6 Angry Mares
A Crossover Story by Jelly
Based on the 1957 film “12 Angry Men,” which was in turn based on the
1954 teleplay “Twelve Angry Men,” by Reginald Rose
~~~~~









____








Door to Hallway



O Water Cooler
| Door to


 _____Juror #1______Juror #4____


  Closet
  |
| Restroom


|



        |



  |


        Juror #6
|
Deliberations Table
        |
Juror #5







|___________________________ |





Juror #3
Juror #2

_______
                                                                           

|_Table_|
Window

Window

Window
~~~~~
ACT I
        
“Unauthorized Use of Harmful Curse: one of the most serious charges tried in our criminal courts.  You’ve heard a long and complex case, gentleponies, and it is your duty to sit down to try and separate the facts from the fancy.  One citizen of Equestria is cursed.  Potentially forever.  The future of another citizen is at stake. 
“If there is a reasonable doubt in your minds as to the guilt of the accused… then you must find her not guilty.  If, however, there is no reasonable doubt, then she must be found guilty.  As you know, if she is found guilty, there will be no chance for leniency, by dual order of Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.  She will be banished from Equestria.  Forever. 
“Whichever way you decide, the verdict must be unanimous.  I urge you to deliberate honestly and thoughtfully.  You are faced with a grave responsibility.  Thank you.”
        
The judge waved a hoof at the seventh and eighth ponies at the end of the jury.  “The alternates may now be excused.  Thank you for your time.”  The alternates glanced at each other before one grabbed his walking stick and started heading out the courtroom door.  The other followed.
        
A small purple dragon with green spikes stood up in front of the jury box, visibly uncomfortable in his uniform.  Sounding exceedingly bored, he said: “The jury will retire.”
        
Almost hesitantly, the six mares began to rise.  They filed out of the jury box, only a few of them making eye contact with the defendant one last time.  The zebra at the defense table stared straight back, eyes unwavering.
~~~~~
“Ah think she’s guilty,” said Juror #4, conspiratorially.  She adjusted her hat dangerously over her eyes, and seemed to be ready to spit on the ground before thinking better of it.  “Ain’t never seen such an open ‘n shut case.  Can hardly believe those fancy lawyers can talk so much.  Just hours of talkin’ ‘bout nothin’.”
        
Juror #2 nodded, filling her cup with water from the cooler.  “Totally,” she added, tossing the refreshment back before refilling her cup.  “Guess they must feel entitled.”  She paused.  “Got any foals?” she asked casually.

“Nope,” said Juror #4.  “Got a younger sis’, though.  Almost like havin’ a kid.”

“Hehe.  I know what you mean.”  She pulled out her wallet.  Some sort of badge shined in it, but she instead pulled out a less-than-pristine photograph.  On it was a picture of an energetic orange pegasus with a shock of purple hair.  “Not my foal, but sometimes it feels like it.  She gave me this picture the day she got her cutie mark.”  She pointed a hoof and beamed proudly.  Across the photograph, written in italics, was the phrase ‘Thanks for believing in me!’  
        
On the other side of the room, Juror #3 was trying (without much success) to open one of the windows.  Juror #5 stepped in and opened it with the barest hint of magic.  “Gum?” she asked, holding out a hoof.
        
“Oh!  No, that’s okay.  Gum just reminds me of alligators.”  Without further explanation, and satisfied with the open window, Juror #3 turned around and sat in the chair directly in front of her.
        
The door to the restroom opened and Juror #1 entered the room, her face positively sparkling with beauty.  “Terribly sorry if I’ve kept you ladies waiting,” she began.  “I was, ah, freshening up.”
        
Chairs scraped as everypony took their seats.  Juror #5 remained standing, though, determined to take control from the start.  “All right girls!  Now we’re not supposed to actually discuss the case until we’ve elected a Forepony.  Therefore, I propose we each introduce ourselves, and cast secret votes—”
        
“I nominate Miss Fuss-Budget here,” said Juror #4 without looking up, waving a lazy hoof towards the purple unicorn she had just interrupted.  She was leaning back in her chair, decidedly comfortable.
        
“Second,” said Juror #2.
        
“All in favor?”   There was a chorus of murmured assents, save for the pony who had just been nominated.  “All ‘posed?”  Silence.  “Then it’s settled.  Let’s get a move on, folks; I got a family ta get back to.”
        
Juror #5 plopped down, a little stunned at how quickly the voting had precipitated.  And more than a little annoyed that it had happened without her approval.  “Right,” she said, trying to think of what to say.   After blinking twice, she magically floated up a hefty stack of papers, and coughed into a hoof.  “I took the liberty of taking a few notes during the trial, and I also made a checklist of every piece of evidence that was admitted.  I think we should start by going over everything on the list.”
        
The cowpony grunted.  “Howsabout we all just vote now and see what happens?  If we all already agree, then there’s no sense in wastin’ our time.”
        
“Second,” said Juror #2.
        
Juror #3 immediately slid a strip of paper folded in half into the center of the table.  The letters “i-u-G” were clearly visible through the paper, having been written in bright pink.
        
“Fine” sighed Juror #5, slumping a bit in her chair.  She started tearing up a piece of paper into strips.  “Everypony go ahead and write down what you think and—”
        
“Just a minute, sugarcube.  Why can’t we just vote out loud?  I trust we’re all honest folk here.  What’s the sense in keeping votes secret?  Ain’t like we’re supposed to keep our ‘pinions to ourselves.”
        
The purple unicorn’s face reddened slightly.  “Because we don’t want to pressure anypony into making up her mind before she’s made up her mind.  And last I checked, I’m the Forepony, and I say we should use secret votes.”
        
Juror #4 raised her hoofs in mock surrender, and settled her chair back to the ground.  She very openly and hastily wrote “G-U-I-L-T-Y” in all capital letters on the strip of paper that had been handed to her and she pushed it into the center of the table, without bothering to fold it.
        
The white unicorn sitting beside the orange earth pony barely held back a look of disgust at the display of rude behavior.  She positioned a hoof to keep her paper secret while she daintily dipped a quill (using her magic) in a bottle of ink supplied by the courthouse.
        
Juror #5 collected the ballots as they were tossed into the center of the table.  She gave them a little shuffle before clearing her throat.  “Guilty.”  Juror #4’s paper fluttered to the table.  “Guilty.”  The paper with pink writing followed.  “Guilty.  Guilty.  I don’t know.  And guilty.
“Looks like we’re undecided.”  She gathered up the papers again, and put them in an envelope that was already labeled “Vote #1.”
        
“Whoa,” said Juror #2.  “What?  Seriously, ‘I don’t know?’  That’s not even a real vote.”  She hovered over her seat, hoofs crossed.  “Who put that in there?”
        
Juror #6 started to slide down in her chair at the same time the Forepony stood up.  “That’s not how secret voting works.  We’re not supposed to know who voted what.”  The purple unicorn sealed the envelope and set it beside her stack of papers, as if for emphasis.
        
“Ah thought you said the point o’ secret votes was so nopony would feel pressured inta votin’ guilty,” countered Juror #4.  “An’ seeing as we’ve voted now, there’s no point in keepin’ the votes secret no more.”
        
Juror #2 settled back down in her seat as Juror #5 was still blustering for a response.  “It doesn’t matter,” Juror #2 said sulkily.  “It was obviously her,” she said, pointing to the now empty chair at the head of the table.
        
Juror #3 popped her head underneath the table and smiled at the cringing pegasus on the floor.  “Hi!” she said, practically bubbling.  “Are we making an igloo?”  The pegasus merely curled herself up into a tighter ball of pink and yellow.  She might have responded, but it was too quiet to hear.
        
A white hoof gently prodded Juror #6’s shoulder.  “Come now darling,” the voice said.  “There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”  She gave a winning smile.  “We want to hear what you have to say.”
        
Juror #6 slowly unfurled herself and peaked over the edge of the table.
        
“So why did you vote ‘I don’t know?’” demanded Juror #2, on the offensive.  This earned her a couple cross looks from the others at the table.
        
The pastel pegasus cringed, but kept her head visible.  “I don’t know,” she squeaked.
        
Juror #2 sighed.  “I can’t even hear you.  Speak louder.”
        
“I don’t know,” she repeated, slightly faster.
        
“LOUDER!”
        
There was an inhalation of breath.  “I DON’T KNOW!”
        
Juror #2 facehoofed and lay her head down on the table.  “Great.  You don’t know why you voted that you don’t know.  That’s just fantastic. ”
        
“Speaking of fans, it sure is hot in here,” piped Juror #3, cutting over a remark Juror #5 was about to make.  “This must be like the hottest day of the year!  And we don’t even have air conditioning!”  She gestured to the fan above the table that was clearly broken.  “I think we should build an igloo.”  She suddenly blew her nose into a pink handkerchief.
        
There was an uncomfortable silence.  It didn’t seem like the conversation had anywhere to go.
        
“Ah reckon there’s nothin’ wrong with sayin’ ya don’t know when ya rightly don’t know,” said Juror #4, breaking the tension.  “It’s an honest answer.  May as well go over the evidence like Miss Forepony says, and we’ll see what happens.  Better ‘n just sittin’ here.”
        
Juror #5 gave a surprised smile.  After being conversationally snubbed several times already, it was a happy change to have the attention suddenly thrust back on her.  “An excellent idea!  We can go over every detail.”  A scroll with unchecked boxes floated beside her.  “So.  The first witness—”
        
“Hold it,” interrupted Juror #2.  “Going over six hours of evidence is going to take forever.”  There was a mumble from the unicorn to her right that six hours of evidence would take at most six hours to go over, but the pegasus didn’t acknowledge it.  “Let’s stick to the important stuff.  We should just go around the table and have everypony say why they think she’s guilty.  Then we can see if she” – pointing at Juror #6 – “has anything to say.”
        
“Suits me,” said Juror #4.  “Ah’ll start.”  She pushed her hat up and scanned the ponies in the room. 
“Somethin’ like this doesn’t happen by accident.  Accordin’ to tha testimony, there ain’t a unicorn spell in existence that can explain what happened.  If there was an equivalent unicorn spell, I’d be havin’ some serious doubts, but as things stand, it had to be a zebra curse.  And the only zebra who coulda done it was her.  Ain’t like there’s a heap o’ zebras ‘round Ponyville, and there was zero evidence to put any other zebras anywhere close to the crime scene.”  She leaned back in her chair, signaling she was through.
        
The room turned to Juror #1.  “Mmm,” she said primly, and somewhat noncommittally.  “The timing is especially important, but I will boil this down to four points.  First.  The day before the… incident… was discovered, the defendant was at the victim’s house.  Second, it is uncontroverted that while at the victim’s house, the zebra was heard shouting ‘Curse you pony, now it is too late; you have doomed us both to a terrible fate!’ 
“Third.  When she ran off after the shout, she was positively identified by a second neighbor.  This neighbor not only recognized her for her stripes, but also because for her cutie mark; something that is unique to every pony.  And fourth: nopony else was ever seen at the victim’s house between the shouting that night and the next morning when she discovered she was cursed.  You simply cannot tell me this is all a coincidence.”
        
Juror #6 was skipped (being the sole dissenter) and the attention shifted to Juror #3.  “Isn’t it obvious?” she said.  “This is exactly the sort of thing zebras do.  They’re a menace!”  She stood up, hoofs on the table.  And she started to sing.  “She’s an evil enchantress and she does evil dances! And if you—”
        
“Now hold on,” said the Forepony.  “Stick to the evidence, please.  I don’t remember anything about evil dancing.”  She started sifting through her notes just in case.
        
The pink pony sat down with a harrumph.  “She’s guilty.  I know her kind.  It’s always secrets and lies.  You can’t believe a word they say.  You all know it.  The sooner she’s banished the better.”
        
“Whoa there, Nelly,” piped in Juror #4.  “What a terrible thing ta believe.  Since when is dishonesty a… group characteristic?  You have no monopoly on the truth.  And besides, she didn’t even testify.  Even if she’s never spoken an honest word in her life – which Ah sincerely doubt – it don’t make a lick o’ difference in this case.”
        
“All right, all right,” said Juror #2.  “We don’t need a sermon.”  Still, she gave the pony beside her an odd look before speaking her piece. 
“Since it was brought up, the fact that she didn’t testify is what really gets me.[1]  When she was arrested, she didn’t say a word.  Taken to jail?  Not a peep.  Apparently she hasn’t spoken at all since it happened.  If that doesn’t say ‘guilty conscience,’ I don’t know what does.”  She looked finished, but then her eyes lit up again.  “Oh yeah.  And she even went back to the crime scene the next morning, for Celestia’s sake!  Probably to mess with the evidence.  Not cool.”
        
Juror #5 was last.  “Uh.  I guess you girls pretty much covered it,” she said, marking off several checkboxes on a separate list, though not all of them.   She looked up to Juror #6.  “So what doubts do you have?  Let’s discuss them.”
        
The pegasus recoiled.  “I… don’t know.  She just seemed… nice.  I don’t think she deserves to be banished.”
        
“Nice!?” erupted Juror #3.  “Nice?  I bet she can shoot spiders out of her eyes!  Did you even see them?  They glow in the dark!”  She leaned over the demure pegasus, eyes bulging.
        
“Spiders,” deadpanned Juror #1.  She rolled her eyes and pulled out a stylish paper fan from her pack and magically put it to work.
        
“Spiders,” repeated Juror #3 with emphasis, as if daring anypony to oppose her.
        
“Welllll,” started Juror #4, “s’long as we’re talkin’ ‘bout doubts, there’s been one thing I keep getting’ hung up over.  I ain’t saying it’s enough for a reasonable doubt, mind ya.  Just something that’s been puzzlin’ me.”  She paused, and the room was silent save for the enchanted fan. 
“Where’s the motive?”
When nopony answered immediately, she continued.  “Why’d she do it?  At worst, this was a contract tha’ went south.  But s’far as I can tell, it ain’t like this zebra’s ever cursed anypony b’fore.  So why now?  What does she stand ta gain?  It don’t make sense.”
“What makes you think she needs a reason?” countered Juror #3.
“I suspect she was just angry,” said Juror #1.  “For two reasons.  First.  Here she is at the victim’s house, after having been working on the contract for weeks.  She still has not been paid; not a single bit up-front!  She needs the money, and clearly deserves the money.  And then she finds out the contract is broken.  Anypony would be rightfully upset in such a situation.
“Second.  Not only can we deduce that she was angry merely based on the factual circumstances, but she was heard shouting – not talking – about cursing the victim.  This was obviously a crime borne of passion.”
“There you have it,” said Juror #2.  “There’s the whole case.”
“But,” squeaked Juror #6, finding her voice.  “Didn’t the, uh, victim say she’s had contracts with the zebra before?  And in the past, they always worked out their problems?”  She looked around for askance with a weak smile.
        
“That’s ‘xactly right, sugarcube,” said Juror #4.  “And that’s part o’ my problem in seeing a motive.”
        
“So, uh… if they’ve always worked things out before, I really don’t think she’d resort to cursing.  She just seems… nice.”
        
“Dear, you said it yourself,” said Juror #1, remaining coolly detached.  “This isn’t the first time they’ve had problems with contracts.  Maybe this was just one breached contract too many.  Everypony has a breaking point.”  She paused.  “And in fact, that raises a third—”
“But,” said Juror #6.  “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.  But I think this is important.”  Juror #1’s fan started flapping a bit faster, but she held her tongue.
“Thanks.  I’m not sure this was even a very important contract.  And I certainly don’t think the zebra actually needed the money.  I think maybe she was just trying to be nice.  She’s just like anypony else… trying to live her life.  She’s obviously had a rough one.”  Her voice gained a little strength.  “She’s apparently the only zebra in Ponyville; it must be hard.  No family.  She lives alone in the Everfree Forest.  We don’t even know if she has any real friends.  And I just don’t feel right saying she’s guilty, and banishing her forever, when I’m not sure.”
“Heeere we go,” said Juror #2.  “Again with the niceness.  You’re a bleeding heart, you know that?  ‘Nice’ ponies can still do bad things.”
“Not an important contract?” added Juror #1.  “This was apparently a huge contract!”
“But… but suppose it wasn’t!  The only pony saying it was a big, huge, super-important contract is the victim.  Maybe she, uh… skewed… the details because she knew the zebra wasn’t going to say anything?”
“What do you mean suppose she lied?  What’s the point of having witnesses at all, then?” said Juror #2, aggressively.
        
“Oh.  Gosh, I don’t know.  I’m just saying it’s possible.”
        
“Possible,” said Juror #1.  “But not very probable.”
        
A cloud of silence descended over the table. 
        
“I don’t know,” offered Juror #5, taking the opportunity to speak without interruption, and lining out her thoughts.  “We shouldn’t not consider it.”  Her face scrunched at the double negative, but she was undeterred.  “Maybe she was lying.  Maybe—”
        
“Okay.  Fine. Whatever. Suppose she did lie,” argued Juror #2.  “So what?  What does that prove?  What does it mean?”  She gave a small sneer.  “Maybe she lied about the contract.  Maybe everything she said was a lie.”
“Well, maybe it was!” shouted Juror #5, slightly losing her temper. 
“Right, maybe it was!  And even if it was, that doesn’t change the fact that the zebra cursed her.  We don’t even have to take her word for it.  There are two witnesses to corroborate it.  They don’t have stakes in this trial; they have no reason to lie.  I mean, what the hay!  One explicitly heard the zebra cursing her, and the other identified her as she ran from the house.  You can’t dispute that.”  She raised her hoofs in frustration.  “It’s so obvious!”
        
“If” said Juror #5, “if the victim was lying about the importance of the contract, then isn’t it at least slightly more likely that the zebra didn’t really curse her?  Right now we’re not talking about the other witnesses.”
        
“No,” said Juror #2, steadfast.  “No, I don’t think it is.  I can hardly believe this is even a point for debate.  She said she was going to curse her, and then she did curse her.  Blam!  Case closed.”  She pounded one hoof into the other.
        
“Now we know that’s not necessarily true,” spit Juror #5.  “Before this trial, I didn’t even really believe there was such a thing as a curse.  They’re certainly not commonplace.  But the point is, ponies say things like ‘curse you!’ all the time, and they don’t really mean it.”
        
“You’re joking,” said Juror #2.  “She’s joking, right?  If somepony says she’s gonna curse you, she’s gonna curse you.  It might not be with fancy zebra incantations, but she’ll curse you in her own special way.  Ruin the wheel of your cart.  Salt your crops.  Slander you.  Whatever it takes.”
        
“And do you honestly think somepony would shout that they are going to curse you when they know how easily they can be overheard?  I suspect she’s smarter than that.”
        
“Ponies don’t exactly think rationally when they’re under stress or angry,” said Juror #1.
        
“Smart?” said Juror #3.  “She’s one of them.  And an enchantress!  For all we know, maybe she has to yell to curse ponies!  And then she ran away immediately after the curse when she realized everypony heard her, because she didn’t want to get caught!”  She let the point sink in.  “And worse, she even cursed in rhyme.  If that doesn’t prove it was a curse, then I don’t know what does.”
        
There was a hushed silence before a very quiet voice spoke up:
        
“Songs rhyme.”
        
Juror #3 stopped short, face reddening.  Her pink hair was now drooping limply on one side of her face, as she rounded on the pegasus.  “WELL SHE WASN’T EXACTLY SINGING, WAS SHE?”
        
Juror #6 shuddered, and blinked back tears.  Nopony spoke.  The room definitely felt very different now than it had when they first entered.
“I’m sorry,” the pegasus finally squeaked.  “I didn’t mean to make you mad.”  She stood up and looked at the ponies in the room, wincing slightly.  Then she walked slowly, and stopped beside the water cooler.  “Maybe… I have a proposition.”
She lowered her head, and chose her words carefully.  “How about … how about the rest of you vote again?  I won’t vote this time.  If you all vote guilty, then I’ll vote guilty, too.  Like I said, I just really don’t know, but if you’re all convinced, then maybe I’m wrong.”
        
“Finally, she talks some sense,” said Juror #3.  Again, she was the first to throw in a folded scrap of paper into the center of the table.  And again, the letters “i-u-G” were clearly visible.  It was as though she had prepared the scraps ahead of time.
        
This time, the voting was not nearly as quick.  Even Juror #4 shielded her paper before writing on it, despite having been the most open about votes from the beginning.  As the ballots were tossed into the center of the table, the Forepony collected them before adding her own to the mix.  “Here are the votes,” she said.
[1] The author is well aware that under the United States criminal trial system, it is a defendant’s right to remain silent.  Furthermore, silence should not be used against a defendant.  However, this does not necessarily prevent jurors from considering it as potentially damning evidence.




electron.b:


trololol


erugala:


I just read this is my english class


12 angry MEN that is





