Move Your Tail In Time To The Music

by
Vixyy Fox
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Truth hides in plain sight. It's buried in the ditaf our every day existeniand become:ost
to time and history which onlgverlooks at the larger picture. Tens and hundred®afs/pas
on a single page with only averview ofthe good and baitthings that happene Case in point;
when | was a child there were no sneakers as we& kmem today. There were orthe canvas
shoes with rubber soles callBed Ball Jet; and those were only used for gym class bec
‘They got no support and are bad for your fe

Real shoes were made of leatt

Because of this you did not get them wet by stogpiough rain puddles. You woa pair of
‘rubbers’. No,this was not a sexual device; it was a rubber tnershat made everything ni
and water proof at puddle depirhey were very stretchy and you simply pulled themover
your shoes. It was also a vggginful point of ridicule amongst schoolchildrehould you be
seen wearing thenkor this reason you dared not show up to scwith them on, but get
spanking if you were caught not wearing them byrymrents who had to pay for your sh

| bet you didn’t know that... unle you're my age.

“One two three, one two three, one two three.nomo... NO! That is not how you do i
Duroc released Wirewdff pawsand took a full step back. “How is it a fella whortos the
masts of a pitching and rollirghip with all clarity annot even keep step when I'm cour
outloud?”

It was Sunday with no guestethe kitchen was closed for the day as was evemrdihsines:
in the valley. For this reason, the ghad the dining room all to themselves as Miss Bandt
Miss Vixyy wereoff to the church’s Seventh Day Market Social lawkfor bargain.

“l can dance a pretty good jig,” the Wolf counteesdl then began to demonstr:



“Will you stop that?! There is no tippy tap stomgrna waltz.”
The Whackadoodle Inn’s gardener did as requestédhem blinked. “What?”

“You asked me to teach you how to dance a waltgosowouldn’t embarrass Miss Vixyy at the
spring dance. We've been at this now — in secfet three days and you're still walking on my
feet. It is a dance of lovers and you have to meike the music which is a three count not the
compound beat of a jig.”

“Maybe if you'd let me lead | wouldn’t do that,”¢old sailor countered.
“Do what?”
“Step on your toes.”

“So you're say’'n you're doing it on purpose?” Thoerher boxer’s look was suddenly harder as
his temper spiked.

“I did not say that, nope. | only suggested thatwias to lead | might not step on your toes so
much.”

The Pig tapped his chest with one finger. “Just@oknow; I'm the lenient one when it comes
to toe step’n. In fact, a particularly dirty triak boxing is step on the other guy’s foot as you
punch him so he’ll lose his balance and go dowméddeding on what kind of match it is you
might be able to give him a good kick or two.” Hevg his friend a wink and then added, “You
step on Miss Vixyy’s toes and | give her enoughepete to make it to the third time and then
she’s gonna give you a good kick in the chops.”

The gardener’s knees went slightly together antkatal image this caused. “Ohhhh... she
wouldn’t do that. Not in front of the entire villag

Duroc gave him an even harder look whereupon th# ¥¢gnowledged through a clearing of
his throat that the afore mentioned happening ntigihy be a possible. “Uh ya... gotcha mate.”

The kitchen door opened and Walter Skunk came isygdws clutched around a steaming cup
of coffee. He still looked half asleep.

“Nice of you to show up,” Duroc quipped.
“It's a long walk from upstairs,” the Skunk chuctt|¢And | was up late. You said meet you in
the morning but you failed to designate a time. Yolucky I'm a light sleeper. | only woke up

cuz | heard you two thumping around down here.”

“Where's Victoria?” Wirewolf asked.



“Still saw’'n logs.” Arriving at his small band stdnhe yawned and then managed to stretch
without spilling the coffee. “And that’s where lidther be you can sure betcha Bob.” Setting his
cup down on the table located there he picked sipdunjo and slung the strap over his shoulder.
“What kind of music do you two lovebirds want?”

“Not funny!” Duroc and Wirewolf said in one voice.
“But play a waltz,” the old sailor added.

“But I'd much rather see a jig,” said a smoothlgaated voice from the foyer entrance to the
dining room.

All three males turned to what their ears told theas feminine. What they found was a white
vixen Fox clothed in a plain gray dress and a sh@weér her head was a bulky telephone
operator’s headset.

“Who are you?” Duroc managed.

The Fox curtsied to him. “Oh my, beg pardon, my easBering and I'm the new telephone
girl.”

“Victoria needed help,” Walter explained, “I thouglou both knew.”

“Well... Miss Vixyy did mention someth’n about soth@,” the gardener muttered, “But tell the
truth, she was prattering on and on and | mightwawe been paying all that much attention. All
| took away from the conversation was someone’siegrfitom somewhere far away.”

“That’s got you in trouble before,” the boxer muée.
“Ireland,” the Fox offered.

“That’s a good fur distance,” Wirewolf muttered,eoeyebrow going up. “I've been there more
than a few times. The beers good and th’e peo[lduany... but you can understand them cuz
they're actually speak’n our language too; justfyiike.”

“Actually,” she said with a smile, “I thought youene the ones talking funny... but I can
understand you sure enough.”

The laughter was all round and warm, after whicHt&/gicked out the notes of a jig just to put
a tease on Duroc. Wirewolf smiled a big smile apgyt tap stomped the same rhythm without
raising his arms from his sides. “Told you | codihce,” he said to Duroc when he finished,
“But it’s a single’s dance.”

The Fox reached down and raised her shirt up ati@floor just enough to clear her lower legs
and then matched the Wolf's dance to the verydtsnp. “I see we have something in
common,” she told him, dropping the long hem smite again covered her legs.



“Well I'll be a bare polled brigantine in a squéalihe gardener managed.

Duroc snorted a laugh and Walter burst forth wittinry of banjo picking that mirrored both their
dances which left the pair with their arms down akigt up dancing a wondrous foot stomping
cacophony of rhythm.

When they were done they were laughing again, to# Wéar out of breath and the Fox looking
as fresh as if she’d just stepped off the boathihatight her to this far country. The switchboard
bell jangled then and she hurried back to her dutie

“What's her name?” the Wolf and Pig asked softly\dlter, not having actually understood a
lot of what she’d said.

“Bearing,” he told them, beginning to play a waltzbelieve you two requested a dance? Is
there any particular song you'd like me to play?”

“It doesn’t matter,” the Pig growled, “So long agoes ‘one two three, one two three’. He then
held his arms out to the gardener and sighed. ‘0o time,” he growled, “And go easy on my
feet.

“I don’t know how I'll ever repay you for yor pati¢ kindness,” the Wolf told his friend as he
came forward to take his place, “Maybe | can tegmhsome fancy knot tying.” Before they
could begin, however, the lithe Fox with the oddeat was back.

“If I might?” she asked with a curtsy. “The onlyirig | will request is quick release should the
jingle jangle go off. If it does I'll have to rurubl think it'll stay Sunday quiet for a time.”

“By all means,” Duroc told her. “Just mind your $pd&e’s hopeless.”

“I think not,” she replied, “Anyone who can dancggalike that can certainly dance a waltz
which is much easier since it's so slow and flowing

“Like a following sea on a moonlit night with thand at yer rear quarter and all gentle like.”
“Exactly! So you'll lead then?”

Wirewolf looked at the boxer and winked. “And | tight I'd never get the chance.”

A week later when the entire village turned outtfae Spring Dance there was indeed a certain
inn keeper who was quite surprised at the poliseraain gardener gave to the Waltz of Spring.

She quietly whispered in his ear that she wouldrrethe favor later that night.

His lips were sealed as to the lesson howeverhansecret was kept as secrets are supposed to
be kept by friends because that’s just the waysitijgposed to be.



Oh yes... that little story about the rubbers; yoay have guessed it had nothing to do with the
story. It was just a bit of a flash back to a bygemna of youth. I'm not so sure you can even buy
the darned things any more.



