canned Peaches left yet,” Bella told her son, “So when you see him again, 
tell him that’s what the pies will be. 
 
“I will,” Junior said, rocking back in his chair. Looking at his father, he added, “He also said 
he’ll barter one pie to cover the cost of the plaster Pops.” 
 
His mother looked up. “Sit proper in that chair.”  
 
When his chair plunked back to the floor, she asked innocently, “What did you pick up plaster 
for?” 
 
Junior, caught totally by surprise, shot a glance at his father.  “Um… me and Pops have to patch 
up the hole in your bedroom wall,” he told her. 
 
“Hole?” she asked, and looked at her husband. 
 
“I thought you said we had a hole behind your dresser,” he replied flatly. “Obviously I was 
mistaken. Junior… if we leave that sack of plaster out in the barn it’s just going to harden up 
rock like so I guess the best thing to do would be to spread it out over in the tomato field. 
Tomatoes won’t know any different. Might be they would even like it. You get going now… it’ll 
be dinner before you know it.” 
 
Junior, following his father’s lead, excused himself and wisely left the lunch table as quickly as 
his feet would carry him. 
 
“You didn’t tell me how the fields were doing, husband,” Bella said with a sly smile as she 
continued gathering the plates. “You have something you might want to tell me?” 
 
“The tomatoes are lagging behind your garden well enough… but I got that handled. I think this 
afternoon I’ll be down in the turnip field hoeing out the weeds.” 
 
“Somehow that sounds a whole lot less exciting than making pickles. What did you do this 
morning?” 
 
He frowned, and glanced out the front window where he saw Junior hastily pushing the 
wheelbarrow up the path. “I was talking to the vegetables.” 
 



“Really… and what did they tell you?” 
 
“Well, the one told me it was hungry; the other just confirmed the fact that vegetables got no 
brains.” 



Moving Forward Into The Future 
 

 
Scanectity looked out over his fields. They were progressing well enough, all things considered. 
There had been the hail which pummeled the seedlings to flatness. That was a setback, but the 
seedlings rebounded. There had then been ‘the storm’; a tornado of huge proportions destroying 
everything in its path. They’d made their way back from that as well, though the work had been 
broader based, ranging out over the valley to the repair of homes, barns, and entire fields 
requiring a replant. With luck, those crops would be late but still ripen before a killing frost. If 
not… then they would help each other as they always had. 
 
So far there’d been ample rain, but that was always subject to change. The hot summer months 
could be fickle in what they sent you. Knock on wood for the rain and also that there’d been no 
insect threats yet. The farmer knew a few tricks to be used for that one. In several fields he grew 
radishes among the rows of other crops. The bugs liked the leafy part and who cared if they ate 
them since the radish was actually under the soil. He was also careful to sew in garlic. As a last 
defense, there was ground hot peppers mixed with tobacco and boiled together. The water of this 
concoction, then sprinkled over the plants, was a good deterrent.  
 
Being a farmer did not mean you had a lack of intelligence. Scanectity’s wisdom came from 
many years of trial and error, and he had a long memory of things that worked. 
 
This summer’s culminating project, and one he’d been working on slowly over the years, was a 
small dam which would back up a good sized body of water. That water would provide him with 
irrigation in the dry months and also power to run a grist mill. With the mill, he would be able to 
grind wheat to flour and corn to meal.  
 
All of this would take help when it was finally up and running. He couldn’t be both farmer and 
miller… there simply was not enough time in the day. Now that his hope for grandchildren was 
gone, he would have to make adjustments. 
 
“Hey Pop.”  
 
The called greeting caused the farmer to turn; he wasn’t expecting any company and it broke into 
his reverie. 
 
Junior waved as he approached. He was just back from their corn fields; his hoe over one 
shoulder. Scanectity watched him approach, his mind turning over ideas faster than he could 
even verbalize them. Just last year his son was lazy beyond belief, and now… now he was a 
totally different Skunk. Perhaps it was the influence of his fiancé, or perhaps his new adopted 
Wolf brother. Whatever it was, the old farmer was grateful for it. He smiled to himself as he 
remembered Junior asking him about girls and wanting to know how you could tell if they were 
‘ripe’. One of his less than bright friends had to have instilled that one in his son’s brain. 
 



“Whatcha smiling about?” Junior asked as he approached. 
 
“I was just thinking how different things were just a year ago. You’ve changed a lot.” 
 
“So have you,” Junior countered. 
 
“Oh? In what way?” 
 
“You’re beginning to think of more things than just farming,” his son replied. Stopping in front 
of his father, he took the hoe from his shoulder and used it to lean on. “And I think you’re 
beginning to realize you can’t do it all yourself.” 
 
“Is that a fact?” 
 
“It certainly is,” the young Skunk smiled. “We’ve a lot planned for this year Pops and we’re 
going to need some help.  
 
“And I suppose you know of some good help among that worthless bunch you used to run with?” 
 
“Not them; that’s for darned sure. But I do know there’s some out there. Times are hard and 
there’s a lot of critters need’n jobs. As I see it, we have a lot of land and a lot of crops that need 
taken care of.  If we do it, meaning you and me; then we won’t have any time to do the other 
things that are going to make us an income.” 
 
Scanectity frowned. “You been talking to that crazy Fox down at the Whackadoodle,” he 
growled flatly. 
 
“Maybe so, but I think she’s right.” He reached in to his pocket and took out a note. “Kast 
dropped this by for you. He says that Miss Vixyy has someone staying at the Inn you need to 
meet.” 
 
“You’re finished with the corn?” 
 
Junior smiled at his father. “Kast helped me and we knocked it out. The entire field’s been hoed 
and is now free of weeds. The radishes are getting nice and leafy too. I even ate a few just to 
check them out.” 
 
“I’m sure you did. Any sign of insects feeding?” 
 
“Not at all.” 
 
Scanectity opened the note and read it. He then looked at the height of the sun. “The old gal’s 
invited us for lunch. What do you think? Should we go?” 
 
“Are the ladies invited?” he asked with a smile; already knowing what the lunch was about. 
 



“No; it’s strictly business. We are to expect only those involved to be there. As I see it, we don’t 
have too much time to be dilly dallying so I suppose we’d better be on our way. For ‘good will’s 
sake’ we’ll swing by the house and tell your mother we’re going. Leave a woman in the dark and 
they have ways of get’n even.” He put his arm around his son’s shoulder as they began to walk. 
“Maybe you’ve a mind to share some of the thoughts you’ve had on the farm. You’ll find I’ve 
got an open mind when it comes to such things.” 
 

----------- 
 
Tod Fox greeted Scanectity and Junior as they came through the door to the Whackadoodle’s 
dining room. He was sitting with Beavus Beaver and Kast Wolf. All three had a large napkin 
tucked up under their chins. On the table was a very large plate of catfish and various other 
foods. 
 
“Come to join us have you?” he called out. 
 
“By invite, no less,” the Skunk replied. “Beavus… Kast… good to see you both.” 
 
“Hello Pops,” Kast replied.  
 
His salutation caused Beavus Beaver to crack up laughing. “Pops… I’d a neer heered im call’d 
Pops afore.” 
 
“It’s a family name, Mr. Beaver,” Kast told him. “Took me some time to get used to it too.” 
 
“Ahhhh… right right. Adupted ya didn’t’e?” 
 
The Wolf smiled. “I’m a Skunk now and proud of it.”  
 
Scanectity and Junior pulled up chairs to the table. Foshu materialized as if from nowhere to set 
their places with napkins, dinnerware, and glasses of water. “Miss Vixyy said you both were to 
dig in and enjoy your lunch. She’ll be with you shortly.” 
 
“I got a bad feeling about this,” Scanectity mumbled and the other’s chuckled. 
 
“It’s time to step into the future, old friend,” Tod told him. “From what I’ve gathered, we’re to 
get a rather interesting peek at some new technology.” 
 
“What’s ‘technology’? Junior asked, and then stopped talking abruptly as Victoria Skunk walked 
through the dining room on her way to the kitchen. She was dressed in the Whackadoodle’s 
uniform and carrying a chamber pot. 
 
Kast managed to kick his brother under the table, thus getting his attention. With a wink, he 
shook his head indicating Junior shouldn’t worry. The Wolf had deliberately not told his brother 
of this development, figuring the shock factor would be a pretty good joke. This exchange was 



not missed by their father, who sat back and smiled. His son’s expression of fright was worth 
seeing. Victoria’s presence was a surprise to him as well but he was far too cagey to let it show. 
 
From the open window came a musical shrieking sound that made everyone at the table jump. 
They were then quickly crowding around the windows to see what the cause of the noise was. 
 
“Is sump’n dy’n?” Beavus asked of no one in particular. “Sech agony… poo’re cri’ture!” 
 
“I believe it’s music,” responded Tod Fox. “Listen… that’s the ‘First Snow Waltz’ being 
played.” 
 
Kast discretely took Junior by the sleeve and pulled him towards the front door. The young 
Skunk stubbornly resisted, wanting to look out the window with the others.  
 
“It’s out this way,” the Wolf hissed to him. “I wasn’t supposed to say anything about it. It’s 
called a Calliope and uses steam that’s put through various sized whistles. We had just one 
whistle on the saw mill back home and it was loud enough to be heard through the entire valley. 
Trust me… people are going to come running shortly just to see what the heck is going on. 
Circus’ use them to attract attention.” 
 
“It sure got my attention!” Junior told him with a laugh, and then the pair was running around 
back of the Inn.  
 
“Just like Victoria did when she walked through the dining room?” Kast asked loudly as they 
ran. 
 
“That wasn’t funny. You should have warned me!” the young farmer replied. “What’s she doing 
here?”  
 
“Miss Vixyy hired her as a chamber maid. She hired that banjo fellow too and they’re both pretty 
sweet on each other. I’d say you’ve no problems at all anymore. My boss vixen is one smart Fox. 
Even Foshu has remarked what a good worker Victoria is.” 
 
The Calliope was mounted in a large wagon with Lions painted on its sides. Its two banks of 
steam whistles sat, one bank per side of the wagon, and a small exhaust stack belched smoke as 
the pair of Horses, who had apparently pulled it, fed and tended to the small boiler. The musician 
was a top hated lanky Maned Wolf dressed in a flowing gray gabardine suit. He was sitting high 
atop in the playing seat at the back. He smiled and nodded to the pair as they stood gawking at 
his musical marvel. Kast, having spoken to the Wolf earlier, at least was able to wave back. 
Junior, on the other paw, was transfixed. He’d never before seen anything to match such an 
instrument. It was true that the church had a small paw pumped organ, but it had nowhere near 
the ear shattering intensity of the music being created to the power of steam. 
 
The song ended just as the group of adults rounded the corner of the Inn. The Wolf, standing, 
doffed his tall hat and bowed to them; even though none had the presence of mind to applaud his 
musical efforts.  



 
“Gentlemen,” he said loudly, “Thank you for your resounding ovation. Welcome to Professor 
Wilbur Wolf’s Wonderful World of Steam. Normally we are part of a traveling show, but I also 
sometimes deal in steam machinery.” With this pronouncement he placed his hat back on his 
head, standing proudly in his seat. 
 
“Where’s the whacky vixen?” Scanectity inquired in an equally loud voice. 
 
The Wolf, turning slightly, indicated her presence by removing his top hat again and holding it 
dramatically in her direction. Vixyy, perched upon the back porch, smiled sweetly and waved at 
the Skunk, who in turn scowled at her. “Is this your idea of humor?” he called out to her. 
 
“Did you enjoy your ‘free’ lunch?” she replied, returning jibe for jibe. Turning to the Wolf, she 
asked loudly, “Professor, would you play another tune please?” 
 
“Classical music, My Lady; or something of local color?” 
 
“Classical would be lost on this bunch,” she replied with just a touch of sarcasm, “Something 
local… maybe ‘Skunk In The Hollow, Squirrel Up The Tree’.” 
 
The Wolf placed his Top Hat on his head and flipping his coat tails back, once again sat down at 
his keyboard. “Horace,” he called down to one of the Horses tending the boiler. “Mind the 
pressure and the water level closely; I’ll be needing a lot of steam for this one.” 
 
The Horse nodded to him and with that the Wolf began,  his fingers flying along the keys. By the 
time he was done. Beavus had grabbed Tod Fox by the arm and was dancing him around. Vixyy, 
moving down from her place on the porch was holding her skirt up and dancing in and out from 
between Junior and Kast. Even Scanectity was smiling. This time, when the music died, they did 
applaud. 
 
Professor Wolf stood and bowed, and then standing straight, held a hand towards the wagon and 
pronounced loudly, “Gentlemen, I give you the power of steam… the energy that will see us into 
the next century. It’s not only capable of producing wonderful music, but of powering factories 
and mills. It will even plow fields for you at eight furrows a pass!” 
 
Scanectity snorted. “Sure it will! “ 
 
“Sixfurrows at a time!” the Wolf exclaimed. “I’ve seen it… I’ve done it. The hardest part of 
farming has now become a matter of days… not weeks. Give me but a moment of your time, and 
I will show you exactly how it’s done.” 
 
“Did you eat yet?” the Inn keeper asked the Skunk. 
 
“No,” he replied acidly, “I was about to when I heard something being killed in your backyard.” 
 



She ignored his remark. Turning to the Wolf, she said, “Professor, would you join us for lunch? 
Perhaps over a plate of food this old rogue will be a little bit more sociable. In the mean time, I 
believe you mentioned a demonstration?” 
 
“Indeed I did,” he replied affably. “The boys here will set things up while we sup and then we 
shall see what we shall see.” 

-------------- 
 
Everyone gathered around the humming saw was duly impressed. Within the space of twenty 
minutes, the Professor and his assistants had cut enough wood to keep the kitchen at the Inn for a 
month or better. 
 
“And I can make the sticks as small as I want,” he told them in demonstration, “And that’s just 
for fire wood. For building, it becomes even better. No more hand cutting beams and planks. The 
work goes more smoothly… it goes faster…” He held up a perfectly shaped stick. “And the 
finished product becomes totally refined.” 
 
Scanectity looked around and found Kast still missing from the group. Very bad news had come 
to the farmer’s adopted son over lunch. Turning to Junior, he told him, “Go and check on your 
brother.” 
 
“I already did,” his son replied. “Foshu is with him. She said he’ll be all right. He’s a ‘Wolf’ 
Pops… he needs to mourn as a Wolf.” 
 
“He told you that?” 
 
“No; but he’s my brother and I jest know is all.” 
 
The farmer looked at his son and nodded his understanding. The young Skunk had certainly 
grown into an adult with the help of his adopted brother. That the pair shared such close ties was 
gratifying. 
 
During their lunch, talk had naturally been about steam power and all the things it was 
accomplishing in the growing modern world. The Professor assured all those present that this 
new science was changing the world. The old Skunk had argued, not so successfully, that change 
was not always such a good thing. He played the Devil’s advocate only because someone had to. 
This was business and if he entered things seemingly already sold on what he was about to 
purchase, the price would be three times higher than it should be. 
 
“Cut the jawing there Professor and give me a price,” he said at one point.  
 
The Professor, being a sales professional, was used to this and took it in stride. “Well sir, there 
are all different prices for all different types of equipment.” 
 
“I’ll tell you what I want and then you tell me how much,” the Skunk retorted. 
 



“Fair enough.” 
 
“I got some prime timber I want to cut for building. I’m going to need a full lumber mill. I’ll do 
business with you if you can handle it in a fair manner.” 
 
“Fair as in for both of us?” 
 
“I wouldn’t cut you out. You need to make a coin; I understand that.” 
 
“That’s plain talk Friend Skunk. I like plain talk; it saves me a lot of work. What you want will 
cost ten thousand in gold.” 
 
There was a quiet hush around the table. The price was staggering to the simple folks sitting to 
their lunch. Beavus Beaver even stopped chewing. 
 
“Break it down for me,” Scanectity requested, seemingly the only one not affected by the huge 
number. 
 
“You’ll need a boiler capable of supplying fifty pounds per square inch of steam coupled to an 
engine capable of perhaps 60 brake horsepower. That’s the heart of the monster. Since you want 
a full mill, you’ll need as big as we can get because it will be powering more than just your saw 
blade. Your best bet would be to build a separate shed for each of the items and then run a 
shafted power train that’s capable of the multiple work stations. You can put these up one at a 
time as you need them. Later, you can even add metal working machines if that’s what you 
want.” 
 
“You’re talking factory proportions Friend Wolf,” Kast said, leaning forward on his chair. “We 
only wish to cut lumber, not run milling machines and plainers. If things work well, we can 
invest in that later. Right now our thoughts are for building barns and such, not making 
furniture.” 
 
“You’ve experience in steam then?” The Manned Wolf didn’t really need to even ask because 
the answer was evident. 
 
“Yes,” the younger Wolf replied, “My Wolf family ran a mill over in Rose Valley. My father 
was the Alpha. Though I’m a Skunk now, I was trained to run the boiler and donkey engine.” 
 
“Yes, the Professor said, “I’m familiar with that place. Pity what happened to it.” 
 
There was a quiet pause at the table, and finally Scanectity asked the question that needed to be 
asked. “What exactly happened?” 
 
The Professor of Steam poked at a piece of fish still on his plate as if considering what to say. It 
was suddenly all too obvious he’d stepped into something unpleasant. He didn’t like being the 
bearer of bad news, especially when discussing business. Bad news always dampened the spirit 
of things and sales were most always lost because of it. “Life,” he said, weighing his words, “Is 



not always fair. I don’t have the details, but I have examined the ruins for the possibility of a 
salvage operation. As far as I could tell, the boiler blew up. It looked to me as though the Wolfs 
there pushed the pressure above what they should have… possibly there was a malfunction of the 
safety valve. With any kind of power comes a large risk when operating such a piece of 
machinery. The engine is still there, and you could probably get it for little more than transport 
costs, but the rest is gone.” 
 
“There was a community,” Kast said softly. “Ten houses with families.” 
 
“There is nothing there now, Friend Skunk,” the Professor offered, choosing his words carefully, 
“The houses were burned to the ground as if someone were trying to cauterize a wound. I’m 
sorry, but there is nothing left other than the steam engine.” 
 
“We don’t want it,” Scanectity said with finality, as he watched Kast, “So we won’t talk of it 
again.” 
 
“As you wish, sir,” the Fox agreed. 
 
“We do want it,” Kast said softly. “It’s a good engine and it’s exactly what we need. Can you 
supply a boiler for it? The boiler was a separate unit and that’s better than having them paired up 
as in some I’ve seen.” 
 
All eyes now went to the young Wolf; but his expression gave nothing away of what he was 
feeling. 
 
“Yes,” agreed the Manned Wolf. “I can do that and easily. I will salvage any and all parts of the 
mill that are there. I will have to act with haste so it can be done before anyone else has a like 
idea.” 
 
“Price?” Tod Fox asked. 
 
The Professor thought about it for a moment. “A thousand in gold for the engine and whatever is 
left there, two thousand more for a boiler and the sawing equipment… but that will take some 
time to deliver. I will try to go to the original builder for this. If they no longer exist, I will go 
elsewhere; which will take longer but is still quite doable. I will also assist in the reassembly of 
the unit and we will make sure it is serviceable.” 
 
“That’s fair,” Kast said to Scanectity and then excused himself from the table. He left through 
the kitchen and disappeared into the woods behind the Inn. 
 
Foshu, seeing him leave, and also seeing the expression he wore, left the kitchen in Victoria’s 
charge to follow him. 
 
The pair was not seen for the rest of that day and during the course of the night a lone Wolf’s 
voice was clearly heard calling to the moon. 



The Dancing Monkey 
 
The rainstorm came in waves; sometimes not much heavier than a mist and other times as a 
deluge speckled with hail. It was a soaking rain and welcomed by those living in the valley as it 
was so needed to grow their crops. It brought life without a thunderous lightning and yet 
everyone housebound or soaked trying to be outside would decry it with childish simplicity; 
hoping it would go away and come again another day.  
 
And so it was, since presently there were no guests, the staff of the Whackadoodle Inn idled 
inside attending to not much of anything.  
 
In the absence of guests, things were unusually quiet. Aside from the sound of the rain, there was 
only the ticking of the large grandfather clock located in the foyer and a soft resonance of banjo 
music as Walter practiced in the parlor. So too came the gentle aroma of something cooking 
from the kitchen; though Foshu actually expected no customers to brave the weather. Victoria, 
having finished her cleaning duties, asked for and was granted permission to sit in the parlor with 
Walter while she mended uniforms. Kast, to keep from being bored, was working on the 
waterlines to the bath room, adding a cold tank, which was something of his own invention. That 
left Miss Vixyy sitting behind her small desk in the foyer fussing over the books. 
 
The front door opened quietly and then closed again. A creature wrapped in an overly large and 
very wet cloak quietly made his way to the front desk and stood looking over at her. 
 
“A critter comes in like that,” she said without looking up, “They either mean to rob you or kill 
you… or maybe both. Which is it to be?” 
 
“A blue sky… a grassy field… a willing vixen… and a little dancing monkey to tickle her 
fancy,” the stranger said softly. 
 
The old vixen looked up and into the smiling eyes of a rather large Wolf. He was far from young 
and gray around the muzzle; his face the only part of him exposed. His cover, which was 
dripping water from the brim, was a largish felt top hat suggesting subtlety of royalty.  
 
“You told me that once,” he said softly, “A long long time ago. I never imagined the pair of us 
meeting under such wet circumstances; but I have often dreamed I would find you again.”  
 
The Inn Keeper just looked at him, her expression blank. She blinked but once. 
 
The Wolf looked very disappointed at her lack of response. Placing a bag of money on the 
counter top, he said, “I’m sorry… I mistook you for someone from my past. It was a very long 
time ago. I did not mean…” He blinked. “I need rooms for twenty one, and food. It’s been a long 
hard day for traveling. Might you be able to accommodate us?” 
 



The Fox placed both paws upon his one which covered the money bag. “Metassus Wolf… Oh 
my word… is it really you?” Her voice sounded as though it might crack. “I only have ten 
rooms, so it will be two sharing each room if that would be acceptable.” 
 
“And what about the twenty first member of this troupe?” he asked, slowly removing his hat and 
placing it upon the small desk top. He kept his eyes averted, not wishing to influence the answer 
as he wished the simple truth. 
 
“I have a special room for the twenty first member at the very top of this dwelling,” she told him, 
“And he can stay there as long as he wants so long as he still has that little dancing monkey in 
his pocket.” 
 
The Wolf sighed and smiled again. Facing her he said, “My heart almost stopped when I thought 
you didn’t remember me. I recall the day you named it such; and you should know that it has 
been called so ever since.” Lifting both her paws in his one, he gently kissed each of them. “My 
heart hurts seeing you again. I am reminded of so much… it was such a happy time in my paltry 
existence.” He reached out and stroked her cheek with his free paw. “I never would have thought 
to find you in such a place as this valley Vixyy.” 
 
“Another secret to be shared between us; yes?” she whispered. 
 
He bowed slightly with a click of his heals. “And so it shall be,” he replied placing his hat upon 
her head. Smiling, he made sure to get her long ears through the holes in the brim so it wouldn’t 
fall off. “So long as I can visit whenever I wish I will be content,” he added when he was done 
“Would you think me a liar if I told you I never took another lover after that time?” 
 
The old Fennec smiled back at him from under the hat. “Of course I would, my Metassus Wolf, 
but for now I will pretend I believe it with my whole heart. Go and bring your people in… just 
don’t stray too far… I have delicious plans for you and your monkey.” 
 
With that she reached over and rang the desk bell several times calling her staff on the double. 
 

---------------- 
 
The day, thereafter, could be best described as incredibly raucous. Twenty of the strangest 
creatures the staff of the Whackadoodle ever encountered came into their home as one, soaking 
the foyer with their wet apparel as they quickly stripped completely naked in an attempt to dry 
themselves. Fur was shaken and fluffed out, while warmth was sought from the fireplace of the 
sitting area behind the front desk. Kast quickly added three logs and everyone took a turn in front 
of the flames. Modesty did not seem to travel with this company, yet as embarrassing as it was at 
first; within a short amount of time the aspect of nakedness was at least somewhat ignorable by 
the staff.  
 
Kast, who’d received a warning pinch from Foshu when it appeared he was looking a little too 
hard, counted three smallish red vixen Foxes obviously identical triplet’s, two pair of Raccoons, 
three Weasels (two males and a female), a pair of Badgers, a female Skunk, two male Bears, one 



black and one brown, twin honey blond female Bears, and three gorgeously proportioned 
Rabbits, one male and two females. The group ranged from the very young to the incredibly old 
and with them they brought musical instruments of a type never seen before in the valley. All of 
these had been lovingly protected against the rain. Taken from their cases, they were gently dried 
and then placed upon the various dining room tables to air out. 
 
Victoria brought as many towels as she could carry and quickly went back for more. Foshu, in 
the mean time, began the arduous task of preparing food for so many on such a short notice. Kast 
and Walter, at the Inn Keeper’s direction, dressed out in rain gear to help unpack the baggage. 
They then pulled the carts and wagons around back to the barn. 
 
Soup was brought first since a huge pot was always cooking on the stove. All of the Inn’s bowls 
were unceremoniously piled on one table along with spoons and napkins. Foshu, on one handle 
and Victoria on the other, then hefted the huge soup pot and brought it in from the kitchen. This 
was placed on a hot pad thrown upon the table next to the bowls and the pot uncovered. The soup 
was then ladled out in a surprisingly gentle and well mannered way with much thanks given (all 
spoken in a strange language), along with more than a few winks and smiles. 
 
When things were semi-settled, Miss Vixyy pulled the troupe’s leader by the paw into the bath 
room. There she drew a hot bath for him complete with her best scented bubble liquid. Foshu 
noted that her adopted mother wore a strange smile. Her movements, too, had become light and 
youthful. The Mango Fox might have teased her about this if she wasn’t so busy attending to the 
cooking. After the grayish Wolf disrobed behind the changing screen, the old Fox rung out his 
clothing and hung it on the line in the warm kitchen. She then discretely closed the bath room 
door remaining inside. 
 
A moment later, the door opened a crack and Foshu was asked for a large bowl of soup and two 
spoons. When this was provided, the young Fox saw in a brief glimpse that the Wolf was 
submerged in the bathtub under a mountain of scented bubbles and her adopted mother was quite 
naked in preparation to joining him. 

------------ 
 
Kast and Walter came in just as the soup was being finished by their guests. Victoria had been 
serving while Foshu began preparing as many different dishes as she could think to offer up. 
Choice of who wanted what would be up to the individuals as they would serve the meal 
smorgasbord style. With such a huge influx of company this was the only way and the young 
cook was quick to put the two males to work. At her insistence, they both donned long aprons 
and tied their sleeves up. 
 
“They’re all still naked,” Walter whispered as he peeked through the kitchen door.  
 
Foshu’s quick eye noticed a slight bulge just below his belt line. “Just you never mind that,” she 
hissed at him while flipping large slabs of fried squash. “Get the tables set up, and don’t you do 
anything to upset Victoria.” She wasn’t sure why she’d said such a thing… but since Victoria 
had come to work at the Inn the pair surprisingly found they had more than common ground 
between them. 



 
Walter gave her a questioning look, confusion clearly in his expression. “What’s she got to do 
with anything?” 
 
The Mango Fox wiggled her spatula at him changing the subject. “The soup warmed them up but 
we’ve still got twenty hungry souls out there and everything’s been paid for in advance. That’s 
money in the Inn’s coffers. That’s where your pay comes from, so be quick.”   
 
“Don’t you sound like the bossy one,” the Skunk quipped back. “Where’s Miss Vixyy?” 
 
Foshu pointed with her nose to the bath room, but didn’t say what she was thinking. 
 
Kast came up behind her after hanging the rain gear in the root cellar He hugged her around the 
middle; but she didn’t stop cooking. He sniffed at her neck. “I’m guessing you’re feeling the 
pressure of being in charge aren’t you, my cranky Fox,” he whispered in her ear. “Maybe you’d 
like to take a little break? I can cook well enough.” When this didn’t get her attention, he kissed 
her behind the ear and was rewarded with an over the shoulder smack from her spatula. 
 
“I can do this,” she hissed, continuing to stir and flip things on the stove. “You think I’m inept or 
something?” 
 
“I didn’t say that,” he told her softly, rubbing his nose, “I was just saying… well… you’re a 
good cook and all, but this is a full house.”  
 
Turning, Foshu put her paws on her hips and gave him a look. “I’m a good cook!” 
 
“I didn’t say you weren’t,” he shot back. 
 
They both then looked over at Walter, who was standing by the dining room door smiling at 
them.  
 
“What?!” he asked, feigning innocence, “I like your cooking.” In a lower voice, he added, “Cept 
maybe your mushy collard greens.” 
 
The Inn’s staff became very busy then. All else but doing that which was needed in providing a 
good lunch was pushed aside. Once the meal had been eaten, however, things became anything 
but work as usual. 
 
Victoria, in an attempt to pick up the used soup bowls, was stopped by one of the male 
Raccoons. The room was buzzing with conversation but as soon as he placed a paw on her wrist, 
all conversation stopped. He said something she did not understand and then winked at her.  
 
“I’m sorry?” she said politely. 
 
Standing from the table he took the bowl she’d attempted to retrieve and placed it upon his chin, 
balancing it expertly. With a flip of his jaw, the bowl tumbled towards the floor. The 



chambermaid gasped, thinking it would break, but he caught it on one foot. With a smile he 
flipped it up again and it landed on his head like a hat. He gave her a silly grin and an arms out 
expression that made her giggle. 
 
“I have to pick up now,” she told him politely. 
 
He held up a finger causing her to pause and then slowly pointed it at one of the Badgers. She 
was the crone of the group and obviously well respected. Though she had only two teeth in her 
head she was a gifted musician and her fingers were extremely nimble. Nodding to the Raccoon, 
the crone took up an oversized instrument and then seated herself with it on her lap. Turning a 
crank on its end there came an instant droning sound. The others in the dining room began a slow 
clap as the old Badger’s fingers began pulling out individual notes from her instrument. In this 
fashion, she wove a tune much as a master weaver will create a rug from yarn. The Raccoon 
bowed to the group as a whole, and then to Victoria alone. Holding up the foot he’d caught the 
bowl with he began a one legged hop. Tipping his head, the soup bowl fell off and was again 
caught with the foot. 
 
“Hup hup,” he said, and someone tossed him another bowl. This he began to play with, spinning 
it about… up and down, back and forth; flipping it over and over and over. When Victoria’s eyes 
were transfixed on this bowl, he suddenly kicked the other into the air while dropping this one. 
The one dropped landed on his now empty foot, and the other he deftly caught beginning the 
rhythm again. The music carried him and his movements became progressively faster. “Hup 
hup,” he said again and another bowl sailed through the air joining the other two. During all of 
this, he never stopped smiling at the pretty Skunk. 
 
In the end he had no less than five bowls flying in the air around him. Never once did he stop 
hopping in time with the music and never once did he drop any of the bowls. When he finished, 
he held out all five of the bowls, now neatly stacked, to the chambermaid. 
 
Clapping her paws in delight, Victoria gave him a ‘not so sure’ smile when she found she was 
the only one applauding and then accepted them graciously. 
 
The Raccoon winked at her. “Is rain outside; no one but us come today. Why not join us for 
dance… eh? We all hasss fur the same.” 
 
Victoria, for once in her life, was at a loss for words. “I.. I have to pick up,” she managed to 
reply. 
 
“We all help then.” He smiled and announced something to the troupe in general. He then 
translated for her, “Many paws make light work… eh? Music… it also help.”  
 
There was much laughter, but it was a happy laughter. Like the music it danced in the air. Some 
of them picked up their various instruments and crowded together into one corner of the room. 
Within seconds of this they began to play a lively tune. The rest of the group, with breasts 
dangling and sheaths snugged tight, began gathering up the plates and silverware. Their bodies 
danced with the strange rhythm and the chore of cleaning up flowed; becoming something that 



was fun rather than work. What would have taken Victoria almost an hour was accomplished in a 
matter of minutes.  
 
In the kitchen it was the same. As the Inn’s Cook stood back and watched, the dishes were 
washed, the stove scrubbed, and a new pot of soup begun. The triplet Foxes, taking an immediate 
shine to her, pressed in hugging her around the hips. Because of their diminutive size, they 
appeared almost like kits… and the Mango Fox found herself laughing with them as they all tried 
to speak to her at once in a language she couldn’t even understand. 
 
“Where’s Miss Vixyy?” Walter asked loudly enough to be heard over the music. 
 
“She’s in the bath room with the Wolf,” Foshu told him, beginning to wiggle in an involuntary 
reflex to the music. 
 
The Skunk knocked on the door. When there was no answer he pushed it open and found there 
was no one inside. Looking to Foshu, he saw her shrug her shoulders.  
 
“I’ve been in the kitchen all along,” she told him, “And I never saw them come out.” 
 
One of the female Rabbits snatched Walter’s paw then and dragged him back into the dinning 
room. His jaw dropped when he saw Victoria dancing within a group of those who’d helped 
clean up. He was then pushed in her direction by one of the honey blond Bears, who was also 
dragging Kast by the paw. Foshu, in turn, was being moved along by the triplet Foxes, one on 
each paw and the last pushing on her rump. 
 

------------ 
 
 
Upstairs in her tower room, Vixyy was snuggled close alongside Metassus Wolf. Neither spoke 
as they moved in an urgent unity. The noise of the music downstairs seemed far away; and 
neither she nor the Wolf paid it any mind. 
 
 

-------------- 
 
 
As the rain poured down it muted the sound from inside of the Inn to the outside world. This was 
a good thing because the music within the Whackadoodle had become loud to the point of 
deafening. As hard cider found in the root cellar was served in abundance, each of the strange 
troupe performed as the others watched, sang, or played music. There was juggling, sleight of 
hand, dancing, and acrobatics. In the confined space of the dining room the performance was 
nothing short of breath taking. Soon the area was toasty warm from just the body heat of 
exertion. The air also became thick and musky with the smell of wet sweaty fur.  
 
Being totally taken with the moment, the staff of the Whackadoodle shared cider with these 
strange guests. Victoria and the female Skunk from the troupe, whose name was Sonja, were 



each perched on one of Walter’s knees. The triplet vixens danced as one around Foshu, 
apparently idolizing her. She, in turn, sat upon Kast’s lap clapping and laughing in turn as the 
Weasels clowned, treating the pair as if they were royalty seated for a very special performance. 
 
Soon it was the turn of the triplets. Holding paws, the little Red Foxes crowded close and as one 
breathed in the Mango Fox’s scent as if it were expensive perfume. They then moved to what 
would be center stage laughing and singing as if intoxicated while the music ebbed, flowed, and 
then ebbed again. By this time all four of the staff were feeling the cider. Politely yawning 
behind paws, their eyes became more than just a little heavy. 
 
The song playing came to a close and as soon as it did the drummer began a rhythmic beat. The 
Rabbits, as if on cue, came forward and space was cleared for them. They moved in adept 
unison… coming close… separating… and then coming close again in the undulating vibrations 
of a dance with no defined movements.  The drummer slowed, and soft pipes began a very 
soothing melody, while at the same time the dancers became hypnotic in their movements. 
 
The others of the troupe began a soft chant; ‘Alancha… alancha… alancha… and the Inn’s staff, 
as one, found themselves nodding off. 
 
One of the little Foxes leaned in to Foshu, kissed her on the neck, and then whispered into her 
ear, “You are very sleepy; yes? Maybe it is time for your bed.” She then joined in the soft chant, 
which built in intensity until the voices blended and flowed with the music. The musky smell of 
the troupe’s wet fur was overpowering. 
 
The chant finished, and the triplets came softly forward to the Fox and Wolf in front of them. 
Grabbing their paws, they pulled them to their feet and herded them around the corner to the 
stairs where Foshu grasped the idea that her bed would be so very comfortable. Taking her 
mate’s paw she led the way, fighting hard to stay awake long enough to get them both under the 
covers. 
 
As the troupe began a soft song of hearth and home, Sonja Skunk pulled a more than willing 
Walter and Victoria to their feet and headed them in the same direction. In a moment, both were 
stumbling down the short hallway to Foshu’s small room. Bursting through the door they fell to 
the floor and were asleep as soon as they’d done so.  
 
 

--------------- 
 
 
Waking in the late afternoon, the four found themselves alone in the little bedroom. Walter and 
Victoria were still on the floor, though they had blankets and pillows. The pair woke cuddled 
tightly… something neither of them was in too much of a hurry to move away from. Smiling 
sheepishly at each other, the four opened the door and listened; but heard nothing. As one, they 
tiptoed downstairs expecting to find everything in a shambles. Oddly, this was not the case. The 
dining room was neatly set up and there were no wet clothes in the foyer. Moving to the kitchen, 
they found it spotless. The large pot of soup started earlier was simmering nicely on the stove 



and smelled to be quite done. Opening the stove’s iron door, Foshu found the fire much lower 
than it should have been and automatically threw in a few sticks of wood before continuing with 
the inspection. 
 
Making their way back to the front desk, they found that the fireplace in the sitting area was unlit 
and cold. It was also noticed that all of the room keys were in their pigeon holes. Each looked at 
the others; where were their guests? Was this just some sort of rainy day dream? That was when 
they noticed the rain had stopped and the sun was out.  
 
“Odd that the weather would change so suddenly,” Kast said to himself. 
 
“I’m not liking the feeling I’m getting here,” Walter added to the thought. 
 
That was when Foshu remembered the strange Wolf and the Inn Keeper’s total infatuation with 
him. 
 
“We need to check on Miss Vixyy,” she told the others seriously. 
 
“I don’t know,” drawled Walter. “I think if that Wolf is still here and you interrupted them she 
might get just a bit ornery. You bring that down on your head if ya want; but not me.” 
 
Victoria made a frustrated noise. “Don’t be such a Nervous Nelly,” she told him. “There’s an 
explanation for everything and I agree with Foshu… the answer’s going to be found up in the old 
Fox’s bedroom.” 
 
“I wouldn’t, if I were you,” Kast warned. 
 
“Neither would I,” chimed in Walter. 
 
“And what if she’s in trouble?” Foshu retorted. With that, she and Victoria climbed the stairs as 
quietly as they were able.  

--------------- 
 
“I think I hear them talking,” Victoria whispered, straining to hear what was happening beyond 
the thick door. 
 
Foshu was about to shush her when the door was pulled open and both girls fell forward. Water 
immediately soaked them in a shocking deluge. 
 
“I was gonna use the chamber pot,” the Inn Keeper told them holding a now empty wash water 
pitcher, “But lucky for you there wasn’t anything in it.” 
 
“We were concerned for you,” Foshu began, but she was promptly cut off. 
 



“Hush up and get your tails downstairs. I’ll be along in a few minutes. Put some coffee on and 
wait for me in the dining room. We’ve a need to talk as I’ve got some explanations the four of 
you will be needing to know… like how it’s a day later than you think it is.” 
 
The girls looked at each other in shock. “It is?” they both asked in the same breath. 
 
“We were treated to a visit by professional thieves,” the vixen told them in a not unkind voice. 
“Fortunately, we didn’t have anything worth stealing. Allow me my goodbyes now and I’ll be 
down presently. You’ll get your answers then.” 
 
When they were gone she quietly closed the door, the latch making a slight click. 
 

---------------- 
 
“Don’t you think you were a little bit hard on them?” asked the Wolf standing behind her. 
 
“Not at all,” she replied, “Next time maybe they’ll be a little more discrete. They might even get 
away with it… if I let’em.” She glanced at the small statue of a goose on her dresser. Its wings 
were in the ‘down’ position, indicating no one was standing on the step outside the door. 
Looking back at her guest, she narrowed her eyes attempting to revert to her hard self. That 
lasted exactly as long as it took him to smile at her and she was hugging him around his middle. 
  
“I don’t want you to go,” she told him softly, “But I know you have to.” 
 
He stroked the little Fox’s large ears enjoying the warmth of her face on his middle. “Just like I 
know you have to stay,” he sighed. “I’m the Alpha of this little band of thieves Vix. They look to 
me for guidance and I somehow manage to keep them out of trouble. They’re misfits and a bit on 
the wild side; but they’re ‘my’ misfits. They need me.” 
 
“And those four children are ‘my’ family,” she replied. “They need me too; but I failed in 
keeping them safe. I felt miserable after hearing Sonja’s report to you. If I hadn’t been so 
absorbed with my own desires I would have prevented what happened and tossed your sorry ass 
out into the rain.” 
 
The Wolf chuckled. “And I can claim the same; had I not been so similarly preoccupied I would 
have remembered to put a halt to our usual scheme of things. Never fear; I’m sure your children 
are nothing more than well rested. You will remember that Sonja also told us that they had a 
good time. We are, after all, a very entertaining group.” He paused to kiss her on the forehead. 
“Consider it a life lesson for them, freely given.”  
 
“But they were drugged,” she responded.  
 
“What was mixed with your cider is a harmless sleeping potion that we’ve used in many of our 
encounters. We may be thieves, but we have our principles; we make it a point to never take 
anything that is irreplaceable and our victims are always left unsuspectingly happy. Neither do 
we ever take more than we need.” He paused to kiss her softly on the head, and then added, 



“Well… perhaps we do take a little bit more than we need; but that’s the nature of our business, 
isn’t it? In the end everyone is well rested and we never have a run-in with the law.” 
 
“Who you pay to look the other way?” 
 
“Where there is a force of law present, a gift of some sort is always given.” He smiled and 
hugged her again. “You are as astute as always you were; we would be such a team. Come with 
me?” 
 
She shook her head no and he nodded in understanding.  
 
“By the way,” he continued, “I made sure my thieves and brigands put back everything they 
liberated from your establishment. The Bears especially begged allowance to take the bathtub.” 
 
“They would have regretted that,” she chuckled, “I would have hunted them to the ends of the 
earth. It’s one of my very best money makers, and besides, it’s got sentimental value now.” 
 
“I’ll miss you…” he said giving her ear a final stroke, “But I do have to go. My troupe is waiting 
for me on the far side of the valley. As you requested, we will not perform here.” 
 
She pulled back a bit and looked up at him. “This is a good place Metassus, with good and 
decent creatures… but it’s also a poor place. They can’t afford to lose anything.” 
 
“And since when have you worried about what other people can or can’t afford?” he asked her. 
“As I recall, you’ve caused a bit of deficit in your time. You’ve quite the reputation. The stories 
I’ve heard in my travels…” 
 
She reached up and grabbed his snout, keeping him from saying anything further. “Will stay with 
you in your travels,” she told him. “That person died in a fire some time ago.” 
 
He nodded in understanding; smiling through her fingers. 
 
When she released him, he reached out and took his top hat from the bed post and placed it upon 
his head. “I’m surprised at you Vixyy Fox; you never asked me what the name of my little troupe 
was.” 
 
Moving to her dressing table, she pulled the stool over and stood on it to adjust the hat for him. 
“All right…” she said, her fingers dancing around the hat’s brim, “What’s the name of your little 
troupe?” 
 
“I call it, ‘The Dancing Monkey’.” 
 
She chuckled and placed a paw on his chest. “I should have seen that one coming shouldn’t I?” 
 
He lightly stroked her cheek with a finger not wanting to say goodbye… but he had to leave. “I 
suppose you should have. Now, my love, if you will allow me, I will make my escape down that 



secret stairway you so readily showed me yesterday. I presume further down from the bath is the 
root cellar?” 
 
“You did rob me, you know” she said, ignoring his question. “It would seem that I am missing 
my heart.” 
 
“It was mutual,” he replied. “You stole mine as well.” 
 
“You’ll come back?” 
 
“Of course I will… someday when you least expect me… like a thief in the night.” 
 
“Someday,” she sighed. “It’s a good lie… true felt. Best you leave now so I can go and repair the 
damage you did to the children.” 
 
“They’ll heal,” he assured her. “Perhaps they will be a little more cautious in the future. That’s 
not so much of a bad thing, is it?” 
 
“In this place,” she told him, “People are naturally open and trusting. To see that lost would be a 
very bad thing my Wolf. It’s one of the reasons I so love it here.” 
 
Hopping down from the stool, she opened the secret passage for him and he was gone. After that 
she sat for a time just looking into the mirror. Eventually she opened the door and headed 
downstairs.  
 
Her heart hurt and she felt empty; but she was glad Metassus had once again found her… if just 
for a short while. 
 



The Corn Field 
 

 
The wind rippled through the rows of corn making a whispering sound in the silk of the ripening 
ears. A full golden moon softly illuminated the field creating specter upon specter within the 
eerily dancing shadows. These phantoms made their appearance, were ignored by the young 
couple sitting within the tall stalks; and then disappeared again in frustration. 
 
Junior used his pocket knife to cut a wedge shaped slice of green apple, which he held out to 
Lucy. Leaning forward, she kissed the fingers holding it before accepting it into her mouth as the 
gift it was meant to be. Its taste was sweet and yet extremely sour, causing her lips to pucker.  
 
Chuckling, Junior leaned forward and kissed her. 
 
“I love it out here,” he told her softly when their lips parted. “Pops says we Skunks have been 
growing corn in this field for generations. It’s like I can feel my ancestors all here with me when 
I sit and just listen to the night.” 
 
“I love the rustling sound the wind makes when it blows through the rows,” the Cat replied. “It 
sounds so much like… well… imagine some strange creature wandering around out here like a 
lost soul; and it needs to capture someone’s body in order to live again.” 
 
“OOOoooooo… that sounds so creepy. We should tell that one to the gang next Harvest party 
and then have Pops get all dressed up and scare the poop out of them. Or maybe it’s Great Uncle 
Ernie out looking for his lost treasure again. Pops says he was really ornery like so I’m betting 
he’d eat your brain pan for his morning mush readily enough.” 
 
He cut off another slice of apple and popped it into his own mouth. “This one sure is sour,” he 
managed after a moment of chewing. “Ma says they’ll give you a stomach ache if you eat’em 
green like this but I eat them all the time anyways.” He then spit out a piece of the apple’s seed 
pod that had come with the slice. “This one is just a might bit too sour even for me,” he told her. 
 
Folding the pocket knife, he tucked it away in his coveralls and then stood, pitching the apple far 
out into the darkness. He heard it thump down some seconds later and smiled with satisfaction. 
 
“You might have hurt some of the corn,” Lucy told him in a tone of disapproval. “As a farmer, 
you do realize each and every one of these plants are your children.” 
 
“I cleared the field well enough,” he told her, sitting back down. “I got a good arm. I hear tell 
they’re playing that new game over in the next valley. I was thinking of taking a hike there one 
weekend and seeing what it’s all about.” 
 
“You mean ‘Baseball’?” 
 



“I think that’s what they call it.” 
 
Lucy patted the ground next to her and he wiggle walked his butt until he was seated next to her 
again. She adjusted the blanket underneath them and they lay down next to each other so they 
could watch the sky and its countless stars. 
 
“Look there,” she said, pointing at a moving object in the blackness. “A shooting star.” 
 
“Naw… it’s not,” he corrected, “A shooting star goes quick and has a tail behind it. That’s 
something else. See how slowly it’s moving? I think maybe that one is a star the angels are 
moving around to a different location.” 
 
“You really think so?” 
 
“Sure… what else could it be? Speaking of angels…” He leaned close and gave her a kiss. “I 
think my future wife is one. What do have to say about that?” 
 
She snuggled closer. “I think I’m glad you played hooky from your chores the day we met and I 
had the good sense to run off and help you. It’s funny how life works sometimes.” 
 
“Yeah it is… or as Pops would say, ‘Life shore nuff gets your curiosity up when you take the 
time to question it’.” 
 
The wind rattled through the corn field again as if agreeing with the sage expression. 
 
“You think you could come over for dinner on Sunday?” Junior asked her. “Ma’s making 
something special and she promised me a sour apple pie for desert. You could spend the entire 
day with us if you don’t mind going to church with Ma and me.” 
 
“I don’t see why not,” she told him, “But I’d have to ask first.” 
 
Pushing herself up into a sitting position, she called out, “Hey Mom… can I go to Junior’s house 
Sunday? He says I can go to church with him and his Ma.” 
 
From a short distance away in the dark cornfield, Catalina Frothenshire called back, “I think 
that’s a lovely idea. Maybe I’ll join you for church since your father’s promised to do coffee with 
Scanectity at the Inn. We can all have breakfast afterwards and maybe spend the entire day at 
their house since Bella already invited us to dinner as a family.” 
 
“Thank you,” Lucy called back. 
 
Junior sighed. When she lay back down he whispered, “There’s just no escaping them is there?” 
 
Lucy whispered back, “Soon enough it will be our turn to marry, ‘husband to be’. Until then 
having a chaperone is for our own good.” 
 



While she whispered this, she slipped a paw inside his coveralls. As she did so, she leaned over 
him and kissed him on the lips. Moving to his ear, she whispered again, “It’s for our own 
protection… now watch the stars for a time and be sure to make a few comments every now and 
again.” 
 
With a soft rustling, she opened the part of his clothing that would expose the part of him she 
wanted to the cool night air. As Junior made a comment on how many stars were in the sky, she 
moved her head lower down his body. 



Church Bells 

 
Bella stood at her ‘Pie Booth’ wiping the rough wooden counter with a rag. She’d been open 
since two hours after sun up and already, not more than three hours later, she was sold out of 
pies. All around her the other stalls were doing a brisk business and she would visit each in turn 
when she could. Everyone with a booth seemed to have the knack for supplying something 
unique and needed within the village. Even Marvin Field Mouse took the time to open a market 
stall, though his store was no more than a stone’s throw away. ‘When you have a gathering of 
customers close by,’ he told her once, ‘Only a fool with a huge ego would wait for them to come 
to him. I do a goodly portion of my sales right there from that little wooden stall when everyone 
comes in to buy their weekly needs. It’s especially good for moving the perishables before they 
have a chance to spoil.’ 
 
“You know,” Foshu told her from across the counter, “You should think about expanding your 
business here at the market.” 
 
Bella looked at her and smiled. The humor of the situation struck her funny bone but she knew 
her daughter-in-law meant well. “Expand how dear?” she asked, “I’m already busier than a 
mother with a whole litter of kits. Between taking care of my family, the pickling, the gardening, 
the washing, the pie making… well daughter; there just isn’t a whole lot of me left over to 
expand with. I actually enjoy the market because it gives me an excuse to sit and just visit with 
folks once the pies are sold.” 
 
“I meant you should expand right here at market,” the Fox persisted. She was carefully holding 
the container of five pies ordered for the Whackadoodle in her arms. As cook, it was now her 
responsibility to come up with meals that would attract business. In return, she was given a 
percentage of the profits generated by the small dining room. Bella’s pies were always a favorite 
with the customers and in the end, tripled the amount she had to pay for them. “Think about it,” 
the vixen continued stubbornly. “If you had a small iron hot box here you could sell coffee and 
pancakes for breakfast and maybe fried squash and tomatoes for lunch. I could also supply fresh 
baked bread from the Whackadoodle and we could share in the sale of that.” 
 
“If I did this,” the mother Skunk chuckled, “I’d make more, but I’d get no rest at all. That being 
the case, I’d soon be the richest Skunk in the family plot. A body has to take the time to enjoy 
things and to rest, daughter.” 
 
“What about Junior and Lucy?” the mango colored Fox pressed. “I think they’d jump at a chance 
to do something together. Junior helps you carry in your produce in any case.” She pointed to the 
area next to Bella’s booth. “You could expand in this grassy area. A small iron hot box wouldn’t 
cost much and all the cooking could be done on that. Need be, you could erect a small tent and 
put a picnic bench or two there.” 
 
Bella actually stopped wiping with her rag and looked at the open spot. She’d always wondered 
when someone would camp out there and crowd her piece of the market. The wheels of her mind 



began to turn. “You know; those two will be married soon and they have nothing in the way of 
an extra income. That could actually work quite well and also give me more time to just visit 
with them as a couple. I was hoping for grandkits, but…” She looked at Foshu and realized what 
she’d said. As different a species as a Skunk was from a Cat, Foshu and Kast were Fox and 
Wolf. Kits of any type were not to be. “I’m sorry… I didn’t mean…” 
 
“It’s OK,” her foster daughter-in-law told her with a sheepish smile. “I think I’m finally over that 
thought.” 
 
The church bell began ringing and the pair automatically turned to the sound as if it were 
speaking directly to them.  
 
The building’s steeple, by design, was the tallest structure in the area… five times taller than 
even the false front of the General, Seed, & Hardware store. The tall white spire stood well 
above the tree tops and acted as a solid visual marker for the valley’s inhabitants as it could be 
seen from anywhere. Then too, its height allowed the call of the bell to be heard for miles 
around. People from the next valley over often reported that; on a cool clear Sunday morning 
even they could hear it.   
 
For this reason the bell was the focus of communications for the village. It tolled thirty evenly 
paced notes on Sunday morning as it called the valley to worship. It tolled every day at noon to 
mark mid day, and again at five ‘o’ clock signaling the end of the day. It rang for a long period in 
the joys of marriage and birth, and tolled slowly in the reflection of a death.  
 
But in an emergency it was used to call those of the valley to action. 
 
The emergency call was signified by the bell ringing quickly for exactly 30 seconds to gain 
everyone’s attention; a sand clock timer next to the bell rope ensured this exact amount of time. 
The bell would then remain silent for thirty seconds followed by an exact count to indicate the 
emergency and location; to be repeated as frequently as required. 
 
Emergency count first: 
 
Four counts – fire. 
Seven counts – medical. 
Ten counts – everyone to the church immediately. 
 
Location count second: 
 
Two counts – north. 
Four counts – east. 
Six counts – south. 
Eight counts – west. 
 
The mother Skunk checked the sun and knew immediately it was not the noon bell. Looking 
around the market place, she saw customers and shopkeepers frozen in place as if they were part 



of a child’s diorama. Everyone was staring at the church’s steeple as if it were a living thing. Its 
white sides stood out in stark relief against the blue of the sky some five hundred short yards 
away. In this close proximity the bell was extremely loud. After thirty seconds, it stopped 
ringing. Those men in the market place were already running towards the church. 
 
The bell rang four times. 
 
“Help me close up the stall Foshu,” Bella said strongly. “It’s a fire and someone’s going to need 
our help. 
 
Setting her pie carrier behind the wooden counter, the Mango Fox grabbed one end of the tarp 
Bella held out to her. Holding the corners, the two females threw it to the air above their heads 
and let it billow out, covering the area of the platform. They had it tied it into place just as the 
bell rang two strokes. 
 
“BELLA!” yelled someone running towards her from the direction of the church. “IT’S JUNIOR 
RINGING THE BELL… YOUR HOUSE IS AFIRE!” 
 
 

------------- 
 
 
By the time Bella arrived at her home there wasn’t much left. At his best, Junior could run the 
distance to market in about twenty minutes. That day he’d made it in fifteen; sent by his father to 
ring the bell. Neighbors in the immediate area came as soon as they saw the smoke, but this still 
left the fire too much time to gain its foothold. All had brought as many buckets as they could 
carry and quickly set up a water line from the well. Though the back of the house and the top 
floor were gutted, it looked like the bottom front of the dwelling might possibly survive though 
small tendrils of flame and smoke were sprouting from the windows. 
 
To the side of the bucket line was a pile of items, including some pieces of furniture that she 
recognized. Her heart felt like it was going to explode; the pile was not that large. 
 
As she ran, she saw the figure of a Cat stagger out of the house with a darker furred figure on its 
back. Flames danced merrily off of the pair. The lead most person in the bucket line immediately 
doused them. 
 
“SCANECTITYYYYY!!!!!” she yelled.  
 
The pair collapsed to the ground under a deluge of bucket water as the rest of the people in the 
line quickly followed suite.   
 
Bella ran in and threw herself to the ground next to them. Cat Thomas Frothenshire, coughing, 
sat up. “I found him on the floor in the kitchen,” he gasped. “I’m sorry I didn’t get here sooner. I 
ran as fast as I could soon as Catalina spotted the smoke.” 
 



Bella hugged her husband to herself and then screamed as her paws found the burned and naked 
flesh of his back. His body remained limp and he was not breathing. It took three of the 
neighbors to pull her off and then Catalina Frothenshire hugged her like a wrestler, pulling her 
back out of the way; talking into her ear the entire time. 
 
Scanectity’s body was moved to the shade of their tree and the bucket line began again. The first 
person in the line moved up to the porch in order to throw water directly into the dwelling.  
 
Kast Wolf ran in followed close on by Foshu who’d gone to the Inn to get him. Pushing through 
the crowd he moved directly to Scanectity’s limp form. Kneeling, he quickly tipped his foster 
father’s head back looking into his mouth to make sure the airway was clear. Seeing it was, he 
held the Skunks snout closed and then blew into his nose. Scanectity’s black furred torso 
expanded and then collapsed again as the air was released and his chest pressed upon. The Wolf 
repeated this several times and then placed his ear to the Skunks chest listening for a heartbeat. 
Hearing nothing he balled up his fist and thumped his foster father hard enough that his limp 
form bounced. 
 
Bella shrieked at this abuse, but Catalina kept her from interfering. Kast, ignoring everything but 
what had to be done; continued his frantic efforts. 
 

-------------- 
 
Scanectity found himself in total darkness. He was experiencing an odd floating feeling as if he 
were lying in a boat, but without the boat. Though he could see nothing he understood he wasn’t 
blind. Red luminous tendrils floated towards him from several different directions quickly 
encroaching upon his space. In their dim light he could see his arms and legs which he knew 
were naked to the air. 
 
“Shoo… Get away!” he commanded them. 
 

--------------- 
 
 
Kast, about to give up, thumped his foster father on the chest one last time. The Skunk jerked… 
coughed… and then groaned. 
 

--------------- 
 
The red tendrils evaporated, leaving luminous white light tendrils that floated in the same way 
Scanectity was floating. They moved towards him, coming close but not touching him directly. 
In their light, he saw himself clearly. “Right comfortable feeling here,” he muttered, “But 
somehow I don’t get the idea this is a good thing.” 
 
“Shut up and lay still nephew.” 
 
“Uncle Ernie?” 



 
“Yeah,” his rough voice replied from the darkness, “It’s me well enough. I didn’t figure you 
were dumb enough to actually believe I simply went away. You didn’t think that did ya?” 
 
“Actually,” the Skunk replied wiggling his fingers in front of his face, “I didn’t much think about 
it a’ tall.” 
 
“Fair enough; out of sight out of mind. Just so you know, I didn’t leave when I had the chance 
cuz I’d be having to put up with your Aunt Edna all over again… if I was allowed into the good 
place that is. It’d be almost worth hanging on to the Devil’s leg just for that reason alone. It was 
almost worth dying just to get away from her she was nagging me so bad. You of all people 
know that to be true.” 
 
“Where am I?” Scanectity asked him, ignoring the comment; he’d always liked his Aunt Edna. 
 
“That’s a good question and funny you should ask it. There’s a story that goes with all of this ya 
know.” 
 
“I ain’t got time for a story!” Scanectity yelled, growing frustrated. “Just tell me where in Blazes 
I am!” 
 
“Funny you should use that expression,” said another voice the farmer quickly recognized. 
 
“Scratch?” 
 
“A Dog and you’ll find fleas,” the Devil finished.  “I never really liked that name. Please; call 
me Bob.” 
 
“I ain’t gonna call you at all if I don’t have to.” 
 
The voice chuckled. “Same old Scanectity I remember so well. How could I forget though; you 
salted my whiskey and conned me with a blank journal.” 
 
“I had your word you’d never come back to the valley,” the farmer said flatly. “Apparently your 
word is worth squat.” 
 
The black Dog stepped into the illumination of the white light. He was wearing his Bowler, and a 
matching vest. “On the contrary, I kept my word as I always do.” He smiled in a way that was 
not friendly in the least. “I didn’t come to you Skunk, you came to me. Welcome to ‘Neither’... 
as in; you’re neither living nor dead.” 
 
 

------------------- 
 
 



Scanectity was put on a make shift stretcher and taken back to the Whackadoodle Inn where he 
could be properly tended to.  Though his heart was beating, he was breathing in fitful gasps and 
his back was in terrible shape. A good portion of the fur was gone and in some places his skin 
was charred. 
 
“There’s no bone showing,” the Inn Keeper said as she supervised her friend being lowered into 
the bath tub. “That’s a good thing. You can’t grow skin back when you see bone. For now we’ll 
just do fresh water soaks. Later we’ll change that to salt. Salt will sting like hell, but it’ll help 
keep the infection away. Ya done a good job reviving him Kast. Most others woulda just 
pronounced him dead.” 
 
“They already had,” he replied softly. “Wolfs are trained not to give up so easily. Life is too 
precious not to try and save it.” 
 
The Fox looked at him, her eyes narrowing slightly. “That’s not what I hear so much about Wolf 
doctrine.” 
 
“My mother taught me that. She was a healer.” 
 
Nodding in understanding, she told him, “I’ll go to Marvin’s and get some burn salve. Our Pops 
here is going to be in a lot of pain if he wakes up any time soon and he’ll need it.” Though her 
heart was breaking, the emotional part of her was detached as they worked to save Scanectity’s 
life. “How’s Bella doing?” 
 
“She’s sleeping,” he told her. 
 
“Good. I slipped a little something into her water earlier. She’ll need all of her strength for later. 
Right now she’s half crazy with grief and that won’t do no one any good.” 
 
Kast dipped cool water over Scanectity’s face, carefully cleaning him with a soft wash cloth. The 
Wolf in him had automatically disconnected his emotional half the same as the Inn Keeper. 
There would be time enough for grief later… or rejoicing should things turn out well. For now 
there was serious work to be done. “You got that ‘something’ from your Wolf friend, didn’t 
you?” he asked her. 
 
“Yes. I figured it to be a good medicine to have should the need arise. I never figured I would 
actually have to use it this soon. How did the fire start?” 
 
“Junior told me he was trying to surprise Ma by cleaning the iron box for her. He used some of 
Uncle Ernie’s whisky Pops keeps stored in the barn for the clean because he’d seen him use it to 
wash windows. He splashed it on the top and it flamed on him. He got spooked and dropped the 
jug. We used to use corn squeezings to help light off the boiler back at the mill since there was 
always a ready supply on hand. It’s very flammable and if you’re not careful it’ll flash back on 
you real quick. I got my fur singed more than once, but never seriously.” He paused to carefully 
reposition his father’s body in the cool water. “Junior was trying to fight the flames when Pops 



pulled him out by the ear. He told him to run to the church and ring the bell. Judging by the 
things piled in the yard he had to know it was a lost cause…”  
 
He stopped, not able to continue as he remembered seeing his and Foshu’s wedding picture on 
the pile of saved things.  
 
“Junior must feel terrible.” 
 
“He’s devastated,” Kast managed to respond, “As are we all.” 
 
Conversation stopped then as they gently straightened Scanectity’s legs. For now, the worse 
wounds were on his back so that was the area they would concentrate on. 
 
 

--------------- 
 
 
Scanectity found himself seated on a chair at a card table. There was a small crystal reading lamp 
to the side illuminating the green felt cloth which had a cribbage board in the center of it. The 
Devil sat across from him shuffling a deck of playing cards. 
 
“You’re a stubborn one Scanectity,” the Dog told him softly. “Normally a person dies and the 
process is cut and dried just like tobacco in the barn. Bing bang buzz and I’m having my fun with 
what’s left. Don’t be fooled Friend; I get almost everyone in the end.” 
 
“I’m not your friend… I believe we’ve had that discussion.” 
 
The Dog smiled at him and began dealing the cards. “So you’ve said, and that’s a truth I’ll agree 
to but… it doesn’t mean we shouldn’t at least have respect for each other. You bested me once; 
not many can say the same. Trust me Scanectity; I’ve got special plans for you.” 
 
“Go to Hell,” the Farmer told the Dog and immediately regretted it. The pain he felt on his back 
was excruciating and he screamed. 
 

------------ 
 
Everyone around the bed froze as Scanectity’s scream ran through them like a summer evening’s 
lightening bolt. They’d been moving him from the bath to a bed on the second floor of the Inn 
and had been very careful not to jostle him any more than they had to. For a moment, all that was 
heard was the wind blowing outside the Inn and the creak of the building’s structure. Kast 
nodded his head and they gently lowered him onto his stomach. 
 
“We have to leave the wounds open to the air,” he told them softly. “It’s not pleasant to look at, 
but it’s the only way they’ll heal. By tomorrow we’ll need maggots.” 
 
“Why maggots,” Junior asked him. 



 
“They’ll eat the dead flesh so the live flesh can heal.” 
 
Foshu held her mouth and ran from the room. Junior simply fainted and fell to the floor. Victoria 
looked to the Wolf, and said, “I can get as many as you need but you’ll have to help me tip the 
outhouse over. Just let me know when you’re ready for them.” 
 
“I knew I was right in hiring you,” Vixyy told her evenly. She then revived Junior enough to get 
him out of the room so the pair could do what needed to be done. 
 
 

----------------- 
 
 
Scanectity looked up at the Devil from the table. Though the pain was gone, his paws still firmly 
gripped the rounded sides. “That the best ya got?” he croaked. “I hurt worse than that the day I 
fell out of the hayloft trying to sneak up on Uncle Ernie.” 
 
“Shall I allow it again?” Scratch asked him evenly. 
 
“I’d rather you didn’t.” 
 
“Then mind your manners. I didn’t insult you so you should not have insulted me. It’s a fair rule 
to hold between adversaries.” 
 
“We’re adversaries then?” Scanectity asked, taking in a deep breath and letting it out slowly. 
When he was sure there would be no pain, he released his grip on the table’s sides and slowly sat 
up. 
 
“You’re not dead yet; so yes. This time, however, you’re on my turf.” The Devil began dealing 
the cards. 
 
“What’s all this for?” the Skunk asked nodding to the cards. 
 
“A mere diversion to pass the time; I know you like playing cribbage. In fact I believe you’re 
quite good at it. I thought we, perhaps, could have a fair and honest game while we discuss 
things.” 
 
Scanectity’s back twinged from the pain he’d felt. “If it’s fair and honest then you’re gonna lose 
for sure.” 
 
“So you say,” the Devil replied picking up his cards. “I would advise you not to overestimate 
your abilities. I made that mistake with you once, and I lost.” 
 
“We didn’t cut the deck to see who deals,” the farmer told him, “So the first crib is mine.” 
 



The Dog smiled. “So allowed.” 
 

------------- 
 
Junior stood looking at the burned out ruins of their home. Lucy stayed next to him; though he’d 
asked to be left alone. Wisely, she said nothing, allowing her future husband his thoughts. It was 
now a full day later and he’d not slept the night before. Nor had he gone in to see his father other 
than to help move him to the bed. Bella, too, had been unconscious and that was a good excuse 
to remain alone. How could he ever tell her the fire had been his fault? 
 
The son was afraid… afraid his father was going to die… afraid that he had broken his mother’s 
heart… afraid she would die like his grandmother died; in mourning for his father… afraid there 
was no possible way to make things right again. At least his father had Uncle Ernie to lean on 
when his parents had passed; and it hadn’t directly been his fault they died. 
 
He slowly collapsed to the dirt and openly cried. Lucy quietly sat down next to him and put her 
arm around his shoulders. 
 

-------------- 
 

 
“Fifteen – two, fifteen – four, and a run of three makes seven,” Scanectity said, moving his peg 
around the board. He only had four more holes to go. Provided his opponent didn’t gain any 
points, he would easily win this game. So far, if anyone had been keeping track, they would have 
found the Skunk and the Devil even up. “So tell me something there Bob… why are you being 
so nice to me? Certainly you must realize that I am highly suspicious.” 
 
The Devil reached over and adjusted the lamp’s wick slightly. The light increased just a bit. “I’m 
waiting… same as you. There’s no reason not to be nice since it’s just a matter of time.” 
 
“Waiting for what?” 
 
Scratch glanced at him, giving a look that said he thought the person across from him was 
smarter than that. “I’m waiting for you to die of course. I’ve no need to be tricky at this point. Do 
you see the lamp?” he asked, nodding to it. 
 
“Course I do… kinda hard to miss. Right pretty one, and throws a lot of light.” 
 
“The oil it’s burning is the oil of your life. You will note that the reservoir is not very full. In 
fact; it’s almost empty.” 
 
“And when the oil runs out, so does my time?” 
 
“That’s one way of putting it,” he responded softly as he fingered his cards which were laying 
face up on the table. “Not much here I’m afraid; a pair for two.” Picking up the cards from the 



crib, he counted those and smiled. “And ten more moves us closer to the door; if you’ll pardon 
the pun.”  
 
Repositioning his peg, he drew even with Scanectity on the board. Both of them were now just 
four points from winning the game. “You get the crib on this one Scanectity,” he said, “But I get 
first count. Are you feeling lucky?” 
 
“Meaning you want me to gamble with you and speed up the process of your wait?” 
 
Scratch moved the hat back on his head slightly. “Something like that, yes; but not so much 
concerning your life as it does a more personal need on my part. You may have guessed that 
other people’s pain pleases me. Physical… mental… both actually cause me an erection… 
metaphorically speaking, mind you. That’s why I lust for it. Your son, for instance…” 
 
Scanectity’s eyes narrowed. “What about my son?” he growled. 
 
“Well… at this moment, he’s terribly torn up over what happened. My guts are being tickled by 
all he’s feeling; which is probably why I’m feeling so very lustful. Scanectity Junior is very 
lucky to have the girl he does because I’m sure if she wasn’t presently with him he’d probably go 
out to the barn and hang himself. What a delicious thought that is.” 
 
The farmer rose from the table. “You gave your word you’d never come back to the valley.” 
 
“And I keep my word Friend Skunk,” he responded, “The same as you keep yours. That’s what a 
reputation is built upon. I haven’t stepped foot back in your precious valley since I agreed not to; 
but I can still watch.”  
 
Reaching out an arm, the Devil adjusted the lamp’s wick again. Scanectity noticed that the oil 
had gone down a bit. So that was his game… anger ate away at life’s reserve just as the darkness 
tried to eat away at the light. 
 
Sitting back down, Scanectity took a calming breath and let it out slowly. “What’s your wager?” 
he asked. 
 
“You’re serious?” 
 
“As serious as death Friend Bob.” He smiled a forced smile and winked. 
 
The Devil’s jaw dropped and then snapped closed again. He hadn’t actually anticipated his 
goading would push Scanectity to taking the risk. “You called me Friend?” he asked, trying to 
cover his surprise. 
 
“No point in not,” the farmer replied. “You’re the only one I’ve got left to talk to… may as well 
relax and have a good time of it while we wait.” 
 



The Devil pushed his chair back from the table with a scraping sound. “Very well Friend 
Scanectity, there are four points left for both of us,” He said nodding to the cribbage board. 
“Since it’s your deal, I go first. This gives me the greater advantage; so I’ll be generous. If I win, 
I get to drain off… ohhhh… lets say a quarter inch of the lamp’s oil. If you win, I’ll give you 
thirty minutes awake time.” 
 
Scanectity smiled. “That’s hardly fair,” he countered. “Since you like other people’s pain so 
much that thirty minutes of my suffering is going to give you one heck of a thrill.” 
 
The Devil leaned back on his chair again and looked skywards in anticipation. “Actually, it’ll be 
a sweaty… breath taking… heart stopping… extremely sexual climax of a thrill. Considering the 
mood I’m in, it would almost be worth losing just for that.” He leaned forward again, the chair 
thumping back to the floor. His expression became very serious. “I do win either way… so yes… 
I consider the wager a good one.” 
 
The farmer picked up the cards and shuffled them thoroughly as he considering this deeply. 
Placing the deck back on the table with a soft thump, he told the Devil, “If I win you give me the 
awake time and put a quarter inch of oil back in the lamp. That makes it fair. Do that and I’ll 
agree to the wager.”  
 
“I never thought you would be such an easy one to dicker with,” the Devil replied. “I agree to the 
wager.” 
 
The farmer pushed the deck over to him. “Cut the cards,” he said softly. 
 
The Devil, now totally happy for himself, reached out and cut the cards without consideration for 
the rules of cribbage. 
 
“You cut the deck before I dealt the cards,” Scanectity told him smiling, “It’s now your deal so 
it’s my first count and your crib.” 
 
The black Dog’s expression never changed, though there was an intense fire in his eyes at being 
caught flat footed. “Should I lose this hand,” he said in a low hard tone, “I’m going to enjoy 
being your lover very much ‘Friend’ Scanectity.”  
 

------------- 
 
When Bella woke, Foshu was sitting next to the bed attending her. 
 
“Where’s my husband?” she immediately asked. Panic gripped her chest as the idea he’d died 
flashed through her mind. 
 
“He’s in the room next to this one Mother,” the Mango Fox told her. “He’s still unconscious. 
Kast did as much as he could and we’ve sent Walter for the doctor from the next valley, but…” 
 



Not even considering she’d been asleep for nearly twenty four hours, the mother Skunk tossed 
off her comforter and said, “Take me to him.” 
 
She found her husband lying on the bed face down. The covers were only over his legs, which 
were not burned. The wounds on his back were covered with a light cheese cloth which allowed 
the air to get to them. Even covered in this manner they were terrible looking. 
 
As soon as she came into the room, he seemed to come to life, gasping harshly.  With this sign of 
life, she was kneeling next to him, holding his paw, tears streaming down her face.  
 
“Bella,” he managed and then coughed. “Find Junior… he needs to know it wasn’t his fault.” 
 
“Hush…” she told him, pressing her cheek close to his. “Hush… conserve your strength 
husband.” 
 
He gasped again as the pain fought to control him and he almost passed out. His eyes fluttered, 
but he hung on. “Listen to me wife,” he croaked, “Find our son and tell him before it’s too late. It 
was not his fault… the fire was my fault.” He coughed again deeply. Bella took the water glass 
from next to the bed and held it for him so he could drink. When he was able, he continued, “I 
snuck up behind Junior in the kitchen. I wanted to return the scare he gave me in the tomato field 
the other day. I yelled ‘BOO’ just as he splashed the Devil’s whiskey on the hot box. He dropped 
the jug just as the whole thing flared up. The fire…” He gasped, almost passing out, but he hung 
on, his eyes flickering. “Was… my fault.” 
 
“We have to get as much water in him as we can while he’s awake,” said Kast’s voice from right 
next to her. 
 
“He drank some,” she managed. 
 
“He needs to drink more… lots more…” 
 
Scanectity began to scream then and it took both of them to hold him down. Foshu ran into the 
room with Vixyy in tow. She had a jar of salve in her paws. “We need to coat his wounds with 
this stuff,” she said loudly. “Marvin said it’s the one thing he sells that’s bonified real. He gave it 
free. It’ll deaden the hurt.” 
 
“Do it!” Bella told her. “Do it… please… before he dies of the pain!” 
 

---------------- 
 
 
Scanectity sucked in a breath, his body jerking in anticipation of the excruciating pain; but it was 
gone. He was again sprawled face down on the card table his paws gripping the rounded sides. 
The cribbage board had been knocked to the other side from where he sat and there were cards 
everywhere. 
 



“I never did see such a sight in all my born days,” said Uncle Ernie’s voice from somewhere out 
of sight, “Dead ones either for that matter. In my most passionate moments with Edna, I never 
acted anything like that fella… and thank the Good Lord for small things like that. I thought he 
was gonna tear the hide right off’a your back Nephew. I do hope you’re able to sit again.” 
 
“Where is he?” the farmer groaned. 
 
“Gone to clean his-self up I imagine. He was some sorta lathered… foaming at the mouth even. 
How do you feel there, Nephew?” 
 
“How do you think I feel?!” Scanectity croaked, blinking his eyes and trying to get them to 
focus. “Did he add the lamp oil like we agreed?” 
 
“Yes… there’s no doubt that he did cuz I seen him do it, but when you were in the throws of 
your screaming the lamp was burning mighty bright like. I’m sorry I called you a moron all those 
times I did. I know why you took the gamble… though I doubt old Scratch is aware. He was too 
keen on getting his jollies to pay much attention to the details.” 
 
“Did Bella tell Junior?” 
 
“It ain’t the truth.” 
 
“What’s not the truth?” 
 
“You never yelled ‘BOO’.” 
 
“And how would you know that? You’re dead as I recall.” 
 
“Same as you’ll be at the rate you’re going here. I smelled the whiskey soon as the jug was 
unstopped and came to see what was going on. I yelled at the punk’n head not to do it… but he 
couldn’t hear me none. You pulled him away from the fire after the fact.” 
 
“I don’t want him living with that guilt.” 
 
“What guilt?” asked the Devil, coming back to the table. “Sit up Skunk… the pains over and 
gone. Show some resolve.” 
 
Scanectity sat up and blinked. It was true; his pain was gone and he felt his old self once again. 
“I was praying,” he said quickly.  
 
“Quite understandable,” Scratch responded, seating himself at the table, “I’ve heard every prayer 
imaginable in this place. What guilt are you referring to?” 
 
“I couldn’t get the fire out. I shoulda been able to.” 
 



“On the contrary,” the Devil chuckled, “It was actually a very bad fire; the recipe is very volatile. 
I’m surprised you did as well as you did. Of course I was rather distraught that it used up some 
of your reserve. That, by itself, was a great pity. As to the guilt, I wouldn’t worry about it too 
much; guilty feelings are for the living.” 
 
“I ain’t dead yet,” Scanectity shot back. 
 
“Soon enough,” the black Dog told him, bending with a grunt to pick the cards up off the floor. 
“This place is only temporary at best. You can’t live here because your body needs you there to 
take care of it; just as you take care of your fields. Quite simply there are three things that give 
your life a time line in here. If you’re not breathing you have three minutes; maybe a little longer 
before the lamp goes out. If you’re not drinking water, then you have perhaps two weeks. No 
food and you’ve got a little more than a month.” 
 
“Got it all down to a science do ya?” 
 
The Dog shook his head. “Not science at all Friend Scanectity… life.” 
 
 

----------------- 
 
 
Kast carefully cleaned the wounds one at a time and then applied the maggots. The worms were 
disgusting and he’d asked that everyone leave the room while he did this. His mother, who’d 
been the primary healer of their clan, taught him the trick. She’d learned it from her mother, 
who’d learned it from her mother… and so it went through the generations. The process was 
simple. Maggots only ate dead flesh and this had to be removed from the burns for them to 
properly heal. If Scanectity didn’t die, he also knew the healing process would be long and very 
painful. There wasn’t much he could do for that other than large amounts of whiskey, but he 
knew his foster father did not drink. 
 
In the kitchen, Junior sat at the table having a cup of tea with Bella. Without being asked, Foshu 
scrapped the fire out of the hot box, leaving just enough to let the day’s soup simmer so she 
could leave them alone. There was much the pair had to talk about. 
 
“I was gonna surprise you by cleaning the iron box,” Junior told his mother when they were 
alone. “I heard you complaining to Pops about how stained and dirty it was… that you’d done as 
much as you could, but the stains wouldn’t come out.” 
 
The mother Skunk placed her paw on his, and looked him in the eye. “That was a very nice 
thought you had son, and I thank you for it.” 
 
“But…” He choked for a moment, and then clearing his throat continued. “But I burned our 
house down and maybe kilt Pops in the process.” 
 



“Your father woke briefly while you were gone,” she said softly, taking both his paws in hers. 
“He told me just one thing in the little time his mind was with him… it was that important to 
him. He said to tell you the fire wasn’t your fault. He told me you scared him the other day out in 
the fields. He thought he’d return the favor and yelled ‘BOO’ just as you poured that cursed 
liquid on the stove. It flashed… you jumped and dropped the jug… and that’s how the fire 
started.” 
 
“I’m sorry,” he told her. 
 
“I’m sorry too,” she responded. 
 
Moving her chair around to his, she hugged him tight, and they both cried. 
 
 

------------------ 
 
 
Placing the last cards back into the deck, Scratch tapped them down into an orderly rectangular 
pack. “So you want another game, or do you want to jaw a bit?” 
 
“Jaw about what? I got nothing to say to you.”  
 
The black Dog frowned at him. “Well aren’t you the antisocial one? There’s any number of 
things you might want to ask me. Let’s see… some questions I usually get: ‘What’s life all 
about?’ ‘Is that all there is?’ ‘Do I get another try?’... and my personal favorite, ‘Who the fuck 
are you?’” He smiled. “I love the reactions I get when I tell them. A little bit of what you just 
went through makes them believers in short order.” 
 
“I can understand about that, sure enough,” Scanectity mumbled. “You put the extra oil in the 
lamp?” 
 
“I always keep my word.” 
 
“It don’t look any added to.” 
 
The Devil smiled at him. “Pain levels burn off the oil quickly. You’re lucky I added it before you 
went back. As a matter of fact,” he reached under his table and pulled out a bottle with a long 
metal spout. Unscrewing a small cap on the lantern’s reservoir, he added a thimble full of the 
precious liquid. “And that’s only because you gave me such a good time.” He winked at 
Scanectity and blew him a kiss. “I’m a true believer in rewarding those who please me.” 
 
“Under the circumstances,” the farmer told him, “I will not reject your offer, especially since 
there are no strings attached.” 
 



“No strings attached,” the Devil assured him softly as he screwed the cap back onto the reservoir. 
“You won the last game, it’s your deal. For now we’ll play for fun… especially since I’m not the 
one with a finite amount of lamp oil to my name.” 
 
“Fine with me,” the Skunk replied. “You’re pretty easy, though, so I’m thinking we’ll have us a 
wager again before too much longer.” 
 
“Don’t you have a question for me?” Scratch asked him. “I’ll even give you the first answer for 
free.” 
 
“So you charge for them, huh? That sorta figures.” 
 
“Everything in life costs something Friend Scanectity. I figured you of all people would 
understand that.” 
 
“Thanks all the same,” the Skunk replied flatly, “But I’ll take an I.O.U. on the question and 
collect it later.” 
 
 

----------------------- 
 
 
Vixyy caught Junior coming back from the farm. He was pushing a wheelbarrow full of the 
things his mother asked him to fetch should they still be in existence. Everything else his father 
managed to pile outside their home was now safely tucked away in their barn. Thanks to the 
diligence of those who came to help, that building, at least, was still standing. He’d actually 
insisted on making a place for himself there in order to better tend to their fields.  
 
“I was wondering when you’d be back,” she called out to him. 
 
“Any news?” he asked hopefully. 
 
“Not really,” she replied as he set the wheelbarrow down and walked towards her. “There been 
lots of folks by to pay their respects. Your Ma’s been very gracious to all that’s come, but your 
Pops is still unconscious; so we don’t let any of them in to see him. Walter’s back, but the 
doctor’s not available. He’s off to school in the city or some such thing. Closest doctor after him 
is a good week’s walk and I don’t think he’ll be a wanting to make that journey and leave his 
own area unprotected.” 
 
Junior sighed, the wind seeming to go out of him. “So what you’re telling me is there’s no hope.” 
 
The old Inn Keeper slowly walked down the front steps and wrapped her arms around his waist. 
“There is always hope, son. Your brother Kast is doing a good job. There’s talk of setting him up 
as the village healer when all is said and done. I don’t know if he’ll go along with what folks 
want, but again… what the future brings, it brings without regard to how we feel about it.” 
 



“Thank you for taking care of Ma and Pops,” he whispered in her long ear. 
 
The ear twitched with the whisper and she smiled in spite of the circumstances. “As I recall, the 
tables were reversed not all that long ago and all of you were taking care of me… but you’re 
welcome in any case.” 
 
“Do you think Pops is going to be all right?” 
 
“I’m not privy to what the future will bring hun… but time will tell us right enough.” 
 
 

--------------- 
 
 
Scanectity cut the cards and turned up a Jack as the starter. 
 
“Thank you,” said the Devil, and pegged his points. “I am always grateful when you cut the deck 
and pull a Jack for me… two points are two points.” 
 
“You’re not all that welcome,” the Skunk muttered softly, concentrating on the game. Despite 
himself, and despite who he was playing with, he was enjoying the game since to this point it 
was strictly for fun. He looked at his cards and then laid one of them on the table calling the 
count. “Deuce.” 
 
“So you see no sin in playing cards?” asked the Dog as he lay a card down on his side. “And 
another deuce makes it four.” He then moved his peg again. “Two points for the pair.” 
 
“It’s a game,” the farmer said sourly. “What you do with the game might be sinful, but the game 
by itself is hardly so.” He placed another deuce on top of his first card. “I got another deuce and 
that takes the count to six; and I get six points for three of a kind.” He moved his peg. 
 
“What would you wager against my having the forth deuce?” the Devil asked softly. 
 
“Correct me if I’m wrong,” the farmer replied sourly, “But I do believe wagering with you in any 
form is a blatant sin.” 
 
The black Dog smiled at him. “So I’m told, but I’ll make it worth your risk and I’ll add some 
information so you don’t think I’m up to no good.” 
 
“You’re always up to no good, but keep talking, cuz I’m a one Skunk audience and you’ve got 
my undivided attention.” 
 
Scratch tipped his chair back, holding his last two cards near his chest. “I’ll tell you honestly that 
I do not have the forth deuce in my hand… I might have it in the crib, but that’s a long shot since 
you know what you placed there, and I know what I placed there… so I will take an additional 



cut of the deck to search for it. We will wager upon the crib and that small bit of chance in the 
cut.” 
 
“What’s your offer?” 
 
“I’m feeling a small bit lustful again. If the duce is in the crib, or if I pull it in the cut, you once 
again give me thirty minutes of pain. In turn, I will add again to your lamp oil.” 
 
“Not good enough,” the Skunk told him flatly. “I get the pain, you get the pleasure, and I’m no 
better off for it even after you add the oil. Try again.” 
 
The Dog tipped his seat forward again and regarded his adversary. “You’re a keen one 
Scanectity… I like that. It gives the game an edge to it I usually don’t get to feel. Very well, give 
me a counter wager and I’ll consider it.” 
 
The farmer lay his remaining cards face down on the table, and thought for a moment. “All 
right… tell you what; if you win you get your pain, but I get my oil. I’ll suffer that for you; but 
you have to give me the thirty minutes awake. If I win, I get the oil, thirty minutes awake, and no 
pain.” 
 
The Devil thought about this, and then countered, “The odds are not for me regardless of what 
you might think. If I win, I get the pain, you get the oil, but you do not get to wake up. Your 
suffering will, however, be observed by those present. That gives me their pain upon observing 
your pain. You win, and it will be as you requested.” 
 
“Done,” the Skunk told him and then flipped his cards face up without so much as a smile. “I’ll 
save you the effort of cutting the deck. I already hold the forth deuce; and I won’t even bring up 
the irony that it’s a heart.” 
 

------------------ 
 
 
Scanectity’s eyes blinked and he saw an open window. It was dusk and the evening sky was 
darkening. The curtains billowed slightly from a cool breeze. “Now isn’t that a nice thing to 
see?” 
 
“Scanectity?” Bella’s voice asked. “Are you in pain?” 
 
“No… though you’ll forgive me if I don’t try to get up. I’m thinking I won’t be awake for very 
long my love.” 
 
She knelt next to him, and gently pressed her face to his. “I love you husband… with all my 
heart I love you.” 
 
“Ya beat me to it woman… dang, but I love you too. Where’s the children?” 
 



Bella leapt to the window. Leaning out, she called down to the porch, “HE’S AWAKE! COME 
QUICK… HE’S AWAKE!” 
 
As soon as the announcement was made, she was back again at his side pressing her face to his 
again. “Don’t you be leaving me now old Skunk,” she told him. “You stay right here with me 
and I’ll take good care of you.” 
 
As bad off as he was the farmer actually chuckled. “You always did take good care of me dear.” 
 
At that moment the door to the bedroom burst open and everyone crowded in. 
 
The farmer smiled. “It’s good to see all of you,” he managed. “Could I get some water, please? 
I’m powerful thirsty.” 
 

-------------- 
 
 
Scanectity woke again, seated at the card table. The lamp’s reservoir was a good inch higher than 
it had been and its light was strong and steady. The table was neat and orderly with the cribbage 
board in the middle and the deck of cards sitting next to it. 
 
“Ya poked him in the tail hole there Nephew. Hot damn; I’d a paid real gold to see that and I got 
it for free.” 
 
“How’d he take it?” 
 
“Not well,” Uncle Ernie’s voice turned serious, “Not well at all. He was real quiet like when he 
got up from the table. That’s when he’s most dangerous… it shows exactly how angry he is.” 
 
“I don’t know how long I can keep this up Unc. I’m feeling better for the break but the oils 
gonna go down again, no doubt of that.” 
 
“I council patience; you’ll see your opening eventually just like you did that time.” 
 
Uncle Ernie went silent then. Scanectity figured it was for a good reason and so said nothing 
further. When the Devil came back the farmer was deep into a game of solitaire. 
 
“You didn’t wait for me,” he said evenly, “I am so disappointed.” 
 
“I hardly need you around to get on with things,” the Skunk replied. “Thanks for the extra oil.” 
 
Scratch looked at the lamp and then back to the Skunk. “You are joking, aren’t you? I didn’t add 
any more than that which we agreed to… nice wager, by the way. It was almost a pleasure to be 
had so smoothly.” 
 



Scanectity looked at the lamp and his eyes narrowed slightly as he gauged what was there against 
what had been there before. Though he mentioned nothing further, he definitely thought the level 
was higher than it should have been.  
 
He was healing.  
 
Looking back to the Dog, he told him, “I will not say what I would like to say, as it would be 
unseemly under the circumstances… besides which it would probably burn extra oil and that’s 
something to be avoided at all costs.” He went back to his game of solitaire, playing a card and 
then closing out one line. 
 
Scratch leaned forward, watching the cards in play. “Black seven on the red eight to your right,” 
he said evenly. 
 
“I seen it,” the farmer mumbled, but continued to look at the cards. Eventually he moved the 
seven to the eight.” 
 
“You don’t trust me?” the Devil asked in a hurt tone. 
 
Scanectity looked up at him; his expression anything but sympathetic. “Don’t you have some 
souls to torment or something?” 
 
“I thought that was what I was doing. Play the red six on the black seven next.” 
 
“I ain’t dead yet.” 
 
“And still… here you are,” the Dog replied, motioning to the area, “One more victim of ‘doing 
the right thing’.” 
 
“Maybe it’s where I was supposed to be… so put that in your pipe and smoke it. Maybe it’s me 
sent to torment you.” 
 
“How many jugs of the recipe are left?” Scratch asked him, ignoring the jibe. 
 
“Nine… no, eight now that the one’s burned itself up.” 
 
“Did it ever occur to you that I might be up for a trade of sorts?” 
 
“Of sorts?” 
 
The Devil smiled, rose, and turned his chair around so he could use the back to lean upon as he 
sat. “Yes… of sorts. I would dearly love to have a sampling of freely given unsalted whiskey, 
and I’m… perhaps… willing to make a trade.” 
 
“I salted all the jugs; they’re still potent, but not drinkable.” 
 



The lamp flickered and hissed as if a drop of moisture had found the wick. The Devil laughed a 
deep and hearty laugh. “You just lied. I never thought I would see the day that Scanectity Skunk 
would be caught out flat footed like that.” 
 
The farmer, frowning, played another card… the six on the seven. “I never had a  
‘truth ‘o’meter’ on me before. Makes using your wits a bit harder don’t it?” 
 
The Devil cracked his knuckles. “Indeed it does. Are you going to take forever playing that 
stupid game? I’m suddenly getting the urge to have another game of cribbage.” 
 
“I ain’t got forever,” he replied. 
 
The Devil nodded to him. “Exactly my point.” 
 
 

----------------- 
 

The moon shone through the same open window in Scanectity’s room. Three days had passed 
since his awake time and though her husband looked no worse, neither did he look any better. 
Bella sat next to him gently smoothing the fur on his cheek. 
 
“Such a pretty moon tonight, my husband. It’s called a lover’s moon and I can’t think of anyone 
else I would ever want to share it with.” She paused, thinking of all that had happened that day. 
“It’s good to have such friends as we do. Beavus had his clan out to the farm today measuring up 
what we would need to rebuild, and Marvin pledged any and all hardware they’ll need… he even 
ordered me another bath tub at cost plus shipping.” 
 
She leaned down and gently kissed his cheek. 
 
“Vixyy and Victoria cleaned out the root cellar, which suffered no real damage. They brought 
everything still edible with them and placed it in the root cellar here. Vixyy says we can stay as 
long as we need cuz we’re family. She is so sweet. Walter played for you this afternoon… I 
know you heard him cuz you were smiling. He’s such a good musician. I do hope he twines tails 
with Victoria. She, by the way, has changed so much. I think maybe you were right and the bad 
influence was her mother. That is such a shame….” 
 
The door opened quietly, and Kast came in. “It’s time for me to treat the wounds again Ma… 
best you leave now and get some rest. I’ll watch him after. Try to relax a little. Miss Vixyy has a 
hot bath drawn for you. She said to tell you to ‘move your Skunk ass and get down to the bath 
room’… her words not mine.” 
  
Kissing her husband on the cheek again, Bella rose. It was good advice. She would take a good 
soak and then try to rest. She needed to be strong and one couldn’t be strong if they were on the 
brink of exhaustion. 
 
 



--------------- 
 
 
“I’m beat again,” the Devil said folding his cards up and throwing them into the pile. “I swear 
Scanectity; you are one fine card player.” 
 
“It’s also a good thing for you that you don’t have a lamp burning, or you’da drained it dry with 
lies like that. You’re just as sharp at the cards as I am Friend Bob… you’re just holding back 
trying to fish me in.” 
 
“Not so… not so at all. You have fairly trounced me and that’s the truth.” 
 
“You wouldn’t know the truth if it was a snake and it bit you in the ass,” Scanectity retorted with 
a chuckle.  
 
The lamp flickered and sputtered for a second and both players glanced over at it.  
 
“I can’t give you that one back, Friend Scanectity,” the Devil told him, “Though it was a good 
little prick of a jibe.” 
 
“Was worth it,” the farmer said in a softer tone, “And that is the truth.” 
 
Smiling, the Dog reached over and was about to adjust the lamp’s wick, but he stopped and 
looked at the reservoir.  Frowning, he took out a stub of a pencil from a vest pocket. Wetting the 
tip with his tongue, he put a mark on the crystal. “Your oil’s not dropping the way it should be 
dropping Skunk. I’m rather disappointed with that. It would appear you might be healing.” 
 
“I recon you’d be disappointed with that. Soon you won’t have control over when I can or can’t 
go back. All I have to do is wait you out. The way I’m seeing it, I’ve no need to wager anything 
more from this point on… what do you think about those apples?” 
 
“I think that just won’t do,” the Devil replied quietly. 
 

---------------------- 
 
It was late in the evening when Foshu finished gently cleansing Scanectity’s wounds. She’d just 
applied the salve when the front desk bell rang. At first she ignored it, thinking someone else 
would answer the call; but it rang again three more times. Grumbling about apparently being the 
only one who could hear such things, she quietly left the bedroom to attend the customer. Within 
moments the soft moonlight clouded over and a summer rain began. Less than a minute after 
that, the soft rain became a deluge and the wind shifted to blowing directly through the bedroom 
window; soaking the lone occupant and his bed. 
 

----------------------- 
 
 



 
The Devil wore a strange smile as he tipped back in his chair. His gaze looked more through the 
Skunk then it did at him. Scanectity felt a chill down his spine. Glancing at his ‘life’ lamp, he 
found it near blazing. 
 
“What did you do?” he asked the Dog. 
 
“Nothing much,” he responded, never losing his smile. “Made it rain a little is all. ‘And the rain 
falls upon the righteous and the sinner in a like fashion’. Which are you Friend Scanectity?” 
 
The farmer shivered in spite of himself, suddenly feeling feverish. 
 
“Sorry to force the issue, old Skunk,” Scratch told him, “But time was suddenly not on my 
side… now it is again.” Nodding to the lamp, he added, “It would seem you no longer have the 
ability to wait me out, as you so aptly put it. I’ll make you an offer; one more game of cribbage 
for the whole kit and caboodle. These will be the terms… you win; you live… you lose; you die. 
Refuse to play and you die in any case. What say you to those apples?” 
  
Scanectity shivered again. Looking to the lamp, he found a quarter inch of the oil gone already.  
“That’s cheating.” 
 
“Says you.” The Devil told him. His voice was dripping with acid. “I can be patient up to a point, 
Friend, but patience is for the weak. Do we have ourselves a wager? Yes or no? Your answer is a 
simple one either way.” 
 
Picking up the cards, Scanectity began to shuffle. “Reset the pegs,” he said beginning to openly 
shiver. 
 
“This time,” Scratch told him, “I won’t even get upset that you told me what to do. Oh yes… 
look there…” he said, tipping back his chair and glancing to his groin. “I think I’ve an erection 
already.” 
 
 

-------------------- 
 
 
The card game went back and forth flowing smoothly in its play. Though Scanectity played with 
the fire of a fever burning inside of him his mind remained sharp. By the time they were on the 
last line of the cribbage board the lamp shade caught fire. Scanectity’s lips were blue and he was 
shivering uncontrollably. Looking to his opponent, he asked, “I don’t suppose you’d object to 
turning the lamp down just a tad?” 
 
“Of course not,” Scratch replied evenly. Snapping his fingers, the shade extinguished with no 
apparent damage to its material. “It’s been a long time since I enjoyed myself this much Skunk. 
Well… not really all that long, but I am especially enjoying the fact that it’s you here with me.”  
 



“I’m right pleased you feel that way,” Scanectity managed. It felt as if his heart was going to 
jump out of his chest as hard as he was now shivering. 
 
Two more hands were played, the voices of the players muted in concentration as every last 
possible point was squeezed from the cards. 
 
Coming from behind, the Devil counted the points in his crib and then pegged them on the board. 
He laughed harshly; a shark now keen to the smell of blood and closing for the kill. “Well , well, 
well… it would seem justice is poetic after all. I see we are both once again just four holes from 
the finish and it’s my first count. Now where have I seen this before?” 
 
“I don’t suppose you’d want to cut the deck before I deal?” the farmer asked him weakly. 
 
“Not a chance. This time I’ll keep my first count thank you very much.” He cackled, rubbing his 
paws together in anticipation. “In a few more moments, I fully expect to be roasting your toes 
over the very highest grade of coal.” 
 
“Nice of ya to keep the quality up just for me.” 
 
Scanectity squinted to see the cards, shuffling them with shaking fingers. He then dealt six cards 
each and placed the deck on the table between them. Both players looked at their cards and made 
a decision, placing two of their six cards face down on the table for the crib.  
 
“I was generous to you with my discard,” Scratch told Scanectity as he reached out to cut the 
deck. Splitting the deck and moving the top to the bottom, he turned over the top card… a Jack 
of Diamonds. 
 
“Two points for me,” the farmer managed to say, his voice not much more than a whisper. His 
paw shook so badly it took him three tries to move his peg. “Three points more and I’m over the 
finish line old fellow.” 
 
“So I see,” responded the Devil dryly. He was not smiling. Throwing down his first card, he said, 
“Deuce.” 
 
“N’other deuce for two points,” the farmer told him, throwing his card on top of the Devil’s. 
“That’s another two points for me… seems I remember this from before too.” Concentrating as 
hard as he could, he moved his peg again and smiled when he got it situated in the very last hole. 
He was beginning to feel dizzy enough that he worried he would fall out of his chair before the 
game could conclude. “What’s it gonna be Scratch? You got another deuce? That’d win the 
game for you right enough. If ya don’t, though; with just one point to go, I’m odds on the winner 
and you can go right back to where ya came from… whipped again by golly.” 
 
The Devil looked at his cards and thought very hard about what to play next. He had no deuce of 
anything. Smiling, he looked up and behind his opponent. A large mirror appeared, clearly 
reflecting the cards in the farmer’s paws. 
 



With a sound of breaking crockery, a large whiskey jug smashed down upon the Dog’s head and 
he slumped forward to the table. His cards fell unheeded to the floor. 
 
“LOOK WHATCHA MADE ME GO AND DO!” Uncle Ernie yelled at the unconscious form. 
“THAT WAS MY BESTEST TREASURE, AND NOW IT’S SPOIL’T SURE ENOUGH!” 
 
Scanectity looked at the apparition dumbly. “Uncle Ernie?” 
 
“Yeah boy… it’s me. Sorry to spoil your fun, but the bastard was cheating. I can stand for a lot 
of things; but not that. Look behind yourself.” 
 
Scanectity pushed his chair back slowly and turned with difficulty only to see his reflection in 
the large mirror. In his fevered state, it took a moment for him to understand. “How long has that 
been there?” 
 
“Just for this last hand, and then only after you played your deuce. Scratch broke under the 
pressure. He’d played straight till then, but he just had to be sure. ”  
 
“He said he’d play fair,” Scanectity mumbled. 
 
Leaning down next to the inert form sprawled over the table, Ernie yelled, “FAIR MY BLACK 
FURRY ASS… YOU AIN’T PLAYED FAIR A DAY IN YOUR LIFE!”  
 
Standing again, he smiled at his nephew. “Dumb ass… You were supposed to say that when he 
made the promise in the first place; weren’t you?” 
 
Scanectity looked to his Uncle… the Skunk who had taught him so much in life. “What happens 
now?” 
 
“You’re going home where you belong and not a moment too soon; your oil’s about spent. 
You’ll be at least a month in bed and another two not moving around a whole lot.” 
 
“How’s my family?” the farmer asked next, trying to rise from his chair and not succeeding. 
 
“They’re fine,” Ernie told him. Bending over, he retrieved the Devil’s bottle of oil from under 
the table. “They’ll be finer, though, when they see you’re feeling better.”  
 
Unscrewing the stopper from the lamp’s reservoir, he poured the oil until it was totally full, and 
then screwed the stopper back on the fill hole. He then turned the lamps wick down until the 
light was a soft glow. Finally, he came over and stood behind Scanectity, pouring the oil directly 
onto his back and rubbing it into his fur. 
 
“Feel any better?” he asked when the bottle was empty. 
 
Scanectity took in a deep shaky breath and then let it out again. “Yes… I do. That’s all there is to 
it?” 



 
“Sorta yes, and sorta no… I’m playing this tune by ear Nephew, so you’ll have to bear with me.” 
 
“Where did the jug of whiskey come from?” he asked. 
 
“Oh… that…” His Uncle chuckled. “That was my treasure. It kinda kept me anchored here since 
I refused to let it go. That was the jug I was holding in my arms the day I died.” 
 
“Kept you anchored?” 
 
“Yup… now that it’s broke, there no reason, or way for that matter, for me to stick around. I 
imagine when poop for brains there wakes up; I’ll have to go with him since we did have a deal. 
I been hiding from him for a long time now… it’s gonna be painful, but to tell the truth I’m 
kinda glad it’s over.” 
 
“Wait,” muttered Scanectity wiping his eyes... he was suddenly feeling very tired. “You gave up 
your life for mine? Uncle Ernie… you can’t just go with him. He promised to leave you alone. 
His word is good so long as he gives it.” 
 
The elder Skunk frowned deeply. “And he don’t cheat if he says he won’t. Don’t make me call 
you a moron this late in the game Nephew. You beat old Scratch once before,” he said pointing 
to the inert figure on the table. “I recall that time because I was there too. You stepped up for 
someone who was just a neighbor… you didn’t have to do that. This time  you took his 
punishment just so you could tell that whopping big fib to keep you son from feeling guilty over 
a stinking accident… not to mention a whole lot of other good ya done that I woulda never even 
considered doing when I was alive. You make my small sacrifice seem pale by comparison; so 
shut your yap. Stand up and be counted now; it’s time for you to go home.” 
 
Scanectity pushed back in his chair and stood on shaky legs. “I can do this,” he said when his 
Uncle came over to assist him. “I can… really.” An expression of pain passed over his features. 
“Funny… my back hurts something fierce, Unc.” 
 
“Trust me… that’s gonna get a lot worse.” 
 
Uncle Ernie indicated his Nephew should stand next to his former card partner, but back out of 
the way. Retrieving the now empty chair, the elder Skunk moved to a position slightly to the side 
of the still prostrate Devil. Removing the squashed looking Bowler from his head, he tossed it to 
the side. Looking to Scanectity, he asked him, “You ready to go home to your family?” 
 
The farmer nodded. “I am.” 
 
Reaching out, Ernie shook the Dog roughly by the shoulder. “Wake up there sleepy head… come 
on now… don’t disappoint me. I know I’m gonna regret this later, but for now I’m enjoying the 
living hell out it.” 
 



Scratch stirred. Shaking his head, he slowly sat up like a child’s toy coming back to life. 
“What?” he managed to ask. 
 
“We’re leaving now,” Ernie said loudly as if speaking to a deaf person. 
 
The Devil blinked, looking at Ernie while trying to grasp what was happening. “No… wait… 
you can’t…” His eyes opened wide as he came fully to his senses and he roared, “YOU CAN’T 
LEAVE!” 
 
The elder Skunk, holding his Nephew’s chair by its back, swung it around and smashed it down 
upon the black Dog’s head.  
 
“LIKE HELL WE CAN’T!” he yelled in return. 
 

----------------- 
 
 
Scanectity found himself sitting on the side of his bed. He was cold and wet; but he was 
breathing. The air smelled fresh and alive. He saw that the room’s window was open and it was 
night. In the absence of the moon’s illumination, he could see many many stars twinkling in the 
sky. He smiled, reaching out as if to touch them. 
 
“In truth; I never tire of looking at them either; especially since I helped put them there.” 
 
The voice belonged to the Devil, and Scanectity was not surprised to hear it. “You’re not 
supposed to be here in the valley,” he croaked, turning to the shadowy figure sitting in the corner 
of the room. His mouth tasted like mud and the pain from his back was almost too intense to 
bear… but bear it he would. 
 
“Neither are you,” the Dog countered softly, “But here we both are. You are a worthy adversary 
Friend Scanectity; I will miss your company.” 
 
“I ain’t gonna miss you at all and that’s the plain truth. What did ya do with Uncle Ernie?”  
 
“Answers to questions cost,” the Devil replied, “You know how it works. There’s water on the 
bedside table if you’re thirsty.” 
 
Turning to the table, Scanectity reached out and picked up the glass; taking the time to look at it. 
It was his favorite glass from their burned out home. He smiled a small smile and drank; feeling 
life pour back into his body. When finished he turned back to the Devil. “Thank you for that 
Friend Bob. As to the question, I believe you owe me one as I took an I.O.U. for the one you 
freely offered previously.” 
 
“Ah yes… I do owe you one, don’t I? Very well; I wanted to punish your Uncle Ernie in the 
worse possible way I could think of… so I sent him back to his wife.” 
 



Scanectity actually laughed. “Edna’s in…” 
 
“Heaven,” the Devil finished for him. 
 
“And who wants to go to heaven where the only spirits are the ones with wings?” Scanectity 
added, quoting something his Uncle had told him once. “You are indeed a diabolical fiend.” 
 
The Devil chuckled. “Thank you.” He paused and then added, “I was actually a very nice person 
once upon a time. Every now and again I work the loop holes when I am moved to do so. Ever 
the truth told and yet not exactly the truth as one might suspect. You have a good life 
Scanectity.” 
 
The bedroom door opened covering the shadowy figure and Bella was there standing silhouetted 
by the dim hall lantern. He could see her figure through the nightgown and this pleased him. 
 
“Scanectity?” 
 
“Yes dear… I’m back.” 
 
She came to the bed and very carefully hugged him. Tears coursed down both their faces. Within 
just a few minutes the others had joined them; and there was much love shared. 
 
 

------------------------ 
 
 
The following morning the church bells rang out in quick joyous notes. Those who came later to 
see what the occasion was found a note next to the bell rope. 
 
Dear Friends and Neighbors, 
 
I have pulled upon this rope to announce that Scanectity Skunk is awake and would be pleased to 
receive any and all well wishers at the Whackadoodle Inn, where he is temporarily staying. 
 
We, of his family, would be further pleased if you would join us there for lunch.  
 
Ma has managed to bake a total of fifteen pies… first come first served. 
 
With the Warmest Regards, 
 
Scanectity Skunk Junior 



Sitting On The Roof 
 
The night was dark except for the uncountable stars. A cool breeze blew and on it could be felt 
the promise of a morning’s dew. Summer was done and harvest time would be on them in a 
quick hurry. Getting the crops in would be foremost on every farmer’s mind. Two figures sat 
atop the roof of the Whackadoodle Inn, watching the sky… a Skunk and a Fox. 
 
“Thinking back on it,” Scanectity remarked softly, “This year certainly flew by; and hardly a 
feather shed in the flight.” Pointing at a star moving slowly across the sky, he said, “There… the 
angles are moving another one, ya see it?” 
 
“I see it,” Vixyy replied in an equally hushed tone. “I never tire of coming up here just to 
watch… there’s nothing to clutter the view. Do you think the angels are Skunks, or Foxes?” 
 
“Wolfs,” he told her, “And that based solely on what Kast has done for us since he came to stay.”  
 
“I won’t disagree there,” she agreed. “He’s been a true blessing.” 
 
They passed a time in silence then just watching the sky.  
 
Scanectity’s wounds had finally skinned over and were on the mend. Whether or not he would 
ever again have fur in the burned areas was in question. Bella still insisted he get plenty of rest, 
though she was hard pressed to keep him indoors. Just the week before, he had Junior push him 
out to the fields in their wheelbarrow so he could inspect the work of those who had willingly 
offered their services. The old farmer, even on his sick bed, had accepted their help only with the 
promise they would all accept a fair wage. Most were share croppers and he knew the extra coin 
would help their families come the winter. 
 
“You know Pops,” his son said as he pushed his father down the road, “You should consider 
working the farm like this from now on.” 
 
“What; have you push me around in a wheelbarrow and get others do the work I’m supposed to 
be doing? And how could I call myself a farmer with a straight face? I’d be no better than a lazy 
land holder if I did that.” 
 
“Not exactly what I meant Pop; and Lucy’s Pop is a landowner.” 
 
“My apologies to Cat Thomas,” he grumbled. 
 
 
“What I meant was; you’ll have a lot of other work to tend to right enough. There’s the dam and 
grist mill to be finished up and looked over; and then there’s the saw mill which will be up and 
running by late harvest time… earlier with luck. Beavus has already laid in a store of lumber to 
be cut so we’ll be busy all winter to be sure.” 



 
This and more weighed heavily on Scanectity’s mind as he sat on the roof of the Whackadoodle 
Inn watching the stars with the Inn Keeper. 
 
“Look over there Vix,” he whispered as he pointed. “That cluster of stars looks just like you.” 
 
She laughed softly. “Looks more like Junior with his tail in the air, if you ask me. Reminds me of 
what he did to Kast when they first met.” 
 
“Oh yes… I did feel bad for Kast when I saw him that first time. Maybe it was just the precursor 
to him being adopted by a Skunk family since he had to kinda get used to the odor. If you think 
about it, there certainly have been a lot of coincidences in our lives.” The farmer drew the word 
out and then smiled at her, his white teeth showing clearly in the darkness as did his white stripe. 
 
“He told me they already got your steam engine and saw mechanism set up for the mill,” she 
whispered. Being a part owner, the old Fennec kept abreast of this particular project. “I got a 
letter from the Professor yesterday too. He says the boiler won’t be in for another month, but I 
figure we got the time.” She paused watching a shooting star come and go with a quiet, “Oooo 
nice one.”  When it burned out, she told him, “I can tell Kast is feeling good about doing 
something he knows how to do.” 
 
“It’s not bothering to him none that the engine came from his clan?” 
 
She shook her head ‘no’ even though he couldn’t see her do it. After a pause, she said quietly, 
“He told you up front it was the right thing to do. Seems he was correct in his thinking. He found 
a letter tucked away inside the engine with his name on it.” 
 
Scanectity pulled his bushy tail around to his front and held it to his chest like a comforter. “You 
don’t say?” he whispered back. “And how come I didn’t know about this?” 
 
“You were asleep. Bella knows. The letter was from his Ma. I guess she figured that leaving it 
with the engine carried the best hope of it getting to him. She was a smart one… figured he 
would’ve been hired by whoever retrieved it for scrap if he was still in the area.” She pointed to 
another cluster of stars. “Looks Wolfish don’t it?” For a moment her mind went to Metassus and 
his strange troop of thieves. What a life that would be. 
 
“Yes; I see it,” Scanectity replied in his hushed tone, “And he’s got a whole pack around him for 
company.  So… what did the letter say?” 
 
“I don’t know. Eventually he’ll tell us… give him time.” 
 
“Seems I got plenty of that on my paws,” the farmer grumbled. 
 
“Shush. Accept that and be thankful old Skunk. You’re still with us and now you just have to 
shift your mind to doing the things that have to be done on a higher level. You can’t just be a 



farmer anymore. You’re starting a new chapter to your life and you got folks depending on your 
good sense and direction.” 
 
“And what exactly do you mean by that?” he asked, looking over at her in the darkness. 
 
“You got time for a story?” she asked softly. 
 
“Ain’t got a lot else, now do I?” 
 
“Shush, ya grumpy old thing, and listen up cuz I’ll tell the whole thing just once and only to you; 
provided you swear never to tell anyone.” 
 
“That serious huh?” 
 
“Yes… it is.” 
 
“I so swear’s then.” He then pointed to the sky. “Got another star moving up there, Vix.” 
 
“I see it,” she whispered as she looked skyward. “At least the angels know where to move it to. 
Maybe they move us along in the same way, cuz when I came to this valley I was just plain lost. 
I had no idea how I even got here… so something or someone guided my feet. My head was a 
little more than clouded at that time. I had… let’s just say; an inner personal conflict.” She 
smiled at the remembrance and her own teeth shone in the darkness. “More than a few sought my 
demise and life, as I knew it, had become real ugly.” 
 
She looked to the farmer and smiled sadly, “A Fox will only fight if backed into a corner cuz we 
don’t have a stinker to rely on like you Skunks. Our usual weapon of choice is cunning; and 
that’s what I’ve always relied upon to survive. My cunning finally failed me though and my guts 
said run; so I grabbed what I could, faked my own death; and ran like the Devil was chasing 
me.” 
 
She tightened her fingers on the rough wood tiles and thought about what she would say next; 
the telling of this story was as much for herself as for the Skunk. 
 
“I first saw this building from the road; right over there by the front gate,” she said softly, 
pointing to the spot in the darkness. “The sun was setting and I was just plumb tuckered out. The 
building was dark and cold; just like me. I was a much different Fox than the one you sit with 
now.” 
 
The farmer offered no comment, allowing her the space to continue unhindered. 
 
“Well… at any rate,” she told him, “I collapsed right there in the gateway, crying my fool eyes 
out. There I was with not much more than the clothes on my back and not a dang thing to show 
for my life other than that sack of money I was so loathe to give up. I found myself thinking, 
‘What in tarnation am I going to do?’ That’s when this little voice says to me, ‘Think about it ya 



dingy Fox… money won’t keep ya warm at night… ya can’t eat it… pretty much it’s totally 
useless unless you do something with it.’” 
 
She sighed and was quiet for a moment, watching the night sky. 
 
“That Fox didn’t much care if she lived or died,” the Inn Keeper finally continued in a small 
voice, the memory obviously hurtful to her. “That’s when I got ganged up on cuz the Inn actually 
called to me, adding its say so to the fracas. It said… ‘I am still fertile ground; just a little old and 
over grown like you. They’re gonna burn me down on the morrow old Fox… and you certainly 
will die too. I need your help as much as you need mine.’”  
 
She looked over at Scanectity and placed her paw on his. “I spent that night on the porch and the 
following day I bought the place; but not for the asking price. I might have been desperate, but 
old habits die hard. I probably shouldn’t have made such a fuss but it did give me a reputation as 
someone not to be messed with.”  
 
“I heard tell you darn near had a fist fight with old Henry Hound over the place.” 
 
“It belonged to his grandmother and her long since dead,” she bristled, “What did he care? I see 
her ghost every now and again too; always smiling at me like there’s some sorta joke she wants 
to share.” She took a breath and let it out slowly. “Well sir, what the Inn told me was true… that 
Hound fella was going to burn it down just to be rid of it. I simply saved him the effort and in the 
end he made some coin on the deal. I ain’t seen him since and good riddance.” 
 
Scanectity nodded, not moving his paw from hers. It was held in friendship… to shy away from 
the touch would have been an insult. 
 
Another shooting star streaked across the sky. 
 
“Another soul gone off to heaven,” she said softly. “I am ever grateful it’s not yours.” 
 
The Skunk made no reply… the emotions of the moment prevented him speaking. 
 
“Well sir,” she finally continued, “When I opened the Whackadoodle Inn, I was a one Fox show. 
The place wasn’t much more than an old shell full of cobwebs when the deed was signed. I asked 
for the best lawyer in town and was introduced to Tod Fox. I paid handsomely for his services 
and didn’t squabble. Some things you just pay for and know you’re getting your money’s worth. 
Next, Brontes helped me. I found him sitting around down at the tavern and offered him work. 
The tavern keeper was all sorts of happy to be rid of him cuz he only ever drank water… no 
profit in that. He helped me build the place back up, though I swear he broke as much as he 
fixed. I had this little slip of a Mouse as a serving girl too but it was me who done all the 
chamber pots, washing and such. I was even cook for the poor souls hungry enough to try what I 
offered.” 
 



“I am well familiar with your cooking abilities,” he told her with a chuckle. “I almost choked on 
your attempt at biscuits that time we was snowed in. Good thing Bella was here with us or we’d 
a starved to death for sure.” 
 
“Poo… they were edible enough; just a tad hard. You were supposed to soak them some in your 
coffee.” 
 
“As I recall, we colored them and hung’em on the fireplace as decorations.” 
 
“Are you going to carry on here,” she hissed at him, “Or can I get on with this story?” 
 
He chuckled. “Go ahead… I’m listening.” 
 
“Sure you are…” she said, settling herself. “Before I came here, I ran a similar establishment, but 
of a more sexual nature. At that place I didn’t have to take care of the dirtier details so much. I 
had the looks and the charm, if you know what I mean. I knew how to use both of’em too; which 
made me rather popular. Then again I had a staff to handle most of what else went on.” 
 
“You were a whorish Madam?” he asked softly… one eyebrow going up. 
 
“The unlearned and the unknowing might call it that Skunk, so you are forgiven. Let’s just say I 
was a Fox of many talents.” 
 
“And you claim you had charm? I take it that means over time the charm went away with the 
looks?” 
 
“In your weakened state I can still push you off this here roof,” she growled at him. 
 
Scanectity chuckled. “I see we have established you still got charm.” 
 
“Thank you for noticing,” she replied sweetly, not sounding at all like the threatening Fox who’d 
spoken before. “Well sir; as you have so kindly pointed out, as one gets older one tends to lose 
their looks… but I still had the charm. I also had a good head for business; no pun intended.” 
 
The farmer chuckled but wisely kept quiet. 
 
“Pretty soon I had a bevy of good looking girls working for me. At first it was kinda fun; but I’ll 
tell you plainly it was the Devil’s own honey trap. I quickly found I’d gotten a little further 
involved than I should have… and then a little further… and then even further still.  The taste of 
that honey turned to ash in my mouth as I discovered I was fast caught in a tar pit from which 
there was no escape.” 
 
“I might be a tad slow Vix, but I think I understand. You got yourself out of a bad situation and 
came here. What’s that got to do with me and that ‘higher level’? 
 
“Pay close attention now Skunk. I know you’re a bit like your wonderful son so I’ll go slow.” 



 
Scanectity almost choked trying not to laugh. 
 
“The true secret to being a Madam is your ability to lead and direct.” 
 
“So now you want me to be a Madam?” he teased. 
 
“Keep it up and I’m going to slap you one,” she growled at him and then chuckled too. “Oh 
wouldn’t you look pretty in pink silk?” 
 
They watched the stars for a bit and then she told him, “I’m no longer a one Fox show 
Scanectity. I have Kast and Foshu, Victoria and Walter. They know what needs to be done but 
they also need me to watch over things and make suggestions when it’s needed. That’s what you 
need to do now. Like it or not, you’re the leader who everyone looks to for that nod of approval.” 
 
“I’d have to do a lot of thinking on that one Vix.” 
 
She squeezed his paw. “Too late to think Scanectity… it’s already done. That toboggan is 
already heading down the hill and you’re in the first seat. All you can do is tell everyone which 
way to lean. That toboggan hits a tree and you’re the one who hits it first.” 
 
“Scanectity Skunk!” Bella yelled from down below. “What on earth are you doing on top of that 
roof?!” She could just be seen standing in the front yard looking skyward. Victoria stood next to 
her, the pair looking strikingly alike. Both had their paws on their hips. 
 
“Watching the stars and reflecting on what a lovely wife I have,” he shouted back. 
 
“It’s all right Bella,” the Inn Keeper added loudly, “I’m keeping an eye on him.” 
 
“YOU’RE KEEPING AN EYE ON HIM?! YOU ALREADY FELL OFF THE ROOF ONCE!” 
With that, and a few quite audible grumbles about certain crazy Foxes and Skunks, Bella added, 
“I CAME OUT HERE TO TELL YOU THE COFFEE’S READY.”  
 
Before Scanectity could reply, she stalked back up the front steps followed by her young 
shadow. 
 
“I have to admit,” the Skunk told the Fox softly, “She’s got a valid point. Best we get down now 
or she’ll be mad at the both of us all the way to Sunday. Sides that, Foshu’s got a pie in the oven; 
and that’s something we need to check on.” 
 
“Wait… how do you mean that?” the Fox asked him. 
 
He smiled at her, his teeth showing again in the darkness… but he didn’t comment. 
 
“You know something I don’t,” she said strongly. If they hadn’t been on the roof she would have 
popped him on the arm. “Talk Skunk.” 



 
“Well, I’ve noticed she’s looking right pretty these days. She’s got a certain glow about her that 
I’ve seen before in my Bella if you know what I mean, but it’s probably my imagination and just 
wishful thinking. As to the pie, Bella’s teaching ‘our’ daughter the secrets of good baking and 
we’ll have a pie with that coffee in short order,” he told her with a toothy grin. “What is it you’re 
thinking I meant there Madam Fox?” 
 
“I’m thinking it’s my wishful thinking as well,” she replied, standing on the roof’s crest. “Let’s 
go get desert.” 
 
As the pair slowly climbed back through the bedroom window… the one helping the other, 
helping the other… the moon came up on the horizon shining its soft yellowish light upon the 
valley. The evening’s breeze faded to nothing and all became still.  
 
From somewhere down below, Walter’s banjo began to sing and Foshu’s laugh was heard 
indicating Kast must surely have said something humorous. The back porch door slammed and 
Junior’s voice could be heard as he said something to them, though his words were muted.  
 
Scanectity knew Lucy would be on his son’s arm and this pleased him.  
 
The smell of baking pie became heavy on the night air as Bella opened the summer oven on the 
back porch to check its progress… and that made everything just fine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 


