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Ploimmg Hoirboills

Editorial ramblings and letters of comment from us to you and from you to us.

"What," you may ask, "is going on here? YARF! looks...
different!"

Absolutely correct. YARFI, after six issues of basically
identical format and layout, is getting a subtle facelift.
What prompted this was a good look at some of the other
fanzines which were available at the San Diego Comic
Con. When a publisher picks up a magazine or book, it's
natural to look at exactly what is being done, how well it
works, and why it works. And we are no exception.

Friends, there is some good stuff out there. Closed-
membership Amateur Press Associations ("APA's"),
small-circulation fanzines, portfolios, and larger-
circulation magazines... all were well-represented. All
interests and levels of quality could be found, and it was a
delightful chore to go through them all.

It was also a learning experience. After critiquing the
other publications, we inevitably turned the same
jaundiced eye to our own. You hold the results in your
hands.

As with anything, we welcome your comments on the
changes here, as well as any suggestions you may have.

We have some long strips, stories, and articles this time
around. Because of this, we've expanded this issue by a
few pages... enjoy ‘em!

Also, this issue debuts a new contributor, Dave Kuhn.
Dave is a cartoonist/animator from Southern California
whom we met at the San Diego Comic Con this year.

Freelall by (Tlark Stanley
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Dave has a great deal of talent, and we welcome him to
YARF!'s pages.

Enough rambling. Enjoy this issue, and we'll see you in
another 45 days!

DEADLINES...DEADLINES...DEADLINES,,.

You'd think that for just one issue we could give it a rest,
and not whine about deadlines... but NCKXXXX)...

Issue 8, October 20,1990

Issue 9 (first $4.(X) issue), December 1,1990
Issue 10, January 12,1991

Issue 11, February 23,1991

Issue 12, April 6,1991






~pontiftcations

Book Review: Skywater
Reviewed by Fred Patten

Skywater. by Melinda Worth Popham. St. Paul, Minn.,
Graywolf Press, May 1990,206 pages, $17.95; ISBN 1-55597-
127-X.

Skywater is a superb nature novel in the tradition of Jack
London's Call of the Wild. It follows aband of coyotes who
are driven by the pollution of the ground water from their
home territory in the Sonora desert near Yuma, Arizona.
The coyotes are introduced through the eyes of an old re-
tired couple, Albert and Hallie Ryder, who give them
names based on brand products: Dinty Moore, Kodak,
Boyardee, and the like. The novel uses these for conven-
ience, but makes it clear that this is a deliberate human
convention. The coyotes' own awareness of their identities
is more basic: The leader, the loyal follower, the challenger,
the two females, the three-legged (injured) one, etc. The
coyotes are anthropomorphized as little as possible, mostly
just to give them a common goal — to search for the legen-
dary Skywater, the home of all waters—and an awareness
that it is to their mutual advantage to seek this goal to-
gether, instead of living as loners as coyotes usually do.

Popham convincingly puts the reader into a coyote's mind,
to see and think and be aware as a real coyote. The small
amount of anthropomorphization is consistent with native
American psychologies and beliefs. The leader. Brand X,
thinks of the Moon in terms of his dead father's white eye;
the coyotes superstitiously regard undrinkable seawater as
reserved for the spirits of their ancestors. But in general,
Skywater presents the coyotes realistically rather than
humanizing them to the extent, say, of Felix Saltens
Bambi.

The story takes a group of scruffy, look-alike, non-talking
animals and succeeds in making each of them sharply indi-
vidualized, capable of nonverbal communication, and sym-
pathetic. It also realistically presents the dangers faced by
modem Southwestern wildlife: crossing busy highways,
the large Yuma Proving Ground weapons test range, the in-
evitable result when large predators lose their fear of hu-
mans and come raiding for food in human communities.
Popham shows that there are many people who are seri-
ously concerned with wildlife preservation who neverthe-
less feel that coyotes are so prolific and are a menace to
genuinely Endangered Species that they need to be cut
back. Itisbecause she presents all the ecological arguments
in such an objective manner, and still comes out strongly in
favor of the coyotes, that the "moon-callers” stand out as
such sympathetic characters. And it is because this is pri-
marily an adventure novel and only secondarily an educa-
tional tract that readers will enjoy it whether they care
about the Message or not. Seven coyotes against modem

human civilization — do they really have a chance? Read
Skywater and find out.

Skywater is realistic enough that it may not be to the taste of
those who prefer anthropomorphs who dress, talk, and act
just like regular humans in animal costumes. T h” who
are intrigued by characters who mix their species individ-
ual traits with human-level intelligence will enjoy Skywatgr
__and may find it a valuable reference for constructing

coyotid Furry characters.

Two good books by Baen...

Book Review: Shaman
Reviewed by Fred Patten

Shaman, by Sandra Miesel. New York, Baen Books, Octo-
ber 1989,306 pages, $3.50, ISBN 0-671-69844-3.

About half of Shaman does not have any anthropomorphic
characters, butitis a very good novel that you should enjoy
anyhow. Riya LaGarde is an unhappy citizen in an overly
regimented and monitored future. She has dreams in
which her consciousness visits parallel worlds, some better
and some worse. Her mind is lured to an Earth that has
trained ESP powers, and which has bioengineered otters to
partnership with humanity. Riya becomes a close friend of
Lute, an otter technician, and visits him often. There is a
lengthy scene in which she is invited to the otter's coastal
community to join one of their festivals. Rira remains in
mental contact with Lute when she must return to her own
world, and the two work together to save her from PSI, the

"thought police".

Miesel extrapolates upon the otter's natural playfulness
and gregariousness to give her intelligent otter people a
lively and impish personality, which is just as serious and
practical as the drably-enforced "responsibility" of Ria's
society. The otters' own communal life-style is patterned
after the extended families of flie Polynesians.

Book Review: Cathouse
Reviewed by Fred Patten

Cathouse. by Dean Ing. New York, Baen Books, May 1990,
247 pages, $3.95, ISBN 0-671-69872-9

Cathouse consists of two novellas that were originally pub-
lished in Baen's The Man-Kzin Wars Oune 1988) and MiDi



Kzin Wars Il (August 1989). If you have those, you don't
need this. These are shared-world stories, set in Larry
Niven's Known Universe. Niven established in his stories
that mankind has rep>eatedly beaten the cat-like Kzinti in a
series of violent space wars, but the instinctively warlike
Kzinti won't give up. In this new series, other writers are
describing the events of the Fourth Man-Kzin War.
(Zathouse is fully understandable on its own, and Ing is
more successful than some writers in depicting the Kzin as
intriguing Furry anthropomorphs rather than just a savage
alien enemy.

Carroll Locklear is a human scholar captured by a small
Kzinti warship when the war breaks out. He is dumped on
an unexplored planet for temporary safekeeping. Locklear
discovers that d\e planet is actually a base of the Outsiders,
mysterious aliens whom iK)body has ever seen but who left
their artifacts throughout the galaxy. The world is a prehis-
toric zoo, with specimens in suspended animation from
both Earth and the Kzin homeworld of 40,000 years ago.

In the first story, Locklear has to awaken the ancient Kzin,
reach an understanding with them, and manipulate an-
cient-modem Kzin rivalries to his advantage to gain his
freedom. In the second story, Locklear is having his own
problems with the Neanderthals whom he revives in the
Earth biosphere, but these fade to insignificance when
human space-navy mutineers come to the planet. Locklear
has to return to the Kzin biosphere and get involved in their
deadly politics again to win their help against the modem
humans, who are the most viciously murderous of all.

Ing shows the Kzin as tiger-like anthropomorphs with an
intelligence that has evolved from feline traits. A key story
development is the manner in which Locklear and some of
the Kzin use their intelligence to rise above their conflicting
instincts for their mutual advantage.

(Dean Ing's Cathouse is in no toay related to Michael Peak's Cat
House, reviewed in our second issue.)

Book Review: Ratha and Thistle-Chaser
Reviewed by Fred Patten

Ratha and Thistle-chaser, by Clare Bell. New York, McEId-
erry Books, April 1990,232 pages, $14.95; ISBN 0-689-50462-
4,

Bell's Ratha series (Ratha's Creature. 1983; Pan Ground.
1984) is set twenty-five million years in Earth's past. Homi-
nids have not yet appeared, but a clan of large, cougar-like
cats have evolved to intelligence. They have developed a
language and a tribal society, and they have learned how to
herd primitive deer and horses for a jsermanent food sup-
ply. The cats protect them from other predators, and take
care that their own appetites do not outmatch their herd's

breeding powers. However, the clan is far outnumbered by
hostile wild felines, some of which are unintelligent and
some of which are equally smart but unwilling to restrain
their gluttony and would slaughter the whole herd for an
immediate feast. Also, the catsof the clan have noticed that
the offspring of mating within the clan are always intelli-
gent, whereas the cubs of matings between themselves and
wild cats may or may not be intelligent.

Ratha is introduced in Ratha's Creature as an adventurous
adolescent who dares to question the traditions and beliefs
of the clan. She is driven out to become an outcast. During
her wanderings before she returns to the clan, she mates
with an Un-Named cat; but when her cubs are apparently
unintelligent, she sorrowfully abandons them. By the con-
clusion of the first novel, Ratha is the new leader of the clan
of the Named, and the adventures in Clan Ground confirm
her in this position.

Ratha and Thistle-chaser is set three years after the first
novel and two years after the second. It tells two parallel
stories. One is of a crippled, solitary young cat who is
obviously one of Ratha's abandoned cubs. The second is of
the clan, forced by a drought to search for a new pasture for
the herdbeasts, who discover the seacoast. Ratha's daugh-
ter has already staked out her lonely home here, surviving
on shellfish and fish trapped in tidal pools. The wild cat's
intelligence is erratic, but to what extent is this actual
feeble-mindedness and to what extent is it due to growing
up as a truly feral child? Whatever the reason, is she an
equal of the clan? Intelligence aside, what psychological
and emotional scars does she bear that might prevent her
friendly adoption by the clan? And can Ratha, now accus-
tomed to leadership, afford to acknowledge that she made a
mistake? Ratha's two old clan friends, Thakur and Fessran,
watch with growing unease as stubbornness and misunder-
standings on both sides appear to lead toward an unavoid-
able and tragic conflict.

Bell's intelligent cats are attractive creatures. They are
plausibly anthrojx>morphized, with consciousness laid
over their feline attributes rather than replacing them. In
fact, it is difficult to read these books without being subtly
depressed because Ratha's people are not alive today—i.e.,
their fight for survival as told in these stories must have
ultimately failed.

If you have read the first two novels, you will enjoy this
one. If you have not, you should start with Ratha's Crea-
ture. Inaddition to giving the full background of Ratha and
her cubs, and of the clan, it is a more satisfying story.
Ratha's actions seem more like her own decisions. In Ratha
and ThisUe-chaser, there is more of a feeling of the author's
manipulation of the story. It soon becomes clear that Ratha
and Thistle-chaser are going to stubbornly avoid listening
to reason and refuse to see each other until a Dramatic

Confrontation at the climax of the novel. Itis well-handled
when it comes, but it is expected-®
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THE IMPERIAL COMMANDER IS CAPTAIN LEFEYETTE MORRIGAN — AND
THE FOCUS OF HER ATTENTION IS TEBESSA'S POWERFUL COMM-STATION.
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A gifr Of fiRE,

>I Clfr Of

BLOOD

PARYr 3

by Watts Martin
Ilustrated by Zjonni

‘Because tfuse rvings are no tonger roings tofly
But merelyfans to beat tfie air

Tfie air timcfi is noTO tborouglily smailanddry
Smaller anddryer than tfie ziHIL

‘Teach us to care andnot to care

‘Teach us to sitstill

—AT5. Eliot, "Ash Wednesday"

"Itisnota stupid holiday. Where'syour patriotism?" Dahlu's
voice had whatMika thoughtofasher "dipedge" toit. Itwas
aparticulartype of testiness thatonly manifested itselfwhen
she was trying to nuke a fabulously complicated dip for her
fabulously complicated party platters.

"That's a complex question. | could have patriotism for the
Empire, orjustfor Rionar, orboth. Orboth, butwithdifferent
feelings. Or—"

"All right, it's a stupid holiday. Shutup and taste this." She
held out a spoon with a small amount of thick, opaque
orangish goo at its tip. Mika paused at his task of meat-
slicing, sniffed it suspiciously, licked it, then regarded the
spoon dubiously.

"What's it supposed to go with?"

"Cold cuts rolled around cheese."

"We're getting specialized. That'd probably taste pretty
good with that, though."

"Doyou think it should be a little spicier?"
"It could be a bit hotter."

"Good. Thenit'sfinished." Shewrapped up the bowl inwax
paper and put it in the icebox.

"So how many people are you expecting?"

"ldon'tknow. It'skind ofanopen party; I'veinvited, oh, two
dozen, but they're welcome to bring their friends."

"Oh. That'sgood." He resumed slicing.

Dahluglanced overathim,eyesnarrowed. "You'rethinking
of inviting the bat, aren'tyou?"

Mika faltered slightly, then cursed inwardly for letting her
see he was afraid of her reaction. "You said you wouldn't
have a problem with me seeing her."

‘T didn'tsay | wouldn'thave a problem with me seeing her."
Shesighed and shook herhead. "Tmnotsureshe'd likebeing
here, either."”

"You're scared of how the guests would react to her."

"Why shouldn't I be?" Her voice rose a little. "You know
moreaboutbats thananyoneelsewho'll be there,and she still
makes you nervous!"

"No, she doesn't," he said. "Notanymore."

"Love,whenltelleveryonethatdinnerisserved, halfofthem
will expect her to be looking at somebody's throat instead of
the table. Even if she doesn't do anything to antagonize
anyone, someone's likely to do something to antagonize her.
And I honestly don'tthink she's the type who looks the other
way when somebody offends her, is she?"

"I don't think it'll be that way," he sighed.

She looked at him more closely, closing her hand over his
wrist and staring up with slitted eyes. "You've already
invited her, haven'tyou?" He was silent. She removed her
hand from his after a moment. "Remember, this was your
idea." She stomped out of the kitchen.

The drujhar leaned back in his chair, a picture in each hand,
and pursed his lips. Aftera moment, he setone of themback
inthe portfolio, then setthe otherone downto theside. "This

is the best one."

Mika looked across the desk. Itwas the sketch of Revar, now
jjen-and-ink, toned with watercolor wash. "l like what
you've done with the shadows here," the dwarf continued,
stroking his beard. "Some of the other ones you've shaded
that way are effective, too. You're not all that good with

stippling, but the wash effects are nice.

"I'd be interested in showing this one"—he gestured to-
wards Revar's image—"and this." The second one was a
dock scene, ashipbeingloaded attwilight; thecolorswereall
subtle variations on a cool, dark shade of grey. Itwasn'tone
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Mika himself was too fond of. "But," he continued, "I can't
promise you anything. The bat piece mightbe a hard sell."

"Even ti\ough you think it's the best one?"

"lItis, technically. Itis. But it has a more limited audience,
especiallyinamarketassmall asthisone. People here prefer
artthatcanhangoveradinnertable withoutmakingviewers
losetheirappetite. Yoursubjecthereistoointense. Andyour
styleissomewhatunconventional. InRionar, itislikelytobe
appreciated moreby galleryownersthanbyartowners." He
came as close to smiling as drujhars ever do.

Mika cleared histhroatand looked downbriefly. Thiswasit.
"If you'd be interested in at least trying...."

"Certainly." The drujhar produced a sheaf of papers froma
drawer. "Read these, and don'tsign until you have. There
are other art dealers who have smaller commissions than |
do, but | would advise you not to seek them outunlessyou'd
like risking a lot more money, not to mention any art you
leave with them."

A few minutes later Mika was standing outside Phisfir
Galleries, his portfolio in one hand and the sheaf of papers—
which, upon examination, proved to only be eight, five of
whichwere flyers—in the other. He shookhis head, wonder-
ing what had motivated him to actually take his work to
someone who might be interested. Of course, he knew
exactly who had. He walked home with a disorienting
feeling of both happiness and confusion.

"So, how's the criminal element?" The burly fox grinned as
he passed by Mika; the catsmiled mechanically, picturing the
fox wearing Dahlu's gooey orange dip.

"Oh, that's not nice. Jack," a female human who had been
talkingat Mika for the past ten minutes said. "ltsoundskind
of exciting. It'd be fun to do some of the things you've been
doing, Mikki—I just don't have the nerve for that sort of
lifestyle, | guess."

"l have a life now, nota lifestyle," he said. She smiled athim
blankly; he took the opportunity to excuse himself and head
for the relative safety of the kitchen. "And | hate that
nickname," he said to the icebox. Itdidn'treply.

He had noidea where Dahluwas; Scat, the bulldog, had been
following heraround aboutan hourago, as he did whenever
he saw her, but after this long of being politely—and not so
politely—"rebuffed, he usually gave up until the next party.

The doorbell went off again, for at least the thirtieth time.
None of the guests mov” to open it; he left the kitchen and

got the door himself, opening it to yetanother happy couple
he didn'trecognize. He wondered if they even knew whose
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house this was; he was sure that several of the guests were
only there because they heard rumors of a large party.

Mikawouldn'thave thoughtthe anniversary ofthe Empire's
founding would be a holiday traditionally celebrated by
getting smashed. He preferred to think of the party as
celebrating his firstappearance in a gallery, however small;
Dahluhad madea pointtomentionittoevery being she came
in contact with, though, and even this victory—which had
seemed so major earlier in the day—was beginning to make
him somewhat numb.

The doorbell went off again, and he opened it as a reflex
action, barely notingthe near-strangerswhostepped through.
He nodded perfunctorily and went back to the kitchen to
refill his glass of mead. The honey-wine was Mika's one
alcoholic weakness, and this variety—produced in Ra-
neadhros, the Empire's capital city-state some two hundred
miles to the north—was particularly good.

The next time the bell sounded, he almost dropped his glass
when he opened the door.

Revar was dressed all in light brown, wearing a skirt—of
sorts—for the first time since Mika had known her. Her
entiretop, from where the skirtended well below her midriff,
wascomprised of twonarrow vertical stripsofcloth, rurming
straight up her sides under her breasts, across them and up
to her shoulders, tying in a knot behind her neck. The
cleavage she had seemed all the more impressive in the
arrangement. The skirt itself barely covered her thighs,
although by her standards it must have been a full-length
dress. Two strips in front, matching the top, hung down
almostto herknees, and twowider strips in back hung to just
below her thighs. She was wearinga long, dark brown cloak
that swooped close to the ground; as she moved, it swung
enough to reveal her sides, the dress hiding almost nothing
from that angle. Although Mika had seen her wearing less,
the effect was still heart-stopping.

The conversation of those closest to the door stopped as she
began to attract notice; she looked around and smiled at
Mika, unusually self-conscious. "Well, kitten, | made it."

"You look... beautiful,” he finally said.

"Thank you," she said, smiling more broadly. "You look
pretty handsomeyourself." She stepped pastWm, notnotic-
ing (orignoring) theblush he feltsure was visible through his
fur.

"You're Revar?" Jack, the fox, was the first one from the
closest group to speak again. The bat raised her eyebrows
quizzically in response; several people gasped audibly,
passing comments about her night-black eyes in stage whis-
persbetweenthemselves, butJack merely stuck out hishand.
"You're not what | expected."



She regarded his hand with faint surprise, then shook it.
"And what were you expecting?"

"Hard to say, really. Someone with a lighter grip, maybe."
He rubbed his wrist with his other hand. "Dahlu's told usa
fairamountabout you."

"It's probably not true," she said. "Or most of itisn't." Jack
grinned; a few people nearby tittered nervously. Conversa-
tion around them started to resume, Revar being the new
topic of choice.

"Would you like anything to drink?" Mika interrupted.
"Ale, if you have it," she said.

"Of course we have it." He headed off to the kitchen, bump>-
ing into Dahlu on the way. "lIs that—?" she said, glancing
towardsthe knot of people clustered around Jack and Revar.

"Itis. So far only one of the guests has been bold enough to
speak to her."

"As long as speaking is all that happens. I'll be happy," she
said, heading back towards the patio.

When he returned with Revar's drink, the bat had been
guided towardsa couch; Jack wasstill the oirly one speaking
to her, although a small mouse girl Mika didn't recognize
had found enough nerve to siton the same piece of furniture
withthebat, albeitpressed into the cushionson the otherend.
He handed the drink to Revar and smiled at the mouse, who
was so nervous she didn't notice. Of course, if he was only
half Revar's size and didn't know her, he wouldn't have
wanted to get too close, either.

"Yes, I'm sure it does," the bat was saying, looking mildly
trapped.

Jackraised his handsinapology. "That's probably notagood
subjectto bring up. | can't help but be interested in it, but |
shouldn't put you on the spot.” Revar looked somewhat
relieved and took a lai~e swallow of ale.

"If it hurts your victims that much, why don't you go after
animals?" Ae mouse said suddenly.

Revar turned towards her too quickly; the little rodent
squeaked involuntarily and shrartk into the pillows.

"Don't hurt her,” awoman in the crowd said anxiously.

"Hairballs, Linda, all she did was move," Jack said. "Relax a
bit."

"Because there's notenough in the city," Revar said. "Ones
that live here are small—the largestones are people's pjets. If
| took one of them—which I've had to do—I'd usually kill it

without meaning to." I'uc been through this before, Mika

thought, sighing.
"You can't just take a little?"

"How much | drink is almost involuntary. The longer | go
withoutblood, the more I'll take when | finally can."

"Killing somebody's pet would be better than attacking
someone in this room," the mouse said.

"Tell that to the pet's owner. Or, for that matter, the j)et,"
Revar said. "And I'm not planning to attack anyone here."

"Could you stop yourself if you were hungry?"

"Attacking somebody isn't automatic for me any more than
drinking that wine is for you." Revar's tone was still polite,
but it was obvious her patience was wearing thin.

The mouse folded herarms, apparently unconvinced. "Then
why live in the city? Go somewhere else." Revarwas saved
from further questioning by Dahlu's announcement of din-
ner; as she had predicted, most of the guests edged away
from the bat at the mention of food. When she realized what
was going on, the glowering expression she formed only
made people more nervous; she ended up sitting with Mika
to her leftand Jack to her right, several empty seats to either
side beyond them. Dahlu sat across from Mika, with Scat—
evidently not giving up on Dahlu's bed yet—sitting on her
left, opposite Revar.

The dinner was buffet-style; Revar sat by herself while the
others went to fill their plates. Mika came back with a plate
for her; she smiled, but didn't take any food from it.

When Dahlu noticed the bat wasn't eating, she became
solicitous. "You don't like it?"

"l haven'ttried ityet," she said. "Itsmells very good. Butl'm
not all that hungry. Maybe a little later."

"Already ate?" Scat said, seeming to take notice of the bat for
the first time. "Anyone we know?"

Revar looked across at him unblinkingly; he assumed the
expression of someone trying very hard not to flinch. "That
was uncalled for," she said softly.

"So were you," the bulldog replied, wolfing down a meat
roll. Dahlu sucked in her breath sharply; he looked at herin
momentary confusion, then turned back to the bat, his fea-
turesrelaxing. "l mean, you weren't really invited. 1didn't
mean to be insulting. You understand."

"Terfectly," Revarsaid, her voice softer but riding over steel.

Mika put a cautioning hand on her arm, earning him an
unreadable—"but markedly unpleasant—Ilook from Dahlu.
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Revar shook his hand off.

"l invited her," Mika said. Scatwaved
theexplanationaside withacarrotstick.

"Niceofyou," hesaid. j‘She'sgrobably
never been in this neighborhood b”*
ore. Not normally a safe place for
people like her to be wanderingin. Or
flyingin."

"That'sbecausepeoplelikeyou call the
Guard when you see people like me."

Scat's near-polite mask disappeared.
"Better safe than sorry," he said, lean-
ing back in his chair and trying to look
casual.

"Because I'mabat, orbecauseyou think
I'ma criminal?"

"Both." He downed another meatroll.
"Look. You know and I know the only
reason you'd be here if softheart there
wasn't being nice to you is to steal
something. Right?"

Revar abruptly pushed back from the
table. "I don'tneed tobecalled acrimi-
nal." She turned.

"What else do you call somebody who
Kills p>eople?" Scat said. She whirled
aroimd; hesmiled and spread hishands.

"Well, you do, don'tyou?" the mouse
said. Revar glared at her with an ex-
pression that said I could suckyou dryin
five minutes. The mouse sank back in
her chair, looking like she wanted to
slide under the table.

"If she's a criminal, somebody should
call the police," a voice said.

Jack suddenly stood up, dropping his
empty plate to the table with a melo-
dranwtic clang. "Give it a rcsf,people.
She's noton your case, so get off hers."

"MaybelsliowMbeontheircases,"Revar
said, walkingaround the table to stand
overScat'schair. "l don'tneed toapolo-
gize for the way | live to you, or to
anyone else. Just look atyou. | came
here because | wanted a fun evening—
something you've succeeded in screw-



ing up for me. But this is your whole life, isn't it?"

Scat stared up at her with a baffled expression. She moved
backand looked aroimd the room; conversation had stopped
atall the tables and couches, and all forty-odd guests were
staringather. 'Thisisitforallofyou,isn'tit? Youdon'thave
anything else to do. You have nice little careers, or you're
perpetual students because you don'twantto face even that
much ofthereal world. You do work for someone else, work
you probably don't like, and then come to every party you
can and get wasted.

"1 know people like that on the docks, too. You're not that
different from them. Except they don't have anyone to feel
superiorto, so they're notasinsufferableassome ofyouare."
Sheripped offher cloak and flexed herwings, eliciting gasps
from most of the crowd.

Scat stood up now; he towered over the bat by a foot, and
outmassed herbyalmostthree times. "You're adangerously
arrogantone," he said.

"Andyou'readangerously fatone," she replied, turning her
back on him and starting to walk towards the door. He
grabbed her by one arm, whirling her back towards him.

"You're going to prove how tough you are by beating up a
girl," Jack said, crossing hisarms. Mika rose to his feet and
crossed towards the bulldog and bat.

"I'm not going to do anything to her."
"Then let go of my arm," Revar hissed.

"Unless," he continued, "she comes back when she isn't
invited." He wrenched her arm backwards and she hissed
more sharply. "Thatwrist of yours looks pretty fragile." He
slid his hand up her arm, wrapping two fingers around the
wing joint, and squeezed. She yel|5ed.

"If you break her wings, she can't fly," Mika said, reaching
towards Scat's arm. He yanked it away, causing Revar to
wince with pain.

"You'reaquickone, cat." Heturnedback towardsRevar. "1
don'tlike being lectured by people likeyou. Fiveyearsfrom
now. I'll be closer the top, and you'll be lyingdead inagutter.
Don't press any of us or you won't make it that long."

"Speak for yourself," Jack said. "Letgo of her wing."

"l don't know if | want her to fly out of here," he said,
squeezing a little more. Revar's eyes widened, then nar-
rowed as she brought her other shoulder forward, swinging
her free arm lightly towards Scat.

"Don'ttry—" thebulldog was cut offwithachoke, stiffening.
Revar's free hand was between his legs, claws dug into his

pantsinagraphically disturbing fashion. He started to yank
her wing down; she flexed her other hand slightly and he
gasped, then stood stock-still.

"Okay, ace,howaboutatrade," Revarsaid, staringup athim.
"My wing for your future children."

He stared at her; she smiled sweetly. "You let go first," he
finally gritted.

"Sorry. ldon'ttrustyou any furtherthan I could throwyou."
About tenfeet? Mika thought.

"And | should trust you?"

"Look atitthisway. You break my wing, it'll hurt—but itll
probably heal."

Scat stared at her a moment more, then let go of her wing.
"Thanks," shesaid, giving hima squeeze as shereleased him.
He yowled and doubled over.

Revar picked up her plate and headed towards the door. 'T
am hungry now," she said as she passed Dahlu, "but | think
I should probably call it an evening. I'll tell Mika how the
food was. And | will return your plate. Wouldn't wantyou
to think I was a thief." She smiled sweetly; Dahlu stared at
her open-mouthed for a second longer, then ran over to Scat
with a glass of water. He knocked it out of her hands.

By the time Revar reached the door, the bulldog had recov-
ered enough breath to look up at her, eyes filled with hatred.
"If you come anywhere near here, you will be sorry." It
carried the weight of a promise.

"I'm sorry I'm near here now. No offense to the restofyou."
She look” around the still-silent room, smiling brightly.
"That is, if there's anyone here | haven't offended already.
Good evening, all." She stepped through the door, closing it
softly behind her.

Nobody spoke for several seconds; then the room exploded
into conversation. Several people went over to Scat, mur-
muring sympathetic platitudes. The mouse suggested filing
assault dxarges with the Guard. Dahlu looked at Mika
mournfully, not quite an / told you so expression but close
enough to be uncomfortable.

"I like her," Jack announced to nobody in particular. Mika

glanced at Dahlu once more, then ran out the door after
Revar. She was already gone.

Dahlu looked angry enough to throw the plate she was
holding athim, so Mika stepped away, justshaking hishead.
"You don'tsee it atall, do you?" she screamed.

He shook hishead negatively. She had already said ithadn't
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been Revar's fault, but that appeared to be inunaterial—"it
was soniehow Revar's fault an)rway, and by implication,
Mika's.

"Shewas inviting trouble justbybeinghere. Sheknewit,and
you knew it when you invited her."

"Inotherwords. Scat'scompletely blameless. IfRevarhadn't
been there, he would only have had his normal, defenseless
targetsto abuse."

"Of course he's not blameless."
"Then—?"

"Even if he started it, she didn't have to finish it." She
slammed the plate intothe sink. "Mika, she killed my party."

"Incold blood. I'm sure.” She snorted. "Love, most people
wentrightback to normal after she left. She wasthe only one
who really left hurt, except for Scat. And | can'tbelieve you
have more sympathy for him than you do for her."

She sighed and stomped into the living room, Mika follow-
inga few quietstepstehind. "I don'thave any sympathy for
either of them," she said. "I just wish it hadn't happened."
"l don't think she wanted it, either."

"And what did she want?" She sat down on the couch and
regarded him dolefully. "I saw the way you looked at her
when she came in."

"Huh?"

"If there hadn't been anyone else around, you would have
ripped her clothes off right then."

"That's not true!" he spluttered.

"Come on," she spat. "Everybody saw it. She has you
wrapped around one of her cute little fangs."

"I'm not interested in her that way, Dahlu. I've—"

"You'vesaidthat. Iknow. Butevenifit'strue now, how long
will itbe?"

Mika satdownbeside her, reachingoutonearm. "You know
you're just as pretty as she is. Prettier."

"No," shesaid, pullingaway. "I'm pretty, but I'mnotexotic.
She'sboth.” She crossed her arms on her chest and shrank
into the pillows, gazing at the far wall. "You're attracted to
danger. You have beeneversinceyou started goingdown to
the docks. And she's the most dangerous thing you know."

"Cut it out,” Mika said, taking her arm and pulling her
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towards his lap; she didn't resist, but didn't respxand to his
hug. "You know that's not true."

‘T know itis. You know she's attractive."”

"Yes."

"Toyou."

"Does that matter?"

"Yes." She sniffled.

‘T love you," he said simply, as if it were an explanation.

She satbolt uprightagainst him, pressing herselfto himand
clutchingathisshoulders. "Stop seeing her." Hervoice was
desperate.

He stroked her hair away from her eyes, then looked away.
"You can'tunderstand, can you?"

"No," she whispered, laying her head against his chest and
starting tocry. "l can't."

Thedragonwasstill jawless, its spouthaving detonated over
the week since its disfigurement into a sick spray almost
completely missing the pool. The water was low enough to
see the bottom even in the partial moon's light, hundreds of
tarnished coins glinting barely just out of Mika's reach.

The lock on the gate had been replaced; lacking Revar's
strength, he took the more conventional tack ofclimbing over
the twenty-foot fence with a hook and rope, now stored
safely in Ws backpack.

Several people had expressed interest in his pictures, accord-
ing to the drujhar—and, as the dwarf had predicted, most
wereother gallery owners, from other parts of Garaneltor, in
some cases, from other territories. None had offered tobuy
eitheratthe price thedrujhar was charging; Mika thought he
had greatly overvalued them, but the owner insisted he was
pricingthemtoolow. Evidently notlow enough for purchas-
ers, though.

He didn't hear a noise behind him as much as feel a familiar
presence. Revarmoved closerto him, grinned, and sat down
ontheedge ofthe fountain. "Thatsnake's pretty screwed up,
isn'tit?" Her smile faded with Mika's silence. 'T was flying
overhead, saw you here, and thoughtitwas unusual foryou
to be trespassing this time of iright. Anything wrong?"

He sat down on the ground, his back against the side of the
fountain. "It's not unusual for me anymore. | must be
hanging out with the wrong crowd." He sighed.

"Princess is on your back about me?"



He tilted his head back to Icx>k up at Revar. "Yes. And no."
Helooked downagain. She started torub hisneck lightly; he
stiffened atfirst, then relaxed. "She doesn'twantme tokeep
seeing you."

"l already knew that."

"I thought she had come to terms with it." He leaned
forward, and she moved her hand onto his shoulder, match-
ing it with her other one. The leading edge of her wings
wisped against his forearms, creating pleasant but vaguely
unsettling sensations to run up his spine. "Mmm. She
accused me of being attracted to you."

"Areyou?" Sherubbed alittle harder,and he started purring
softly.

"Yes."

"And because of that, we must be having a love affair." She
laughed.

"Tm not selling any art, either. I mean. I'm trying. Just not
succeeding."

"It's only been a week."
"He says | nught have to try in some bigger cities."
"You could come with me to Raneadhros."

He pulled away, twisting around to face her. "You're leav-
ing?"

"Relax," she said, forcing him back into hisoriginal position
and continuing the massage. "l've been thinking about
leaving forayear now. Itmightbe anotheryear before | do."
"But with you, it could be tomorrow." He sighed.

"Well, if I go, now you'll know where to find me."

Mika was silent for a few more minutes, his purr gradually
fading, until he suddenly stood up, walking away from the
fountain towards the manicured grass nearby.

"Now what?" Revar called, rising to her own feet and am-
bling towards him.

"I'm losing her," he said.
She studied him for a few seconds. "You love her?"
"What kind of a question is that?"

"An honest one. Butyou do love her. | can see that."

"You sound disappointed," he said, looking overather. She
shrugged, smiling her most enigmatic smile.

‘T can't lose her over you."
"You want to stop seeing me?"

"No," he said, droppingdown on thegrass. "l don'twantto
be forced to nuike a choice."”

She sat down beside him, wings open, arms stretched out
behind her. "Areyou worried she's right?" she asked softly.

"Rightabout what?"

"That we might become lovers." She looked down, chuck-
ling. "Avampirebatandastarvingartistkitten. Tmnotsure
| see us as a couple."

He smiled. Then something seemed to well up from inside,
and without warning, he was ciying. "I'm trying... and |
don't know what else to do...." his voice trailed off into an
unwilling sob.

Somehow, Revar'sarmswere around him; he leaned against
her, his hands on her shoulders and his cheek against her
chest, the top of his head nestled under her chin. She stroked
his mane softly with one hand, her wings wrapped around
him; they were softand much warmerthan hehad imagined,
almosthot, butoddly comforting. "All we caneverdoistry,
kitten," she whispered. "Try and hope."

Helooked up her, herface lessthan an inch fromhisown, and
stroked her arm. "Tm not a kitten," he whispered, moving
closer still.

She pursed her lips, then opened them slightly, letting outa
long, shuddering breath, her mouth moving to a hair's
breadth from his own. Then she put a claw on the tip of his
nose and pushed him away, almost regretfully. 'Tf you—if
we—do that, iTIl be the end of you and Dahlu. Areyou sure
you want that?"

He looked down. Her breasts were stretched tight against
the fabricofhertop, nipplesnoticeablyerect. He looked back
up hurriedly. "No."

She laughed, following his gaze. "So | find you attractive,
too. | can't help it if you're cute. Especially when you're
upset.” She stroked his mane again, letting her claws trail
lightly down hisshirtto the base of histail. "Rightnow, your
loveis Dahlu, kitten. I still think she'sa pastahead, but she's
your pastahead. Andas much as| hate to admitit, | think she
caresaboutyou, too. You're either going to have to fix your
relationship fast or give it a mercy killing."

Mika huddled againstherand sighed. "Hold me?" he said at
last. She wrapped her wings around him again and buried
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her face in his mane.

The sunwas setting as Mikawalked up ttie streetafterwork.
He wasn't sure what he was going to say to Dahlu, but he
knew Revar was right. He wanted to keep both of them as
friends, but didn't know what to do about them as lovers.
Revarwasn'thislover, of course, butunlesslastnighthadn't
hapjjened, she very well could be. Butthebatcould be happy
with him justas a friend, and vice-versa; the same might not
be true of his feline love. It was dependent on convincing
Dahlu that he could keep thiirking of Revar just as a friend.
And convincing himself.

The two human Guardsmen, dressed in their typical, near-
immaculate red uniform, nodded politely as they ran past
Mika at top speed. "Good day to you too," the cat said
perplexedly. He didn't run after them until he realized they
were heading the same place he was. As he reached Dahlu's
door, another Guard appeared behind him, also politely
nodding as he pushed Mika aside and raced through the
doorway.

"Whatin—?" Thelivingroomwas, for Dahlu,ashambles: all
the couch pillows were on the floor, and a good china plate
lay overturned in their midst. Dahlu herself was suspended
in theair, herneck firmly in the grip of one of Revar'staloned
hands. "What the hell are you doing?"

Revar was staring, wild-eyed, at the two guards already
present. Both had swords drawn. "Revar!" Mika yelled.

She looked over athim. "1—"she started to say. "She tricked
me," she said. "1 tried...."

"Put down the cat, ma'am," one of the Guard said f>olitely,
raising his sword.

"Whatareyou talkingabout?" He turned towards the closest
uniformed human. "WhaPs going on?"

"Yourguess isas good as mine. I'd appreciate you standing
out of the way in case someone gets hurt, sir."

'She's notgoing to hurtanyone," Mika snapped. The Guard
grunted skeptically. "Tut her down," he said to Revar.

"lI—" she said again. She looked up at Dahlu, who stared
down resolutely, trying not to tremble, and then across at
Mika. To Mika's shock, a tear rolled down the bat's cheek;
she set Dahlu down gently.

As soon as Dahlu was on her feet, all three Guards moved
towards Revar. She crouched down, then leaped forwards,
tryingto clearthem; one grabbed her legs, and shecrashed to
the floor. One Guard produced a pair of handcuffs and tried
tofigure outhow to putthemon heras the other two held her
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down; her legs weren't strong enough to break free from the
grip the first had on them, but when the one with the
handcuffs leaned over her, she found a steel grip on both his
shoulders. She screamed, a piercingly shrill screech, and
threw him intotheair; he sailed over the couchand landed at
Mika's feet. The cat stepped over him and raced to Revar's
side. "Stop it!" he said to the other Guards.

They managed to roll her onto her back; the third one joined
them after a few seconds and slipped one cuff on her wrist
before getting slammed into the couch by the back of her
hand. All three of them working together held her long
enough for the other wrist to be cuffed. When she was
shackled, she stopped struggling momentarily and stared at
the chain, then pulled on it experimentally. Then she pulled
withall herstrength. There wasan unsettlingcracking noise,
but the chain held. She stared at it, open-mouthed, and
wailed.

"Will tfiat hold long enough to get her to the station?" The
first Guard asked.

"It should, but all the same. I'd rather we move quickly."
Two of them lifted Revar to her feet, as gently as they could
given her renewed struggling. The third one—the one who
Revarhad literally thrownaround the room—walked over to
Dahlu, rubbing his back with one hand and moving with a
pronounced limp. "Doyou want to press charges, ma'am?"

Dahlu looked at Revar; the bat was pinned against one of the
Guards, both hisarmsaround her waistinabear hug. Dahlu
rubbed her neck, muttering under her breath.

"No," she said after a moment. "It was a... misunderstand-
ing. 1don't."

"Oh," the Guard said, looking somewhat surprised. "Well.
Good day, then." He headed out the door, the other two
following, bringing the struggling bat with them. When
Revar realized she wasn't going to be let go, she screamed

again, this time a colorful description of one Guard's ances-
try, and began fighting with even more fury.

"Wait! She said she wasn't pressing charges!" Mika said
angrily. "When are you going to let her go?"

"We can't do that, sir. There are already assault charges
pending against her." The Guard spoke with difficulty;
when he was close enough to hold her still, he was within
range of her teeth, and the other Guard was doing hisbestto
keep his partner's throat from being ripped out.

"What?"

"Complete—stop that, ma'am!—details are at the station. |
really do have to be leaving, sir." All three of them stepped
throughthedoor; Revar'seyes connected with Mika's, seem-
ing to ask a question he didn't understand. Then she was



gone.

He turned towards Dahlu, who was sitting on the floor,
facing away from him. "She came to visityouamd you called
the Guard?"

didn't,” she said without looking up. "They must have
seen her come in the neighborhood."

"They don'tjustwatch theentrance streetsto see ifthe riffraff
wanders in, dammit!"

Tor known riffraff, yes, theX do," she said tightly. "She
didn'tbelieveme, either. Tha*swhyshegrabbed me. Iflhad
called them, do you think I would have let the matter drop?
Especially after she tried to kill me?"

"l don'tknow." Heran his hands through his mane. "What
was she here for?"

"Totalk. Aboutyou. And toreturnthedish." She gestured
attheoverturned plate. "Shewasright. Sheisn'tathief." She
laughed bitterly. "Butshe knows more about you than 1do,
doesn'tshe?"

Mikawalked to the door withoutreplying, thenturned when
he got there. "Are you coming down to the station?"

"If you're asking me to pay her bail, 1 can'tdo it." Her back
was still towards the door; she hadn'tlooked athim since the
Guard had left. He watched her a moment longer, then
walked out, slamming the door behind him.

"She doesn't offer what you need from her, not really. And
she doesn't see it. 1 just wanted her to support you a little bit
more." Revar spoke to him from the other side of a mesh
screen; she was no longerbound, but five Guard stood watch
over her.

"You wanted to do this by getting yourself killed?"

Revar sniffled. "l thought she had called them somehow. If
1 get out of here. I'll show that damned dog what assault
really means."

"You'll getout. I'll get you out. Assoon as | can."

She smiled, but didn't say anything.

'"Time's up, sir," the guard on his side of the screen said.
Mika pressed one hand against the screen; she touched it
briefly with her own, then allowed the Guards to lead her
away with a quietness that chilled him.

Mika waited in the station lobby another ten hours, through
the restof the night, drinking coffee and sharing donuts with

a talkative ferret Guard until the presiding officer reviewed
Revar's case.

Ashehad known. Scathad been the one who pressed charges
againsther. "l wasthere. She didn'tassaulthim. Oratleast,
it was in self-defense."

"You can speak in her behalf at the trial, Mr. Radgers," the
officer, an elderly, bespectacled skunk replied. "However,
charges have been filed, and under Ranean Law, all felonies
mustgototrial unlessthe plaintiffchooses to waive thatright
and settle outofcourt. Mr. Hozrin has already declined todo

SO.

"Considering the circumstances in which the defendant was
arrested—namely, in the process of committing another
assault, regardless of whether or not charges were filed—I
cannot, in good conscience, allow her to go free with no or
even minimum bail. Therefore, bail is set at two thousand
vars."

Mika's heart dropped. Thatwas more than he made in two
months; he had, at most, three hundred on hand. Even if
Dahlu could be convinced to loan him money, she would
have to borrow that much from her parents, who would not
look kindly on paying bail for someone who assaulted both
the son of a prominent socialite and their own daughter.

"Turther considering the large backload of cases presentlyin
thisdistrictin Rionar, the earliest | can set the trial date is...."
He searched through a calendar in front of him. "The 26th,
atone hour past threechime." He wrote the date down on a
scrap f>aperand handed itto Mika. "Ifyou are unable toraise
bail for the defendantand wish toapjDear in herbehalf, please
be prompt." He setthe papers for the case aside and wenton
to the next one.

Itwasonly the third of the month; that meant more than three
weeks in jail for Revar. And three weeks on normal prison
food. | can't afford to get caught. It'd kill me. Mika stopped
outside the station, feeling the sun's heat on his fur but ice
forming beneath it, and closed his eyes. Q
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wWcbPcd:

Anatomy of a Universe

by Ken Pick
illustrated by Dave Kuhn and Ken Rck

In YARF! #3, Waverly Pierre's "But Can You Do This" introduced a new set of furries to the
public-the Thalendri, "elven-slim,fancy-dressedfoxesand vixens". These Twenty-nth CenturyFoxes
arepart ofa larger universe-YlebFed, which according to its byline was "Created by Kurt Miller and
chronicl”™ by Ken Pick".

This all started with one Kurt Miller, a local character and very creative (but undisciplined) "idea
man". The problem is, he's so busy coming up with a constant stream of new ideas that he doesn't do
much more with old ideas... like develop them into finished form, or edit out inconsistencies.

Enter me—Ken Pick, a typical furfan and off-and-on friend of Kurt's. Since about 1984, I've been
collecting and editing Kurt's trail of ideas about his space-opera universe (originally started as a
background for some still-unwritten space-pirate stories he calls "The Thompson Papers").

I'd gotten intrigued by some high-society throwaway characters ofhis, which some promptly tagged
"Lifestyles ofthe Richand Furry". Since then. I've been collecting Kurt's ideas and wonderfuUy self-
contradictory notes, discarding the absurdities, inconsistencies, and unintended plagiarisms,
assembling the remainder into a coherent whole, thenfilling in thegapsfrom there toform the present
WebFed.

When edited down and assembled, WebFed was pretty much ageneric pulp space opera exceptfor the
addition offurries. As time went on (aided by the Thalendri and my set of 1929 Encyclojjedia
Britannica), it began to show a distinct style, described by my co-conspirator Clint Warlick as the
Roaring Twenties with furries and starships instead of Prohibition and “The Mob".

In thesummer o0f1988, we had Kurtsign a releaseyielding editorial control to Clintand myself, giving
us thefreedom to continue development. About two months later, | met Waverly Pierre at the San
Diego Comic Con, we compared notes on our pet projects, and WebFed started on its way as a shared
universe. He started writing “But Can You Do This" (with myselfas a background consultant/
continuity editor) and started searching fora 'zine to publish it. Then came YARFI.

Today (mid-1990), WebFed isstarting togrow on its own, a deliberatelyanachronistic, soft-edged Art
Deco xvith fur, tails, and high-tech.



WebFed is the major interstellar government of the region.
Founded 577 years ago, it has been known at various times as
the Starweb, the Web Federation, the WebConfederacy,and the
Confederacy; "WebFed"isthelongest-lastingandmostc»mmon
name, and will be used throughout.

Kurt's notes actually used all of the above names at one point or
another;xoesettled on "WeiFed” becauseit was thesimplestand most
unique.

The WebFed badge shows three twelve-pointed starbursts (six
greater,Messerpoints)onablackfieldarrangedinanequilateral
triangle (one above, two below) onablackfield. The tlwee stars
represent the homesuns of the three fouiKling g edes—red for
Larant (reptiles), gold for K'thymri (jackal-bats), and blue for
Skreeln (avians). Originally the "bigthree" displayed thebadge
with theirown color staron top, but now all three positionsare

used interchangeably.

WebFed's flag is an equilateral triangje, wifli two starburstsin
the hoistand one in the fly. Like the badge, all flu-ee positions
are used interchangeably.

Calendar

All dates are given in the WebFed calendar (FSC), dating from
WebFed's founding. TTie present date is FSC 577. A WebFed
year is about 10% longer than an Earth year.

HISTORY

WebFed was originally founded by the federation of three
species (the K'thymri, Larant, and Skreeln) in what is now the
Triangle SystemsDistrict. Sincethenithasgrownintothe major
power in this part of space.

WebFed Chronology

FSC -264 Massive nuclear war devastates the K'thymri population and homework!.

FSC-172 Postwar reconstruction finished; first K'thymri spaceflight

FSC-145 First Larant starflight; The Larant begin exploration of neighboring systems.

FSC-139 Both of Karkullian's moons settled; permanent industrial space colonies orbit the K'thymri homeworld.

FSC -098 K'thymri develop FTL stardrives.

FSC -071 Kthymri/Skreeln First Contact.

FSC -026 K'thymri/Larant Rrst Contact.

FSC Zero WebFed formed as a formal alliance between the K'thymri. Larant, and Skreeln.

FSC 032 Hibernian Freehold founded by humans from Earth when their FTL colonizer shifts into unknown space.

FSC 041 First evidence of a forerunner race (“The Elder Ones’) discovered in the ammonia glaciers of Swycann VII.

FSC 076 Hirrth-Davreen Conflict (originally a Skreeln Civil War) expands to almost tear WebFed apart.

FSC 138-146 WebFed/Chezhrin First Contact and immediate Chezhrin War. Though bloody, this war resuited in a stalemate.
Freeholders' First Contact with the Thalendri (and the worlds will never be the same).

FSC 158 First Contact between WebFed and both the Thalendri and Freeholders.

FSC 189 WebFed/Freehold border settled; WebFed formally annexes the Thalendri (formerly the Dreaming Stars District).

FSC 224 Contact between WebFed and Terran Empire; immediate wave of human immigration across the border into the
Terran Border and Dreaming Stars District.

FSC 260 First Contact with the (molluskoid) Quellan.

FSC 265-276 Second Chezhrin War, aiso inconclusive.

FSC 300 The Quellan form an alliance with WebFed; Quellan realm becomes WebFed’s Hylarond district.

FSC 332 DarksStar Trading Company formed.

FSC 382 DarkStar acquires Deiphindri System, and begins construction of what will become Delphindri Shipyards.

FSC 417 First Contact with the Tlarin.

FSC 428 DarksStar purchases the Cytherean world of Kalian and begins reforming it.

FSC 448 Kalian now is becoming habitabie and is renamed TradeWorld,; it will become DarkStar’s homeworld and company
headquarters.

FSC 486 Kylii (theotteroid Selkies) discovered in a part of the Dreaming Stars which shouid have been surveyed a long time
ago.

FSC 519 Dgiscovery of the largest Elder Qnes artifact: a rosette of artificial worlds in Shambaiiah system.

FSC 543 Nightfiame Drive developed and monopolized by DarkStar.

FSC 550 Remains of Eider Qnes starship (a giant bioengineered iifeform) found on the outer moon of Pepperland.

FSC 553-557 Third Chezhrin War; WebFed fleet pursuit blasts out a buffer zone, the Chezhrin Demilitarized Zone.

FSC 559

FSC 577 Current date.

M’kranthi (feiine) sky-city fleet found in DMZ by WebFed patrol units; they are resettled on the nearby Diadem
Cluster to become the M’kranthi Diadem District.



Originally, Oie timdine zoos mudi more detailed and tied in with our
present calendar in a Future History. A space-opera like WebFed is
best ddiberately left "unstuck” in time and space — “A long timeago,
inagalaxyfarfar away..."

Organization

WebFed's structure is that of a federation; the WebFed itselfis

divided into Districts (ten thresent), which arc divided into
subdistricts, which are divid” into s)tems and worlds.

Thecentral overgovemmentisheaded by atriumvirate of three
Consuls,aholdoverfromtheoriginalthr*foxmders. Originally
one Consul was K'thymri, one Larant,and one Skreeln, with the
Rrst Consulship rotated between the three. Presently the
Consuls succeed one another from Third to Second to Hrst
Consul to retirement.

Under the Consuls is the Wd>Fed Assembly, with subgroups
representingworlds,districts/subdistricts, species,andgeneral
population(muchlikeafour-houseversionofthe US. (Congress).
Itis said the Assembly's purpose is to work against itself and
thus do nothing except in times of emergency.

MONEY

WebFed's basic monetary unit is the WebFed Credit Unit,
almost always called the "WebCred". WebCreds are divided
decimally, down to 1/I000th.

Local governments, private companies, and even wealthy
individuals can mint foeirown moneyon a limited basis, likea
milderversionofthe "wildcatbanks" of 19th century America;
private money (DarkStar Cjorp>oration'sheing the mostcommon
example) usesstandard WebCred denominations,and istraded
on exchanges like other commodities.

LAW AND JUDICIARY

WebFed's legal system varies from world to world; WebFed
overoourts normally just review planetary/local courts and
adjucate directly only on interplanetary/interstellar affairs.
Psionics (normally Larant) are in corronon use as truth-readers
and telepathic interrogators. Local/planetary courts have
primary jurisdiction within broad WebFed guidelines. Details
of laws and procedure vary from species to species, planet to
planet and even courts to court, but follow generic guidelines:

Property crimes are usually based on restitution; the offender
pays back his victim, with interest If he can't pay, he is
indentured (usually to an exile world) to p>ay it off. Minor
violent crimes use the sarrve system, with nxrnetary value
determined by a "weregild" concept (though some worlds/
cultures use corporal punishment/ligjrt torture). Majorcrimes
usually result in exile to special worlds or reservations (usually
nicknaned "prison plairets"”, but are more accurately exile
colonies).

Death sentencesare kirown, but their frequency (and even their
existence) vary by species, world, and culture: Thalendri hang
for murder and rape; K'thymri drown for their most heinous
crimes, Skreeln behead (or "make Thrankari”) for great crimes
and dishonors, and Rylii and Tlarin just exile permanently.

MILITARY

The WebFed military preseiKe (honed by the three Chezhrin
wars) hastwomajorRanches: theNavy (spacecombat) and the
Marines (surface combat). "Army" technically refers to the
planetary-level defense forces. The Navy also serves as deep-
space police and the Marines serve as ship's troops aboard
Naval vessels; eachbranch thinks ofitselfasthe premierbranch
of service and the other as only a support function.

Ethnically, certain speciesare associated with specific branches
or specialities; La'ant as Navy, Skreeln _(]and IateIX male
M'kranthi) as Marines, Thalendrias fighter pilots, and t™ellan
asengineers. Tlarin are very rarely (and Rylii never) found in

military careers.

Uniforms are of similar cut but differ in braivch colors: blue-
blackwithgold trim forNavyand mediumgray withblack trim
for Marines. Uniform regulations vary with species: K'thymri
wear inagiua-trimmed poiKhos, Thalendri wear them human-
cut but nvore baroque, M'kranthi wear simple tunic-cuts, and
Skreeliv Larant, (“uellan,and Tlarin wear only trim equipment
in branch colors and markings.

GE(X"RAPHY and ETHNOGRAPHY

WebFed is located between the Terran and Chezhrin Empires.
For a quick overview of its arrangement, imagine a map with
"north™ beingat the top. To the "north" is the Chezhrin DMZ,
tothe"south™,theTerran Empire. Tothe "east" istheNewSuns
Nebulaand the "Grey Zone" of the independent minorworlds;
to the "south" of the Grey Zone (and the "southeast" of the
WebFed) is the independent Hibernian Freehold.

The WebFed is divided into ten administrative districts
(corresponding to provinces); seven are detailed below. The
remaining threeare to the "west" ofthese, and do notenter into
theprojected stories (they're inreserve foranything thatdoesn't
fit into the existing area). Most of the stories are set in and
around the tradeworld and Dreaming Stars districts.

Most districts have a dominant ethnic species, with secondary
populationsof other gjeciesand minor- to trace-populationsof
still others. K'thymri, Larant, and Skreeln are found in at least
minor numbers everywhere in the WebFed; M'kranthi and
Tlarinare very rare outside of their home districts (Diademand
Hylarond, respectively). With these exceptions, generally a
speciesisdominantwithinitshomedistrict,asecondary species
in adjacent districts, and minor to trace numbers everywhere
else.

TRIANGLE SYSTEMS DISTRICT: The original WebFed,
centering around the original three homeworlds of
Harkillian (K'thymri), niauria (Larant), and N'kree
(Skreeln); also contaiirs Freeport (WebFed's closest
approximation of a permairent capital world) and the
(dark)StarshadowNebula. Thisdistrictisatthe center
of the present WebFed, and is the zero point for all
directionsinthissection. Alsocalledthe "FirstDistrict".

This district is the ethnic heartland of the K'thymri,
Skreeln, and Larant peoples; other species have only
minor populations.
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TERRANBORDERDISTRICT: "South" oftheTriangJeSystems
EHstrict, thisdistrictbordersthe largely human Terran
Empire. MostofWebFed'shuman populationresides
here and in the Dreaming Stars, a legacy of past
emigrationfromtheTerranEmpire. Prominentworids
are Fiddler's Green (with its psionic research and
training facilities). Marketplace (the commercial
gatewaytothe Terran Empire),and Pepperland (Elder
Onesarcheological site).

DREAMING STARS DISTRICT: "Southeast" of the Triangle
Systems, thisdistrictcontainsthe Thalendrihomeworld
of Cathiuia, the major Thalendri colony world of
Evergreen, the system of Miuphy's World wifl\ its
uniquebiology, and theTiaraClusterjbeyonditsborder
lies the human Hibernian Freehold.

This district is primarily Thalendri, with secondary
Human an Rylii (Selkie) px>pulations.

TRADEWORLD DISTRICT: "Northeasr of the Triangle
Systems, thisdistrict centersaroimd the cosmopolitan
commercial center of Tradeworld (Kalian System),
home of DarkStar Corporation.  The district also
contains the Rylii (Selkie) homeworld of Thanandree
and the shipyards of the Delphindri System.

This district's population is a mix of Skreeln, Larant,
Quellan, and Thalendri, with noticeable K'thymri,
Human, Rylii, and Tlarin minorities (and even a few
M'kranthi).

HYLAROND DISTRICT: An arm extending beyond the
Tradeworld District, this district centers around the
C”ellan homeworld of Hylardond, and also contains
the Tlarin homeworld of Janarra.

This district's majority ethnics are the Cluellan ai>d
Tlarin, with the C”ellan slightly outnumbering tineir

Tlarin vassals.

CHEZHRIN BORDER DISTRICT: "North" of the Triangle
Stsems, this district extends to the Chezhrin DMZ.
Owing to the three major wars across the DMZ, this
district is heavily militarized.

Ethnically, this district is mostly Skreeln, with a
secondary Larant px)pulation.

M'KRANTHI DIADEM DISTRICT: Newest of the WebFed's
districts,theDiademistucked betweenthe Tradeworld
and Chezhrin Border district along the DMZ. This
district was created about ten years ago to give
autonomy to the recent M'kranthi settlements; like the
Chezhrin Border, itisheavily fortified. Also knownas
the 'Tenth District".

Ethnically, thisdistrictisalmostexclusively M'kranthi.

The Tradeworld and Dreaming Stars districtsare the settingfor most
ofthe WdjFed stories, written and projected. All of Vfaverly's tales
thusfar have been set on Evergreen in the Dreaming Stars.

BEYOND THE BORDERS

Threemajorforeigninterstellargovemments(andoneundaimed
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anarchy) border tiie WdjFed along the area of interest; the
Chezhrin Empire, the Grey Zone, the Hibernian Freehold, and
the Terran Empire.

CHEZHRIN EMPIRE: Major interstellar government to tiie
"north™ of the WebFed, bordering on the Chezhrin
Border and M'kranthi Diadem districts along the
Chezhrin DMZ. Dommated by the Chezhrin, the
Chezhrin Empire is viciously expansionist (race
supremacy and slash-and-bum expansion on an
interstellar scale), and has fought at least three major
wars with the WebFed.

THE GREY ZONE: UniiKorpxjrated due "east" ofthe WebFed,
bordering its Hylardon, Tradeworld, and Dreaming
Stars districts and the Hibernian Freehold, and
extendingto the New SunsNebula. A frontierzone of
totally iiwiepiendent worlds, with much fredxx)ting
and general anarchy. The only "space pirates" in the
area (indepiendent privateers/mercenaries) opierate in
and along the Grey Zone. Prominentworlds are Blue
Monkey, a major freeport with a navy of trusted
privateers (and most of its planetary features named
after "monkey" puns), and Moreau, center of genetic
and bioengineering (both over and under the table).

HIBERNIAN FREEHOLD; Smaller, independent interstellar
government "southeast" of the WebFed, adjoining its
Dreaming Stars District. A loose federationofhmnan-
pepulated worlds, centeredaround the Irish/Japanese
colonies of Avalon, New Hibernia, and Yamato.
Originally an independent "lost" colony of the early
Terran Empire; the Freeholders originally explored
intowhatisnow the DreamingStarsarxi firstcontacted
the Thalendri. WhentheTerranEmpireexpandedinto
the area arxl tried to annex the Freehold, the Freehold
allied with the WebFed to counter the Empire, and has
maintained its maverick independence by using
WebFed and the Empire tobalanceeach otheroff. New
Hiberniaitselfhas tie mostextensive humanhistorical
archives available to the WebFed.

Ethnically, the Freehold is "Freeholder Human", a
distict human ethnic type with Eurasian appearance
and Irishcoloration. Inhabitantsarealwaysreferredto
as 'Treeholders"; Hibernianmeansstrictlyahuman of
Irish ancestry.

TERRAN EMPIRE: Major human-dominated interstellar
gpvemment (centered aroimd Earth) "south" of the
WebFed, bordering its Terran Border and Dreaming
Stars districts and (across a DMZ) the Hibernian
Freehold. Generally good (if standoffish) relations
with the WebFed; around 150 years ago (the "Hump"
era), a hardnosed reginve led to heavy emigration into
the WebFed; these border-jumpiers were the ancestors
ofWebFed's present human pxrpulationsinthe Terran
Border and Dreaming Stars districts.

Except for the Grey Zme (and the mixed Grey Zone/Freeholder
descent of Waverly's Chris Watson), these "foreign lands” stay
pretty much offstage.



Generic Glossary

ACADEMY: Generic term for higher education; equivalent
to "college" or "university".

AETHER; Poetic term for space.

AETHERIC DRIVE: High-tech sublight anti-gravity
spaceship drive; the Terran Empire uses the term
‘Tlantier Drive".

ASTRAL DRIVE: Basic FTL starship drive, rated in
"manifolds" of successively higher top speeds.
Though sujjerceded by the later NIGHTFLAME
DRIVE, itisstill used on slower civilian shipswhere
speed is not important The Terran Empire uses the
term '7ump Drive".

A typical "slowboat' First-Manifold Astral drive
takes about ten months to cross a full-sized WebFed
District; a Sixth-Manifold Astral Drive (the fastest
available before the Nightflame Drive) makes the
same trip in seven weeks.

BENGA: Recreational/social drug and raw material for
various pharmaceuticals; normally smoked when
usedsocially. (SeethespecialentryonBengalaterintiiis
article.)

BLACKBOX: Generic term for a maildrop or general data-
storage media for transport on a courier ship.

CHAON; Synthetic foods, often used as part ofacompound
word; chaon-noodles, chaon-heer, c/iaon-chips, chaon-
cheese, etc.

CID: Cerebral Interface Deviceor "'sid"; directbrain interface
data-link; a more sophisticated version of
cyberpunk's "datajacks".

Two basic types of CID-set are in use: implant (the

classical, surgically-implanted jack) and induction
(no brain hardwiring, like the final version of the
headset from the movie "Brainstorm"; requires
dedicated special pre-processors). TheTerranEmpire
prefers the implant-jack; WebFed prefers the
induction-set except for Quellan, whose brain
structure requires the implant. OD-sets must be
specifically tuned for the species using them (and
sometimes further fine-hmed for subspeciesoreven
individuals).

CID-sets are used for three main functions: control
systems (such as vehicles), datafeed ii\struction, and
direct interaction. Control systems is the simplest
application; datafeed instruction is the highest-tech
way of learrung, but requires "labs" to practice the
jacked-in knowledge or skill in order to retain it.
Direct interaction is the most sophisticated use
(creating a true cyborg, an organic-cybernetic
symbiote), but requires special training and
experience to use and direct tuning of the jack to the
individual user for maximum throughput.

This little device, under the name of "data jack", is the
symbol of the Cyberpunk genre of science fiction. Any
future, high-tech universe must take such cyberware into
account. The hard part is keeping it from dominating
what is intended as a space-opera. My presentsolution is
(1) Incyberpunksocieties, thecyberwarehas usually come
in faster than the society can absorb it - WebFed has had
cybertech long enough that the aftershocks have died
away; and (2) cyberpunk usually deals xoith "high-tech
low-lifes" inavery cynical world, and mostoftheemphasis
in WebFed thusfar has been away from the Streets.

TRAVEL Times on Typical WebFed Starships

“Slow* speeds refers to ordinary freighters and similar slowboats; “Medium" speeds are typical of fast freighters, passenger lines,
and most military ships; “Fast" speeds are attainable only by small VIP transports, fast military ships, or dedicated mail/couriers.

ADJACENT STAR Slow
Medium
Fast

TYPICAL IN-DISTRICT WORLD Slow
Medium
Fast

CROSS-DISTRICT Slow
Medium
Fast

Astral Drive Nightflame Drive
4-7 days 2-7 days
2-3 days 12 hours -1 day
24-36 hours under 12 hours
1-2 months 2 weeks-2 months
2-3 weeks 4-6 days
9-11 days 3 days
5-9 months 3-9 months
2-3 months 3-4 weeks

45 days - 2 months 12 days



DARKSTAR TRADING COMPANY: Huge interstellar
corporation; called "WebFed's Other Government"
because of its size and state-within-a-state position.

NIGHTFLAME DRIVE: Current FTL starship drive with
finer controllability, higher top speed, and better
fuel economy than the ASTRAL DRIVE; also more
expensive. Used on most military and the faster
civilianships; originated (and near-nx)nopolized for
many years) by DarkStar's Delphindri Shipyards.

First-Manifold Nightflame driveshavenoadvantage
over Astral Drives; a Second-Manifold Nightflame
Drive takes about ten weeks to cross a full-sized
WebFed District; aFourth-Manifold Drive (the fastest
generally available) takes about five weeks; a Fifth-
Maiufold Drive (the fastest available, used only for
fast couriers) takes about twelve days.

SENTIENT INTERLINGUAL: WebFed's official standard

language; an artificial language, developed by the
original three races at WebFed's founding, and
constantly added to ever since. Also known as
"Interlingual”, "Web Interlingual”, or "WebTalk".

SMARTCASE: A nrdnuaturized electronic office in a small
briefcase; usually includes an integrated personal
computer/mobile viewphone (with data transfer
capability), stylus pad, various generic storage space,
and sometimes a QD-set.

"TERRIE": From the Terran Empire, or a human.

TERRYMINT: Any mint originating on Earth; sometimes
used as a flavoring cut for benga.

"WEBBIE": WebFed citizen or resident, or an individual of
any WebFed-originated race.

WEBCRED: Common term for the standard WebFed
monetary unit.

A Map of the WebFed

- CHEZHRIN DEMILITARIZED ZDNE -
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Twenty-ww Century Foxes

According to Kurt, Thalendri originated as a total opposite of
anotherlocal’'svulpinerace. Theyhaveevolvedinto oneof WebFed's
most-developed and popular critters.

Thalendri are the only Webbies to have appeared in YARF!, in
Waverly Pierre'sfiction in issues #3 and #6.

Thalendri, alsoknownas 'Toxcats" or "Tox-Elves",arearace
of gracefully-slim, elegant humanoid foxes with a vaguely
elven appearance.

Thalendri are about as tall as humans, with slim, human-
proportioned bodies, short luxurious fur, and a foxlike head,
face and ankle-length brush of a tail. Eyes are large, liquid,
and catlike with slit pupils; long catlike whiskers (often
cosmetically shaped) sweep down andback from the muzzle.
The feet are five-toed and symmetrical, with the "big toe" in
the center.

Fur color varies according to three distinct ethnic types:

RED THALENDRI (the most common) vary along a red-
brown spectrum from vermilion to cinnamon color.
Throat, chest, and tail-tip are usually a warm cream
color.

GREY THALENDRI are a light-to-medium grey with either
warm or cool off-white throat, chest, and tail-tip.

SILVERBLACK THALENDRI arejet-black with justenough
white brindling to give rich highlights; throat, chest,
and tail-tip are usually white or light grey.
Silverblacksalso tend to be taller than the othertypes
(usually 6'4" or so for males, 6'0" for vixens).

Unlike Earth's foxes, Thalendri tend towards simple fur
patterning; usually the white throat, chest, and tail-tipare the
only difference from the base color. More complex fur trims
exist ("masks", "gloves", muzzle trim), but are relatively
rare.

Though Thalendri tend to breed (marry) within their own
subspecies, crossbreeding (internwrriage) between grey and
silverblack is relatively conunon, between red and grey rare,
between red and silverblack very rare.

Eye color (for all subtypes) ranges from sapphire blue to
emerald green to slate grey to amber and topaz browns.

Priiirary and secondary sexual characteristicsparallel human.
Males are "equipped"” about five inches erect (despite the
impressiongivenby exaggerated codpieces); females (vixens)
have slimmer shoulders, v/ider hips, and two human-like
breasts.

Also paralleling humans, Thalendri are either right- or left-
handed; unlike humat«, they have abouta 50-50 splitbetween
the two.

Thalendri voices are soft, with a default accent similar to
French or a softer dialect of Russian; non-speech sounds are
acairine repertoire ofyips, yaps, loud coyote-like howls, and
yelping shrieks of pain.

Thalendri are slinuner and lighter (and only about 80% as
strong) as a human, but are slightly more dexterous. Their
nervous systemstransmitmuch faster thana human'sgiving
themincredibly quick reflexes and reaction times—and more
intense sensations of p>ain. Day vision is comparable to a
human (with slightly less acute color perception), night
vision is much better, and hearing is only slightly better
(largetrairrableears). Dueto the nervous system, their senses
of touch, taste, and smell are also much more acute than a
human's (though taste and smell dropped to about human
norms after benga smoking became the fashion).

Thalendri also have long natural lifespans; they age as a
human until age 20, then their aging slows to a one-for-seven
ratio. Notcoincidentally, twenty isalso the age ofadulthood,
celebrated with a formal coming-of-age. WebFed longevity
treatmentsarebased upon Thalendri biochemistry, and have
no additional effect upon them.

Kurtwas adamant about their one-for-seven aging; this gives them
anaverage lifespan ofabout 350-400years. Ihave misgivingsabout
such a long lifespan compared to the other critters.

Another quirk of theirbodies is the use of pheromone sexual
signals (sort of an aphrodisiac-by-smell). Vixens' fertility is
apparently regulated by pheromone signals from the
surrounding population (the more around, the less fertile),
making the birthrate self-regulating. These: pheromones are
indirectly responsible for the Thalendri reputation (among
others) as sex maniacs. (Actually, the "philandering
Thalendri" tend to be fairly monogamous.)

Since pheromones cannot be transmitted through media
("smello-vision" jokes non-withstanding), Thalendri
entertainment media compensate with exaggerated "jiggle"
titillations. A frivolous sexual proposition (without the
pheromones to nuke it official) is the customary way to pay
a compliment to the opposite sex. Plus, Thalendri have no
overt nudity taboo (though public nudity is considered bad
taste); clothes are primarily for decoration, pre-pubescent
cubs normally go nude, and you can't really see anything
through the fur. Oh, yes; Thalendri dotend to have a high sex
drive-enough to keep their reputation from collapsing. The
consequencesincultural misunderstandings canbe imagined
(especially since rapo is a capital crime).

The Thalendri homeworld is Cathuria in the Dreaming Stars
district of the WebFed, a slightly cooler and wetter near-twin
of Earth; boreal bronzewood forests cover most of the
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habitableareas on its single supercontinent. (Earth's closest
equivalent is Northern California's redwood country, with
added cycads and tree-ferns. Cathurian plants never
develop” prominent flowers; because of this, Thalendri

can't grt enough of off-world flowers.)

Thalendri were first contacted approximately 3(X) years ago
by humansofthe HibernianFreehold, whentheir civilization
(aroimd the continent's inland seas) was just emerging into
a Renaissance level of feudal development There followed
many wild and crazy years of culture shock and upheaval,
fortunes won and lost overnight, and swashbuckler-style
freebooting. Just as this reached its j>eak, WebFed enforced
its outstanding territorial claims to the Dreaming Stars and
annexed/absorbed the Thalendri. When things finally
stabilized (at least, as well as they would ever), Thalendri
civilization had reached (forbetterorworse) itspresent form.

With the wild timesbetween Freeholderand WebFed contact,
Thalendri developed a taste for flash and money; many
becamemerchants(oftenmarried into the established nobility)
and/or adventurers.

Thalendri areextremely fashion-conscious, wearingclothing
anddecoratingtheirliving spacesinamulti-cultural imitation
of older human cultures (copped from the extensive
Freeholderarchivesofold entertainmentvideos). The choice
of (usually Western) human culture as a basis reflects their
initial contactand subsequentsaturation with humanculture
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via the Freeholders.

Thalendri fashion freely mixesthe stylesof differentcultures
and historical periods with a Barogue sense of decoration
and eye-blasting colors, somehow making the resulting
pastiche look like it all belongs tc”ether. Examples are the
"Renaissance Flapper" vixen's evening wear, "Rhinestone
Cowfox with Lace" male's business suits, and "Art Deco/
Baroque" architecture and interior decor.

Despite their "culture cloning with a twist", Thalendri
maintainmany pre-contacttraditions-suchasalwaysissuing
money incoin form (inall standard WebFed denominations),
keeping their social class structure pretty much intact, and
sleeping (among other things) in large circular beds with full
curtains (to simulate a den).

Thalendri are moderate carnivores, raising bodashi for their
meatand eggs. Typical cookinginvolveshbodashicutsinsauces
and/or elaborate omelets, usually seasoned with native and
offworld herbs. (Since benga (see below) caught on, their
food seasonings have gone from delicate to moderate.)
Preferred alcoholic drinks are wines, brandies, and sherries

(theydo notdrink hard liquor); nonalcoholic drinks are fruit-
bas” or herbal teas.

Thalendri picked up benga as an additional social drug from
their Freehold contact, and are responsible for spreading its
use to other WebFed races. They commonly take in as smoke
(half ofall Thalendri are regular smokers, with an additional



quarter occasional users), preferring cigarettes in stylishly”
long holders or elaborate pipes; heibal benga tea is used by
the non-smoking population.

Thalendri tend not to be a violent people; they are usually
much afraid of death, espodally violent death. When faced
withthe latter, they have fourbasic responses: quietcatatonic

coward, loud squirmy coward, berserk panic escape, or (the
rarest, and oidy if cornered) berserk figjiting back in panic.

Becauseoftheirreactionspeed and agility, they make excellent
combat pilots (so long as they don't see any blood or death,
justblips onascreen, or war machineswithoutvisible crew).

Despite this distaste for violence, their upper classes have a
ceremonial dueling tradition, using the rapierand daggerin
a stylized show of force unto submission. Their distaste for
violence also does not extend to animals; big-game hunting
(traditionally from”o/taback, usingalance-likegi/darr-spear)
is a prestige thing among males who can afford it. In
addition, Thalendri have an unarmed martial art, Satra Khal,
which is described later.

Themajor Thalendri religionworshipsa Godhead compx)sed
ofaGodand Goddess, who circle eachotherinaneverending
waltz-like dance which spirals out to create and maintain the
universe.

The God (depicted as a male with white furand golden eyes,
and symbolized with an arrow) represents masculinity,
entropy, autumn, winter, death, and regeneration. Priests
are consecrated to the God, and wear vestments of brown
and gold.

The Goddess (depicted as a vixen with white fur and golden
eyes, and symbolized by a bow) represents femininity,
creation, spring, summer, life, and sunlight. Priestesses are
consecrated to the Goddess, and wear vestments of green
and silver.

The principle of evil is personified in Shuuth, the Thalendri
Satan. Shuuth manifests as a hermaphrodite (perverting the
male/female duality of the God and Goddess), black-furred
Thalendri with crimson eyes, throat, chest, and tailtip.
Homosexuality (rareamong Thalendri) isequated with devil-
worship, or possession.

Salvation ("Joining the Dance" for sudden conversions or
"Learning the Dance" forgradual catechism) involvesjoining
the God and (Goddess with a place in the eternal dance, both
beforeand after death. Damnation ("Shuuth'sembrace”, the
Thalendri Hell) involves being eternally raped and eaten by
the insatiable Shuuth in an endless nothingness.

Worship is elaborate and formalized, with liturgical
complexity approaching that of a Tridentine High Mass. A
priest and priestess (often a married couple) function as a
team for most of the liturgies (such as comings-of-age,
weddings, and routine worship). The priestess celebrates
alone those rites dealing with new life (such as the birth ofa
cub) and the priest celebrates alone at any rite dealing with
death (suchasafuneral). Duringsuchsolorites, the opposite-
sex clergy of the team secludes him/herself for the day.

Temples and chapelsare usually shaped like "theatersin the
round”, with a centrally-located raised dais (surfaced in
wood parquetwhenever possible) inthe center forthe waltz-
like sacred dances (imitating the God and Goddess in the
person of the priestand priest6ss) that form the central part
of the liturgy. Whenever possible, freestanding temples are
set amid specially-landscaped groves to give the effect of a

forest clearing.

Thalendri clergy practice a unique unarmed martial art
called Satra Khal, similar to Aikido plus Karate plus folk
chiropractic plusknowledge of Thalendriaccupressurepoints
to either incapacitate an opponent or to relieve pain. Most
Thalendri m”ical students customarily train in basic Satra
Khal for both traditional and practical reasons. Legend has it
thata Satra Khal master can after centuries of mastery drop an
opponent or deliver healing pressure at a distance through
their mind alone.

This is whatfirst intrigued me about Kurt's critters -he’d worked
outorganized religionsfor most ofthem. This isan often-neglected
facet of most fan-originated critters or universes.

The God/Goddess duality carries over into the Thalendri
sexual attitudes (male and female are co-equal and
complementary, but different), language (all nouns are
gendered "he" or ""she"-"it" is used only as an insult), and
inheritance customs (sons inherit from the father, daughters
from the mother, with little or no joint property).

As mentioned before, Thalendri are not a violent people.
When lethal violence is required, such is the task of the
Sukesh. Somber notes of the eternal dance, Sukeshdri are
specifically consecrated to kill by a priest, and require an
annual retreatto cleantheblood from *eirsouls. Thecustom

Thalendri normally buiy their dead, and mark the grave by
planting a tree directly over the body. Funeral colors are
black trimmed with red (darkness and blood—the colors of

death).

Thalendri still have a hereditarynobility: the Vanthdri (greater
barons) and Nimvanthdri (lesser barons), who through
marriage, inheritance, mercantilism, or luck retained their
position through the shift from feudal to post-feudal culture.

Law is still (officially) the right of the baronial families,
though their role is by now ceremonicil with one grim
exception. Thalendri custom mandates death sentences for
murder and rape, subject of course to WebFed
overgovernment review. (Extradition of non-Thalendri is
almostalwayshonored,and has saved the livesofuncounted
humans who misinterpreted the local sexual custonw.)
Executions are by public hanging at sunrise in a public
square (a broken-necked clean kill for simple murder, with
"slow hanging" for rapists and the real slimeballs), with the
body left dangling until sunset; the idea behind retaining
such a low-tech method is that killing is a serious and
grotesquebusiness, and should notbe sanitized away. Since
only the baronial family has the right to kill within their
holdings, a member of the baronial family must supervise
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each hanging.

Thalendri have two standard languages: Telemdra
("Highspeech™) and Davuashi ("Lowspeech™). Telemdra is
the formal court language of the old Tulvanthdri (royalty; a
term fallen into disuse), and is used for formal records, high
society, and religious liturgies; Davvashi (originally a
Telerndra-based trade pidgin) is the common language, with
about 50% commonality with Telemdra. (Think of Telemdra
as Latin and Dawashi as Spanish or Italian.) Both languages
use the same alphabet, similar in appearance to an italic
version of J.R.R. Tolkien's "Tengwar" Elvish in The Lord of
the Rings.

Torepresent Thalendri speech in English, always gender the
nouns and pronouns as male or female. Gender is usually
determined by the attributesof the God or Goddess (creation,
growth, life, and healing are female; destruction, stability,
death, and decline are rr\ale). For nouns, always use a
gendered form (such as actor/actress, doctor, doctress,
hunter/huntress); always use "vixen" for "woman", but use
"male" for "man" if stand-alone and "fox" for "man" only as
part of a compound word (a male who delivers mail is a
"mailfox"”, a female is a "mailvixen"). If the gender is
unknownor mixed (withinagroupnoun), thegender defaults
to n«le or female. If a foreign word incorporates a glottal
stop ("), substitute a schwaed vowel (usually "a" or "i*'). To
render Telemdra, useelaborate, fomaal language, withpoetic
imagery of the eternal dance.

To coin Thalendri words, use the phonemes (sounds of
letters) ofthe Cyrillic (Russian) alphabet, with the addition of
doubled consonants and "TH" replacing "SHCH".
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With their history, personal and family names vary widely,
borrowing extensively from other cultures (usually archaic
human).

Personal names come first, and are of one to three syllables
with fenainine names usually ending in "a". Examples:
Koruth, Shelain, Tavarr, Erique, Gaspard, Dushain, Dawan,
Telemon, Towal, Yowan; Maya, Nimaya, Mara, Ankhaya,
Dushaya, Khrysha, Chandarra, Nadya, Sazha, Shelanna,
Tawaya, Varra, Yovanna, Valsha, Sharra, Maisha, llya,Jenna,
Telka, Marta, Anielia.

Family names are normally native Thalendri and single-
syllableintheir male form, with the prefix Nimwinf/j- forlesser
and Vanth- for greater baronial families; sometimes the
diminutive prefix nim- is used fora minorbranch or a lesser
family of the same name. Family names are fully gendered;
vixens use the feminine -ai ending; if a prefix is used, it will
be gendered instead of the base name. Examples: Vanth-
Krann (Vanthai-Krann), Nimvanth-Tulan (Nomvanthai-
Tulan), Zann (Zannai), Zorr (Zorrai), Flinn (Flinnai), Vash
(Vasshai), nim-Tazral (nimai-Tazral), Lyss (Lyssai), Vulthann
(Vulthannai),Nimvanth-Riiin(Nimvanthai-Mn),Vanth-Galt
(Vanthai-Galt), Nimvanth-Kazha (Nimvanthai-Kazha), Vul
(Vulai), Haiut (Haiutai), Paal (Paalai), T)rm (Tymai).

One special exception for Baronial family names: If the base
name ends in "a" or "ai", the baronal descent and title is
traced through the daughters; if not, though the sons. In
marriages, a Baronial name always supersedesanon-baronial
name, and a VVanth supersedes a Nimvanth; other than this,
they have no fixed custom for married names.



Thalendri Glossary
(both Telemdra and Dawashi)

-Al; Feminine singular ending (suffix).

BASTORAI: Thalendri cookstove, based on a heated stone
slab originally used as a griddle.

BODASHI: Food animal, raised for eggs and meat; a
dinosauroid wallaby. Plural bodashdri.

BRONZEWOOD: Majordominanttree of Cathuria's forests;
much like a S™uoia Redwood.

CASSAI: Hoor lounge, an all-purpose piece of seating
furniture found in even the most humanophile
hashadrai. Plural ozssodrai.

"QTADEL": Downtown; anaajor city center. Many citieson
Cathuriaoriginated ascastletownsaroundabaronial
stronghold.

DAWASHI: "Lowspeech", the most widespread Thalendri
language.

-DRI: Masculine plural ending (suffix)
-DRAI: Feminine plural ending (suffix).

"-FOX": Male Thalendri (translation); used only when part
of a compound word.

FYALTA: Para-therapsid riding animal, like an iguanadon
with dark coppery fur; somebreeds have hadrosaur-
like crests.

GILDARR: "Cathurian bear", a very aggressive grizzly-like
predator.

GILDARR-SPEAR: A long, lance-like spear with a crossbar
(similar to a boarspear) behind the large broadhead;
an archaic big-game hunter's weapon.

HASHA: A Thalendri home, usually referring to the
traditional style built half-buried into a slope orwith
an earth-bermed exterior, but can refer to human-
style houses orany living quarters. Plural hashadrai.

HUMANDRI: Dawashi plural for humans.

UTRAI: Wind instrument, likea crossbetweenafluteand an
oboe. Because of their mouth structure, Thalendri
wind instruments have to use woodwind-like reed
mouthpieces.

MARK OF SHUUTH"™: Homosexuality or
hermaphroditism. Not applied if the life-form is

fundamentally different, such as the hermaphrodite
molluskoid C”ellan.

"THE

MIKALL.: Literally "Dancer"; one who is sacred, special, or
set apart by special talents or purpose in life.

MIKALAI: Feminine form of mikall.
NIM-: Small, lesser, junior (diminutive prefix).
NIMSHUUTH: Demon (literally, "lesser Shuuth™)

NIMVANTH: "Lesser Baron"; the lowest rank of nobility,
equivalent to a landed knight or baronet.

NIMSHUUTHAI: Demoness.

SHIL: Hard money, coins; plural shildri. Thalendri always
mint money in coin form.

SHUUTH: The Devil, principle of evil and destruction.
"SHUUTH'S EMBRACE": HeU.

"SUCKSKIN": Human; or any non-furry, non-scaly, non-
feathery race.

SUKESH: "Violent crazy"; used of a Thalendri sp>ecifically
consecrated toaprofessioninvolvingheavyviolence.
Telemdra spelling tsukesh.

SUKESHAI: Female sukesh.

TELEMDRA: "Highspeech"; the archaic, formal Thalendri
language, spoken by Vanthdriand the well-educated,;
used for religious liturgies and formal records.

THORNFRUTT: "Cathurian pineapple"

TUL-: Large, great, senior (prefix)

TULVANTH: "Great Baron"; generically, royalty.
VANTH: Baron; generically, any nobility.
VANTHAI: Baroness; generically, any noblevixen.
"VIXEN": Female Thalendri (translation)
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Besg A,

or

UiIMAr IS rwz vixes scnOKisg?

Originated and copyrighted 01982,1990 by Jerry Collins. Used with permission.

Jerry’s original concept of benga was a rwn-carcinogenic pseudo-
tobacco. This implies many other properties, which are elaborated
below. Like tobacco in the 17th to mid-20th centuries, benga is a
stylish social drug and a major cash crop.

A common recreational drug, Benga is an herbal incense
originating somewhere on the other side of the Freehold
(presumably, in some part of the mulHverse run by Mr. Collins).
Used as a social drug and as the raw nuiterial for various
pharmecuticals (tranquilizers, antienaetic, immunologicals,
and especially anticardnogens). This versatility has made
benga a major cash crop. (Yes, you can synthesize the active
phaimecutical components; it's just cheaper to grow the
plant and process the leaf.)

Raw benga leaves look like a small (4" x 7" average) tobacco
leaf with serrated edges similar to a marijuana leaf.
Recreationally, it may be drunk as herbal tea, burned as
incense (givinga pleasantciimamon<lovearoma), orsmoked
(giving the fastest and strongest effects). Nomral benga
produces a mild euphoria (described as "a pleasant tickle to
the pleasure center"), with an additional mild stimulant or
tranquilizer effect.

Unlike tobacco or marijuana, smokingbengaisnot physically
addictive or cardnogenic; the main health hazard in the
siTKjke is carbon monoxide. A typical long-term benga
smoker uses three or four times a day (often in coimection
with some other activity, such as after-dinner or when being
groomed), spaced widely enough to allow the lungs to
recover in between.

Benga is classified by three charaderistics: Effect, Ph., and
Potency. All three of these effects bear a numerical rating,
from 1 to 9, depending on the intensity of the effed. These
ratings, by governmental mandate, appear on all benga
packaging.

Effed varies from tranquilizer to stimulant, in addition to
the pleasure-center tickle. The numerical rating
associated with Effect goes from 1 (strong
tranquilizer) to 9 (potent stimulant).

varies from alkaline "rush blends" (intense effect,
the tea tastes like tonic water and the smoke like hot
air, with very little aroma) to addic "taste blends"
(very mild effed, pleasant sweet-and-sour spicytaste
as both tea and smoke, with a very pronounced

Ph.

page SO

cinnamon-dove-incensearoma). Thenumeric value
assodated with Ph. varies from 1 (strongly alkaline)
to 9 (strongly addic).

Usingatobaccoanalogy, rushblendsare like dgarette
tobacco, inhaled completely into the lungs for the
effed; taste blends are like fine dgar or pipe tobacco,
sipped into and held in the mouth for the taste and
a mild mouth-absorption buzz.

Potency measures the strength of the overall effect, aroma,
and taste; rushblendswill have a stronger effect than
taste blends of the same potency. The number here
ranges from 1 (mild overall effect) to 9 (highly
concentrated effect).

Atypical blend for smoking is a moderate trang/taste blend
of average potency—Silverfox Blend's "Argent
150's"(dassification: 275) in about this range are Cathuria's
best-selling cigarette. Other legendary blends include
"Cathuria Gold" (classification : 119; the ultimate high-
potency trang/rushblend), "Maniac's Blend" (classification:
919; the ultimate high-potency stim/rushblend), "Coward's
Blend" (classification: 551; aminimal-potencyblend used by
Thalendri who smoke just to look fashionable), and "China
Tea" (classification : 883; a light stim/taste blend normally
used as herb tea).

Benga is smoked in conventional forms; pipes or cigarettes
(benga leaves are too snaall to make into proper cigars).
Benga cigarettes typically run about 150mm long, and take
over fifteen minutes to smoke; the taste-blend ones are more
like fine cigars in cigarette form. Ggarette holders are near-
universal among furry smokers, with long elaborate holders
being almost a Thalendri trademark.

Thalendri are responsible for introducing benga to the
WebFed, picking up the practice from the Freeholders (who
had presumably b/*n introduced to it by someone else).
Upon WebFed contact, the Thalendri spread benga smoking
first throughout their own culture, then to other WebFed
peoples.

With Benga, a furry can smoke in moderation without adverse
effects on hisjher health. A pipe or long cigarette holder provides
aconvenientpropfor portraits or theatrical gestures, and echoes the
1920's glamour schtick which had a major influence on WebFed's
background atmosphere.



Miss Sazfia Vantfuji-Krann, swfiosefamily made itsfortune in 'Benga,
demonstrates tfie use cfherfamily's product. (Pictures courtesy ofSilveifo”c

BCends, Ltd. & the (Barony of (Kjann, Cathuria.
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Reynolds, the mascot of the 1984 World Science Fiction Convention in Los
Angeles (L.A.con Il), has been re-anthropomorphized for Los Angeles’ new
bid for the 1996 Worldcon (LA.con IlI).

These two drawings
by Ken Macklin
appear on the LAA. in
1996 supporters'
T-shirt. It’s bright
apple green, and it
comes in the standard
sizes of Small,
Medium, Large, and
XL. It's a great Furry
T-shirt, whether you
support L.A. in ‘96 or
not. (We'll sell them
to anybody!)

Shirt Front
Shirt Back
Please make cheques payable to “L.A. in L.A. in 1996
1996”. Specify size(s), and send $12.00 per P. O. Box 8442

shirt + $2.00 per order for shipping, to: Van Nuys, California 91409



The Last Bits

Dispatches fromthe electronic front THIS CANT BE
HAPPENING...
The big news here is the demise of tiie Rowrbrazzle BBS,
run by Dwight Dutton. Dwight is a Captain in the US.
Army Reserves, and has been called to duty due to the
recent events in the Persian Gulf... running a BBS while

picking sand out of one's boots is kind of difficult.

We at YARF! wish Captain Dutton a safe tour of duty, and
aquick return home.

Known Furry Computer Bulletin Boards:

System System Phone pc pursuit Maximum NOTES
NAME Operator OUTDIAL Baud Rate

The Fur Side Charlie Kellner 415-571-1486 CAPAL 2,400

The Tiger's Den ShaynRaney  714-530-2554 CASAN 2,400

Kyim's Scratching Post Kyim Granger 415-452-0350 CAOAK 9,600 (V.42)

The Polar Den Darrel Exline ~ 214-361-8992 TXDAL 2,400

The Otter's Holt Jeny Case 714-986-1525 n/a 2,400

Stormgate Aerie Nicolai Shapero 213-822-6729 CALAN 9,600 (HST)

The Foxes' Den Lance Rund 408-736-4764 CASJO 19,200 (PEP), Official YARF!

9,600 (HST,V.32) BBS. 4 lines.

Catspavw Editorial Services

Do you have a manuscript that needs proofreading or editing? Let a professional do it:

Catspaw editorial Services

Catspaw can polish your work with ease and dispatch. Though specializing in popular science and
technology and speculative fiction, nearly any subject is welcome.

Service Charge

Proofreading (spelling, grammar, punctuation) $1/page
Editing (both proofreading and style polishing) $2/page
Re-typing (corrections included; short manuscripts only) : + $1/page

A page is defined as about 2000 characters, equivalent to a twelve-pitch double-spaced typewritten
page with one-inch margins on all sides.

Please send typed or printed manuscripts only.
Prices may change without prior notice.

For more information or to make arrangements for your manuscript, call or write to:

Catspaw Editorial Services
P.O. Box 2128
Anaheim, CA 92814-0128
Phone: (714) 826-4416
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