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

R

-y spleometo ourholiday issue! This time we're featur-
wmg, inaddition to the usual seasonal material, lots

of explosionsand fragments, Why? It seemed like a
good idea at the time....

Oddly enough, though, Yaerf!"s largest contributor of ex-
plosions, Ace of Spades, is onhiatus for this issue, It will
return next issue, when Sarge Grant will start the buildup
to an appropriately explosive finalé.

Speaking of next issoe... we celebrate ourfifth anniver-
sary with a wide variety of new talent and old friends.
It's hard to believe we've comethis far. We couldn't
hawve done it without you,

Least-wanted gift department: Direct to all US citizens
fromthe board of governors of the US Postal Service —a
rate increase! Yes, starting 1 January 1995, US postal
rates will be going up about ten to fifteen percent across
the board. What dpes this mean for you...?

Well, we're not sureyet because, in true holiday fashion,
they're keeping mum about specifics regarding most
classes of mail. However, at this writing, it seems cer-
tain that we will be forced to raise ourcover price and
subscription rates for the first time in three years.

Aslong as we're on the subject, please please pleasckeep
usup to date with vour current address! We're having a
hard time keeping upwith someof you jet-setters. (You
know who you are.} Andlet usknowif the postoffice has
been processing your issues through their mangling ma-
chines or routing them to their black hole substation so
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that we can politely ask them to forego these services.

And now the topic you'veall been waiting for — Con-
furence Six, 13-15 Januwary 1995 in Irvine, California.
We'll be there, of course — there's no helping it! We
hope to have, in addition to our usual selection of fine
products, the Yarf! Anthropomorphic Bibliography and
Yarfl: The First Five Years.

The Biblipgraphy, compiled by Fred Patten, will include
more than two hundred listings, mostwith brief descrip-
tions and some with illostrations. The artist: include
bath regular contributors and newoomers to Yarf!'s pages.

Yarfl: The First Five Yearsis an index of the first thirty-
three issues. We plan to list every contributor, and every
contribution, that appeared in these issues by title and
by creator(s). This comprehensive tome has grown out of
a personal project begun by Yarf! contributor Gerald
Perkins, who deserves much credit for his initial work.

QOwr first letter is from Matt J. McCullar of Arlington,
Texas, and says it at least as well as we could:

I grew up as a furry fan, without really knowingthat
sucha thing existed. I justenjoyed animated classies such
as the Pink Fanther and the Warner Brothers “toons. |
still ownmost of my old Richard Scarry books. (God keep
you, Dick.) I was too youngto appreciate the animated
Star Trek duringits initial run,butdiscovered Lt. M'Ress
years later in the Trimble Concordance and the Foster
Leg novels. I still prize my autographed booksby Geerge
Selden, William 5Steig, and C.J. Cherryh, But I probably
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would never have knownabout furry fandom if T hadn't
spotted Steve Gallace's Albedo at a con dunng the late
'B0s. That was the spark, and it's beena slow bumever

SITLCE.

[ learned about Martin Wagner's Hepeats in an umrsual
manner: my brother, a cartoonist at Texas A&M at the
tine, had several copies of Martin's strip fromthe Dafly
Texan pasted in his own scrapbook. (By the way: for some
reason unknown to me, Martin has yet to point outthat
there is a secret message that can still beseen in Yo and
The Collegiate Hepcats. It was part of a campus promo-
tion and is good clean fun. It involves ten consecutive
strips during the sequencein which Steve and Jasper go
fishing. Work baclkaward to spell out the message. After
that, you're on your own, folks.)

By now ['m pleased tolearn that furry artwork and sto-
ries based onanthropomorphic characters i3 more popu-
lar than I thought. I've gotten to comespond with a mme-
ber of folks, if not through the mail, then via modem.
And that brings me to the real point of this letter.

I am disheartened to find that more than a few folks
have given upthe fandomaltogether. One ortwo had o
choice, I know, dueto financial reasonsor other emergen-
cies. But most are leaving due to politics and hurt feel-
ings. [ mustoomment on this, becausa [ hate o see talent
g0t waste.

Feelings are always gongto get hurt whenever any orga-
nization growsbeyond a certain size. This s why cliques
form in schools, sectsbranch off from churches, and revo-
lutions get started. You can't please everybody. But it is
alwavs easier to find fault with something than it is to
praise it. Stan Lynde, in his book Rick O"5Shay, Hipshot,
and Me, says that when he first gotinto the comdc strip
business, his editor gave him some very good advice:
“When youget a pesitive letter, countit as ten or twenty.
Because at least that many people felt the same way, but
didn’t write, But when yvou get a negative letter, countit
as one, because nearly everyone who has a complaint
writes.” And any newspaper editor will tell vou how de-
pendable polls are, becauseall vouhave to doto find out
how popular any comic strip i5s — quit running it.

“What's the point of spendingall these long hours work-
ing onmy art and stories if it gives mencthing butgrief?”
some may ask. Well, the point is that some falks out
there do appreciate it. There may not be very many, but
they love every word, every brushstroke, everything you
have to say. They justdon’t make much noise about it.
They buyit, read it, soak it in, and wait for more. Gene
Siskel was onceasked why he watches so many moviesif
they're all so crameny, “Just give meonegood one,” he an-
swered.

So this letter is to evervone out there in furry fandom:
those who have comeand gone, those who do this fora
living, those who are just fans, and those who hope to do
this sort of thing. Don't let the bastards get you down! Do

it becauseit’s fun, it's good practice, and someone out
there appreciates it. Who knows, you just might even
hear from him or her. If you've dropped out, remember
that your work lives onand someone new will discoverit
and wonder why you quit. Try it again, just once more.

Again, youcan't please everyone. You shouldn'teven try
to please everyone. But if you've got a gripe, a legitimate
gripe, about someone’s work, imagine how you would
want to learn about it. Make your point constructive,
make it useful. Make the artist or writer at least listen to
what you have to say, and want to try it out and learn
fromit and do that muchbetter. That way everyone ben-
efits. [ would muchrather read a letter that said, “Your
line work could be more exciting with a quill pen,” in-
stead of, “Don’t take this personally, but your work
sucks.”

It's suppaosed to be fun.
{What else can we say huf, “Amen!” — Ed.]
From Gerald Perkins of San Jose, California:

[ received Yarf! #31 & 21 last Tuesday. They arrived in
pretty good condition. In fact, they seemto have mir-
vived the rigors of fourth class mail until the one person
in the Post Office station who thinks my mailbox has
more room on the inside than the outside got hold of
them.

I like the cover on issue 31, It's refreshingly different. [I'm
glad to see you experimenting and encouragingartists to
be different. ['m amused to see that Sky worked his little
varation on the ankh into the picture,

I'm alse glad to see youencouragingnew, different, and
improving writers. So what are you going to do with
Jason and Rick? It would be quite interesting to see how
fur fandom fares down under. I'll guarantee it's not all
"apples”; more likely a bit of a bludge, butit's that way
here, toa.

¥a know, Robert and Katrina come off about fifty-fifty in
their ongooing loving battle. Maybe Rizza should gpo
home?

Nice to see Foxfire wearing clothes.

Ace of Spades —Oh, my. I am most impressed by Zjonni's
waork onthis installment. I really like Sierra’s patterns
and Tomac's lynx look. He still has trouble with human
faces, but,1 am told, that is the most difficult thing any
artist has tolearn and he is improving. [ am surprisedat
how well the halftones reproduced. 1 didn’t think ordi-
nary xerography could handle them. That night
launch....

[Ordinary xerography can’t, But we don't wse ordingry
xerography; Yarf! is produced ona Xerox Docufech, the
state of the art indigital reproduction. It scans images af
1200 dots per inch and, in effect, prints them as half-
tones. Also, xince washes are difficult to reproduce prop-
erly, Zjonniwisely had stals made of the original art-
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work = something we suggest to all artists using washes
ar creating sintilar grey-tone art, — Ed.|

I knew from the start that Dartan would becomea priest.
To what and of what kind was the question. Mr. Green's
writing is still a little rough; ] stumbled here and there,
On the other hand, ["ve seen far worse on the book stands.
[ liked it very muchthat Dartan grew, learned and ac-
cepted responsibility, and looked forward to a positive
tuture. He caught me by surprise when Ekhal turned out
tobe a priest of a treacherous and bloody god. Nice. This
is oneof those stories where theriomorphism is not re-
quired; ordinary humans would do quite well for all the
characters. But if fur gets Mr. Green writing, then let
there be fur.

Yes, Ralph, the Wonder Hamster, is insane. Isn't it fun?

I find myself enjoying Fhil Bolton's stylized ladies. I'm
not sure why, since I generally do not care for the animé
style that has obviously influenced him. I guessquality
will out,

I had the privilege of seeing the very carly versions of
the first two Chelisse stories. [Phil Bolton] has grown
markedly since then. Chelisse’s technical problem-
solving, the miliew in which she lives, and the physical
adventure involved in them remind me of late Astound-
ing, early Analog writing. (Do I date myself? Well, yes,
but I'm a cheap date.} My oneproblem so far is that I
still don't hawve a gc-;rd idea of what Chelisse and Lorenz
look like, T think Chelisse is a mix ona weasel base, not
very large by human standards, can go on all fours or
bipedally, and generally wears only her ewnfur. Lorenz
seems to be based ona tabby cat. Now I know he canwork
in a better description of them — without the old mirror
trick. By the way, his useof the mirrorin “Futtin’ cnthe
Ritz" waswell done. Mr. Fayne does one thing well that
many other writers forget: he appeals to more than one
sense. Poul Anderson admonishes to try to use at least
three sensesin any major scene, It makes the scene more
real.

I like Tracy Wagner's piece on page 45. No glamor, mo
fight, justa nonhuman cooling off with a not-quite-dog

waiting.

IIl reserve commenton “'Pﬂu;:u]:nle of Fur”. T liked Euffalo
Wings when it was running.

I was quite certain that Watts Martin would bringupthe
legal question of whether or not Tara was human, T felt
the court scenewas a tad clumsy, but this isn't a big crim-
inal law court,s0 | suppose the judge has a lot more lee-
way. | did like the way he questioned Tara. What Iam-
tinue to admire in Watts” writing is his ability to make
Tara clearly a reasoning being, but just that hair off-
center that says, “This is not a human being as you know
it.” ¥Yery, very nice. I'm looking forward to the conclusion
of the stary with eagerness.

Shell’s sad kitten is pureShell, buta pleasant change

from his super body-builder characters.

Ooh, I hope that pumpkinon the cover of #32 is full of
kibble and doggy treats! (I can’t feature a werewolf dig-
ging into pie filling, And sweets are really bad for a ca-
nine's teeth.) Nice going, Monika.

Roz Gibson likes protest songs, doesn‘t she? Does them
well, too. I'd like to see what she could do with a happy
SOME sometime.

I like Lisa lennaco's dancing Scottish fowes, S0 does a
friend who does that kind of dancing as a hobby.

Glad to see another piece by Tony Waters. His style is re-
freshingly different.

Nitrocoon 15 back. OE. I still don't have a clue as to
what's going on. Maybe it's the hiatus between install-
ments,

I gota real chuckle out of both “The Wagner Sisters
Watch Lois and Clark”™ and “Omne-Page Gag”.

Ace of Spades — Here comes the beginningof the end.
Why do I have the feeling no one lives happily ever
after? Mavbe because I remember some of my history
classes. Chris Granthas a good feel for the gritty side of
War.

I believe the way Christine Hanson's canine hunter's legs
work. [t's a good, dynamic plece of art.

From Dean Johnson of Fremont, Califormia:

I enjoy reading Yarfland love contributing, too. 1 want to
thank the masterminds who developed it and the fans
and subscribersmaking it popular and strong. Because of
'ﬁ"ﬂrf.f, I've been learning new things and adding rew
technigues and styles to simplify drawing,

Artists’ art that intrignes me: Monika Livingstone’s art
always leaves meinawe. Jim Groat — “Have we met be-
fore?” 1 grew up with mischievous friends like you. Your
stories are really funny. Jim Hayden is talented enough
to docommission work. Brian Harp is totally natural and
also very falented. Jack Cavanaugh is a deer expert. Foz
Gibsonis as skilled as sheis intelligent. Chris Grant has
me glued to his story. Keep on inking, vou all. L

Deadlines (Ad infinitum...)

Remember, the deadlines listed are nof written in stone,
and are subject to change without notice. (A good rule of
thumb to remember is that deadlines for upcoming issues
are the last day of every even-numbered month.} Yarf!
is, after all, a hobby, not a professional publication —
the staff has real lives that n:n:asmnall}r interfere. We
i o encourage people to do this at home...

#35: 28 February 1995 #35: 31 August 1995
#36: 30 April 1995 #39: 31 October 1995
#37: 30 June 1995 #40: 31 December 1995
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Pattew’s Pontifications

by Fred Patten

Tlustrated by Gahan Wilson. New York, William

Morrow/AvoMNova, (hel Aupust 1993, 280 pages,
$15.00; ISBN 0-685-12508-5; (pb) September 1994, 280
pages, 54.99; ISBN 0-380-77141-L.

I like Gahan Wilson's cartoons. But | think that he was
the wrong choice to illustrate this pseudo-1930s horror-
mystery-comedy. Roger Zelazny implies in his wry dedi-
cation that his goal is to evoke the spirits of Weird
Tales at its classic Lovecraftian heights, blended with
the fog-shrouded England shown in these famous horror
movies that introduced the Vampire, the Monster, and
the Wolfman. Illustrations, slightly exaggerated, inthe
realistic pen-and-ink style of The 5trand and similar
popular fiction magazines of the 18905, and of the 1930s
horror-pulp illustrators, would have been more appro-
priate than Wilson's ghastlv-giggly squiggly cartoons.

g Night in the Lonesome October, by Roger Zelazny.

On the other paw, Wilson's reputation instantly identi-
fies a bookas delivering a particular kind of dark-horror
humor. In that sense he was the best possible choice, for
that is exactly the mood of A Night fn the Lonesome Oc-
taber.

This whatdunit thriller takes place duringan October of
an unnamed late-Victorian year. There are thirty-one
chapters, one for each day. A groupis gathering in Lon-
donand the nearby countryside to play a deadly super-
natural game, uponwhich the fate of the world rests.
This is not a contest between Goodand Evil, The whole
cast might be considered evil; but, for their own reasons,
some of these players want to save the world while the
others want to destroy it. Some names are slightly dis-
guised, but the reader will recognizethe Serial Killer,
the Vampire, the Witch, the Graverobbers, the Mad
Russianm Monk, the Droid Friest, the Scientist with his
Monster, the Clergyman Turned Demon-Worshipper, and
others — not to mention the Great Detective, who is in-
vestipating this secret meeting of unusually suspicious
characters.

But only half of the players are humans. Each has a
talking-animal familiar, and it 15 through the cast of fa-
miliars that the mystery is related. The narrator is
Snuff, the hound who is the partner of the Ripper. Oth-
ers are Graymalk, the catl; Mightwind, the owl]; Meedle,
the bat; Cheeter, the squirrel; Quicklime, the snake; and

more. Like the humans, each of the animals must figure
put wha is to be trusted, what information is reliable,
which clues are real and which are setups for deadly
traps. It canbe as fatal torejecta genuineoffer of friend-
ship as to beoverly naive. Stupid animals do notsurvive
in this game, so most of these familiars are adept at
clever dialogue loaded with cynical double meanings and
subtle misdirection. The players must also take each oth-
ers” physical attributes into consideration in planning
useful alliances. Snuff has a good nose and strong jaws,
while the avian familiars can geta goodview of the en-
tire countryside, and Cuicklime or Bubo the rat can inves-
tigate small, enclosed places. Some of the animals also
have supernatural powers of their own, which may or
may nit be obvious.

This is about all that can be said without spoiling part of
the creepy puzzle. Zelazny i a master at starting out
with situations that are intriguing enough to heok the
reader even though they are bewilderingly mysterious,
and are only gradually revealed. Hewrewver, it 12 imimedi-
ately clear that this is the animals’ tale. The focusis
upon them. The human players are seen through their
eyes. Also, the familiars are not mere pets. Each has a
strong individuality, and some are loyal to their human
partners while others are more interested in looking out
for themselves.

The story starts slowly, as the players cometogether and
cautiously, politely, soundeach other put. Then the el-
dritch game begins. Who will survive until October 31st
— and who will survive what happens on All Hallows
Evet

A Night in the Lonesome October is a highly unusual,
imaginative, and sardonic thriller. It smoothly blends
the stereotvpes of classic horror fiction with the formal-
ized movesof a gameof Clue— with monstersand talk-
inganimals in the roles of Colenel Mustard and Mrs. Pea-
cock.

Samurai Cat Goes to the Movies, writben & illustrated
by Mark E. Rogers. New York, TorTom Dougherty Asso-
ciates Book, October1994, 286 pages, $10.95; ISBN 0-312-
B53744-46.

I'm sorry, but my tolerance for “Concentrated Cute” was
overwhelmed by halfway through the first chapter.
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Emperors of the Twilight, by 5. Andrew Swann. New
York, DAW Books, [anuary 1994, 283 pages, 54.50; ISBN
0-88677-389-2,

Specters of the Dawn, by 5. Andrew Swann. New York,
DAW Books, August1994, 284 pages, $1.50; ISEN 0O-
88677-613-9.

These are the second and third novels in Swann'strilogy,
which began with Forests of the Night (reviewed in
Yarf!#26). That was a superbly written, although gritti-
ly depressing, political murder mystery set in a mid-21st-
century society in which bicengineering has become amm-
mon. America’s ghettos are filled with “moreaus”,
animal-peoples who are mostly descendants of super-
soldiers made to replace humans in armies of twenty to
tifty years earlier. They have become the new lower
class. Bioengineering of improved humans is illegal in
most nations, but that has not stopped various security
agencies whoe want their ownsuper-agents. Most of this
background was gradually built up in the story of Mohar
Rajasthan, a cynical tiger private investigator who han-
dles cheap but safe cases for the moreau cormmuniky, until
he is pressured to take an extremely dangerousinwvestiga-
tion involving probable top-level cormuptionand murder
in the U.5. Congress.

Emperors of the Twilight and Specters of the Dawn are
less direct sequelsthan separate novels following two of
the supporting characters from Forests. That was set in
Cleveland in the early 20505, Emperors and Specfers are
set in Manhattan and in 3an Francisco at the end of the
decade. The three give readers a look at the human/
moreau social situation as it develops over a decade, in
three major urban centers across America,

Emperors of the Twilight is, technically, only a border-
line ‘morph novel. Its protagonist is Evi Isham, the
“frank™ {bicengineered human, or “frankenstein™) feder-
al agent who was assigned to track down Rajasthan in
the first book. That was six years earlier, and she's prac-
tically forgotten that case, She has been assigned to a
desk job in Manhattan since then. Four pages into the
story, Evi is exercising on the balcony of her penthouse
apartment when she becomesaware that a sniper is aim-
ing at her from the adjacent building. Approximately the
next 130 pages are high-intensity, exquisitely chore-
agraphed vielence. Evi desperately struggles justto stay
alive while being hunted by at least two rival assassina-
tion teams, who do not hesitate to explode whole build-
ings around her. Plenty of ‘morphs are seen in brief sup-

porting roles, but the main cast is all human.

Empergrsis a tour de force inthe genréof Die Hard-type
thrillers. The action is non-stop, and the reader has to
assume on faith until more than halfway through the
novel that there will bea satisfactory justification for
the neverending, over-the-top mavhem. >wann bringsit
offl A real plot slowly, gradually emerges from the
murk, and the reader is solidly with Evi as she beginsto
take command of the situation. Emperors is extremely

highly recommended, but readers should be aware that
‘morph characters are downplayed except for one scene
depicting the moreau radical underground in the Bronx.

"Morphs are highlighted again in Specters of the Dawn.
Angel Lopez is the rabbit morean teen gang member who
Rajasthan rescuedin Forests. She moved from Cleveland
to “tolerant” San Francisco, and has beenworking as a
waitress for the past seven years — a dead-end job, but
the best honest work a moreau can hope for. She is weari-
ly resigned to her lot when she meets Byron Dorset, a
suave, sophisticated fox who saves her from a beating by
punk human supremacists. In a nine-day whirlwind rm-
mance, Byron sweeps her off her feet, pours gifts upon
her, hints at marriage, and is murdered. The shock of los-
ing Byron, and the suspicion that the police will make a
politically correct arrest of the supremacists rather than
looking for the real killers, awakens her enoughto real-
ize that Byron himself was suspiciously too good to be
true. Her smoldering investigation into who he really
was, despite opposition from both moreau urban terrorists
and conservative human federal bureaucrats, uncovers se-
crets that could touch off a long-feared human-moreau
sepond Civil War —or control the 2060 presidential elec-
tions.

Swann develops these two taut thrillers with superbom-
trol. Both are filled with brutality im hate-filled 21st-
century America, butthey are handled quite differently.
Evi in Emmperors isn’t aware why unexpected assassins are
after her, butsudden death is part of a secret agent’s job
description. She knows how to handle overt, sustained
violence — and Swann provides it for page after page
without turning it into boring overkill. The mystery is
less the killers” motivation as it i% what deadly trap Evi
will face next, and how she will get out of it.

Specters is a more conventional detective puzzler. The
violence is more covert and sporadic, and Angel is mo
trained death machine. But she has her street smarts,
and a fiery temper with the pressure of a lifetime of
being pushed around behind it. The more that she learns,
the more dangerous and higher-level the plot is re-
vealed to be; the madder she gets. Mad enough to bring
anybody and everybody down, if she can.

As with Foresls of the Night, the moreaus’ anthropomor-
phic nature is not just for decoration. Angelis a genetical-
Ty engineered rabbil whose grest-grandparents had been
designed for combat as part of the Perutian infantry. Her
speed, the strength of her kick, and her other lepine at-
tributes are key factors in Specters’ action in several soe-
HES.

Swann’s three novels have been billed as a trilogy. [t
helps to read all three, buteach of them is completely
self-sufficient. There is also no reason to end them with
Specters of the Dawn; there is still a whole world of
human-morean relationships to explore. L &
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A Story About Newts

Written and lllustrated by Kris Kreutzman

his remindsmeofa story about newts. These are not

ordinary newts, but highly flammable ones from

deep in the Amazon jungle. In a remote and unchart-
ed central corner of that vast and foreboding place lives a
innocent butstrange apparition of nature. Like all living
things, that is what this newt likes to do, live. Howev-
er, the newt has been found 6 be delicious by the preda-
tors of the region, including man. Because of this, the
newt has evolved a rather bizarre and nonstandard de-
fense. While other creature have wrapped themselves in
camouflage orthe stench of poisonor other nosdous chem-
ical deterrents, this innovative salamander has gonecne
better. Its body secretes a substance that, either when
dried or when the salamander panics, becomes extraordi-
narily flammable and explosive.

When an attempt is made to eat the newt, the predator
finds its head blownoff, Even this potent and effective
defense does not dissuade the determined predators or
man. After many failed attempts, early man found how
to carefully capture and transpaort the newt to a remote
location, how to kill it quickly and surprisingly, and how
to dress and prepare the newt for eating by very quickly
burning off the sebacepus fluids in a hot fire. Even toasted
to charcoal, the newt is a renowned delicacy. Howewver,
if not prepared correctly, the newtwill still explode vig-
arously in a series of firework-like bursts, sending the

cooking fire in all directions for hundreds of feet. No at-
tempt is made to gather, cook, and eat newts in the dry
season ot near villages, due to the extreme fire hazard.

One early and innovative solution to the fire-scattering
problem was to jam a stick into the newt through the
mouth. This acted as a stabilizer and the ignited newt
would fly off into the jungleto detonate at a reasonable
distance away, say several miles. This technique was
later wsedin intertribal warfare. (See nextmonth's arti-
cle on jungle warfare using native material.) Many inthe
halls of academia hawve wondered how early man
learned to catch, prepare, cook, and eat this amazingly
dangerons animal when — like taploca, which takes
many steps to prepare and which is poisonousat each in-
termediate step — the hunter, cook, and diner could shut-
fle off this mortal coil through any of a dozen missteps
along the path to culinary perfection. Even the final step
of eating the newtis filled with ritwals and ceremonies
of safety. Any leftover dred fluid onthe newt and the
eater will find himself with a new tooth cavity the size
of the former tooth.

The introduction of modem technology and modern cook-
ing methods has brought havoc to the newt-eating com-
munity, As in the days of old, new cooking techniques are
sometimes tried to shorten the longand laborious process.
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The intreduction of metal pets has brought mixed re-
views, By boiling the newtin well-kept secret mixtures,
the cooking time is lengthened, but the dangerousand
carefully controlled bonfire can be dispensed with. How-
ever, this cookingmethod is not without its drawbacks,
as it seemsto distill and concentrate the newts” explosive
ENErgies in a gooey energetic paste. Re-
searchers have found several areas in the
jungle with scorched clearings hundreds of
feet indiameter, a blackened metallic lump
in the exact center and reports of missing
villages.

But perhaps the mostbizarre and unforeseen
effects are those created with the introduc-
Hon of mictowawve ovens. The microwave
oven is the zenith of newtcooking. Mot only
will it Kill the newt without it panicking,
and cook it without the long or laborious
process of either fire or pots, but the end re-
sult tastes best as rated by the few remain-
ing elder tribesmen who have actually sur-
vived eating a nmewt in the past. However,
this iz nota suremethod of cookingthe elu-
sive hors d'oenvre. Anthropologists and ex-
plosives and propulsion experts have been
sifting though the remains of several former
village sites to find the exact ingredients
and microwave oven settings after a small
metallic object was suddenly foundin earth
orbit by NASA racking systems.

The useof newt secretions as a rocket fuel is
not without its opponents. Some unscrupulous
oil-producing countries, fearing that the
newt will slow downthe need for cil-based

fuels, have been buying up newts from native hunters,
This trade in newts was suddenly broughtto a close by
world officials after Miami and several Florida coastal
cities were swamped by a tidal wave. It would seem that
a tanker carrying several thousand newts from Brazil to
an undisclosed destination ran into trouble near Florida.
The sinking ship caused the newts to panic, with pre-
dictable results.

After Miami, the countriesbuying the newts stopped the
trade as being too dangerous. The tidal wave was called
a freak atmospheric condition to cover upthe true nature
of the incident. However, animal rights activists were
able to penetrate the deception and for the first time be-
came aware of the newt's plight. The only reason we
know of this is their adherence to videotaping every-
thing using multiple cameras. Surviving footage shows
the group attending a ritual bake-off. While the rest of
the groupwere hassling the cooking staff ontheir cruelty
to animals, oneof the team reached intoa newt holding
pen to pet oneof the oocupants, Detailed analysis of two
partially surviving tapes revealed almost simultaneous
explosions from the cooking and helding areas. Later,
this was confirmed by surviving tribal memberswhao oc-
cupied the latest in newt cooking technology, the sur-
vival bunkers.

Great stories and myths summound this newt. Perhaps an-
cient myths of the fire salamander can nowbe explained
by the amazing explosive newt of the Amazon. +
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Fit Panis Hominum
By Michael H. Payne

T

he moming sun glinting off the shattered solar pan-
els atop Marches Amalgamated Steel made Che-

lisse squint and stop on the sidewalk, the weed-
cracked concrete onthe other side of the fence so famil-
iar. It could have been yesterday she had sneaked in
here with the other neighborhood kits to toss stonesat
those panels, tolaugh at their crash and dodge the rain-
ing glass and metal.

Chelisse gripped the chain-link, and it all came back,
summerdays scrambling around the abandoned factories
with Dawes and Cheewa and Berncj, the games and the
arguments and the adventures, the memories flooding
over her with a sweetness she knew was absolutely
phony.

She pushed away fromthe fence, trudged past the facto-
ry and into its shadow, the air still hot around her. Such
a wonderful thing, nostalgia, glossingover the poverty,
the uncertainty, the dimly understood dividing line that
had sent her nunning whenever the echoes of human voic-
g5 rang through the buildings. Human kids were differ-
ent, lived in their ownpart of town, were just as likely to
throw stonesat her as at the solar panels, and the wmn-
stant wamings fromadults had kept her wary of humans
for years. Hell, she was still wary.

she shook the pictures fromher head. Mo kids in the
streets today, human or anthrop. Another summerhad
gone, though the first month of school was always hotter
than any summer month, she remembered; the skies
sharp and Pblue, her heart aching in that classroom,
every recess a battle not to chuck it all, leap the fence,
and run till her legs gave out.

She was getting that same fecling now, that same des-
perate yearning to be somewhere other than where she
was. But the board of inquiny had recommended she take
some time off after clearing her of all charges arising
from the death of Howard Barker during that whole
mess at the Shen-Hilton, and Fin had insisted. “Two
weeks with full pav,” he had said, his moustache bunch-

T

ing up, “and I'll see youtake it, weasel, if [ have to per-
sonally chain you to your front porch.”

Even Lorenzhad agreed. combinghis claws through her
fur before he'd left for work. “You just relax, love. No
one’s ever deserved a vacation more.”

Relax. Yeah, right. Two hours into the first day of her
“vacation”, and the inane chatter of phone-in talk shows
had alrady driven her into wandering the streets aim-
lessly.

Well, maybe notaimlessly. Around Amalgamated Steel
she came then, and sunlight caught the whitewashed
steeple of 5t. Francis, sparking more memories: sitting
with her parents, the stained-glass windows washing
color over her; fidgeting in her white robe at first commu-
nion; Wednesday afternoon religion classes; her confir-
mation at the Easter vigil; the sweet feel of the sunlight
the moming she and Lorenzhad spoken their wedding
vows; singing along with the old organ onthe Sundays
she could get down here....

Chelisse gritted her teeth, forced the sugary visions
away again, focused only on what was actually there in
front of her, the long, low adobe building squatting be-
tween the corroded piles of steel and glass, the big wood-
en door at the near end, pointed windows running around
the walls. A ladder leaned against the front, a short
humanin black balanced precariously ontop of it, a buck-
et inone hand, a dripping rag in the other, scrubbing the
round window over the door.

Too old fo ke up there was her first thought, butthat was
more nostalgia. Even though he'd been aroundas long as
Chelisse could remember, Father Cooper couldn’t be much
morethan sixty and looked to be in better shape than Fin
— not that that was too dramatic a feat. Chelisse
padded acrass the freshly-swept parking lot and stopped
at the foot of the ladder. “Hey, Father,” she called up.

He looked down and smiled. “Chelisse. Good to see you
— we've missad you the past few Sundays.”
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“Yeah, well, all this stuff with the Barrows Dam's kept
us pretty busy.” She scratched at her side, felt skin
NMake, strands of fur pulling leose under her claw. "Do you
have a minute, Father? To talk™

“Of course.” He plopped the rag into the bucket and
started down the ladder. “Is this justa friendly chat, or
do I need my priest-confessor putfit?”

“No, no.” Chelisse swallowed. “T1 mean, it's just, that is,
if you're busy, I can—"

“I could usethe break, actually.” He stepped off the last
rung, wiped the sweat from his forehead. “Makes me
wish I'd joined the MNorbertines — at least I could wear
white then” He set his bucket downand gestured toward
the doorway. “Dio vou mind? It's a little cooler inside.”

He had already pushed through the door, so Chelisse
shrugged and followed him in, the dark, airy place open-
ing uparpund her. Poking her claws at the dish of holy
water, she crossed herself and padded after him down
the center aisle. He dropped to one knee, then rose and
settled into a pew, Chelisse genuflecting and sliding in
beside him, the laminated woodcold even through her
fur, the colorscast from the windowssplashing past the
Stations of the Crossalong the walls and over the crud-
fix above the altar.

The knot in her stomach began unraveling. The supernat-
ural she could take or leave, but she had never felt this
same stillness, this same sense of calm, anywhere else.
zhe blew outa breath. “1 don't even know why [ came,
Father. I just... [ don't koo

She heard the pew creak. “To talk, | thought you said.
Anything in particular you had in mind?”

Chelisse let a few more breaths come and go. *De you
ever wish, father?”

“Wish?” He chuckled. “All the time. Wishing and pray-
ing have a lot in common, though confusing the one for
the other can run you into-—"

“Mo, no, no.” She waved a paw arpund the church. *I
mean, the pepe doesn'texactly encouragebaptizing an-
throps inte the church, and all the garbage you've had to
putup with becauseof all this....” She looked up at him,
“Da you ever wish you hadn't gotten involved?”

He nodded. 1 see. You walked all the way put here in
this heat 1o talk about me.”

She rolled her eyes, “I'm just asking, okay?”

“Well, then, I'll remind yvou that His Holiness doesn't
discourage anthrop baptism, either.”

“Mot officially.” Chelisse tapped the bench. “But if
vou'd stayved put, just filled wvour post at S5t. Monica's
downtownand served the folks there the way you were
supposed to, that would've been a lot easier on you,
right?”

Father Coopertapped his fingertips together, *That all
depends on how vou define easy.”

“Well, I can tell you how I don't define it.” Chelisse
counted off onher claws. "It's notcoming out here against
your superiors’ orders, it's not building this church, and
it's mot preaching human-anthrop equality. It's notstick-
ing vour neck out sofar, you're practically inviting some-
one to come along and chop your head off, and it's not—"

“50 many nots, Chelisse.” He grinned, shook a finger at
her. *You'll tie yourself up.”

“I'm serious, Father!™

“Sa am [." He sat back. “Al right. Let me ask vou this:
have you ever heard of William of Occam ™

Chelisse blinked at him. “Some ancient monk maybe?”

“Very good.” Father Cooper'svoice slid into the cadence
Chelisse had so often heard in his sermons. "4 thousand
years ago, William of Occamlaid one of the foundation
stones in the building of moderntheught. Occam’s Razor,
we call it: the simplest solution to a problem is most like-
ly the correct ome. "Simplest,” you'll notice. Mot
‘easiest,™

She blinked some more. “You lost me, Father.”

"Simple is not easy, and easy is not simple. They mean
two very different things.”

Chelisse pursed her lips. “Okay, fine. Be that way.
Don’t tell me.”

He leaned forward. *1 am telling you, Chelisse. As you
said, staying at 5t. Monica's would’ve been much easier
for me. Ignoring a perceived problem is always easiest,
right? Pretendinga problem doesn’t exist, doing nothing,
sitting quietly, and hoping it'll work itself out, that's
another trait we humans and anthrops share, isn’t it?”

J.ISD?I'F
“50 I ¢couldn'tdo it, couldn’t ignore things and take the
easy way out. I had to answer to William of Occam.”

She cocked her head. "Correct me if I'm wrong, father,
but I doubt William of Occam ever talked about an-
throps.”

“MNo.” His voice grew quieter. “But Father Metembe did.”

The mame stirred slightly in Chelisse’s mind, but she
couldn’t tell why. “Who?" she finally had to ask.

“Anather monk, back when the first real anthrops start-
ed coming out. He argued that we had passed our fallen
nature on to you by using human DMNA patterns in your de-
velopment, that we had an obligation to bring the gospel
tor you the same way we did to any group of humans.”

“Ah, right. You've talked about him in your sermons.”

"He was quite the scholar.” Father Cooper shook his
head. " course, when I first read his work, [ saw it
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more a5 a well-argued piece of abstract reasoning than
anything else. I'd grownup onMars, after all, attended
seminary on Earth, had my first posting at Cur Lady of
Fatima onDelib, planets who had long ago sent most of
their anthrops out into the frontier to settle more worlds
for human colonization.” He smiled. “But then, I was as-
signed to Marches.”

Chelisse had to srile back. “So much for abstract.”

“Exactly. And remember, this was thirty-five years ago,
just when folks were starting to realize what the agree-
ment with the Glist was going to mean around here. Glist
technology uses so little metal, the mines stopped pay-
ing, and since the only thing the Glist had asked forin
return was that we stop grabbing new planets, Marches
suddenty had two million out-of-work anthrop miners
and nomore fronter to send them off to.” He sighed, the
sound echoing through the church. “Ugly isn't a strong
enaugh word for what [ saw when [ arrived here.*

“Yeah, I've read the histories.” Chelisse tapped aclaw.
“Lynchings and bombingsand arson and all. But it scems
to methat stuff’d make you think morethan twice about
founding S5t. Francis. Talking about human-anthrop
equality with all that goingon couldn't've made you

very popular.”
“True, But remember William of Oceam.”

“Oeccam. Right. Simple, not easy.”

“Exactly. Easy would have been toignore that no church
anMarches allowed anthrop worshippers. Simple was to
make a few modest suggestions.” He shrugged. “An an-
throp masscn Saturday evening, a catechism program, a
mission church here in the anthrop quarter, all of them
very simple—"

“And all of them ignored.”

“¥e5.” His smile wentsideways. “So [ took the next sim-
plest step. [ came out here and did it myself.” Father
Cooper turned to her, his voice quiet. “But that's emough
about me, don't you think?"

Chelisse swallowed, looked away, her thoughts tum-
bling like water over stone it the sudden stillness. “T'm
just, I don't know, just... tired, [ guess.”

“Tired? OF what?"

“0Of everything.” She waved a paw. “I mean, [ look at
youand this church, and 1 think about the threats and
the fire bombsand all the times you've had to rebuild,
and I..." She raised her eyves to his. “And [ try to imagine
what keeps youhere, why youstick with it.” She could-
n't stopa grin from tickling her whiskers. [ mean, other
than William of Occam, of course.”

Father Coopernodded. “Well, he's the main reason. You
have noidea how strict he can be” His eyves lgst their
focus, and he turmed toward the altar, “Butit's a calling,
you see. | became a priest becausel felt it was the right

thing for meto do, and I started 5t. Francis for the same
reason.” He shrugged. “I may be wrong, of course. The
next news capsule might bring a papal bull declaring
that anthrops have noshare inourhumanestate, that as
animals you never fell from grace and therefore have no
need for salvation, noneed for the church, no need for me,
I sometimes wonder what I'll do if that happens.”

He turned back then and spread his hands. “But [ don't
dwell on it. I've got too many windows to wash.” He
cocked his head. “Is any of this helping at all? I'm sorry
if it"s not, but, well, when I don't know what the problem
is, I'm not very good at finding solutions.”

“The problem.” Chelisse kept her eyes onthe backofthe
pew in front of her, on the little rack with the songbooks
and missalettes in it. “Father, [... [ killed two people,
shot oreof “em point-blank with a flare gun, and he just,
his clothes, the medic said they were s0 cheap and
greasy, he didn't have a chance — he just wentup like a
torch.” She shook her head, tried notto hear that crack-
ling scream, tried not to smell the frying stink that still
stroked at her whiskers. “And Bond, when I told them
what he... they... they just wiped him, started owver,
built him into someoneelse entirely, and 1... 1..." Her
throat closed, and she had to stop.

For a moment, things stayed quiet. Then she heard Fa-
ther Coopershift onthe pew next to her. “From what I
read, this was all in the line of duty, wasn't it?”

She managed to nod, still not able to look at him.

“5o the problem then is whether you want to keep onin
your chosen profession. Is that righe?”

Chelisse jerked her head up. *What? Why would you...
where did you. .. that's not what [ was talking about!”

“Ch? Weren't yvou just asking me if I ever wished I hadn’t
gotten involved around here? T figured you might be hav-
ing second thoughts about your role with EMS5.”

“What? " Chelisse could only sputter for a moment, the
idea too strange for her to imagine. “How could L... how
could you think that T wanted to leave EMS? [ mean,
you've gota better chance of leaving the priesthood than
[ have of... it's just... how could vou even—"

“Then yvou were just making idle chit-chat earlier?”

“No!” With an effort, Chelisse got hold of herself, took
a breath, lowered her voice. “Tt's just that you've had to
put up with so much becanseof what you believe in, and
I, well, I'm trying to understand how you get through it.”

“So you believe in EMS?”
“0Of course [ do!®
*Then [ don't see how killing those people is a problem.”

“What? " She stared at him. “How canyousay that? Fa-
ther, I—"




“Toudid yourjob.” He spread his hands. “You're an EMS
agent, Chelisse, and as I understand it, that means you
work as everything from a janitor to a swornpeace offi-
cer. Maybe you like the janitor part better than the peace
officer part, but you have to perform over that whole
spectrum in order to do the job correctly. Am [ right?”

Chelisse didn’t answer, didn't really want 1o answer. Fa-
ther Cooper went on, “All right. Suppose the news comes
tomorrow from the Vatican that His Holiness has decid-
ed anthrops are not to be preached to, are notto beal-
lowed into the church. That then becomes a part of my job
description, a job that I believe in and have devoted my
entire adult life to. Am [ going to be in the same pasition
You Are now e

Youknow it's not the same.” Chelisse mumbled into her
whiskers.

"Of courseit isn't, butevery organization has rules for its
emplovess. If | have a problem with one of those rules,
then it's up t0 me to work things out, talk with my supe-
rors, ta ry &3 come up with some solution.”

“Unless you quit,” she said, her eyves fixed on the floor.

“Unless I quit.” Chelisse felt his hand touch the Furat
her shoulder. “But I would have to be damnsure] had ro
other options.”

The knot in her stomach was back. “1 can’t quit, Father.
It's... it's my life, not just my job. I mean, sure, [ could
probably get work busing tables or sweeping stairs some-
where, but EMS...” She looked upat him. “Like yousaid,
it's a calling. It's all I've ever wanted to do.”

He was nodding. “And, from what [ understand, vou're
pretty E-l:l:;ld atit."™

“Shit,” she hissed. *If I'm s good, why couldn’t] come
up with a better plan than blewing that idiot up? Why
didn't I make a better argument to get Bond counsaling in-
stead of brain death? Why wasn't [ able to seae—2"

“Well, there youhave it” Father clapped his
hands, the soundechoing inthe church and making Che-
lisse start back-

She blinked at his grin, “What? Have what?"

“The problem, the basic human problem. Youhandled a
situation as best you could, but now you wish your best
had been better” He spread his hands. “Neobody's per-
fect, Chelisse, but here you sit, wanting to be flawless.
That's as human as it gets.”

"What?” Chelisse stared at him. “You're crazv!"
"I get told that a lot, ves™

She tapped herself onthe chest. “All T want to dois my
job! ¥Where's the problem in that?”

“Nowhere. The problem comes when you start beating
yourself up for not performingat these unrealistic levels.
Tou get all morose and end up telling vour friendly neigh-

borhood priest that he's crazy.”

Chelisse held her breath, wanting to shout at him but
certain she had oo reasonto. “I don't knowif that makes
me feel batter or worse.”™

“Yes, | seem to have that effect on people. Part of my own
problem with perfecton, I guess.”

Her stomach had loosened enough for her to give a little
laugh. “50 what am [ supposed to do?

“Well, you ean always take the easy way out, stop trying
for perfection, let yourself settle for mediocrity.” He
shook his head. “But William of Cocam—"

“Don’'t even say it.” She poked a claw at him. “T'll bet
you just made this Occam character up.”

He raised a hand. “Swear on a stack of Bibles, he's for
real.” His voice quicted. “We're all called to perfection,
Chelisse, all called to follow the path laid before us, It's
not an easy path, not anywhere near easy, but, well,
that's what the church is here for: to let usgather to-
gether, listen to the words of that call, take strength
fromoneanother, and carry on.” He shrugged. “When it's
all working correctly, that is.”

“Yeah.” She locked around. “And when it's not...”

Father Cooper sighed. “We're all humans here, BVETY
oneof us, And humans stumble. That’s why we pray for
the Church at every mass, and why we pray for each
other.” He stretched. “What voureally need, of course,
is some good, honest grunt work. I know a cushy joblike
yours doesn't often allow you to get you paws dirty.”

Chelisse grinned. “Well, [ mean, with the cost of mani-
cures these davs..."”

“Exactly. It just so happens, however, that [ have an
extra bucket somewhere around here, and several dirty
windows that are crying outfor someone with a neurotic
need to clean up after other people.”

“Ah. This is my penance, [ take it?"
*Mo, no. I'll give you lunch and everything,”
“Ah. That's oy penance.”

Father Cooper rolled his eyes. "Fine. ForgetI even of-
fered. Boy, try to do a good deed these days...”

Chelisse slipped into the aisle. “T11 finish the rosewin-
dow; you can get started onthe rest. Seeing a venerable
old man such as yourself upen that ladder gives methe
twitch.™

His laugh rang through the church behind her. “Oh,
sure. Mow [ actually have to find my other bucket.”

She reached the doorsand pulled them open, the heat of
the day outside mixing with the coolair aroundher and
making her shiver. “Well,” she called back, “nooneever
said life wa3s gonna be easy.” +*
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Happily, Ever After

By Tim Susman

took the locket outof his pocket again. The curl
of fine white hair lay within, unaffected by the
passage of years, and unruffled now by the soft breeze.
He stared at it another second, then entered the building.

It took a momentfor his vision to adjust to the darkness
insicle. The bright wallpaper was tattered and faded,
the lights broken.Tables were arrayed inthe same pat-
tern as always, but dustwas their tablecloth now, and
the chairs were strewn haphazardly aboutas though by
an air elemental. Korlon saw further, beyond the disre-
pair, to his first visit here, where he caught his first
glimpse of her.

s tanding outside the run-downbuilding, Korlon

L] [ 3 -

[t was a canines-gnly bar, but Korlon's teacher was a
worker of illusions and a keen connaisseur of female feli-
nes, and so for this Fireday evening, he had disguised
the two of them as dogsand sprayed them with eau de
chien, so that they could get in to see Persian Paulette,
The dog at the door didn't even give them a second
glance, buthaster Baeri still hissed at Korlon when the
young student gawked at the gaudy interior. In feline
bars, the lighting was dim and the decorations muted,
the atmosphere more conducive to personal evenings.
Here, it would beimpossible to hold a personal conversa-
tiom, as much because of the noiselevel as of the possibil-
ity of someone nosing in.

They chose a table close to the stage and endured the ca-
nine yarmmerings as best they could. Mostof the clientele
were dogs, although a few foxes slunk around the comers,
and a coyote was waited on hand and paw at a nearby
table. A French poodle in a slinky outfit walked up to
their table as Korlon was looking around.

“What'll it be, gents?” she asked brusquely. Korlon
looked helplessly at Baeri; he wsually ordered catmip
and crerne, but he doubted a canine bar would stock that.

“Two ales,” Baeri said. The poodle marked something
down, then looked suspiciously at Korlon,

“Hey, kid,” she began,

Ch, nolf She noticed me! Korlon felt his blood surge, and
his claws extended automatically.

“Let’'s see some ID," she continued, holding out her hand.
She hadn't noticed his claws. Korlon carefully withdrew

them again, then reached into his pocket for his badge.
He handed it to her nervously,

She looked at it for a moment, then handed it back to
him carelessly when the magical gemremained bright
blue. “Okay.” Sliding smoothly between the tables, she
soon disappeared behind the bar.

“Good thing she didn't notice your claws, kid,” Baeri
said in a undertone, and Korlon felt his fur prickle. He
should have knownBaeri would; the old wizard didn't
miss much. He wondered why Baeri hadn't disguised
him as an clder dog, butknew better than te ask. The old
wizard didn't appreciate his mistakes being pointed out.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “T thought she saw —* He choked
off suddenly, realizing what he had been about to say.

Baeri said it anyway. “Through my illusion? You didn't
trust me?”

“Mo, it's not that,” Korlon said miserably. “It's —"

“Used magic to fake your ID? Pretty good trick that.
Mever think of it myself.” The bright, perky voice came
from a red-furred dogat the table behind Baeri. He was
alone except for the five empty mugs on his table.

Baeri turned around. “T'm surprisad you manageto think
of anything,” he snapped.

“Basht's teeth, I'msorry,” muttered the redhead, and he
buried his face in the ale he was holding. “No need to
bite my head off.”

Baeri mmed back, but whatever he was going to say was
interrupted by the waitress bringing their drinks justas
the unbearably bright lights dimmed. Korlon sipped the
ale, grimaced at its spourmess, and umed to face the stage.

The first act was a comedian, whose atrocious mouse jokes
wereas unpopularas his pathetically contrived chase of
the spotlight across the stage. He finally gave upin ex-
asperation when the cowd started howling. “Gohowl at
the moon!™ he yelled, and stalked off the stage.

The howls died; the spotlight shifted to a deep blue,
though the stage remained empty. Then Korlon, leoking
into the dark cornerof the stage, saw what mostof the
dogs probably could not: the cat herself, waiting for her
cue. Her furwasa soft white, cleaner and purer than any
he had ewver seen. Makeup, he told himself, butthat did-
n’t stop his mouth fromgoing dry as she shifted her feet
restlessly, revealing perfect curves even through long fur.
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A low horn sounded from somewhere, and she walked
intg the spotlight, faced the crowd, and slowly smiled.
Baeri's canine mouth dropped, and Korlon felt his mue-
cles tense, not noticing that his claws were gut again until
they clinked against his mug. Then she began to dance.

The wallpaper faded, the obirusive canine scent was
gone Korlon's eyes and nose were filled with her grace-
tul mowves, her delicate scent. It was only a striptease, but
she moved with such finesse that the limited dance
seemed to confine her in its crudemovements. She per-
tormed the garish ritual with a skill that showed she
was capable of much more, 20 that to Korlon, it seemed
that only an eyeblink later she stood fully revealed be-
fore the crowd. Korlon felt as though she had performed
the dance for him alone, and was embarrassed to find
himsell unconsciousty responding to her, Self-consciously,
he straightened his robe just as the horms finished with a
triumphant flourish and the spotlight went out.

Korlon watched her walk with tired dignity across the
darkened stage and accept a robe from an outstretched
hand. Then the house lights brightened, and he lost
sight of her in the sudden glare.

Baeri, he noticed when he turmned around, still gazed
raptly at the stage. His claws were fully extended across
the curve of the ale mug he clenched in his hand. Kerlon
waited patiently until Baeri noticed him, at which
peint the claws snapped back and the old cat straight-
ened his robe nonchalantly.

“Good, eht Baeri whispered across the table.

Korlon npdded. “Fantastic,” he said. *Why doesn'tshe
dance in cat bars?”

“Are you kidding?" Baeri returned scornfully. “The cats
would be all over her. Besides, where could she dosome-
thing like this?*

He was right, of course, Stnpteases, although commonin
the rodents bars and in somecanine bars, were not usual-
ly popular with the more withdrawn felines. And Korlon
was justas glad, He was already determined to meet her;
it would be much easier without having to competewith
a crovwd of admirers.

He left Baeri, rnalcing an excuseabout his stomach that
he was sure the wizard saw through. Prowling around
outside, it only took him a few minubes to find the back
entrance to the bar, A cursory sniff told him that she had
not yet left, so he settled down in a dark cormer to wait.

His patience was soonrewarded. The door sighed open,
and a white furry body stepped cautiously into the alley.
She stopped immediately as the door swung closed.
"Who's there?” she called, sniffing the air. Her voice
was as pure and powerful as her dancing,.

“An admirer,” Korlon said, stepping out behind her. “1
really enjoved your act.”

“I don't do mutts,” she said, eves narrowed.

“Huh? Oh — I had to dothat to getin,” he said, real-
izing that he still reeked of eau de chien.

She looked closer, “50 youdid. Justto see me?” He nod-
ded. “Well, comeon, mutt,” she said. "Youcan walk me
home.”

She lived in a dingy studio apartment in a cold stone
building. Korlon couldn’t help staring as they walked in.
“T'd think someone as talented as you could. .. well, would
have your own plage.”

She lit a candle and tumed, smiling. *This is my own
place. Have a seat”

He sat gingerly on one of the cushions. The room was
filled with her scent, and it was making him a little
giddy. He tried shaking his head slightly, to clear it,
but the gesture didn't help much.

“What do you do? she asked, looking into a mirror as
she combed through her fur.

“Me? Oh, I'm an apprentice,” he said, looking around at
the plain cushions, and the rugthat didn't really cover
the wood floor. No kitchen, no bathroom except for a tub
and chamberpot; butthen, only the mest luxuricusapart-
ments afforded such facilities.

Her tone was amusad. “An apprentice what?” she asked.

A warm flush crept up Korlon's face, and he noticed a
faint smile onher face when he tumed to look at her.
“Magician,” he said. “T, uh, do magic.”

Her smile broadened. “A magician, eh? I've known a few
magicians, but all they ever wanted was to get me into
bed.” She raised her evebrows as his tail swished self-
consciously. “Or are you too young for that kind of talk?*

He shook his head quickly. “MNo, I'm full citizen.”

She nodded and walked over to the tub. “How long?” she
asked, reaching intp it and drawing out a dripping towsel.

*Um, almost a year — He stopped in surprise as she
tossed the wet towel to him.

“Here, it's clean. Wash that dog smell off, mutt,” she
said, smiling.

The smell of dog was still thick inthe bar, butold. Kor-
lon traced a pattern through the dust on one table, ab-
sently. The memories were so clear, of that first night
with her. Looking upat the stage, he could almost see
her, as clearly as if Baeri were sitting with him again.
The smell of the wet towel she had tassed him was faint,
butpurely hers, devoid of perfume or makeup, and it was
sharp in his mind. In his ears, he could still hear her

calling him “mutt.”
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He closed his eyes, wondering why he remembered that
night sowell. Eventhe night they first shared a bed was
notas clear in his memory as that first encounter, when a
nervous young apprentice and a more jaded youngdancer
had first glimpsed each other. What had grown from
that encounter — he had never believed that he could be
that close to somecne, that he could share dreams and
life so thoroughly.

The thick dust made his fingers feel dirty. He opened his
eves, looking down at the pattern he'd traced. Was that
all that was left of their dreams, of their lives?

“Oneday,” she said, legs tucked below her onthe bed, "I
will goto the Twin Peaks and dance in the City of a
Thousand Colors.”

“You'll be the bestthere,” Korlon replied, scratching her
back.

“And you'll be there with me, won't you?™
“A5 the best magician in Fyrd,” he replied.
“I'll wait while you learn,” she promised, “training.”

“And I'll wait while you train,” he promised,
“learning.” They sealed the bargain with a kiss.

The memory of her lips still lingered on his, making his
fist clench, partially extended claws digging into his
palm. Forcing his hand open, he tried to breathe normal-
Iy, torelax himself, butthere was still a painful knotin-
side him. She had trained, and he had learned, and
every week, she would dance here, and he would come
watch, Trusty, the old hound who owned the bar, had
made an exception to the ‘no cats’ rule on nights when
Paulette was dancing, just for him.

Twoof the stools had fallem over, but Korlon could still
remember the regulars who'd sat on those stools every
night he'd been there, and prabably the other six nlghl'_ll
as well. He'd becomea regular over the next two vears,
buthad neverdeveloped a friendship for any of the bar-
dags except Trusty. The old hound had even ordered a
small supply of catnip and creme, and somenights he sat
with the young apprentice before Faulette came out.

& W L
“Women, m'boy,” Trusty said, “just ain't worth it.”

Usunally, Korlon humored the old dog, but tonight he'd
already had one drink and the better part of another,
“Why not?” he challenged. “When Paulette and [ are to-
gether, [ feel more alive than I ever have before. How
can that not be worth 12"

Trusty growled, and took another drink of thick black

e. “Oh, you may think it's worth it now, boy. But trust
me, nothing lasts forever.”™

A stubbomn look on his face, Korlon took another sip of his
drink, too. “We will,” he insisted.

A chuckle escaped the old dog's lips and he patted Kor-
lom’s paw. “Maybe you will, at that,” he said gruffly,
grinning, “1 oughta know better'n to try ttalk senseat
young love.”

Alone amidst the dust, Korlon shook his head. No,
Trusty, you were more right than you knew, he thought.

“You have to —"

“Goaway. Baeri says that to graduate, I have to “find
my own magic,” which means travel around the country.”™

“You didn’t know about this before?”

Korlonlooked a little guilty. “1'd beenhoping | could get
out of it, and I didn't want to worry you...." his woice
trailed off.

“How leng?” she sighed, one paw resting on his shoulder,

“He won't say, But | asked around, and the other two
teachers in the city say it could be anywhere from a
month to a year. And... I might not come back.”

“What?”

“If... if T find mny magic, it might kill me.Or | might find
the wrong ane. Or [ might not find any.”

“Don‘t say that. Of course you'll suceeed. You're going to
bethe bestin the world, remember?” She smiled weakly,
not even convincing herself. Korlon just hung his head.

“I'll gowith you” she offered, finally, knowing his an-
swer before he gave it.

“Mo. | have to go alone. And besides... youneed to prac-
tiee. You're going to the City of a Thousand Colors, aren’t
you? She nodded,a tear forming in her eye. *Well, I'11
be there ta see it. And I'll be back as soon as I can.”

“I'll be here, mutt.” But the day he left onhis quest, he
knew with a sinking feeling that their love was owver.
Their dreams were taking them in different directions,
and abandoning those dreams would kill their love as ef-
fectively as this cleaner separation.

A year anda half later, he rode into town onthe back of
2 magical herdbeast conjured froma bone hoping against
hope that she would be there, only to find that she had
vanished without a trace. Trusty professed ignorance,
saying sadly that more than a year ago, she "up'n’ left,
without a word.” Korlon searched the bars and ballets




with no luck, and every night conjured up her image from
the lock of hair she had left him. He dida’t know, then,
how to usethe fur to locate her; although sympathetic
magic —like calling to like — was his specialty, it was
so much easier justto call something out of the magical
firmament that it had taken many years to learn to link
two like things inthe tangible world. That was the rea-
son he hadn't searched for her soonet. The only reason.

He tried to workin the city, butit held too many memo-
ries for him, sohe settled as far away fromit as possible.
Inthe intervening vears, he had notreturned, and he was
back now to choose an apprentice — and to find her.

The ruined bar blurred in his sight. He wiped the tear
away and locked around one last time. Inthe dark shad-
ows of the stage, a figure stirred. Korlon caught his
breath in senseless hope, and then his eyes focused onthe
old brown hound.

The years had not been kind to Trusty. He emerged from
the shadows slowly, leaning heavily onthe wooden cane
that was as gnarled and twisted as he was, “INothin’
here f'ya ta take, ya vulture,” he wheezed, hobbling up
to Korlon. Supporting his weight ona table, he bran-
dished the cane. "Now clear out afore I clear ya out!”

“Take it easy, cld friend,” Korlon said. “It's only me.”

Trusty peered closer. “bay! The cat camw back. Yewver
find Pauletta?"

Korlon shook his head. “MNo. What happened to the
bar?”

Trusty spat to oneside. “Stinkin’ rodent-lovers. Closed
down my bar ‘cause o’ a few back taxes. Left mein the
cold.”

"What do vou eat?” Korlen asked, concerned.

“This ‘'n" that,” the hound said, his gaze drifting aime-
lessly along the tables. “Racht’s tail, she usedto beso
pretey.”

“Used to be?” Korlon asked, startled.

"Well, she sureain’t now,” Trusty gestured to the walls.
“Ur ain't va looked around none?”

“Oh, the bar. ] thought you meant — never mind.”

They stood in silence, lost in private worlds of memory.
After several minutes, Korlon looked around once more,
then reached cutto shake Trusty's hand. “T've got to go-
I'll see you around.”

Trusty's grip was weak, his hand frail andbrittle. “Not
likely,” he coughed. Korlon turned away in silence; he
didn’t need medical training to know what the old hound
TEEaTE.

QOuiside, he took the lock of hair outagain. Like to like,
he thought, concentrating. Ske's somewhere in the city.
Take me to her.

The hair tupgedat his grip, leading him outof the slums
and into the heart of the city. He skirted market stalls
and pedestrians, singlemindedly intent on reaching his
destination.

It pulled him toward a luxurious house near the main
Council building and the FPresident's mansion. He tried to
g0 arpund the house, but anywhere he walked, he was
pulled back toward it. Maybe she's struck it rich, he
thought, but he was certain that it wasn't her house.
Mevertheless, he mustered his courage and knocked at
the ormate door.

An elegantly dressed Siamese answered the door. His
robe was black with white trim, pure silk from the look
of it. Korlon fingered his coarse blue robe and spoke hesi-
tantly.

“Is... Paulette in?”

The Siamese regarded him with haughty disdain.
“Madame Harbane is very busy. Are you... expected?”
His nose wrinkled, as if the very idea were repugnant.

Korlon put the lock of hair inan empty vial and handed
the locket to the servamt, “Give her this. I'11 wait,”

The Siamese picked up the trinket carefully between two
fingers, sniffed, and retreated inte the building, closing
the deor behind him. Several minutes later, he retumed
and handed the locket back to Korlon. “Madame will sea
youin a minute,” he announced. “If youwill step inside.”
He held the doorfor Korlon and showed him into a rich-
ly decorated living room.

Above the obviously decorative fireplace was a sculpture
that Korlon recognized as the work of a famous dead
sculptor, oneof the few items he had ever seen up close
that could be priced in poundsof gold. The walls were of
fine Alophtan pine, carved with intricate reliefs, and
the floor was covered by a rugthat Korlon thought was
also Alophtan, though he wasn't sure. The furniture con-
sisted of two sofas — mare pine, by the smell — covered
with rich velvet in muted beige colors. Korlon sat down
hesitantly on one of them.

On the glass table in front of him sat a marble garme
board, the pieces set up in a two-player position that
gave white the win after four moves. He made the first
absently, then removed his hand from the board, study-
ing the game to avoid thinking about Paulette.

He heard her soft step before she said, “White winsin
four mowves.”

“Three,” he answered without looking up. Her scent was
difficult to catch through the haze of pine — intention-
ally, no doubt— sohe looked toward the other entrance
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to the rooom, from where she had spoken.

Her curves were a little wider, and she worea conserva-
tive businessrobe, dark blue with maroon cuffsand sash.
Apgain, Korlen was acutely consciousof his threadbare
standard-issue blue cotton garment. The bigpest shock,
though, was notseeing her dressed like a businesscat, but
her close-cropped hadr.

“50 you'reback,” she said casually, though her claws be-
trayed her nervousness.

“You cut your hair,” Korlon said idiotcally.
“T had to,” she replied, wrinkling her eyebrows.
“Is this your house?” he asked.

“Goodness, no,” she shook her head. "It belongs to Herm
— Councillor Swift.”

Swift. Had to be a cheetah. Only they had eute last
names. There was an awkward silence of a few minutes as
Korlon returned his gaze to the game board, not really
seeing it

“Where do you dance now?” Korlon asked finally, look-
ing back at her,

“L... gave that up. [ dance to a different tune, with
greater rewards, now.” She bent her head, avoiding his
2yes.

korlonfelt amache inhis chest, remembering her telling
him that the dance was its own reward. He turned his
head, looking at the reliefs, the game, anything buther,
in case the impending pressure behind his eves suddenly
emnbarrassed him.,

“fou'renotthe best magician in the world,” she said, not
accusingly, but softly and matter-of-factly.

“Me. [ live out in the middle of nowhere. Mostly 1 just
spend my time surviving; 1 don’t doa lot of research.” He
reached out and moved a black piece.

“Oh, Kor,” she said, her volee small and scared, “I wish
vou hadn't come back.”

“So dol.” He stood, still avoiding looking at her. “Dan't
worry. | won't be back.” He started for the exit, butshe
ran after him, swunghim around, and clutched him
tightly as though she were holding on to her life or her
dreams. He hugged her automatically, but their love
was gone, and he derived nocombort fromit. She stepped
back, eyes moist, and looked into his face, butthey both
knew better than to kiss.

“Good bye, Kor," she said, and ran out of the room.

He couldn’t go back to the other magicians, to the friend-
lv prying eyes that allowed him noprivacy, notime to

rememberand regret. 50 he wandered, ignoring the curses
of the people he occasionally bumped into, until he
looked upand found that his feet had taken him full cir-
cle, unconsciousty, back to the old ruined bar, Well, there
were worse places to end up.

Inside, Trusty sat at a table. His shoulders were hunched
over his head, and he was making a wheezing sound that
echoed eerily in the emptiness of the bar. Korlon sat
down across from him and gently touched his shoulder.

“Trusty?”
The hound looked up. “Say, the cat carme back.”
Korlon managed a weak smile. *You said that already.”

“What are you,a reporter?™ Trusty's eyes were looking
at Korlon, but he was gazing far beyond the cat.

Korlen sighed. He was looking around when Trusty
grabbed his shoulder. “MNo cats allowed!” He attempted
to wrench Korlon from his seat, but his grip was so pa-
thetically weak that he gave upafter only a few seconds
and sank back into his seat.

For a moment, they sat in silence, sharing each others’
loss. Trusty's wheezing became worse suddenly, and he
keeled over the table. Korlon reached out to hold his
head, and Trusty locked straight at him, back in the pre-
sent, “She was so pretty,” he whispered.

Korlon stared for a moment, then stood, gently laying
Trusty's head on the table 50 he could see around him.,
Then he gathered some dustfrom the table and cast it
into the air, muttering an invocation as he did so.

[t an instant, the bar was alive once more. Bright lights
highlighted the shiny wallpaper, cast bizarre shadows
across the tables as the waitresses wove skilfully
through them. The sound of merry conversation and the
seent of satisfied customersfilled the air. And onthe
stage, Faulette shook her long white hair and danced
with all her heart and spul.

Trusty looked around, enraptured. He lifted his head
and drank in the sights, his nostrils widening to cateh
the smells, ears perking up to the lively noise, A smile
formed on his old, grizzled face and lingered there,
“Ahhh,” he breathed, satisfied. Then he closed his eyes
and lay down his head for the last time.

Korlon watched his friend die, and slowly, he remowved
the dogs, the wallpaper, and the lights, until there was
only her, dancingon the stage, dancing only for him. He
closed his eyes, and when he opened them, she was gone,
and there was only the dust, settling slowly to the floor.

“Goodbye, Paulette,” he said aloud, and walked outinto

the light. e
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TENDERLCOIN

BY NATHANIEL BROGDEN

he first ime that | saw her, Felice Parsons satina

fetal position in my office easy chair, her fox-

muzzle buried in a teddy bear, her face-fur wet
with tears. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her black-
tipped ears were flat against her skull. She was trem-
bling and keening, enduring another flashback of her
childhood. I made a point to be with her whenever this
happened to help unravel her madness. Some of her
flashbacks, vousees, were very vivid. I'll start fromthe
beginning.
Felice had what [ and other psychiatrists call post-
traumatic stress syndrome. Few animal-folk get this
malady, sincetheir mindsare constructeda little differ-
ently from ours, making “critter-shrinks” like myself
forever faced with little-researched mental iliness,

She was brought to us whena desperate phone call came
to the hospital pleading for help. At the address she
gave they found her onthe living room floor with blood
trickling downher arms. She was treated here for dozens
of knife-cuts on her arms and neck and was put in my care.

Felice didn't have any histery of substanceabuse, butI
suspected another form of abuse was at work here. [
checked her family history and came across Harold Par-
sons, Felice's father., He was what [ feared, a child
abuser who, according to police files, had whipped and
knife-scarred Felice for over a year, sometimes even tied
her toa chair and left her inthe dark for hours. Felice's
mother had died at her birthing. Any fool onthe street
could see that Harold had beentaking ™ " on Fe-
lice for the death of his wife. But all of this happened
over ten years ago. She was tested by psychialrists soon
after Harold was imprisoned and Felice adopted. She
checked out all right.

I delved deeper into this ugly history and discovered a
vital clue to her illness. Harold died in prison five years
ago. Stabbed to death with a sharpened bed-springby a
dis-gruntled cell-mate. My guessis that she secretly

loved her father inspite of his cruelty to her, suchis the
inescapable social nature of foxes. And humans. In the
deepest pit of her mind, she probably blamed her fa-
ther's death, possibly her mother’'s death as well, on
herself. Her knife-wounds, had we had not gotten to her
in time, would have gotten decper and deeper until she
died. It pecurred to me as I walked to her room that she
was, in a very real way, the same frightened little girl
now that she was a decade ago.

Felice seemed a little less lean and morerelaxed after
beingin her room for a week. The prescriptions | designed
for her worked pretty well. She justsat on her bed, the
teddy bear lying limp next to her. In spite of her appar-
ent calmness, there was telltale twitching on her brow;
her childhood was being played over and over again in
her mind’s theater, She smiled weakly as | pulled upa
chair.

“Well, how are vou feeling today, Felice?”

A slight shrug. "OK, I guess,” she answered in a soft, del-
icate voice, A shy child’'s voice.

She still trusted me more than the others. If all went
well, she would be asking for me to talk to her, which
would bea good sign of trust between us. A while before,
she would have curled up and scooted away fromme.She
now stayed put and looked at me most of the fme.
“Daoctor Mormison®™

I smiled and said, “Please, just call me Henty™

“Henry... what's happened to my arms? Why are they
scarred?”

“You don't know who put the scars there?™

She paused and shook her head, looking almost
ashamed. Her ears drooped a little.

I leaned back in my chair, beingcareful to not fold my
arms, for that wouldrisk looking like an authority. That
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may sound dumb to some people, but I had to be Uncle
Henry o her, not Doctor Morrison.

She looked at mewith tears that grewin little clear pil-
lows around her eyve-rims and said, “Did 1 do this to me?™

“Yes. I'm afraid you did.”

She started to sob. Her hands went over her eyes. That's
when I noticed that the walls behind her — I can't say it
any other way — shiffed into different walls, Inan in-
stant, everything had changed except the chair | sat in.

“What the hell?” 1 said ogut loud. We were in what
looked like a barren, dusty attic. I looked around mefora
moment and when I turned to look at Felice again, I near-
Iy lost bladder control. She was tied up in an elaborate
harness of clothesline that kept her bent over with her
arms and legs tied together in a rickety weoden chair.
She was gapged and erying as profusely as when [ first
met her.

That's when [ heard the heavy stomping of boots COMing
upthe stairs at the far end of the attic. Becoming fright-
=ned of that noise, 1 said “Felice? Who's that?”

When [ tumed to face her, [ was back in her hospital
room, She wasn't tied up anymore but still she sobbed,
hugging the teddy bear tightly. Her eyes were still star-
ing at where the sound of footsteps had come from.

After calming her with soothing reassurances that ev-
erything was all right now, ] made my excusesand left.
AsIleft her room, I found that my cold hands were shak-
ing uncontrollably.

[t wasnt too soon before I made a beeline to the
newspaper-clippings negatives in her father’s police
file. 1 rummaged thought all the material, hoping to
find some reference to her place of childhood captivity.
When I found a photograph of that, 1 was stunned. Her
father's torture chamber was an attic. A bare, dusty attic
containing a woodenchair, a kitchen knife and a clothes-
line harness.

[ couldn’t tell anyone about this strange encoumter.
They'd think 1 was crazy. Worse, if [ provided evidence
via demonstration of her flashbacks, some government
research group might smatch her away. I couldn’t let that
happen to her, They couldn't help her the way I could.
Besides, | seemed to be the only person around that she
could open up to.

It was fourdays after my first encounter with her appar-
ently new ability that 1 got caught up in another trip
downher memorylane. 1 was prepared this time, as pre-
pared as anyone could be, I guess. I had a mini-tape-
recorder minning in my coat-pocket, to provide evidence
that her “trips” were notjust megoing crazy (I hoped). 1
also had a theory about how much control Felice had
owver these flashbacks. This theory of mine had led meto
keep a litthe surprise in my coat packet

We greeted each other in her roomlike old friends at a

tavern. She patted the space beside her on the bed,
inviting meto sit. Tobliged, noticing the loving look she
kept giving me.

Giving mea quick nuzzle on the neck with her muzzle,
she said “50, how's my progress so far?”

“Well, vou're doing all right. You're a lot more stable
than you were under a week ago, a little less emotional ™

“Well, I guess] ama little less wired. I'm able not to cry
so much, at least.” She sighed and wrapped an arm
around me. “T like youa lot, Henry. It's not just because
you've been helping me, but because you'renice. You feel
right to me. That might not make sense o you...."

[ coughed nervously. “Oh, belizve me, that makes a Iot of
senise, Felice? Do you remember what happened at our
last talk?”

With her hand onmy leg, she repljed “¥eah, wetalked
about...” She frowned, then brightened. “...the scars an
my arms! Did we lalk about anything elsa?™

As [ feared, she was still subconsciously trying to deny
her memory. Preparing for the warst, I said *T asked you
who it was that was stomping up the stairs.”

"Stairs?” she queried, sliding her arm away from me,
“I... I remermnber something,...”

She got a vacant lagk in her eyes and the sceneryshifted
again. I fell onmy butt, since the bed had disappeared.
When I stood up and looked at her, she was back in her
chair and harness, scared and gagged. A kitchen knife
was stuck im the floor under the chair. We were back in
Daddy's attic.

I looked expectantly at the stairs and hoped that the
recorder was picking upthe heavy, comping footfalls of
Hareld Parsons. His pointed-ear shadow crept up the
wall as he approached.

“Felice?” he growled as he came into view. My god, he
was big. “It's time for the belt again.” He stopped
abrubtly at the top of the stairs and looked at me with
seething-hate eyes. “Whao the hell are you?”

[ took a quick glance at Felice. She was looking at me.
Was she in controlof all this? The surprise in my pocket
pressed into my side reassuringly.

Harold strode across the attic towards usas he took off
his belt, readying for another “session” with his daugh-
ter. I stood between them, defiant but not sure of any-
thing. A question kept nagging me — who needed the pro-
tecting, me ar her?

I'm not a good fighter and it showed painfully in just
under three seconds. That belt of his swung up and
smacked me across the face, while his right foot thudded
Into my grodn.

The shock of somuch pain from north and south made me
buckle over.
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“Mow that ["we got vour attention, asshole, tell mewhat
you're doing here.”

Asmy hands covered my aching balls, [ peered at Felice,
the look on my face saying, “Can't you see what's hap-
pening? She started to whimper, eyes nowwide with
shock, Was I getting to her? Was she even less in control
than | had surmised?

As Itried to recover from Harold's blows, what felt like
a hammer banged down on the back of my head. My knees
caved in and [ flopped to the floor. I could hear her mui-
fled “Mmmmpe!” from under her gag. She was pulling
against her ropes, trying to break free. But after a mo-
ment of struggling, it seemed that she couldn't
(wouldn't?} help me.

Trying to shake off my dizziness, [ reached into my pock-
et and pulled out my surprise: a hypodermic with 11 ecof
a heavy-duty animal sedative, a mixture of (.5 cc of Ace-
proamine and 10.5 ec of Ketamine. This was the most
powerful ‘'morph knock-out drug in the hospital. She'd be
cut instantly and, I hoped, we'd return home. But notif
Harold stopped me.

“Felice.” I heard him sceld. “You cheap little tenderloin,
you brought him here, didn’t you? Was he going to take
youaway from me? Uh-uh.” He chuckled as he kneaded
the creaking leather belt. “You're mine, little bitch.
Forever.” She stopped struggling and, with flattened
ears, braced herself for the blows. It was then that [ re-
alized how she had gotten all those scars in the past
five years.

I quickly grabbed her arm with one hand, the needle in
the other. Harold movedina blurand caught my needle-
hand before I could give her the injection. He yowled,
and it 100k a second before I noticed that the needle had
plunged into his hand. The pressureof the impact had
forced the drug into him.

Harold winced as he pushed me away, pressing his in-
jured hand inte his chest, dropping the belt. As he
plucked out the hypo, he glared ar me. I was sure he'd
attack, but his glare softened as the mixture coursed
through his veins. A moment later, he erashed to the
floor. We stared at him for a moment, then I got upand
untied Felice,

She was wide-eyed and silent as | propped Harold in the
chair and then tied him up. Better safe than somry, after
all. Asl stood back to exarnine my handiwork, it dawned
on me that | had handled a warm and solid being. In that
calm moment] asked myself some questions. How could
Felice let him hit me like that if she was in control of
the scenarie? Did she care what happened to her oreven
me? And the mostdisturbing question brought a shiver:
Would Daddy take revengecnboth of usoncehe came to?
But if he was created by Felice, why didn't she just —

“You sonof a bitch!” she screeched as she punched
Harold betweenthe eyes, knocking him over backwards,

the back of the chair clunking to the floor.,

Even in his drug-sleep, he mpaned with pain. When she
moved to the side of the chair, [ could see tears trickling
down her cheeks, her black lips turned almost straight
down. Felice started to kick him sohard I could hear ribs
cracking.

As muchas I hated Harold, whatever he was, I couldn’t
stand to see him being beaten like that. Also, Felice's re-
actien to his helpless position surprised me. Maybe it
shouldn't have. After all, there must have beenan huge
amount of pent-up rage from her awful childhood that
made her take revenge when she finally had the chance.
But why didn’t she do this earlier? The answer was sim-
ple. even in this surrealistic universe. She needed outside
help, my knocking him out, for her to take action, The
fury on her face as she drove her foot inte Harold's gut
made mewonder if she changed for the better, or simply
changed.

“Felice!™ [ yelled as I took hold of her shoulders. “Stop
it! He's had enough!”

She shot me a lock of pure blood-fury as she growled,
“He'll never have enough.”

“Please, Felice. Trust mee, there's ngneed for this. "fﬂugut
back at him. You're free.”

She looked down at the moaning, sleeping creature that
coughed up spatters of blood and nodded at me, her fury
slowly subsiding. But there was still an edgein her voice
as she said to no one, “Yes, [ am.”

She moved away from me as | took my hands off her, I re-
laxed and looked away. Before I could react, she picked
up the knife from the floor and lunged at Harold, shov-
ing it into his chest upto the hilt with a meaty thunk
The gleam in her eyves was that of vengeful satisfaction.

With that, the attic and all of its contents, including
Hareld, faded cut and was simultanecusly replaced by
her bedroom. Excusing herself, she went to the bathroom,
As] stood alone, listening to the recording I made, Ireal-
ized that I had succeeded in getting Felice past her self-
destructiveness. Once her father died, in every senseof
the word, there was nothing left to torture her. She
would leave the hospital soon,quite able to handle the
real world, no longeran apparent threat to herself orso-
ciety. ‘Morphs always seemed 1o heal faster mentally
than humans when placed in hospitals or equally safe

CNVIOIMITETIS.

I couldn’t help but marvel at the subtle change in her
manner, however. She was meaner now, more hard-
edged. Would she a better personfor it? Or would she,
like somany victims of child abuse, wring her frustra-
tions outon children of her pwn? Would they becomeher
“tenderloin® to torture? Even a professional psychiatrist
like myself couldn't begin to guess. With a fox-morph
like Felice Parsons, there might never be an answer. &
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Hn €rror in Spelling

Written and Illustrated by Jeremy Ridd

day. And it almost was.

It wasn't that the young mouse-apprentice was engagad
in the act all the time — muchas he wouldhave liked it

— he just spenta goodly portion of his time thinking
aboutit. Not that he didnt try, however. Jarith had the
misfortune to be the only rodent student-mage in the

academy. To make matters worse, he had developed a
crush on a fellow student.

Merry was apty named. The young female ring-tailed
cat was cheerful, intelligent, and flirtatious. She was
also exceedingly beautiful. Jarith spent a lot of time day-
dreaming about her. Most of his free time during the day
was gpent wooing her. Muchof his free ime at night was
spent fantasising about how he would consummatehis
love for her... and masturbating.

Jarith's other misfortune was that his attentions towards
Merry and her slowly growingaffection towards the pen-
te, unassuminglittle mousehad cometo the attention of
some of hMerry's other suitors... older, more sendor students
at the academy. As an already somewhat skilled ap-
prentice, and as Master Fahrell’s student, physical vio-
lence upon Jarith was an unwise courseof action. (He had
already sinped a rather temperamental fox'stail with a
minor lightning spell.) However, clder, more devious
minds knew there were more subtle ways to be freed of
Jarith's presence. And as the adage poes, “Youth and
vigour will usually lose out to age and treachery.”

Master Fahrell had set Jarith to learning Minor Summon-
ing, a low-level butvery useful spell. With it, small da-
mamsand lesser elementals could be summened for various
mundane tasks. But the binding and warding comporents
of the spell were meticulous, detailed, and very impor-
tant. Jarith had been daydreaming about Merry and
flubbed them. The small air elemental he summonedhad
broken free and made a horrible mess of the laboratory
before Master Fahrell had beenable to banish it. Justly
unhappy with his apprentice, the old wizard had Jarith
clean upthe lab, and when that was done, had sent him
to his quarters to continue practising the spell — presum-
ably to save his lab from being destroyed again.

Jarith groaned and closed his eyes. “T am newver going to
get this right!” He had been trying, unsuccessfully, for
somehours to do the surmmmonimgrspell. He had wisely in-
scribed a small pentacle of binding on the floor of his
cluttered room to contain anything he summoned, should

aster Fahrell had always said that Jarith's
overactive libido would be the end of him some-

he fail to properly do the warding and binding compo-
nentsagain. He was glad he had. This would be his sev-
enth try. It was tiring, buthe was determined to get it
right. He set the book down and stood up and stretched,
relaxing, collecting his energy for the next attempt. Un-
bidden, thoughts of Merry slipped into his mind. His
imagination grabbedher imape and ran with it, creating
wild fantasies of passion and pleasure, of her lying
against him, purring. Of Merry wrapping her tail around
him, her legs around his waist as they...
Jarith smacked himself in the head. “You fuzzy moron!
That's what got you in trouble in the first place!™ he
grumbled to himself. Shaking his head in self-disgust,
he strode back to his work-table, plopped himself into
his chair, and picked up his book.
An almost electric jolt shot up his arm. With a yelp, he
dropped the book.“What the...?” Eying the book mis-
trustfully, he reached out and gingerly touched it again.
MNothing happened. Jarith snorted. “Hunh. Must have
beena build-up of somekind. Well, it's gone now.” He re-
turned to his seat, opened the bookand leafed through to
the spell. Jarith blinked, and reread the spell a second
time. “Oh, for pity's sake! You mean I've been mispro-
those two syllables all this time?” He glared a t
the page. "How could I have missed the " over the °|"
and the '+" underthe ‘@"?" He rubbed the bridge of his
nose. “MNo wonder it hasn't worked all along, 5tup|d,
WEll I'll give it onelast go, with the right pronuncia-
tion, and then hit the sack.”

As sconas he uttered the last syllable, Jarith cowuld tell
the spell was different. He watched n satisfaction as a
tiny ball of reddish emergy formed in the centre of the
ward. Slowly it began to expand. Jarith waited patient-
ly forit to form into whatever the entity wished to look
like onthis occasion. But it didn't stop growing. Jarith
frowned and glanced back at the book. Yes, he'd got the
promumnciations right this time. He looked at the ward.
The ball of energy had expanded to almost touch the
edgesof the ward-spell. Evenas he watched, the energy
touched the ward-lines. The wardstones at each jmction
of the pentacle shattered explosively, spraying frag-
ments of stoneev here, Jarith had the common sense
to duck for cover behind his desk. Dust and stone frag-
ments rained downonhim. Thinking that he had never
flubbed a spell this badly before, he ventured to peek
over the top of the desk. His heart skipped a beat.

The creature standing — nay, towering — in what re-
mained of the warding circle was like nothing Jarith had
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ever seen. [t certainly wasn't any air elemental! At least
seven feet tall and hugely muscled, it could have been
called a tiger. Except tigers rarely had nine-inch long
lower fangs, or jet-black eyes. Or two tails. Jarith
blinked. Make that tigresses. She sported two sets of
breasts, a rather generously endowed upper set and a
more moderate set justbelow the first pair. Evenas the
alarm bells began to ring in the back of Jarith's mind, her
eves locked with his. Jarith whimpered.

“Are youthe one who dares summon me?” Somehow, she
managed to make a bass voice sound female.

“M-m-meee?” Jarith squeaked.

The demoness frowned and gestured peremptorily. Jarith
suddenly found himself standingin front of her. His nose
came i just below her ribcage. “Yes, you, little mortal.”

“W-w-well, yes. I mean, nol Er... uhm... sort of?*

The frowndespened. “Which is it, then? Did youor did
you not perform the summoening?”

Jarith gulped “Uhhhh... I did perform a summoning, but
it was to summona minor air elementall Certainly [

never inkended to summonanything like you! Whatever
YOu are. .. er... ma‘am?”

She glared at him, and Jarith swore he could feel his fur
beginto smoulder. “The incantation to summonme i3 very
specific. While its basic components are like any other
surmmmonimg spell, even a fool couldn't miss the variances
in intonation.”

The mouse shivered. “I promise you! The spell was
posed to be for minorair elementals! It's in the book!” he
waved toward the table.

The tigress-d@mon snapped her fingers, and the book
was in her hand. The pages turmed, unaided, and then
stopped. She peered at the page, then squinteda bit A
slow smile spread across her face, and she began to
chuckle. “It would seem you have fallen wictim to a
spelling error... of sorts.”

Jarith stared at her. “What do you mean?”

She held the book outfor him to see. It looked the same
as before. She muttered something, and the page shifted
minutely. Jarith was horrified to see the two accents he
had “missed” earlier disappear. “Your book has been
tampered with magically.” There was grim amusement
in her voice.

Jarith slumped despondently. He was caught. Meaning.-
fully ornot, he had summoned her. And he knewwithout
a doubtthat she was far beyond his meagre powerto an-
trol. “What is your price?” he whispered.

Demonic laughter boomed, rebounded from his walls,
shaking dust from his ceiling. “My, you're quick to give
inl Mostoften they make all sorts of pitiful threats or
[.'rlE&S. What kind of a mage are }ﬂ}u?""

“I'm not,” he sighed. “I'm an apprentice. That's why 1
was prachising the summoning. I kept getting, er... dis-
tracted. That's why I didn't notice the in the
spell book.” Anger flashed in him for a moment.“*Who
would want to do that to me?™

The tigress nodded. “Indeed. Simple enough to divine,
though.” She held up a hand, palm up,and murmured a
string of words. With a soft pop, the image of a iny wolf
appeared in her hand. Jarith ized it instantly as
one of the older students, cne whom he had been vying
with for Merry's attention. It was only when the figure
whirled, looked into the damoness’face, and collapsed
with a tiny scream, that Jarith realised that it was m
image. She picked up the limp form by the scruff of the
nieck, between her thumb and forefinger, “Why wouldhe
want to do this to you? Did you bed his woman?”

Ears flushing furiously, whiskers twitching with embar-
rassment, he replied, “No. He and [ are both interested
in the same girl.”

“Ah. I see. This wouldnt happen to be the “distraction’
you mentioned earlier, would it?

Jarith's embarrassment deepened “Ahh... yas.”

She nodded, amusement sparkling in the black depths of
her eyes. 5till carrying the inert miniature wolf, she
walked over and sprawled onhis bed. It groaned under
her weight. “You asked about my price. Usually, a ser-
vice of some sortis performed before [ exact my price. Do
vou have anything in mind?"

He stared at her, nonplused. “A service?”

She nodded again. “Perhaps vengeance uponthis pitiful
worm?” she nuzzled the unconscious wolf, running her
tongue over him. “He doesnt taste too bad. I could eat
hirm like this, just as a minor favour to you.”
“No!™ Jarith was horrified. “T mean, sure, he pulled a
vile trick on me, but | couldn’t just kill him!*

A wicked grin crossed her face. “But it'd be me eating
him.”™

Jarith glared. “It'd be the same thing."

“Hmonm... perhaps you'dlike tohave yourlady friend?”
She motioned, and Merry was in his arms. The ring-
tailed cat was completely nude and staring at him with
huge, frightened eyes.

“Jarith,” she mewed, “please, what's going on?”

The tigress waved nonchalantly. “T could evenhave her
lust after you, begging to fulfill vour every fantasy.” Sud-
denly, Merry's expression changed, became something
sultry and hungry. She wrapped her arms around his
neckand rubbed against him, her body soft and sleek and
warm against his. Jarith stared at her, mouth working
silently. Every dream, fantasy, desire he had ever had
about Merry boiled to the surface. She smiled at him
with half-lidded eyes and slowly ran her tongue over
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her muzzle, Her scentfilled his nostrils. She rana hand
down her body and cuppeda breast, gently teasing the
nipple. The mouse shivered.

“No," Jarith whispered.
The demoness arched an eyebrow. “Hmmm?"”

“No." he stated, a litde louder this time, his voice some-
what strained. “Much as I want Merry, [ don't want her
like this. Not this way.” He gently, firmly pushed the
little cat away. “FPlease, puther back the way you found
her, where youfoundher.” Merry vanished as she had
appeared, with a flick of the tigress’ wrist. Jarith
slumped suddenly, feeling rather weak in the Imees.
“Please — there's nothing I want.”

Suddenly he was kneeling at the demoness’feet. She
smiled downat him, mischief gleaming inher eyes. “Oh
yes, there is something you want, little mousie. Two
things, in fact. AndI grant them. Now there’s only the
payment to extract.” Jarith looked confusedand a little
frightened. “Don’t worry,” she purred. “You'll like
vour... gifts. Now we'll take our due and be gone.”

“We?" he squeaked. He felt something touch his knees.
Locking down, he could see two black-furred hands pro-
truding from the floor, resting on his knees. As he
watched, a head grew out of the floor between the
hands. A neck and torso followed. The black she hell-cat

smiled at him with acid green eyes. Evenas he looked up
to the tigress demon, he could feel another hell-cat
flowing up out of the floor behind him. Powerful arms
wrapped around his chest, and a tongue like liquid fire
carested the inside of his ear. When his eyes met the
d@&Emaoness’, her muzzle was inches fromhis. She smelled
of brimstone and musk.

“We haven't had a toy mousiein a long, long time,” she
purred. His clothes dissolved with a gesture.

Jarith closed his eyes whenhe felt the muzzle press be-
tween his legs.

Jarith woke with a start, heart poumding. Someone held
him tightly, showering his cheeks and muzzle with kiss-
s, Terror gripped him as he forced open his eyes.

Merry. She was ecstatic, babbling, “You saved me! You
could have done anything youwanted, had me any way
you wanted! But you sent me away and banished that
hoerible womanall by yourself! Oh! You're wonderfull
And gallant! Oh, Jarith!” She flung her arms around him
and lay her head against his chest,

Jarith held her to him gently, the warmth of her near-
niss buoying him up as he stroked her back-

It was one spelling mistake that he never regretted. &
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