Fox Fur Follies by Gary Richardson
My colleague, call her Min or Minimum to conceal her identity, came to my office today, wearing her usual trendy outfit. She accented her Guess jeans, Bebe blouse, and leather boots with a fur stole wrapped around her shoulders. 

“What kind of fur?” I asked.

“Fox,” she replied.

“It’s beautiful, but a bit Cruella D’Vil.”

“What?”

“Cruella D’Vil is the evil antagonist in Disney’s ‘101 Dalmatians’ who wants a dog fur coat.”

“It’s not dog. It’s fox.”

“A fox is like a coyote but bigger.”

“Not fox the animal, but fox like fake.”

“Do you mean faux?”

“No, fox. F … A … U … X … fox.”

“Faux is pronounced foe, like as in enemy or Vietnamese noodle soup.”

“No wonder. Every time I wear this shawl, people ask what type of fur. I say 'fox.' They talk about protecting animals. I say 'that’s why I wear fox.' They look like I'm crazy.
