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Chapter One - Betsy Bovine
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PROFESSOR CHELSEA HILLARY was a full professor of ancient American literature, specifically early twenty first century fairy tale literature. She had done a considerable amount of and was still doing ongoing research on this her personal topic of interest and held a doctorate in it. Now she was about to teach a postgraduate course entitled ‘The Political, Historical, and Legal Ramifications of the Fairy Tales of Early Twenty First Century America and How They Relate to and Contribute to The American Culture and Society of Today. Today being the year 2525 in which mankind was still alive. It was a long name for a course simply known as American Political Fairy Tales. So as this new semester began this fine crisp autumn afternoon, she instructed her new students that at each class she would assign them homework of a couple of fairy tales to read centered on a certain theme. Then at the next couple of classes they would discuss the literary merits of these stories in detail as to symbolism, universal truths about mankind, obscure hidden meanings etc. etc. You know things like that which a writer always puts in his story to make himself look like a literary genius. And then when the discussion of those stories had run its course, she would assign a couple more stories to read and discuss again. The first of such tales she gave them to read were entitled, Betsy Bovine, The Trial of Mr. Available, The Trial of Monsieur Pierre Personne and Transgender Justice. The names of the authors of these tales and all the other tales to follow were unknown having been lost to the eons of time. The class began with Betsy Bovine. 
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BETSY BOVINE WAS A milk cow. Her best friend was Peggy Porker, a sow. One day in the barnyard, during girl talk, Betsy asked Peggy, “Do you ever wish that you were a male of your species instead of a female?”

“Why heavens no. Whatever makes you ask that Betsy dear?” responded Peggy, shocked by such a question.

“Well, I read on the internet the other day this story about a male animal, a human being male animal actually, who became a human being female animal, because he believed that his mind was geared and wired toward the feminine side of things and not the masculine. So, he had a sex change operation and became a female.

“Fascinating,” was Peggy’s Vulcan like reply as she took another drag of her cigarette that she held ever so daintily in her hoof and then giggled, “Veeeery interesting.” 

“Well, what do you think?” begged Betsy.

“Think about what dear?” Peggy was nonplussed.

“If I should get the operation or not. Sometimes I feel my masculine side emerging.”

“You mean you have a split personality like Dr. Jackal and Mr. Hide?”

“No not like that. More like Cat Lynn the man woman in the article.”

“I say go for it, sweetie, if that’s what you’re sure you want to do,” encouraged Peggy.  “After all it’s either that or a lifetime of being milked and bred. That is of course unless you don’t mind those cold clamps on your udders each morning and then being put out to pasture every so often so old Mr. Avail A. Bull can jump your bones and knock you up.”

“You know now that you put it that way, I’m going to do it,” said a now enthused Betsy. “Males do have all the fun, don’t they? They just eat and breed and leave us females alone with the hard job of raising their offspring. They got it made. Besides I don’t believe that I’m cut out for motherhood anyway. By God I’m going to do it,” she mooed feeling proud and assertive just like a male of her species would feel she thought.  

“Well, gotta go now dearie. I’ve got ten hungry piglets waiting on me for their dinner.” Peggy Porker stuffed out her cigarette, actually it was ditch weed rolled up in corn husks, gulped down the last of her homemade corn liquor swill and waddled her two hundred pound plus carcass back toward the farrowing house giving Betsy a rear end view of her waving her pig tail goodbye. Not a pleasant sight.

Betsy had read that Cat Lynn’s surgery had been performed by one Dr. Ivanstein Muscovy. So, she made an appointment to talk to him about such an operation for herself. Dr. Muscovy was one of the few doctors in the world that performed these operations and sometimes not so successfully.

Dr. Muscovy lived in the USA now. Years ago, he had fled his homeland during the war and had been given asylum here because he was quite knowledgeable in certain scientific experimental research. But even here he was still fearful for his life because his wartime experiments had not been quite kosher. So, he tried to change his looks, he had already changed his name, by doing plastic surgery on himself. He botched the operation and left himself with a puffy, red, scarred up, bumpy face. The man was a quack.

All this was unknown to Betsy of course as she entered his office and was greeted by the doctor’s bug-eyed assistant Igor Equine. She was taken back by the horrible painfully looking hump on the poor old horse’s back as he sidled up to her and greeted her with a gummy hideous toothless smile. Poor Igor had previously had a terrible swayback having been ridden for many years by a three-hundred-pound female human. Dr. Muscovy had operated on him to correct the problem but unfortunately had over corrected it so that now Igor was often mistaken for a camel. 

“The good doctor will see you now,” he whinnied. “Walk this way please.” 

Betsy started to follow him when Igor suddenly turned around and scolded her. “Not like that. Like this. Like I walk.” He then showed her how to walk all bent over and hobbling with the right hoof dragging the floor. Betsy imitated his walk, best she could that is, and followed him to the good doctor’s office.

Dr. Muscovy with a monocle over his right eye, a scrunched-up face, and a cigarette in a long black cigarette holder dangling from his bill greeted her with a false warmness. “Willkommen, meine fraulein, you’ve come to the right place.” Betsy was obviously a Holstein, a German breed of cow, and Dr. Muscovy therefore put a little German in his conversation to impress her and put her at ease. Though on occasion, like this time, he unconsciously still spoke in his native tongue. 

“Well, I’m not quite sure that I’m ready to do this,” Betsy mooed somewhat shyly.

“There’s nothing to fear my dear. It’s a quite safe operation and everybody is doing it nowadays. It’s the in thing to do. It’s trendy, fashionable. You might even say that it’s chick. I mean chic. All the hep cats are doing it,” he added. 

Worried about what all this would cost her Betsy asked him, “Is this covered under the Affordable Animal Health Care Act?

“Not yet but the Democats are working on it and President Opossum has promised us that it will be, and he always gets his way you know.”

“Well until that happens, how much will it cost me?” asked Betsy.

Dr. Muscovy told her how many clams it would set her back. 

“Wow that’s not chicken feed,” exclaimed Betsy, taken back by the price. “I’m not sure I can afford to be a male, not just yet anyway.”

“Look,” said Dr. Muscovy, not wanting to lose a sale. “Tell you what I’ll do. I’ll give you, at the same cost, an operation that still leaves you as a female but adds the male organs. That way you can try it out and if you don’t like it, you can go back to the way you were. There will be no charge for the reverse operation. Furthermore, at no charge to you also, I’ll convert you to all male of the species if that’s what you want. Or you can remain dual gender and have the best of both worlds.”

“Dual gender?” asked Betsy.

“Oh yes, dual gender. It’s the next big thing. Pretty soon every animal in the world will be wanting to be dual gendered. Just you wait and see. And you my dear can be at the forefront of it all just like Cat Lynn was with her operation.” Dr. Muscovy had never done a dual gender operation. But what the heck he thought. If he could pull that off, he would make a lot of money and acquire a nice little nest egg to retire on.

“I need to go back to the farm and think about all this,” said Betsy as politely as she could, still in sticker shock.

“Okay then,” replied Dr. Muscovy, realizing that he hadn’t made a sale today but not willing to give up just yet. So, the sales pitched, “But don’t take too long. Our dual gender offer is a limited time offer only. Act now and save.”

Betsy went back to the barnyard and talked to Peggy about all this.

“Sounds like a bargain to me Betsy dearie. You can have the best of both worlds.”

“What about the worst of both worlds Peggy. I don’t want to be fixed with that.”

“Just have the doctor reverse you back then. Besides, it might be a hoot being male and female at the same time. Sorry dearie but I’ve gotta go now. My break is over.” she said, stuffing the last of her pork rinds in her mouth. “Got nine hungry piglets wanting on me for supper.”

“I thought you had ten.”

“I did but last night in my sleep I rolled over on one and crushed him, or her, to death. Got nine now.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Betsy.

“Don’t be. It’s no big deal. Soon as this litter of Porker piglets is shipped off to the pig parlor, I’ll be making more anyway. Bye.”

Betsy thought it over, decided to not to be chicken any longer and get this over with. So, she saved up her milk money, accepted the limited time offer, it was still open, and scheduled a time for the operation.

Dr. Muscovy operated and after the anesthesia wore off, he met with her for a little postoperative chat.

“The operation was a success dear, or should I say sir, or should I say dear sir,” he chuckled, proud of himself for his corny humor. “Take a peek and see for yourself.”

Betsy lifted her sheet and looked at her nether regions. She was now plumbed both ways.

“Now let me give you some advice before you’re discharged. Since you have two sexes now, whenever you are aroused, both sets of sexual equipment will be fully functional at the same time. Therefore, before you go for that proverbial roll in the hay make sure you tell your partner that you’re acting either as a male or a female. This will avoid any unnecessary embarrassment for the both of you.” Dr. Muscovy tried to stifle a cackling little quack but was unable to do so. 

“Thank you for that information doctor,” Betsy said somewhat hesitatingly.

“Bitte,” he said.

“Huh?” said Betsy, for she could not speak German even if she was of German descent.

“Igor will show you out,” responded Dr. Muscovy quickly, anxious to get her out of there before she asked any questions.

“Walk this way please,” said Igor again.

Betsy did not need to be cued this time as she again imitated Igor’s walk until he was out of her sight.

Back at the farm Betsy went about her business of being a milk cow. She was not quite ready to act as a bull yet, but she still dreamed about being one, dreamed both daydreams and nightdreams about it. And one night while sleeping she had one of those wet dreams. Not having been a male before she was not sure what had happened. But she soon was sure about one thing. Sure that she was pregnant now. Wondering how this could have happened without having had any sexual contact with a bull, she went back to Dr. Muscovy for an explanation.

“Unfortunately, this is one of the side effects of being dual gendered, becoming self-impregnated that is. I can abort the calf if you wish at no charge to you. All abortions are free under Opossum Care,” Dr. Muscovy informed her.

Betsy was now thoroughly disgusted now with this whole gender thing. “You told me that I would have the best of both worlds and what I got was the worst of both worlds,” she screamed.  “My lawyers Donkey, Cheetah and Cow will be getting in touch with you, you quack.”

Igor did not show her out. She knew the way and the walk by now.

Back at the farm Farmer Dell noticed Betsey’s pregnancy and didn’t like what he saw. He had told Betsy to have the operation thinking that he would then have two bovines for the price of one. Then he could sell Mr. Avail A. Bull for hamburger, use Betsy for breeding purposes and when that was done have her go back to being a milk cow. He didn’t want her inbreeding herself and producing deformed hideous looking mutated calves. No she would have to go. So next Monday morning he took her to the sale barn and she, not Mr. Avail A. Bull, became hamburger.

Moral of the story: Be cowful of what you ask for, you might not live to regret it.  

So, at the next class Professor Hillary took the class through the symbolism of each character, that is what each character represented and stood for, how the author effectively used play on words, irony, historical references to American culture, and comedy and tragedy in the story. The class took copious notes for they knew at test time that they would be called upon to regurgitate everything Professor Hillary admired and liked about the story. What they personally took away from it mattered not, for only what the Professor saw in it would be what she wanted to hear on the test. This was because students were not taught, not even allowed to think for themselves. Thinking for them was part of the teacher’s job description. 

The second story discussed had a bovine theme to it too and it was called The Trial of Mr. Available.
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Chapter Two - Trial of Mr. Available
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MR. M. AVAILABLE, THE M was for Manfred, was a Black Angus bull on trial for his life, i.e. his right to exist as a male of his species. He was a peaceful individual by nature and never expected to go to war with the Bovine Women’s Moovement. But now they wanted to make mincemeat or rather hamburger out of him. They had accused him of numerous unmentionable sexist crimes against the humanity of women.

His attorney was Red McRooster, a red feathery old fowl of a fellow with a bright red comb that always stood upright, stayed in place, and never flopped around. Some say that wasn’t natural and that he used lots of hairspray to keep it that way. His defense to all these ‘trumped’ up charges as he called them was the classic ‘femme fatale’ defense. That is females, especially the sexy sultry kind, like these accusers, were the ruination of not only his client but of men everywhere and not the other way around as they alleged.

Representing the State was Wren Deering, a flighty, fighty, flutter of feminine featherhood. She had the bulldog tenacity of a pitbull and Red knew that he was in for one tough hard cock fight.

The judge was The Most Honorable Judge Trudith Schweinlin commonly known as Judge Trudy and she was a self-admitted femme legalist. 

They now all were engaged in the process of picking the last juror and so far the jury was diverse to say the least. It was comprised of a mixed breeds herd of Herefords, Guernseys, Holsteins, Limousins, Charlaises, Jerseys, Longhorns, and one purple cow, which no one had hoped to see and certainly no one hoped to be one. But alas not one Black Angus was on the jury nor was there one male of the species either. They were all cows. Mr. McRooster objected that having all those females on the jury was unfair and prejudicial to his client. To which Judge Trudy replied that his client was indeed getting a fair trial by a jury of his peers because peers mean equals and females and males were all equal under the law. And when he objected that there were no Black Angus on the jury, she convolutedly countered that there was already enough diversity on the jury and that too much diversity was not a good thing and in fact could be harmful to the judicial governmental system for then there would be no unity, no tying link that binds and brings us all together and gives us closure. In other words, it wasn’t sustainable, she said.

Red McRooster scratched his comb on his head until it bled trying to figure that one out. But he still had one last chance though. As said one more juror needed to be picked and the prospective juror now before the court was one Stevie Steer, not a bull, a former bull, now a steer, yet still a male, kind of. Being a steer, he had been ‘degenderized’ and because of that Wren Deering had no objection to him being on the jury nor did Judge Trudy. In fact, Judge Trudy thought it would be cool, i.e. enlightened, to have a genderless no gender person on the jury. Red McRooster had no objection either. He would play on this former male’s sympathies, harken him back to the days of his youth when he was a real man and thus bring out those sympathies to persuade him to find in favor of his client.

And so, the trial began. 

Wren Deering called her first witness the Complainant one Mamie, aka, Mame Moorow. Mamie Moorow the famous bovine actress.

“Please tell us Miss Moorow when you first came to know Mr. Available, in the Biblical sense of the word that is,” she asked, inquiring titillated minds wanted to know.

“Well, I was put out to pasture by the dairy/cattle industrial complex with the Defendant many, many, years ago. I can’t remember exactly when and where or any dates or things like that because it was such a long, long time ago. But I’ll never forget what he did to me. That’s for sure.” She wiped a tear from her big brown eyes.

The jury was mooved.

“And what did he do to you dear?”

“He impregnated me. That’s what he did.”

Gasp! Gasp!

“How many times dear?”

“I can’t remember. Just many that’s all.”

“Your Witness Mr. McRooster,” chirped Wren.

“No questions Madame Your Honor,” McRooster then offered a stipulation. “In the interest of judicial efficiency the defense will stipulate that the testimony of the next dozen witnesses or so that the State intends to call will all be of the same nature as Miss Moorow’s testimony and thus just be a repeat of a bunch of sad but titillating tails, excuse me tales, and a waste of the court’s time. We’ll accept their testimony as being the same as Miss Moorow’s.” He then went on and on repeating this point over and over for the next ten minutes or so until Judge Trudy finally cut him off with, “What say you, Miss Deering?”

“No objection Your Honor as long as the Defendant admits to impregnating eighty-six other females and some of them a couple of times or more.”

“So agreed Your Honorness,” crowed McRooster.

“We rest then Your Honor,” twerped Prosecutor Deering. Such overwhelming mountains of evidence and a pro female judge was a slam dunk conviction as far as she was concerned.

“Call your first witness Mr. McRooster.”

“The defense calls Peggy Porker.”

“Objection Your Judgement. That woman is a pig and unfit to testify in these matters of bovines.”

“Your Holiness, she is a woman and therefore qualified to speak to all things female regardless of her ethnicity.”

Judge Trudith Schweinlin was proud of her swineish heritage. She wasn’t going to deny one of her own the privilege of testifying in her court.

“Miss Porker may testify.”

“Thank you, Your Graciousness. Miss Porker please state your name and address for the record.”

“My name is Margaret Porker, but everyone calls me Peggy. I live at Dell Manor Farm rural route 1 Jonestown here in the state of Confusionia.”

“And what do you do there?”

“I produce piglets.”

“And are you good at your job?”

“Very,”

“And are you familiar with one with one Mamie Moorow who resides there too?”

“Yes. She’s a milch cow. Know her quite well.”

“And what is her job?”

“Well besides getting her udders milked daily she produces calves. You could say that she’s like me in the reproduction business.”

“And what would happen to her or to you too for that matter if you didn’t reproduce?”

“We’d be out of a job.”

“How so?” 

“Like we’d become sausage or mystery meat for Spam or something like that,”

“So, is it safe to say that you and Miss Moorow are actually just doing your jobs by getting knocked up and that you are actually advancing your careers in the process by doing so?”

“Yes, that would be safe to say.”

“No further questions. Your witness Miss Endearing,” mocked Red McRooster.

Ms. Deering flew up to the witness stand and fluttered in Peggy’s face.

“Is it also safe to say that Farmer Dell, your boss, could have just as easily had you artificially inseminated?”

“I suppose that’s possible.”

“And isn’t it also possible that he could have had Miss Moorow artificially inseminated instead of letting the Defendant here, Mr. Available, have his way with her?” 

“Oh, I suppose that’s possible. But what’s the fun in that dearie?”

That last remark drew a stifled chuckle from Stevie Steer. Red McRooster, saw it, picked up on it, and winked at him. Stevie gave him a thumbs up and winked back.

Then Ms. Deering made the classic lawyerly mistake of not quitting when you’re behind, of asking that one question too many.

“But it is possible, isn’t it?” she insisted.

“Yes, suppose it’s possible if you don’t mind someone sticking their arm up to their elbow in your butt and mess around with your insides for a few minutes and hope that they get it right the first time, so they don’t have to do it again. Yes, that's possible.”

The jury dropped their jaws. Their mouths were locked open in shock.

Wren Deering slumped down in her chair and tweeted, “No further questions.” Her cross examination had been self-rendered worthless.

“Next witness Mr. Mc Rooster,” grunted Judge Trudy.

“The defense calls the Defendant Mr. Manfred Available,” cackled attorney McRooster.

Mr. Available humbly took the stand, head upright and proud, he raised his right hoof and was sworn in while in his left hoof he waved a miniature American flag.

“State your name and address please”, squawked McRooster.

“My name is Manfred Available, and I live at the same farm as Peggy and Mamie.”

“Please tell us how Miss Mamie Moorow came to know you in the Biblical sense of the word that is.”

“Well like always I was put out to pasture, minding my own business, just chewing my cud, ruminating and all, when she comes up beside me and starts rubbing up against me getting me all excited and stuff if you know what I mean.”

“Then what did you do?” 

“What could I do? She starts batting those long eyelashes of hers at me, looking at me with those big beautiful brown eyes, and then waving those big baggy udders of hers back and forth.”

That last remark got two thumbs up from Stevie Steer.

“Then she starts whining and tells me that she needs to get pregnant to keep her job and advance her career and would I help her with that.”

“So, what did you do?”

“What could I do? I didn’t want the poor girl to lose her job. So, I did what any gentleman would do. That’s all.”

“So, this wasn’t your fault then, was it?

“No, it wasn’t. I blame Mame. I put the blame on———on her.”

“Your witness Ms. Deer Run.”

“And it wasn’t your fault in the other eighty-six cases either, was it Mr. Available? Was it?” she screeched.

“No, it wasn’t. Can I help it if eighty-six women just happen to be in the same pasture as I’m in. I’m the one who’s the victim here, not them.” 

With that answer both sides rested, and the case went to the jury.

Hours later the jury came back. Not guilty. Stevie Steer, being a kind of man, was the jury foreman, and he put the ‘man’ back into foreman and steered the jury his way. 

Judge Trudy couldn’t believe it. It went against the weight of the evidence on her judicial scales of justice. Being a woman, she couldn’t have such an outrageousness anti-woman ruling in her court. Some had to pay. Someone had to be hung out to dry, hung out to dry like they dry cow hides that is. So, she had bailiff Bird steer the jury out of the courtroom and onto an awaiting cattle truck where the jury was cattle called and hauled to the local abattoir, that’s slaughterhouse in English. Within twenty-four hour hours the jury was rendered into corned beef, beef jerky, 10 percent beef hot dogs, 10 percent beef burgers and parts of them like intestines, brains, stomachs, eyes, hooves and jaws, into Spam.

As said someone had to pay and if it wasn’t going to be the defendant then by god Judge Trudy, or by God Judge Trudy, had seen to it that the jury paid for this stillborn miscarriage of justice. And as a final note to prevent this from ever happening again, no longer would the prejudicial word foreman be used in her courtroom. From now on it would be forewoman. 

“This story was probably by the same author,” said Professor Hillary. “And it satirized human sexual harassment. Now I know no such thing as sexual harassment exists anymore but sometimes, we need to know of these things lest we forget.”

The students had a hard time grasping this content because as said it was something totally unknown and foreign to their way of thinking. But nevertheless, they took copious notes on it since Professor Hillary seemed fascinated by it as she expounded on it for some length of time.

“Next time class we will discuss another trial, The Trial of Monsieur Pierre Personne. People back then seemed to be fascinated by the legal system and you will note that trials come up quite often as the setting for these fairy Note the gender identity crisis in this story too as you read it. It was quite pervasive and perverted in society back then. See you tomorrow.”
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Chapter Three - The Trial of Monsieur Pierre Personne
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Judge Trudith Schweinlin presided over the trial of one Monsieur Pierre Personne who was charged with failing to comply with an executive order. Judge Trudy, as she was known, was small for a schwein and must have been the runt of the litter. But her hair was perfect.

The prosecutor was Miles Mole, a little creature himself with a turned up pink nose and buck teeth. The courtroom lighting hurt his eyes so much that he wore his prescription sunglasses whenever he appeared in court. 

The defense attorney Oyster Shyster was a tight-lipped individual who held his cards close to his vest and never smiled and that was a shame because he had such pearly white teeth. 

And as to Monsieur Personne, the poor soul on trial here, well he viewed himself as an intellectual like his heroes Sartre and Camus. In fact, he admired them so much that when confronted with a problem he ‘existentialized’ it to death before deciding upon a course of action. 

“Call your first witness Mr. Mole,” grunted Judge Trudy.

“The Prosecution calls Officer Shepherd.” 

Bailiff Byrd swore in the witness.

A big fierce looking German Shepherd, Officer Shepherd took the stand.

“State your name and occupation please.”

“Wolf Shepherd, police dog, K-9 unit,” he barked out loud and clear.

“Officer would you please tell the court what you saw at the City Dog Park on the night in question.”

“I observed a human being, later identified as the defendant, standing next to a tree, his back to me and his hands held about waist high in front of himself, relieving himself on the tree.”

“And were there facilities at the park for human beings to relieve themselves, Officer?”

“Yes, the city had just built a new multi gender friendly, state of the art facility there which is in full compliance with all executive orders on genderism.”

“But Monsieur Personne was using a tree instead, wasn’t he?  And therefore, he was not in compliance with federal law, was he?”

“Yes, that is correct. I asked him what he was doing there, and he said, and here I quote, he said, ’Relieving myself.’  I then arrested him.”

“No further questions Your Honor.”

“Mr. Shyster, your turn,” ordered Judge Trudy.

“No questions Your Honor.” Oyster Shyster would have his client explain all that away later.

“Mr. Mole, any other witnesses?”

“Yes, Your Honor the prosecution calls Rusty, Monsieur Personne’s dog.

Bailiff Byrd swore Rusty in.

Rusty was a French Poodle show dog. The French Poodle dog breeders had put so much emphasis on creating the perfect French Poodle specimen, and inbreed them so much so, that they had literally bred the brains out of the breed. Rusty was a prime example of this.

“State your name and what you do for a living please.”

“My name is Rusty and I work for Monsieur Personne as his best friend. After all, I am a dog you know,” giggled Rusty with a slight French accent.

“And on the night in question you saw him relieve himself on a tree at the dog park, didn’t you?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Rusty let me remind you that you’ve been subpoenaed here to tell the truth. So, I ask you again, what did you see Monsieur Personne do?”

“I didn’t see him do anything,” said Rusty, twisting his chin upward defiantly.  

“Are you sure?” taunted Mr. Mole. “Weren’t you at the tree next to him doing what he was doing?”

“Yes, I’m sure and yes I was at the tree next to him peeing,” barked out Rusty, fidgeting in his seat. Things were starting to literally get a little hot around the collar for him now, so he stuck his paw under his collar, pulled it away from his neck, and audibly gulped. 

“And you’re sure you saw him do nothing.”

“Absolutely!” growled Rusty.

“And why are you so sure of that Rusty?” 

“Because I was too busy doing what he was doing to see anything.”

“Your witness Mr. Shyster,” said Mr. Mole triumphantly. 

“No questions Your Honor.” Oyster Shyster would have his client explain this away later too.

“Anything else Mr. Mole?” grunted Judge Trudy.

“Nothing Your Honor.”

“Then the prosecution rests I take it Mr. Mole,” stated Judge Trudy, not asking a question but giving him a directive, her eyebrows raised, her head nodding affirmatively up and down.

“Yes, Your Honor. The prosecution rests,” answered Mr. Mole, taking the hint.

“Your turn
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