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                   Routine Enquiries  

                        by G. L. Parry

“Hey mister, can I pat your tiger?”
     Waiting to cross the street, Senior-Detective Clinton Ravenscroft glanced down curiously at the unexpected request.  

     The freckle-faced child beside him was maybe nine Standards old, hand held firmly by an attractive brunette in an orange blouse and checkered black-and-grey slacks.  She was clearly a local, with the spectacular breasts that gave away a lifetime spent in 38% gravity.  

     Gabriel, the object of attention, looked up as Ravenscroft donned his best public-relations smile.  “Go ahead, son.  Just don’t pull his whiskers, all right?”

     The boy reached out bravely and ran his fingers down the big cat’s snow-white cheek.  “Wow, he sure is something!  Is he yours?”

     “Not exactly.  We just work together.  See his harness?”  

     The fluorescent-green webbing around Gabriel’s muscular forequarters had ‘POLICE’ printed on it in dark-blue letters, and the child dropped his hand in awe.  “You’re a cop?”

     His mother smiled helplessly.  Kids.

     “Senior-Detective, actually.”

     “Seismic!  I wish I could have one, too.”  

     “Start saving your pennies, and you might.”

     One: metallic currency no longer existed, but everyone knew what the old expression meant.  Two: with the death of Gabriel’s original owner, uber-wealthy Third-Citizen Boris Zelinsky, it would be years before Ravenscroft’s salary-sacrifice plan to purchase him was finally paid off.

     And worth every minute, he muttered under his breath.

     “We got a white lioness called Matilda looking after us at school,” the boy informed him, with an adolescent pout.  “She’s real nice, but she never stops telling us what to do.”     

     With qualifications, Ravenscroft felt sorry for the lad.  Nobody took their job more seriously than dedicated Nurturers.  Powerful maternal instincts saw to that, but he couldn’t recall the last time any youngster in their charge was abducted, injured during a fight or struck by a passing vehicle while chasing a runaway ball.  Consigned to the pages of history, playground bullying was a thing of the past, too.      

     The lights changed and the rattler sounded to indicate it was safe to cross.  “Have a nice day, both of you.”

     “We will, Officer.  And thank you for letting Johnnie say hello to your Superpet.”

     “Our pleasure, ma’am.”

