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CHAPTER ONE

​
Arrest

 


​ Rhonda
sighed. She felt like such a trashy redneck right now, with her
husband being arrested on the front lawn. He was loud enough that
he had woken up all the neighbors. Most of them stood on their
porches in dingy bathrobes to witness the action; the others,
Rhonda suspected, were in their homes watching from windows and
would probably pretend not to have seen when she next talked to
them. She didn't know which was more humiliating: the starers or
those who pretended not to stare.

I must look like such white
trash, she thought. That had never been something she
thought about until her next-door neighbor had moved in -- he was
Japanese. Up until then, the neighborhood had been entirely white
or black. She felt sure that those people understood that it wasn't
her fault her husband had such a temper problem. But did Goro know
that? The Japanese were such a staid and placid people, she
couldn't help but assume that Goro was judging her for raising a
fuss, and for being married to an epic fuss-raiser.

She blanched when she heard her husband get
to the part of the story where he blamed her. It was a long,
complicated tale, the basic gist of which was that Rhonda didn't
tell him that their niece had called him a "trashy retard". When he
found out (through Facebook), he freaked out and tried to punch
Rhonda.

And so that was why she sat on her porch,
smoking a cigarette and watching her husband, Darryl, tell the
police what happened. He had an earnest look on his drunken face,
as though he seriously thought the cops would tell him he was
justified in punching his wife because his teenage niece called him
names on Facebook.

A flurry of movement on the ground attracted
her gaze, while the cops all listened to Darryl in rapt attention.
Rhonda looked at the dog, which was not any of the neighbor's, as
far as she knew.

Then she realized it wasn't a dog at all. It
was a fox, and it was stalking one of the police officer as though
it was going to eat him. For a moment, Rhonda panicked like she
seriously thought a puppy-sized fox might eat a full-grown cop.

Did it have multiple tails? That surely
wasn't right, she thought, but she was distracted by Darryl
suddenly fighting back as he was put in handcuffs. It seemed he had
realized he wasn't coming out of this story looking like a stalwart
gentleman.

"That fucking bitch called me a retard! That
ain't right! There's actual retards out there, and she done
disrespected e'ry one of 'em!"

(Is he really going for a
political correctness defense?!)

The fox glanced in her direction. Was it
smiling? What an odd fox, she thought. Maybe multiple tails is a
noted birth defect, she thought. Humans are sometimes born with
extra body parts -- she once dated a guy who had a scar where his
sixth finger used to be; it's not impossible for a fox to maybe be
born with extra tails.

But this fox seemed so different than any
other she had ever seen. It didn't even look like a red fox, which
was the only species that lived around here -- this one was bigger,
oranger and had curious black markings on its back. It sniffed
right at the feet of one of the officers who was trying to calm
down Darryl. The fox fiddled with the man's foot, and Rhonda tried
to peer closer to see what it was doing.

And then it just scurried away. It ran into
the backyard and hopped the fence into Goro's property. That was
when Rhonda got a clear look at it in the early morning light and
the glare of the flashing police car lights: that fox had at least
a half-dozen tails.

"Okay, Darryl, we've listened to enough of
this," said one of the cops as he opened the door to his squad car.
"We've given you plenty of opportunities, now we're taking you into
the station. You can sleep it off there."

"Yeah, and there's no Facebook, so you won't
see what the local teenage girls gossip about," said another cop
with a smirk. He moved to bring Darryl -- who still fumed -- to the
car, but then collapsed to his feet in a tangle of arms and legs.
The officer groaned in pain.
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