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Wark!

THE + JOURNAL - OF « APPLIED + ANTHROFOMORFHICS

Needs You

...or at least your stories and art!

We're looking for fiction, essays, and artwork — especially comic

strips, spot art and filler illustrations, and cover art.

...And remember, “anthropomorphic” doesn’t just mean “funny
animals” or “furries"—nearly anything can be anthropomorphized!

-
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Submission Guidelines )

In general, we ask that material submitted to Yarf! be origmal works (not
previously or simultaneously published elsewhers). Exceptions, E.peuu]l}'
older or more ohscure material, will be considered on a case-by-case basis

For artwork of any sort, pleagse send quality reproductions (no originals,
pleasa), with a margin of 1,/2" on all sides. Cover art should be roughly square
and at least 7 1/2° wide. We encourage artists fo send ue existing unpublizhed
meaterial that owr readers would otherice never see as weil as wew arboark.

If possible, stories and articles should besent ona 31,/2" computer disk . This
saves us a great deal of re-typing. Any common Macntosh or IEM word

processing format is acceptable.

This iz nof an X-rated *zine. Material of an overtly sexual or gratuitously violent
nature isnot accephed. While Yarfl is certainly not a “children’s magazine”, we
don’t want to worry about who reads it. MPAA movie ratings seem to be an
accepted means of defining content; we prefer G-, PG-, or R-rated material,

Remember, we exercise editorial prerogatives, Not all material we receive will
be accepted, and we may ask that changes be made to a ﬁu‘brmmm before
publication. We are, after all, not an APA — we are a magazine.., people pay
good money for this, and we want Yarf] to be the best it can pﬂﬂl.hly'h:.

Send your submissions to...
Yarf! Magazine
F.O. Box 1299
Cupertino, CA 95015-1299

Join Some of Our
Popular Features...

Empires
Aee of Spades » Chris Grant

Other Comic Strips
Faobert & Eatring » Kris Kreuteman
Freefall = Mark Stanley
Buffalo Wirgs #+ John Nunnemacher
Rufus the Red » Monika Livingston
Ranea
* A Gift of Fire, A Gift of Blood”
"The Lighthouse"

* Watts Martin »

Web Federation
*_..But Can You Do This?™
“"Home Cookin™
“"Feasts and Famines"

* Waverly Pierre II1 »
“Evening of the Lepus”
"Rl 23
“Fox, Rabbit, Acton™
“Unfit to Be Tied™
» Ken Pick »

Wormholes
“Essays on the First Semihumans”
“Sundance™

* [ave Bryvant »

“Happy Families"
» hMark Parker =

“Birth Is a Messy Busineas™
= Clint Warlick =

Nightfighters
“Learning the Craft™
“The Star™
"Satisfaction Guaranteed ™
"Cul-de-Sac”
= Diave White =

2400
“Escape to New York”
"The World of 2400™
* Roz Gibson *

Plus regular contributions by:
Bryce Nakagawa = Fred Patten
Roy Pounds * Lance Eund

While w doour best to put ¥anT out on a regullar

Tasis, pleass remesber that it 5 produced in the

staff's s pame time, and i nof & professional publi-
cation. Comsianal delays are mevitable
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David White
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Subscriptions
Timiny F. and Thomas A.
Argument Clindcians

Mewt G,
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SUBSCRIPTIONS
Subscriptions are available at
therate of $45.00 for eight issues
{please see “Flaming Hair-
balls” for details), Back issues
are available; please wrnte for

prices.
Make checks payable to Yarf!

Send all subscription and
requests for information to:

Yary!
P.O. Box 1299

Cupertino, CA 95015-1299
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Crazed for the Latest Issue
Cower by Monika Livingstone
Flaming Hairballs

Yarf! Staff
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Yarf! The [owernal af Applied Anfirropemerphics, Issue #34, January 1995. Published by YarfT,
F.Qx. Box 1289, Cuperting, CA 93013-1299, All art and stories © 1995 by the respective
artist or author. All other material © 1995 by Yorf! Mo material may be reproduced

without permission, except for reviews with propercredit. Fill in the blank
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Editorial rnmhlings and letters of comment from you to us and from us to you.

4y h, the holidays... don't youjust love "em? Like many
other things, they have a habit of getting in the way
of life, but what the hell. Well, becauseof the holi-
days, sickness, family obligations, conventions coming
earlier than usual, et cetera —ha! Caught va off guard!
Thought we were gonna tell ya why Yarf! is late or some-
thing, eh? Mot a chance. Not only is this, our fifth an-
niversary issue, ontime, it's ahead of schedule, and larg-
er than usual to boot. We've even managed to get outa
special supplementfor all of vou te enjoy: The Yart! An-
thropomorphic  Biblingraphy, compiled by Fred Patten.

It's hard to believe that we've published Yarf! for five
years now., In that time, many have wondered about our...
ahem... unusual choices in titles. 5o let's take a trip down
memory lane, back to 198% and a party held in the wilds
of 3anta Clara County, California, Conversation turmed
to the lack of a regular anthrozine and thence to the
questicn of what to call such a ‘zine. More names than one
couldshake a stick at tumbled out. The best name had to
be short and distinetive and couldn’t contain “Fur-" any-
thing oranything “-fur”, as the idea was to encourageas
many different usesof anthropomorphics as possible. A
couple of suggestions eperyrone felt had to be used some-
how: “The Journal of Applied Anthropomorphics® and
“Flaming Hairballs®, The name “Yarf!* seemed to come,
like the Lorelei, out of nowhere — though Kris Kreutz-
man had uwsedit a couple of years before ana drawing of
Fobert and Katrina, (Cthers insisted that ourhost’s dog
suggested the name.) And that's the way it was.

And now— back to the future! This year will see the con-
clusion to Empires: Ace of Spades, though there will be
some follow-up stories by Chris Grant and others to keep
vouall going. We hope to have the next installments of

fn COur Image from Watts Martin, along with many more
illustrations to go with it. We're also krying to stay in
touch with James Charles Lynn, author of the Arissa sto-
ries; some assistance would be of help here, as James is
hard to keep track of. There's also much more zany stuff
from Dawve Claerhiout, {Beam!) Dave White (chief of the
Exchequer) has talked of a completely rewritten Nighi-
fighters. And, of course, there’ll moreof all the assoried
craziness that we hope you've come to expect.

Another couple of questionswe get are, “What do you
guy's get from putting this thing cut?™ and, “JTustwhat do
you guvs doin real life, anyway? Well, Yarf!is a labor
of love. None of the staff is paid for workingonit, other
than getting cenfributor issues and meeting many of you
at conventions, through the mails (both snail mail and E-
mail}, or on the phone.

As for who doeswhat: Dave White collects the mail and
keeps the banking stuff up to date. Dave Peyton will
help us keep up with our contributors — a never-ending
job — and will try to let folks knowthat we have re-
coived their contmbutions and whether or when wee will
be using them. Kris keeps up with the subscriptions,
keeping our subscriber and contributor databases, (And, as
if there aren’t enough Daves to remember...) Dave
Bryant formats the stories for publication and specifies
each issue’s typography. Jeff, as Editor/Publisher, keeps
track of everybody, mails current and back issues, and an-
swers many of the inguiries we receive,

We also get help from many of our contributors and sub-
scribers, Most notable in this effort are Monika Living-
stone and Gerald Perkins, Monika for just keeping usall
movingin the right direction and Gerald for helping to
look over some of the stories that come in.

Freef@l oo mack staniey

What do
you mean
"First timea"?

Hal First
time you ever

| delete the games | lose
from my memory. Alll
recall is my unbroken

siring of victorie ﬂ.’/

Sigh...He's getting
more human every
day.

EN e A A L




We all have real jobs, which tend to take time that some
folks seem to think we should lavish on Yarf! Kris
Kreutzman is a software quality engineerat Apple Com-
puter, Inc, Dave White worksin a publicsafety pesition
here inSanta Clara County. Jeff Ferris is an administra-
tive-coordinator contractor for high-tech compandes in
the Silicon Valley. Dave Pevton is anengineerat Micrel,
a valley semiconductorfirm. Dave Bryant worksas a ty-
pographer and layout artist for a biweekly nurses news
magazine. Last, butnot least, regular columnist Fred Fal-
ten works for Streamline Fictures in southern California.

All this was brought to mind by a reader’s response to a
bopic in & recent installment of “Flaming Hairballs”. It
seems he felt that our characterization of this fine publi-
cation as a fanzine was an injustice to Yerf! While it's
frue that we strive to bring our readers a high-quality
product, we are not, cannot be, and indeed donotwish to
be considered a professional magazine. We very much
prefer to view Yarf! as a sort of training ground for up and
coming artists and writers, and as a forum for those who
wish to contribube for the sheer love of the genré.

Found in an art catalog by Ed Strickland of Austin, TX
and presented without comment LeowmE Demon. Proba-
bly from Susa, in southeastern Iran, ¢. 3000 BC. No clue
has been found regarding this creature’s identity or
meaning, but it is one of the most visually arresting sculp-
tures to survive from this peried of antiquity. The small
yet commanding figure undoubtedly represents a superhu-
man being pessessing female characteristics and ineffa-
ble power. The Mussumy'scopy is cast marble. Ht., includ-
ing polymer base, 4 3/4". (F10961) $45.00

Oncemore from Gerald Perkins of San Jose,
California:

[ seem to be writing youa lot. Well, YarfT
#33 deserves comment.

I got a real chuckle out of the exploding
newts, These critters give a new meaning to
"salamander”. I suppose one of the ones
semi-cooked on a stick could demonstrate
Mewtons Third Law.

For once I'd read the books before Fred re-
viewed them. I [ound his reviews, particu-
larly of Swann’s hMoreau trilogy, quite in-
sightful. But maybe that’s because [ agree

with him.

Oh, good, more Chelisse. Michael Payne is
developing a nice, consistent world here; one
in which there is a goodeconomic reason for
morphs. Society is what has to deal with
the results of the economy.] want to learn S
mare about it, More and more I'm seeing the Sk
physical Chelisse through Phil Bolton's S8
EVes.

Jim Groat sure has fun at the cons. Lucky fellow.

“Tenderloin” —hm, Roger Zelazny's “Dream Master™ in
a furry world? If vou're going to learn, learn froma mas-
ter. | found the ending a bit too ambiguous, but otherwise
a good story. Nice use of multiple meanings for “tender-
loin®. Dean Johnson's “Boudoir” made a good facing page.

“The Price of Admission”™ — ooh, that lady packs a
wicked left! (Anda b-a-a-dright! Ahem.) That bathing
stool looks like it might be practical. I wonderif any-
one's built one.

Hey, Nitrocoon's staeting to make sense. Ralphisn't. Do [
care? Mo, Am [ having fin? Yes.

I'd forgotten that Jeremy Kidd writes as well as draws.
Obviously his protagonist in “An Error in Spelling” need-
ed a spell checker. On the other paw, somedebts are a
pleasure to pay, if exhausting. But what did the de
moness do for Jarith?

I'm: going to be very careful about swatting sleepy-eyed
bugs in the futurs.

Did youknow that not very longago, the devilish little
construchon worker would have lit the fuse with a Li-
cifer?

I saved commenton “Happily, Ever After” to last fora
reason. That is some of the most powerful writing I've
seen in Yarf! The story reached in, grabbed my emotions,
and pulled. I hope we see many more staries by Tim Sus-
man.

From Eric Hinkle of Northampton, PA:

Yay! Another great issue in number 32!
And to quote specifics....

1) Loved the cover! Monika Livingstone
never fails with her toop-notch furry
art. Lisa lennaco, Anthony Waters, and
Dean [ohnson's pieces were good top —
let's ee some more from these peopla!

2) “Allentown”. Right on, Foz! She
masthave lived out here, to know what
it's like for steelworkers and their fam-
ilies, 1 den't know if I can agree with
her view of the unions, though — 1
heard stories of what it was like when
they went into Bethlehem Steel. Before
it was over, they called out the state
militia. Sounded like & scene from Ace
of Spades,

3) And talking aboutthe Ace of Spades,
looks like the end is near, ¢h? I like
masteverybody in the story, so of course
thes']l all die or be maimed or whatev-
er. I'll miss them. Yarf! will just seema
little poorer without them. Ah well,
lite goes on.

{Confinued on page 6)
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Patien’s Poutifications

by Fred Patten

] orph fandom is doing justfine in its own little
world. However, it often seemsas though it is
unknownand /or misunderstood by the broader

saciety of “fandom in general”, which has the notorious

stereotype of us as a group of mental adolescents who
slaver over funny-animal pomoegraphy.

Twao articles have just appeared that presenta much
more favorable and accurate description of us. Both are
writhen by major practitioners in our field, and are proba-
bly as comprehensive as they can be without getting =
detailed as to become boring to general readers.

File 770 #105, August 1994, published by Mike Glyer
(5828 Woodman Avenue, apt. 2, Van Nuys, Calif. %1401;
noindividual price listed, $8.00 for5 issues) is a 22-page
issue of Glyer's Hugo-winning fanzine of general commen-
tary on SF fandom. This issue includes a three-page sur-
vey of furry fandom, “Essential Refurance”, by Taral
Wayne.

Taral mentions the creation of the “funnyanimal®™ AFA
Vootie by Feed Waller and Ken Fletcher in 1976, but he
feels that furry fandom wasn't really established until
1984, when two things happened: first, Voolie died and
was replaced by Rowrbrazzle, a more successful "fanzine
club” for funnv-animal artists tosocialize in and murhure
their commoninterest; and second, furry independent
comics became a self-aware separate category, with
Recd Waller and Kate Worley's Owmaha, the Caf
Dancer, Joshua Cuagmire’s Cutey Bunny (in his Army
Surplus Komikz), and Jim Groat's Equing the Uncivi-
lized.

Taral's brief survey covers the existence of furry fanzines
such as Yarf! and Bestiary, the furry BBSs and Furry-
MUCEK, and the social gatherings at ourownConFurences
and other conventions such as the San Diego Comic-Con,
which have become unofficially established as places
where furry fans should congregate. However, after not-
ing the successful establishment of these, he adds, “The
one grea of the funmy animal field that once led and per-
haps lags mew is the black and white comic.” He then de-
vobes a whele page — a third of the article, the largest
single portion —to a history of the ‘morph independent
Comics since 1964,

It seems strange that the bulk of this survey concentrates
onwhat Taral feels may currently be its least successful
aspect. The roll call of evanescent titles implies that
furry fandom is always onthe brink of expiring. But
there is a point to this. Taral editorializes that, while
we may not be growing, we are not lesing ground. Can-
celled titles are always replaced by an equal number of
new ones. Furry fans are loyal to the geneé, and deter-

mined not to let it die. But is this enough? “Can [furry
fandom] grow far without more development of its public
face, the comic book? Oy is a prafessional side in fact ir-
relevant?” Howdo we feel abontthis? Do we want furry
fandom to expand, or to remain coss nosirg, Our oWn
small, private thing?

(There are a couple of minor errors, Equine the Uncive-
lized ought to be credited to Richard Konkle as wall as to
Jim Great. Taral says that the final appearance of
Vootie was in 1984, and that, "At almost the moment
Vootie passed away, Marc Schirmeister brought into
beinga new APA, called Rowrbrazzie,” Vootie #37 was
publizshed in February 1983 and Rowrbrazzie #1 was pub-
lished in February 1984, so they were actually a year
apart, although Taral is correctin that Schirmeister, a
Vootie member, tried for several months to keep Vootie
going before giving up and creating Rowrbrazzle as a re-
placement for it. So there was a direct continuity between
the two.}

This favorable survey would be noteworthy if it were not
overshadowed by the almost simultancous publication of
a twelve-and-a-hali-page analysis ina “Special Furry
Fandom Issue” of Phiogiston (#40, the d42-page fouth 1994
issue; published by Alex Heatley, P. 0. Box11-708, Man-
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ners Street, Wellington, New Zealand; NZ$3.00 or
US56.00). The File 770 survey is for those who want only
a brief description of furry fandom. The Phlogisfon in-
depth article is for those who want to know what furry
tandomis reallyabout. (And Phlogiston #41 includesad-
ditional discussions of furry fandom in its letters column. )

This is actually two articles, oneby Jefferson Swycaffer
and one by Craig Hilton, Swycaffer’s article is itself in
two parts. He first defines *Furry Fandom™ as “the or-
ganised apprecintion and dissemination of arf and prose
regarding ‘Furries,” or fictional mammalian anthrope
morphic characters.” After briefly tracing its fascination
back to prehistoric tribal shamanism and the mythology
of Egypt and Greece, Swycaffer analyses its attraction in
three psychological and behavioristic maotafs: the desire
for communication with animels, the release of the in-
stinct for sexual aitraction, and fhe release for a kind of
parenting instinct, with the latter luwo gffects being trig-
gered by visual cues. The second part is a survey, which
is almost as longas Taral’s entive piece in File 770, of the
more notable characters and titles in anthropomorphic
comics of the past fifteen years.

Craig Hilton"s even longer “Insider’s View from the Out-
side” is a masterful description and history of furry fan-

dom, especially since Hilton keeps apologizing for his
lack of knowledge dueto his isolation in Western Aus-
tralia. The only gap that T see s in his admatted igno-
rance as to exactly when and how the tradition of furry
room parties with those notoriousblack sketchbooks got
started at fan convenbons, and that i coversd in the dis-
cussions in Phlogizton #41. Hilton has facts here that |
didn't know, such as that the specific term “Furry Fan-
dom” was beingused in fanzines as early as 1983, As good
as Taral's and Swycaffer's articles are, they are almaost
superfluous next to this seven-page history, which gener-
ally gives the same information in greater and more suc-
cinct detail. Imgeneral, this could appear in the Encyclo-
pedia Britannice as a definitive summary of the entire

scope of Furry Fandom.

It's nice to know that there is a favorable review of "mor-
ph fandom in Fife 770 #105, but unless you're collecting
every publication with even a slight reference to our
genré in it, you don'tneed this. Phliogiston #40, onthe
other hand, should be read by everyone whao is seriously
interested in a comprehensive and intelligent depiction
of furry fandom — or who wants one onhand to show to
acquaintances who ask, "What do vousee in that Furry
sexetuff?” Inaddition to the writing, Phlogisfon is well-
illustrated with a dozen examples of the art of such
leading ‘morph cartocnists as Hilton himself, Taral
Wayne, Ken Fletcher, Chris Grant, Steve Gallacei,
Tommy Yune, and others.

Incidentally, the use of the term “"Furry Fandom™ by both
File 7700 and Phlogiston is a strong a:gument that this
has become the standard name for ourgenre, whether we
like it or not — although there is not yet any standard-
ization as to whether the words should be capitalized.

Chorus Skating, by Alan Dean Foster. New York, Warner
Books/Aspect, October 1594, 344 pages, 55.99; ISEN 0-
336-36237-9,

Authors — and reviewers — of long-rumning series have
the problem that, when new titles are toosimilar to pre-
vious volumes, the reaction tends to be, “Ho, hum, the
same old stuff.” But when they are too different, there
are complaints that, “This isn't the series that every-
body knowsand loves!™, rather than congratulations for
originality,

Charus Skating is the eighth* of Foster's Spellsinger
novels, The first six, published between 1983 and 1986,
related the adventures of Jon-Tom Meriweather, a
human wanna-be rock guitarist, in a funny-animal uni-
verse where musichas magical powers. Each novel fea-
tured Jon-Tomand his lovably srumpysidekick, Mudge
the otter, ona questto save the world from some dire
menace. There were plenty of colorful supportingcharac-
ters, such as a rabbit riverboat gambler and a parrot pi-
rate. The series was a skillful blend of humer, light ad-

“More specltically, it isine elghih paperback volume, 1he FIrst Bwo Booksare actiaally a sINEHR avel [0 two parts, and they were onginally published as
one title, Spellsimger af e Gate, So it is debatable as o whether Clorus Skatdeg |5 the sevendh or the aighth novel,
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venture, and a threat of serious danger. Foster apparent-
by decided that he was finished with the series with
the sixth volume, because he very pointedly wrapped up
all the loese ends and gave it a happily-ever-after oon-
clusion.

When Foster revived the series in 1993, he got around
that conclusion by setting Som of Spellsinger eighteen
years later, and starring the teen-age children of Jon-Tom
and of Mudge. (Reviewed in Yarf!#26.) It was nice to see
the series back, but the teens just didn't have the charis-
ma of their parents.

Mow Foster has returned to his formula, with all of the
plusses and minuses that this means. He has found an
amusing and plausible excuse to brng Jon-Tom and Mudge
back: they are having a mid-life crisis, and want to
prove to themselves that they are not too old to goad-
venturing any more. Their goal is to have justa little ad-
venture, not much more than a camping trip. But before
they realize it, they are joiningin the rescueof a beauti-
ful princess — make that a whole bevy of beautiful,
headstrong ‘morph princesses — from a brigand lord.
Events escalate from there until, once again, they must
save the whole world from an ominous disaster.

The parts of Chorus Skaling are greater than the whole.
JoneTom and Mudge are their old selves, and Spellsinger
fams will delight to have them back. There are colorful
new characters, such as the half-dorzen richly-dressed
princesses (mongoose, lynix, gorilla, ete.) who are notused
to roughing it during their rescue; Lieutenant Naike, the
harried commmander of the mongooseroval guards who
finds himself expected to retum each of the proncesses to
her ownkingdom; Silimbar, the tamarin traveling mer-
chant; and many more. There are exotic new locales, like
the delta city of Mashupro, consisting of self-aware
houses onstilts that canwalk about at their dwellers’
comumands And the mdividual adventures that Jon-Tom,
Mudge, and their companionsencounter are reascnable
and well-handled.

However, the overall tone of Chorus Sketing makes it a
comparatively weak novel. The basic premise, of two
middle-aged heroes comingout of retirement to convinee
themselves that they still have what it takes, may be
heart-warming, but it lacks the drama of the earlier ad-
ventures, The world-threatening — nay, wniverse-
threatening — disaster that eventually materializes is
the most implausible in the whole series. As a serious
menace, it ranks with Dr. Soran in Star Trek: Gemera-
tioms. It also feels like it was tacked onjustbecause Cho-
rus Skating wouldn'tbe true to the Spellsinger formulaif
it didn’t end with a threat tothe whole world. Asa re-
sult, Chorus Skating doesn'tbuild toa climax as muchas
it fizzles out.

It's been nice to be with Jon-Tom and Mudge once again,
but maybe it would be best to leave them in happy retire-
ey

et now, >

FLAMING BRIRBALLS
(Continued from page 3)

4) "Owner”, The ugly side of the Double Helix world.
Still a well-told story. The mostdisheartening part was
Walter's becoming as bad as the people he hated. I don't
know why I expected more nobility than that, saving
that furrydomessentially is about *hero stories”, From
Albedo ondown, 99% of all “furry” stories are primarily
about hereic individuals — people who defeat their ene-
mies not by power but simply by Doing the Right Thing,

Which is the main improvement over most current
comics, [ think.

Well, [ want towrap this up,s0 I'll hurry. [im Groat and
Robert and Kafring were funny as always,

Where're Jack Lynch and Susan? Or for that matter, ev-
erybady’s favorite “space furries”, the Thalendri? I miss
Marta and the Haiuts.

Lastly, if you want some more amateur stories at Yarf/,
why not try putting the occasional picture in and chal-
lenging the readers to comeupwith a story that best goes
with it? Youcould give the winner a free issueof Yarflas
a reward, That should raise some interest!

So long and pood luck.

Andlast butnotleast from oneof our regular contributors,
Roy D. Pounds I1:

Hidey!

What's this? Deadly, explosive bugs, volatile newts and
sinister, insidiows plots between characters to do each
other in? (Why wasn't I invited?)

I hadn't had as much fun with an issue of Yarf!, since
that first oneaeons ago. It kinda reminded me of that
coyobte—road runnercartoon in which ol” Wile E let loose
all those delta-winged sticks of dynamite, (Funny how
with & lit fuse, they only exploded on contact.)

Toss another newt on the fire for me. -

Deadlines (We really mean it this time...1)

Femember, the deadlines listed are not written in stone,
and are subjectto change without notice — bearing that
im mind, though, we would like to point out that we are
gring to be more rigorous about them in the future, (A
good rule of thumb to remember is that deadlines for up-
coming 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 occasionally
interfere. We doencourage people to do this at home. ...

#36: 30 April 1995 #39: 31 October 1995
#37: 30 June 1995 #40: 31 December 1995
#38: 31 August 1995  #41; 29 February 1996
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nervously at a plastic fem. Someone was going to laugh,

1 was sure. | could already feel the back of my neck fur
ETOWing warm.
I looked around to find a security guard glaring at me
from the other side of the walkway, Puzealed, I glanced
downto find that my claws had nearly shredded the
faux plant to death; my face grew warm as my hand shat
away from the greenery and disappeared behind my
back. He gave me one last frown and sauntered farther

along the upper deck of the mall.

Before I could 2o much as glance back at the store, howev-
er, & passing panther purred loudly at me, a brash teen in
a black leather jacket and black jeans — if his slightly
dappled fur and his clothes had not been of different
shades of black, I might have taken him for a shadow,
“Busy Saturday night?” he asked pleasantly, his ears
perked. Eyes of amber roamed over my body and stopped
at places I'd rather that they hadn't.

“l... um, yeah, [ am, sorry.” [ felt a little guilty seeing
his ears droop — butnotmuch, It would have beenfar too
awkward to try to explain my circumstances, Besides, 1
did have plans for Saturday, though not of my own de-
Vising.

I sighed quictly, relieved, when he contineed downthe
mall. My T-shirt rustled wncomfortably against my chest
a5 [ did so, a little tight. Reminded of my business, ]
shifted my shirt a bit, then stepped quickly toward the
store before [ found another reason to delay.

I paused outside the store’s window front and picked

Despite my anxiety, the store did its best to be warm and
inviting. Soft music wafted frominside, a tunethat Idid
not recognize directly butthat played games of tag with
snatches of half-remembered melodies, Within and in
front of the glass window front, | saw notthe expectad
mannegquins but small caken tables set with chessboard
tiles and a few mugsof coffes that smelled sweet and
tich.

I took a hesitant step toward the store, then another. Fi-
nally, I summoned my courage and walked inside, trying
to look as casual as I could about it, despite the fact that
my legs all quivered.

Atortoise-shell cat was at my side almost immediately.
She looked meover, her orangeeyes intent, and then she
broke into a warm smile. “Hello,” she said, almost
purring. "My name is Isclde, Welcome to TRIEI What
may I do for you today?”

“I... urmnen, just looking,” I stammered.

“All right! she said cheerfully. “IF you see anything
you like, let me know and I'll help you with it!” With
that, she glided behind a table, picked upa clipbpard,
and started making marks onthe top sheet, apparently
taking inventory.

I slowly padded around the racks of clothing, beingcare-

TRIGI

By Pavid Green

[lustrated by Conrad Wong

lsolde ereated by Maggie de Hlarcon;
Isolde and TRI@! used with permission

ful lest my hindbody knock one ever. I lifted a few
sleeves, looked at them against my clouded-leopard-
spotted fur, stroked my fingertips over the soft fabric.
Everything looked nice... butl couldnt envision any of it
on myself. Admitting defeat, [ called lsolde back over.

She joined me with a cheerful expression. *Yes, ma‘am?”

“I'm looking for something formal — something appro-
priate towear toa ball,” T confessed, “But I'm not sure ex-
actly what.... I've never done this before.”

Isolde nodded, and looked thoughtful for a moment. “You
don‘tneed anything for... down there, doyou?" She indi-
cated my hindbody.

I shook my head. “I don't think so. Unless you have
something formal that fits a “taur down there?™

“Well, nothingthat’s intended to,” she said. “Thoughif
you wanted something, [ suppose [ could find —*

*That's all right,” T interrupted, half-forcing a smile.
“I'll just see what you have; I'm sure it will be fine,”

She nodded, and peinted across the store. “T think [ have
something that would look just perfect on you over
there,” she said. “Follow me.”

Carefully, 1 padded after her, glancing about at the dif-
ferent clothes, I felt horribly unsureof myself — mostly
because | hadn't been female long, and had no concept of
how to shop for clothes fora female. [t was amusing ina
way. Magic ran rampant through this place. It was only
natural that I should eventually be caught, even if it was
just a tease from a friend.

Gender-swapping was, however, an interesting way of
showing friendly affection, I mused with a bit of a chuck-
le. At least he'd offered to swap me back if I showed up
toa formal ball like this — hence my need for a new out-
fit. Besides, shifted like this, I found my clothes chafing
In strange places,

page 11



Meanwhile, Tsolde riffled through a rack of vests swift-
ly. She pulled one part way out, congiderad if, loaked
back at me, and putit back, shaking her head. Her fin-
gersdanced a few outfits down and stopped at & black one
with gold trim. Pulling it partway oul, she eved me, then
the vest again. “Here, hold this,” she said, handing it
and a belt she snared from a rack to me Tentatively, I
took them. Tassels dangled from the belt into the fur m
my arm, tickling slightly.

[ looked the wvest over and tried vainly to imagine it o
me while Isalde rushed over to a rack of bloises and
glanced rapidly between them and me, pulling them out
seemingly at random, and rejecting them for nostronger
purpase. Justwhen I finally gave up encreating a mental
image of the vest onme, Isolde triumphantly took a
blowse fully from the mck and paraded over with it.
“Take this,” she said. “Dressing roomsare over there. 1
wiant you to try these on, while I get some accessories
ready for wou”

Slightly bemused at the whole process, [ retired to the
dresging room she indicated, which was, fortunately,
spacious enough even for a ‘faur. It ought to be simple
enough, I told myself as I stripped off my shirt. The
blouse goes on first. Then the belt. Then the vest

When I tried to button the blouse, I found that the bubons
were putonthe wrongway. [ almost said something, butl
recalled from somewhers that ladies’ blouses did have
buttons on the “wrong” side. I muttered something about
stupid customs,and laboriously fastened the garment. I
wrapped the cord belt aboutit, trying to fasten the buck-
le and manage the tassels which insisted on going every
which way. The wvest was far more cooperative.

Finally dressed again, I timidly ventured out of the
room. “How bad is it?" T asked Isolde when I caught
sight of her.

“Bad?” She grinned, “You look absolutely gorgeous!
Here; put these on, too,” The shopkeeper presented me
with a hodgepodge of bead and pearl bracelets. More re-
calcitrant tassels dangled from them, and promptly tan-
gled when the bracelets transferred to my hand. *Goon,”
she said, seeing me hesitate. It won't hurt.”

Slowly, 1 unknotted the bracelets and slipped them o
at 2 time onto my left wrist. Meanwhile, I felt Isolde
busily doing something or other to my tail. “Almost fin-
ished,” she said, walking up alengside me again. Her
hands slid something around my neck, fastening it in
back.

“Let’s have a look at it,” she said, leading meover to an
ermate mirror. Timidiy, I peered into it — and was sur-
prised at what [ saw. The blouse was a morelacy affair
than I'd thought, the half-length sleeves nigh-
transparent. The vest contrasted nicely with it, and the
gold trim sparkled. A phoenix pendant adorned a choker
at my neck, while a dbbonwrapped aboutmy tail. Isolde
fussed with my hair a bit, drawing it over my shoulder.

“What do vou think?" she asked,

A hint of a purr escaped my throat, “It's very nice,” I
said softly. Then with a smile, T added, “I think even my
friend will be impressed...."”

Isolde looked pleased. “Really,” she said ina tone that
wasn't quite a question. *I'm glad you like it." She ad-
justed the sleeve a little, andI "helped” her by primping
& bit, gazing into the mirror. Satisfled with her arrange-
ment of the blouse, she stepped back a little, “Is there
anything more 1 can get you?”

"I, I said, “This is lovely. Tharnk youw.”

“It was my pleasure,”
here again?”

"Oh, aye,” I sald, looking at her in the mirror. “How
could I nocd?”

Next time, though, I thought, ['d rather do it male. [
glanced at my reflection. Or perhaps not.. a

she replied. “Will [be seving you
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was sold during the fifth anniversary of Gene-corps’

business of custom-making “critters” for the affluent.

This, they told me, made me special. Although the
modified animals Gene-corps made had no rights in
any direction at all, I was allowed to beself-educated,
justas bong as I didn’t complain when I had to bend over
and take the pain,

I suppose ] soand a bit embittered about those who cace
for and feed mee, but I'm 1"||:_‘:-'|:j1:|$|; a pet, evenif [ amwhat
they call a “morphed” female skunk. They redid my
breasts so that anly two remained and these wera put on
my chest, They were puffed up with plasma implanis
to the point that T have occasional back-aches, They
told me that my name was to be Olivia. 1 don’ know
why, but being given a name instead of choosing ome for
myself somehow robs some of my individuality. That's
what it's like tobe a slave, | guess, My grinding bitter-
ness towards the humans was well hidden, sothat nat
even Gene-corps shrinks could detect it. As far as any-
one was concerned, [ was happy to be here, no worries,
w0 problem, haw can [ serve you, master.

I'was delivered ina white van to my owner, told that I
was lucky to not be delivered in a cryo-tank like earlier
maodels Another reminder of how lucky I was lobealive.
The guy who came down from the pash residence looked
like & sad-cyed pudgy farmer with a face that was be-
gmning to sag and wrinkle. 1 Bgured he was forty-five o
so. His marme was Joshua Keller, and he kept staring at
me the whole time the delivery man was goingover the
details of my dietary needs, He wasn't looking at methe
way a thousand other male humans did, with boiling
lust, but as if [ were an golden art object dredged up from a
tomnk, Maybe this guy wouldn't be so bad, [ thought,

Afler the release papers were si the delivery man
drove off, leavi me wilh 1the hurman who wouold male
my life. He seemed kind enoughas he introduced him-
self. He kept looking at my face instead of my tits,
which helped me hope for a truly civil master. His
house was huge! Two stortes high, with at least twenty-
five rooms. Why would one human want so much space
for himself?

It was duning vurhalf-hour tour of his place that I felt
the warning bells go off in my head. The feeling of dan-
get dido’t corne from him, but from a room, the one room
he didnt show me. I almest asked him what was woong
with that particular room, but 1 checked myself. I almost
made 2 big mistake, asking him something like that.
Hurnans, at least the gnesthat | know, don'trealize that
animals, “modified™ or otherwise, can sense things that
humans don't seem to detect.

I'read in a book about unusual phenomena — that farm
amimals, for instance, would get really jittery and per-
vous hours or days before an earthgquake hit the area.
That same book told aboutdogzthet barked at walls and
empty hallways and cats that fled from seemingly

Animus

By Nat Brogden

emply rooms. Was it possible, T realized with a chill,
that my animal qualities helped me feel the threat be-
hind the closed door? Could I tell Joshua that? He ap-
parently didn’t notice my worried expression. He kept an
walking and talking, getting further away from the ig-
nored room, 5o I trotted over to his side, thankful for the
growingsense of safeness, I'd have to give that place a
closer look, 1 promised myself. If 1 was to live here for
the rest of my life, [ wanted to know every inch of this
house.

Joshua was astonished at my ability tospot two conflict-
ing kinds of decor in the house, one kind dealing with art
deco pieces, the other with glorious, detailed paintings
of flowers. 1 also smelled slight hints of perfume here
and there. When I asked him if there was someme clse
living with him, ke shook his head, saying nothing
while looking away from me.

I spotted a gold-framed photograph on the fireplace
mantle. T was just tall enough to take it down for a better
look. She was a pretty, sweet-faced blende. Judging by
the quality ofthe picture, I guessed it was at least a few
years old. Under the picture was an oval emblem with
the words “Best Beloved™.

“Tashua?™ 1 said. *Wheo is this?”

“It"s noone vou know. Put that back.” The scolding tone of
his voioe jolted me, but I didn't show it

When [ putthe picture back where I found ik, Joshua was
standing too close behind me for comfortwhile staring at
me. When I looked at his face, I saw eyes a3 cold a3 a
tond’s. After we cleaned and put away the dishes, Joshua
said it was Hme to go to bed, 1had beenwaiting for that
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and at least tried to keep a straight face as he led me to
his bedroom. It tumed out to be next to the mysterious
room. Great. As he undressed [ realized that I didn't
have any clothes except what [ was wearing. When 1
pointed this out, he said to use one of his bathrobes. I
wenl to the dresser he pointed to, When | out a de-
cidedly feminine nightgown and looked at him with one
raised brow, his face wentcold again. [ felt it was best
not ba put anthat article, sel slipped into a black kimaono
deagon robe instead. We both climbed into bed but noth-
ing happened when the lights went out except for his
arm curling around mein a cuddle-hold, the way a little
kid holds a teddy bear.

Many humans don’t realize this, but human homminess
has a kind of muskysmell to it. Tsmelled enly a little of
that from him. Odd how he didn’t make any movesan
me, My critter-model, with all my intelligence implants
and breast modifications, had to runabout thirty thou-
sand dollars. That's a lot of cash to spend enjusta cuddly
pet. Maybe there was moreto him than [ had cynically
presumed. There almost always was with humans.

After a half-hour of waiting, 1 heard a ratting, intermit-
tent spore. Good. I didn’t want him hearing me bumping
arpund in the next room. The plush carpeting in the hall
and my bare feet kept my sneaking quist. I could anly
hear my ownbreathing, could only feel the fear a farmer
feels as he sees a tornado snaking towards him. When
that dooropens, I thought as I stoodin front of the room,
will giant clawed boogeyman hands vank me inside?
Will the floor be gone, a spiked pit the only thing o tee
before [ fall in? These were only rambling, childish
thoughts, butfear of the dark makes children of usall, I
guess. T touched the doorknob with my fingertips, then
slid my hand around the knob, Clenching my teath, T
opened the door and faced the darkness,

I then felt like a farmer who's standing right next to a
landscape-filling tomado. My ears swiveled around but T
couldn’thear a bump in the dark. I pawed the wall fora
light-switch and, having found it, readied myself for
the blood-stained room.

Light.

Mothing, Justa den-like room. I would have felt disap-
pointed if [ hadn't been still scared. The dread, the
knowledge that something was amiss grew until it al-
maost felt like mist on my fur. That's when [ saw the
woman suddenly appear. A translucent blonde umping
back towards me as if she had been startled. | yipped in
surprise. Holding my hand over my mouth, I jumped back
into the hallway.

She was gone. Then she jumped backwards again. And
again. And again. It dawned en meby degreesthat Iwas
locking at four seconds of one occurrence, like a film
that's played cverand everagain, There was action, but
nosound. It took five replays for meto muster the courage
to examine her. AsT crept into the room, Joshua's snoring

being an assurance that I wouldn‘tbecaught, I discovered
that this four-second show was three-dimensional. As [
walked around her, I gotbo se¢ who she was and what it
wias that made her fall backwards.

[t was the woman in the gold-framed photo. T couldn's
see anything but her, but it looked like someone had
fired a gun at her face. With a bright, silent gunshot
flash in her face, a powderbumed hole plugged into her
forhead, the back of her head openingup. Fortunately
nething more could be seen in that minute death-scene.
This apparation must have been what humans call a
“ghost” or "animus”. I found myself ralking to her out
loud.

"Who did this to you?”[ didn't expect an answer, Hell, I
still wasn't completely sure what T was looking at.

It was on the fifteenth repeat that I noticed a slight
change in the transparent woman; the eyes, once looking
at her attacker, were now fized on me.

“Ch, shit,” 1whispered. This is not real, Tiold myself. |
never would have guessedthat something so seemingly
harmless could be so frightening.

But all she did was give me the look of someons in e
bearable pain, as if she were begging me to save her.
Someonekilled me, the looped vision seemed to say, and
you must halp me.

Who could have killed her? Joshua had denied her very
existance and therefore denied her death. That one fact
made me comete a conclusionthat T didn't want to even
think about. This ghost still haunted the house of her
killer. Small wonder he skipped over this room during
the house-tour. This would explain why he purchased
me; “morphs”, as they like tocall my kind, den'thave
any rights. He could kill me and, if ] understand the laws
concemning (ene-corps “products”, get away with justa
slap on the wrist.

She was still staring at me when I came to another an-
clusion; if all this is so, then what will happen tome? [
can't tell anyome what 1 saw, especially not Joshua,
Would I end up like her, endlessly dying, forever suffer-
ing? Hate and fear of my owmner swirled around inside me,
Running away was no option. They wouldeither destroy
me on the groundsof “irreparably faulty thinking, or
zend me back to Joshua, who would do me in for sure.

There had tobe a way outof this, T pondered as 1left the
lady alone to die again in the dark. I slept little with
dread about my fubure almost making me cry.

In the moeming, at the kitchen table, I could only pick at
the special nukrient cereal that Gene-corps provided for
critter buyers. I found it difficult even to look at Joshua.

"You're not hungry?™ he asked. He looked at me quizzi-
cally. “You're not sick, are you?”

“Uh... no. I just had... scary dreams last night.”
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Joshua gcooted his chair towards meat the kitchen table
and said “What were those dreams about™

I wanted to yell at him, exclaim that I knew all about
his dirty little secret, butl had to keep quiet. My self-
imposed silence to cover my ass had started to chew m
my nerves. [ had to answer him, though. What could I
say that wouldn't sound like a Le?

“Olivia?™
Oh, dammn it all, T thought. “1 dreamt about ghoses.”

Raising an eyebrow, he mad a nencemmital “Hmm® and
scooted his chair back to his breakfast. We didn't say
anything else to each other for hours.

Joshua went out for the mail, giving me the opportunity
to study the mystery lady's death. Mulling over the de-
tails of what I saw last night, some things didn't mesh.
Something about the position of her hands bothered me.

She was going through the same motions as I tumed o
the lights. Having already witnessed her death, T
wasn't 50 spooked as intrigued by her. The eyes that nomer
followed every move I made weren't on my mind somuch
as her pose at the instant of her death.

I saw that her hands were wrapped around something in-
visible that was as large as her arm. Something about
the way her thumbsjerked downward justbefore she was
blown back made me realize what had really happened
here. I was almoest sure what she waniled with me, bt |
necded Joshua here to confirm my suspicons.

I wasn't suprised to see the astonished look on his face
when he saw me standing in the doorway of her death-
OO

As he marched over to me, a frownon his face, he said
“What were you doing in that roomT

I calmly replied, *I was discovering a dirty little secrat.”

I stepped into the roomjust as Joshua reached for my arm.
He followed mein. He didn't see the replaying death,
but I did. “Best beloved™ had her eyes fixed on himn now,

Looking him squarein the eye, I said, “What happened
to your wife?”

"ovlvia? T don't..." suddenly jolted by my statement, he
froze as he suddenly balled up his fists.

[ smiled, pleased that I finally gotpast his cold denial,
and said, “I'll tell you what happened toher. She died.
Because of you.”

His face flared into instant red-flushed rage. “What the
fuck are you talking about? I didn’t put @ gunto her
head!”

I sighed. “Humans are social creatures, Mister Keller.
When they are rejected or ignored by their mates, they
candie of loneliness, like someanimals of the forest, You
killed her, butnot with a gun. You killed her with your

coldness.”
His fists released into limp hands. I had hit home.

“That's it, isn'tit? Didn't she leave a notenearby totell
you why she did herself in? 1 understand humans are
prone to do that before they kill themselves.”

He wasn't next to me anymere. He was in a blood-
spattered room reading Sylvia's suicide nobe over and
over. It was his densal that her death was the result of
his apathy, the same take-but-not-give attitude that he
ustd enme that kept her in this reom, She couldn't take
being treated like an object, sowhen she died he decided
to buy a female that, according to law, was an object. [
wondered that if I didn’t find out his little lie, would I
be the next one to pull the trigger on myself?

He sooncame back to the present. Falling to his knees, he
wis too shunned to even ask mehow [ found out the truth.
His face was wet with tears as he whimpered, “Sylvi-
aaaa...." I foundit hard to feel sorry for him. At first.
Che thing that humansfail tounderstand aboutmy kind
is that with their gift of intelligence, we comprahended
that the value of companionship goes beyend mere breed-
ing urges or pack-hunts. How ironic that oneas voung as 1
would have to leach another as old as he about sucha
simple thing,

As he wept, as [ held him while he moumed, 1 noticed
that Sylvia had disappeared, pethaps happy with the
results she had wrought. T couldn’t say then whether he
could change tor the better at all. I'd like to think so. He
was still my master, and he needed me, really needed me
now. Maybe later we would be more than just servant and
master. There's no telling. Mothing is certain in this
world.

Humans are, after all, always odder than anything, or
anyane, that comes from a factory,
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SUCH A BURNING DESIRE
PART ONE
BY MICHAEL PAYNE

“Quitting time, love.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Chelisse flipped a few pagesin her note-
book, sureshe had a note somewhere about the melted
glass.

Lorenz’'s paw appeared and gently took the notebook
away.

“Eighteen o'clock, Chelisse. Time for all good weasels to
punch out and go home. ™

“T'll let all good weasels know.” She snatched for the
notebook but met empty air, Lorenza bit too fast; she
sighed, swiveled her chair around and gave him a little
glare: nota big glare — he hadn’t done anything but bea
cute so far — but a glare nonetheless, “As for me,” she
went on, “Fin has personally promised to shave me as
bald as he is if I den’thave something about this arson
case om his desk in the morming” She held out a paw.
“5o, if a certain kitty cat would rather not join me in my
hairlessness.,.”

Lorenz mibbed his chin, “Well, T would hate to see this
lovely pelt damaged.” He set the notebook into her
claws, “I don't see what the hurry is; you've been waork-
ing on this for, what, three weeks now without a single
cluet™

Chelisse couldn’tkeep her lips from pulling back. "Yes,
thank you so much for reminding me how well 've been

doing."”
His ears twitched. “Chelisse, you know I didn't —

“How three more ski resorts have bumed to the ground
while I've stood here without, as youso eloquently put
it, & clue, How the local business groups, the city council,
the press, and our very own furless leader have been
breathing downmy neck for the past month to get this
clovwn before the first snow falls and we have to worry
about people being up at those resorts. How everything
I"ve done leads me right back to nothing, and how over-
joyed [ am to bea part of this wonderful organization we
call EMS!™

Lorenz'sears and eyes flickered downfor a second, then
came up back up. “I'm sorry, Chelisse. Is there anything I
can do to help?

And he just looked so eamest, his brown eves so soft and
swaet, she couldn’t keep her anger from trickling away.
“Mot really, love.” She blew out a breath. “Goon home.
COne of us might a5 well get some use out of that bed
tonight.”

He took her paw, pressed it to his lips. “That's what
happens when you'rethe best, you know, They keep giv-
ing you the cases no one else would have a chance with.”

With a snort, she spunher chair back around, shoulders
tighiﬂni.ng at the paperwork spread over her desk. “1'd
rather be working that missing kid thing you got today,
geb gutin the streets, nose around a [ittle, This stuff,” she
tossed her nolebook into the mess, “just makes me gag.”

“Well, wrap your arsonist up, then.” She heard him
padding toward the door. "We've juststarted the search
for the McTeague gitl, and I'd beglad to have you onthe
beam.

She gave him a look over her shoulder. “Weren't you
leaving?”

"1 was indeed.” He blew a kiss from the doorway, “MNow
stop fretting. You'll do fine, Chelisse. Youalways do.”
And he disappeared around the corner,

“Yeah, veah.” She tumed back to the desk, to the paper-
work, to the impossible: six ski resorts in the mountains
west of Coxehill buming to the ground in the last month
with no chemical residue, nebits of any incendiary de-
vice, nothing but charred wood, melted glass, and half-
slagged beams justlike every other structure fire she'd
ever investigated,

Except that these six weren't like any structure fires
she'd ever investigated. Her own observations, the de-
scriptions from the fire crews, the story she'd gotten from
the five security guards who'd escaped the last incident
earlier thiz week, all pointed to a fire that had abse-
lutely engulfed each building, spreading hot and fast,
destroying the resorts within a matter of minutes...

And then justdying out. In all six cases, nothing had pone
up except the resorts themselves, Even at Pine Summit
where the forest grew right up to one side of the main
chalet, nota single tree had been touched, four slightly
singed pine cones all Chelisse had been able to find. She
had them in a box on the shelf beside her desk.

It had to be some sort of beam weapon, some speeder o
other, agitating the walls at a2 molecular level till the
heat build-up made the whole place spontanecusly com-
bust. And while she could almost imagine some nat
stomping around the woods with a microwave speeder,
blasting at ski resorts for grins, 2 micrawaver couldn’t
tumthe fire off the way these fires had apparently been
doused.
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Mo, only kinetic speeders shut down fires as quick as they
started them, and kinetickers were so damn expensive
and unwieldy, there were exactly twoof them on the en-
tire planet: one downtown at the Coxehill fire depart-
ment — rusting, she had seen when she'd looked it over
two weeks apo, because the city couldn’tafford to power
it up— and the other halfway around the world in the
old weapons depot at Port Barnaby, sitting as it had for
sixty years, Colonel Mortimer had personally assured
her, under triple magnetic locks and constant guard.

And that was that: she couldn’t fisure outany wav for
this to be happening, vet it wentonhappening while she
sat here staring at pieces of paper. At least no cnehad
died yet, but the extra security hired by the owners of
the seven remaining resorts meant more folks wandering
around up there. And that meant it was only a matter of
ime.

She bangeda fist against the desk and was picking 1
her notes from the first fire again whena throat cleared
behind her, a throat she knew very well. "If it isn't
morring, Lorenz,” she said without tuming, “T den’t want
bo see yow™

“But youhave a wisitor.” Barely suppressed laughter
made his voice dance. “I foundhim lurking about in the
parking lot. He insisted on seeing youw.”

Chelisse wheeled around,saw him leaning against the
doorjamb, opened her mouth to yell at him, but stepped
when a2 familiar odor touched her nose. She blinked.
“Stumpy T

“Damnation, Lissy!” The old lizard clumped around
Lorenz and into the room, dust drifting from the ancient
serapé around his shoulders. “Whyn't ya set yersell up
where a body could find ya?" He collapsed into the chair
at Jekert's desk. “1 been walkin® since afore sundown, an’
I'd still bewalkin® if it hadn'ta beenfer Larry’s perfume
here.” He waved a claw at Lorenz. “Reeks like nothin’
else I know, so I figgered I was gittin' close.”

It was almost a physical shock, seeing him somewhere
other than that decaying shack outin the west valley:
she'd soonerhave expected a chunk of the mountain to
come strolling into her office. "Stumpy, what are you
doing here? Youhaven't comeinto the east valley since

“Since the las’ time ya dragged me down here!” His
head snapped over to Lorenz. Mo offense, Larry: va
cooks a mean buncha grub, an’ the two o’ va treated this
ol’ miner better'n he had any right t" expect.” He turned
back to Chelisse and stuck out his lower jaw. “But
damnation, Lissy! I got as muchright as the nexfeller to
come lookin® for the EMS, ain’t 17 An' here T hasta come
practic’ly inta damn town to find ya! Ain't comeinta
Coxehill onmah cwn fer nigh onta eighty vears, an’ now

iy

"Stumpy, loek.” Chelisse forced herself to stay sitting,

forced her paws to unclench, forced the thought of leap-
ing over and throttling him cut of her mind. “I'd love to
chat, really, but I've got a big arson case to —"

"L ain’t dumb, girl! Tha's what I come t* talk t' ya about!
Christ Awmighty, the way ya goeson, a feller cain’t git
a word in edgewise! Never met a weasel as talked —

"Whoa, whoa, whoa.” A chill touched Chelisse’s neck.
“You know something about these resorts buming down?”

The lizard squinted at her. “Ain‘t T been tryin’ t’ say that
the past five minnits?

Chelisse gritted her teeth, “Stumpy..."

He crooked a thumb over his shoulder. "Don’t T know
them mountinsbetter'n anybody livin® or dead? Ain't 1
seen things up there all sudden-like as makes mah scales
clatter, things as [ ain’t never seen inall mah bom days,
things as didn't start tumnin® up till all them fires start-
ed? He blinked over dry black eyes. "Wall? Didn't 17"

Chelisse tried to keep her voice calm. "You've got to tell
me, Stumpy, Now, what kind of things? Were they —"

“Ain'tcha been lis'nin’, Lissy? T ain’t never seen nothing
like "em! But I could smell the fire, all owver up there, an’
tha's why I come t" find va! "Cuz yer s'posed t' be the
EMS “round here, aint’'cha?” He pointed a shaking claw
at her. "Well, start EMSin’!"

Chelisse had never seen the old lizard so agitated. She
got up, moved across the room, knelt down beside him.
“Can you show me, Stumpy? Take me up to wherever
they are?”

Stumpy blew out a breath. “Well, o course I can! Tha's
what I come down here fer in the first place!”

She looked at Lorenz. “You up for some radic work?™

He saluted. “That’s my job, ma‘am.” He whirled onhis
toes and marched out into the hallway.

She tumed back to the lizard. “So hew close can we et
driving?”

“Up to Bonhar's Roundin’, From there, we'd hafta hoof
it.” He slid from the chair. “But [ ain‘t about to tangle
with this stuff: I ain’t EMS, v'know, an’ I'll be damned
it'n I'll go back —"

“Fine. You can stay in the car.” She pulled at a desk
drawer, nunmaged around till she found a set of car keys.
“I just need you to point me in the right direction.” She
gestured to the doorway. “After you.”

Chelisse followed him downthe hall and around the
comner till they came to the radio room. “Hold ona min-
ute, Stumpy.” She stuck her head in, saw Lorenz snap-
ping lights on at the secondary console, Jekert pouring
himself someof his dreaded coffee. She noddedto the
squirrel. “Hope you don’t mind us making yourlife more
complicated,”
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Jekert shrugged, his bushy tail twitching owver his head,
drained his cup, and filled it again, “After seven cups of
this, I don’t have a problem with anything.”

Lorenz laughed, settled the headset over his ears. “As
long as it doesn’t creep out of the pot and strangle me.”

"I make no promises.” The squirrel swigged the stuff
down, smacked his lips, and poured himself another cup.
“Hey, if vou don’t have to chew it, how good can it be?”

“No comunent,” Lorenz poked a few more buttons, then
tumned to Chelisse. “We'll usea delta scramble pattern,
love, starting with channel 46. That ought to keep
whomever's out there from hearing us should they hap-
pen to be scanning our regular frequencies.”

“Right.” Chelisse waggled a thumb at him, duckedback
inte the hallway, and collected Stumpy. “Let’s go.”

[t was full night outside; Chelisse pushed past the doors
and started down the steps, a chill in the air that could
only be winter on the way. “Blasted weather,” she heard
Stumnpy mutter behind her. “This car o yers better have
a heater, Lissy, thas all I'll say.”

“I somehow doubtthat,” she muttered, turning the cormer
and starting across the parking lot,

"¥a what?"

"It's right over here, Stumpy.” She pulled openthe pas-
senger door onthe least rusty groundcar, held it for him
tifl the old lizard had waddled up. *You sure you’ll be
able to find the place in the dark?”

He snapped a sour look up at her, “Jes” worry yerself
with drivin' this crate. I'll worry bout gittin' us there.”
He clambered upinto the longfront seat. “What kinda
greenhorn ya take me fer, askin’ questions like that?
Why, back in ‘04, me an’ Dingo Fierce...”

Chelisse closed the door, padded around the car, climbed
in behind the wheel, and Stumpy was still going on:
“...but, helll Wasn’t muchl could do boutthat, an’l tel
Dingo so. Well, he jes’ gimme that look o his, an”..."

She started the carup, flipped on the lights, and pulled
out ofthe lot. ""Scuse mea minute, Stumpy.” She clicked
the radio, grabbed the handset. "EMS 1, this is EMS 7.
Come in, please.”

“EMS 1,” Lorenz's voice came back, “Go ahead, EMS 7.%

“Ready to begin pattern on your mack, love,” Chelisse
snapped the handset back into its clip and slipped her
paw over the buttons for programming the scramble se-
quence,

“Roger that, EMS 7. Pattern in three, two, one, mark.”

She punched in channel 46, entered the code for a delta
pattern, and took up the handset again. "EMS 1, do you
copv?”

The static whirled and whistled the way it always did

in & scramble pattern, but Lorenz's voice rose clearly out
of it. “That 1do. I'll get somemaps pulled for the Bon-
har's Rounding area. Mo doubtit looks a bit different in
the dark.”

"Rogerthat.” Chelisse slowed, rock walls catching the
car's headlights now,the road winding into Box Canyon
ane the switchbacks downthe side of the cliff to the
Barrows Road. “Stumbling around those hills in the mid-
dle of the night.... T don’t know, Lorenz. I'd almost say we
should wait Hll momning for all this.”

The radio erackled. “You'd get no argument from me.”

She tapped a claw against the wheel, sniffed the cold
air, thought about the paperwork onher desk. “Bug, hey,
if there is actually anything out there that relates to —"

“Lissy!” Shumpy gaped at her, “Yer not thinkin® I made
it all up, are ya?"

Chelisse sighed. “MNo, Stumpy. It's just, I mean, ves,
you've smelled smoke. And you've seen these things,
whatever they are. But, well, it"s just possible, isn'tit,
that they don’t have anything to do with my arsen
case?”

His gape slowly became a scowl, then he crossed his arms
and faced forward. “I shoulda knowed you wouldn't be-
lieve me. Jes’ a crazy ol coot, tha's me, ain't it?"

“Stumpy..." The road was getting steeper, the switch-
backs coming closer together. Chelisse thumbed the
handset. “Look, Lorenz, I've got driving to do here. I°11
call youwhen we get to the Rounding. EMS 7, out” She
snapped the handset back into its holder and concentrat-
ed onthe read, winding first to the west, only darkness
visible past the rocks in the headlights, then switching
back to the east, the lights of Coxehill glowing below
and ahead.

Back and forth, back and forth, the lights seeming to
draw closer with each pass, till Box Canyen Road emp-
tied onto the Barrows Road. Town shone orange and
white about half a mile to her right, but Chelisse
flipped on her left tumsignal, eased the car out ontothe
road, and headed into the darkness to the west. “Bon-
har's Rounding, you said?”

Stumpy only grunted, his arms still crossed in front of
him, and Chelisse tumed her attention to the road again,
her conscience twinging just a bit. Oh, well. At least
she'd found a way to keep him quiet.

The cliff rushed by enthe left, scrubpines flashing in the
headlights to her right. Every oncein a while, a dirt
road would split off through the pines, leading downto
the river and the shacks of the few folks who still lived
out here, old miners or their descendants whe hadn't
moved to town after the minesstopped paying; Sumpy's
cabin onits rocky outcropping was down one of these, but
in the dark, Chelisse couldn’tsee the landmarks she vri-
ally vsed to find it
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Then the cliff pulled away suddenly, metal flashing
ahead, and they were driving out onto the new bridge.
The collapse of the Barrows Dam had wiped out this
stretch of road completely, & stream now bumbling out of
the canyonand into the Parind, but Hardan and her cew
had gotlen the bridge up in record time. They'd even
held a dedication ceéremony before dawn the moming of
the official opening, all the beavers gathered, Harian's
buck-testh shining as she'd handed Chelisse the scissors
to cut the ribbon: folks back at the office had already
started calling it the T.K. Chelisse Memorial Bridge.

Not that the name would appear onany map: the City
Council would never namea bridge after an anthrop. But
Chelisse stll had to smile every time she drove over it

Fast the bridge, the road started winding up away from
the river ard into the hills. Ona sunny day with Lorenz
and a lunch basket beside her, Chelisse loved this drive.
After dark, when the bends in the road always seemed to
sneak up onher, however, it made her grit her testh till
her jaw hurt.

Eventually, though, the way straightened a bit, bringing
them past the old mining camp, nowmarea picnic ground
than anything else. The roed continued into the hills to
the minesthemselves, all blocked up long ago, and Che-
lisze followed it, ski resorts and hiking trails the only
things up here now.

They came to the Barrows Resort then, orat least to the
burnt-out shell that was left of it. Further up, they
passed Warm Springs Lodge, then the remains of the
Wisteria Inn, the “police line” ribbons still stung across
its driveway. Tumaotis led to the other chalets Chelisse
had visited lately, but she kept to the main road, terning
south now and winding along the mountainside, rocky
cliffs rising on the right and klack nothingness falling
away on her left,

Al last, the road in her headlights widened into a ciros-
lar parking lot. Tuming left and pulling into 2 space, she
took up the handset. “EMS 1, this is EMS 7 — comein,
please.”

The radio crackied. "EMS 1 here. Go ahead, Chelisse,*
“Well, we've arrived, Lorenz. You got those maps up?™
"Eight here, love.”

“stand by.” Chelisse killed the engine, flicked off the
lights, and scooted around to face Stumpy. “Where to
now "

The old lizard grunted, a sound and shape in the sudden
quiet darkmess. “Don’t really matter, deit? Ya think I'm
crazy, somebbe I am. Mebbe I didn't see nothin’. Mebbe 1

“Stumpy..." She reached over, put a paw on his shoulder,
his serape gritty underher pads, “If [ didn't believe you,
would 1 come stumnbling out bere in the maddle of the

night?”

“Deon’trightly know.” Chelisse thought she saw his eyes
dart over, “Mebbe yer jes’ humorin® a o]’ idiot. Or mebbe
ver bryin' to get outta that desk work back at yer office.
Cain't say as how [ knowswhat all goes oninside that
brain o' yers, Lissy.”

"All right, I'm sorry.” She blew puta breath. “I'm juast
teying outall the angles. Something’s out here, sure, but
the question is, ‘What?” And I can't answer that unless
youhelp me, 5o c’'mon, Stumpy.” She squeezed his shoul-
der again. “Don’t goall souronme right when | need
o™

Fora moment he didn't move, then she felt his shoulder
sag slightly, "Well, if yer gonnacomeall over mushy....”
He tumed and pointed outthe deiver's-side window. "Ya
know the Pascomb Trail?™

Chelisse shuffled arcund, looked outinto the Founding,
the starlight just enough for her to fill in her memary of
the place: a round pateh of conerete with oneside locking
out over the Parini valley, a pawful of hiking trials
leading up into the mountains from the other sides. The
Pascomb Trail, Chelisse seemed to remember, started at
the far end of the Roundingand wound southeast into the
heart of the range. She nodded, her eyes still on the
darkenad brush at the other end of the lot.

“Well, tha's the trail ya takes. 'Bout a klick up inta
things, ya'll come te a place where the ol® trail’s been
blocked by a lan'slide... this were on about forty vears
agerow. The rangers, they brokea new trail ‘round about
it, Butya don’ wannatake that trail. Jes'scramble right
up over the top o' the slide’s what'cha do.®

She looked back at him. “Come again?”

“Oh, now, Lissy, it ain't ali that difficult.” His already
wrinkled snout wrinkled even further, “I goes over the
thing all the time.”

“Ab mght?

He blinked. “Well, na. Cain’t say as how I've ever
climbed “er in the dark.” He shrugged. “But yer youngern
me by a fair piece — shouldn’t be too much a stretch, an”
it's only ‘bout twanty meters t' the fop.”

“Twenty meters? Up a rock slide? In the dark?”

He glared at her. "Damnation, Lissy! Cain'cha lemme
finish mah thought? Christ Awmighy! The way ya car-
ries om, ya'd think I was askin ya to —"

“All right, all right!” Chelisse ran her tongue over her
teeth, tried tolick away the suddenmetallic taste. “So]
get up this twenty-meter rock slide. Then what?”

"Well, then ya goes over the top an” downinta the val-
ley back there.” He sighed. “Always was mah fav'rite
part o the trail, an® now this's the only way t* git to "er.”

"Wait a minute.” She crooked a thumb over her shoul-
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der. “Couldn’t [ j1.|;=|l g0 dowr the new trail o where it
meeis the ald one, then double back™

Stumpy shook his head. “Trail useta go ‘round the south
side o Pascomb Peak, yv'see, butthe lan'slide blocked it
off 50 bad, the rangershad to cutthe pew trall moundthe
north side, Ya'd hafta walk nigh onta thirty klicks till
va cometo wheree the trails meet.” He shrugged. T ain't
never seen the need to do that when it's jes” a liktle
seramble over a rockfall to get in from this side.”™

“Fine.” All that paperwork was looking better and bet-

ter. “Then what?”

“Well, then ver there. Ya cansmell the fires what’s been
burnin’in the valley ifn ya cain't see ‘em, an’ all them
things is up in there, too.”

" About these things, Stumpy, can’t you give me any —"

“Mol” That same anxiows tone crept into his vaice. “1
coukd say they was ke rocks, but they ain't! T could say
they was like bugs, but they ain't! I oould say they was
like machines, but they ain’t like nomachines I ever
seen, an’ I've rode ore crushers an’ trailin® wagons
through half these mountains!™ He swallowed. “What I
seenup in that valley, it ain't like nothin® I've ever seen
the like off” Chelisse couldhear his teeth chattering,
and he drew his serapsd closer around himseli. "Ya said
va had a heater in here, didn't va?

Chelisse blinked for a momeant, then reached vnderthe
dashboard and switched on the heating coil. “It]] tum
itself onand off, soden’t messwith it She looked at
him, suddenly somehow elder than she'd ever seen him.,
“You'll.. you'll be all right here by yourself, won't you?”

He waved a claw at her. “Goonwith ya. I bnmgya up
here — don’t know what else 1 could do.”

She patted his shoulder. “You’ll be able to hear Lorenz

and me over the radio, okay?”

Stumpy justnodded, slumped onthe seat, his serapé held
closed. Chelisse felt a suddenchill even as warm air
began walting up feom beneath the dashboard. “Okay,”
she said. “Just rest. I'll be back quick as I can.”™

He didn't respond, Chelisse gave him another pat, slid
outof the car, and opened the trunk, She dugout a head-
set, slaved it to the car's madio, fitted it over her ears
and down to her snout. “EMS 1, this is EMS 7; come in
please,”

Static rolled through the set, and Lorenz’s voice came
out. “EMS 1, Go ahead, EMS 7%

She grabbed a tool belt, fastened it around her waist.
“The Pascomb Trail, Lorenz. Apparently, I'm supposed to
scale this landslide about a kilometer in. Theres a val-
ley back there that the trail used to pass through. Any-
thing on the map about it?"

“Pascomb Trail...” She could hear the clicking of his

claws ona keyboard. “Ah, ves, hare's the slide, right at
the base of Pascomb Peak. Forty-four years ago. Looks
like they had the same sort of summerwedid: a series of
small earthquakes culminating in some minor disaster,
the landslide for them, the Barrows Dam collapse for s,
The Pascomb scems to have been the only hiking trail in
the area at the time.... Ah, ves, I see. The mines were
still in operation back then.”

Chelisse had started across the concrate while Logenz
talked. "Any report of slide activity from the quakes
this summer?™

“Monel can find, love. The area’s been fairly quietinthe
intervening years, looks like. Should be salid enough
after all this time.”

"Should be, huh?” Chelisse shivered, the cold of the
night lapping at her fur. She stepped over the curb at the
edge of the Rounding, fished the flashlight from her belt
and pomnted its red glow up to the st. The Pas-
oomb Trail, it said, began down the dirt eoad toher left.
Tucking the light away and heading in that direction,
she asked, "How about this valley south of Fascomb

Feak?”

"Well, there's nothing on the map. Let's see what.,,.”
More clicking. "Ah, here’s something called Crystal
Falls, a wvalley where an underground river comes to
light, tumblesalong the trail for a while, then disap-
pears back into the rock. Chuite a lovely spot, it's de-
scribed as.” A bit of silence. “Strange. | don't find any
talk about toyving tounblock the trail after the landslide.
The rangers just cutthe new trail around the other side of
the Peak.”

“Well, maybe the landslide filled the whole valley in.”

"Hmm..." Static clattered. “If it was really suchan at-
traction, someone would ve gonein to take a look, don't
youthink? But there's no report, nosurveys, noanything.
Infact...” Again he stopped, so Chelisse turned her at-
tention to the trail, marked well enough through the
scrub pines and fissured cliffs, butshe could just see her-
self stepping wrong in the dark, twisting her ankle, hav-
ing: b craw] back to the car, The homzon stood black and
close and jageed against the sky, a dark massahead that
had tobeFazcomb Peak. Probably very scenicif she could

s it
The headset crackled. "Chelisse, this is all very odd.”
“"What, lowe?"

“Well, the information I'm pulling up about yourvalley:
it's all coming from ald memory dumps.”

She sighed. Alwavs the techie. "Which means what?”

"Which means somecne dumped thiz information from
the system forty years ago.”

Tramped? Chelisse blinked. “You mean erased?”

paje 53



“In & way. You see, the system they had back then
dumped information it was told to erase, piling i all up
in these little cores, They were basically inaccessible,
and evenif someons managed to hack his way in, all he
would find was a mishmash of indecipherabla gibberish,
all the information packed n upside-down and sideways
without any regard to operands. It was every bit as good
a5 erasure, butit still gave law enforcement a possibility
of plecing things back together had the need ever arisan.
By all accounts, though, the reestablishing process eoukd
take months, even vears.”

The Peak was looming larger ahead, “And?” she asked.

*And that was forty years ago, my love. Nowadays, the
system can sift through a dumpand reestablish the
operandsin a matter of moments. Accessing the maps and
the information on the landslide must have brought
these particular dumpsinto my data stream, and from
the looks of things,” more crackling from her headset,
“this cerehasn't been worked since the information was

dumped here forty-four years ago.”
Chelisse stopped on the trail. "So what are you saying™

“I'm saying someane seems to have wanted this valley of
vours to be forgotben.”

A chill iced through Chelisse’s fur. “Lorenz, do some
poking around, Were there any fires up here forty-four
years ago, anything like that? And get my position, will
vou? I'm just about there, arent 13"

Static rattled through her ears. “Another few meters,
and the rockslide will be on yourright. We're getting an
awful lot of inteeference, Chelisse; have you notHced?™

“Yeah,” She waved a paw around. “Maybe it's some-
thing in these rocks. Get started onthat fire stulf, and let
me know when vou find something, EMS 7, out.” Chelisse
flicked oaher flashlight, Toher leff, & beush-chocked
flat opened out as far as the dim red of her light could
reach, while emthe right side of the trail stooda face of
weathered rock towering up a good fifty melers.

She moved along the cliff, watching the top ridge,
jagged against the sky above, grew steadily lower until
it leveled out at a helght of about twenty meters, the
ridge suddenly smooth and stretching along parallel to
the trail, the rubbleof the landslide filling the mouthof
the wvalley, Chelisse figured. The light showed cracks
and outcroppings all up and downthe face, so maybe it
wouldn't be that towgh a climb.

She sighted ona likely looking shelf, tucked her flash-
light away, and leaped, catching the rock with her
claws and hauling herself up. There, she found a fissure
rurning up to another ledge, soshe wedged her paws in
and inched her way onto it. Here the face bulged outa
bit, but Chelisse found plenty of clawholds, picked her
way over, up, and sideways, hugging the rock, till she
reached the top of the bulge.

Another long crack awaited her there, soup she went,
wedging and clawing and creeping, and justas she was
starting to pant, not daring to look down, she glanced op
tosee the top of the ridge against the starry background.
Ome more quick scramble to the side, a stretch and a grab,
and she pulled hersalf up over the edge.

EShe decded to take & moment to catch her breath, bt
the first smoutof air she suckedin had a decided taste of
smioke to 11, She broughther head up, saw the bulle of
Pascomb Peak rising inte the night on her left, the valley
boetore ber, the eliff I:rnrde:mg'u! o Ehe n'ght, the rocks of
the landslide spreading away downa gentle slope into
the walley. The old trail stretched owt from under the
rocks and wound down around a bend, a bend Chelisse
could see quite well in the orange light flickering from
arouand ik

“Lorenz,” she whispered, “Something's bumingup here,
all right. I'm podng down to take a look.™

Through the whistling background she heard, “Roger
that, Chelisse,” and then the static exploded, rearing
like a nest of hornets through her head; Chelisse
Eﬂhh&d the set, and it felt warm agai.nst har piu:ls. She
tore it fromher ears and dashed it to the groumd just as it
burstinto flame, could only stand and stare as the plastic
shriveled and the metal bent before the fire crackled out.

She swallowed im the suddensilence. Well, whoever it
was out there, they knew she was here. With a puff of
breath, she crept forward, skittered down the slope of
the rock slide, and padded along the old trail, the flick-
ering light getting brighter as she approached the bend
in the camyon.

Boulders lay strewn about, Chelisse keeping to their
shadows. The trail curved, the light and smobke and heat
getting stronger, until at last she peered around a boulder
and saw its source sitting in a little hollow there beside
the trail

A stream trickled outof the rocks, tumbbsd dowan inbe the
canyon, and begide this stream sat a human gj.rL. Mo IO
than seven years old, Chelisse figured. And all around
her in a cirele buened about bwelve little fires,

Chelisse leaned forward. They all seemed Lo be burming
the same sort of fuel, each fire licking up from a lump of
something not much bigger than a basketball. The stuff
gleamed somehow, as if reflecting the light of its own
fire, but it didn't seem to bemetal, was all weinkled and
brown like the sucface of a walmul.

Then oneof the things shifted, and Chelisse saw that it
had four stubby legs, little black claws flexing-

The girl looked up, blinked, tumed her head, and leoked
straight back at Chelisse. “Well, come on,” she said.
“We"ve been waiting for you.” »*

(To b conbroed)
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What has gone before ...

Mark McCain, a graduate student at Greenfield State University, introduced us to his
office-mate, Rajesh Varapranandhayatterjee, his roommate, Spike Slocum, and his
oirlfriend, Shari Greenberg. Mark told Shari he was concemned about a marketing class
he'd signed up for in the upcoming semester, since he didn't feel at all prepared for it.
Shari, however, encouraged him to go through with it anyway. When we last left Mark,
he was sitting in the lecture hall, apprehensively waiting for the first class to begin, only to
be confronted by the yiffily annoying Trevor W. Hamilton, III. And now, back to our

story ...

If you have comments or trivia questions about People of Fur, feel free to drop me a line.
Send snail mail in care of YARF! (the address is in here somewhere) or send email to
vulpo@aol.com. Happy New Year!
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The Last Bits

Dispatches from the Electronic Front

You can reach us on the Internet at krisk@apple.com (Kris Kreutzman at Apple
Computer, Inc.) or pdb@netcom.com (Dave Bryant's personal account).

Please remember, however, that Yarf! itself is nol on the net. We cannot answer
every piece of electronic mail we get and those we do cannot alwaysbe answered in
a timely fashion. We also can't always spare the time to scan the net for other infor-
mation not sent directly to those accounts. We apologize for any inconvenience,
and strongly recommend that anyone with an urgent need to get in touch with us
write to us by mail.

The information below is presented courtesy of Steven Decker, and was current as
of early November 1994,

Name Fhone Number Sysop FidoNet
Brass Cannon (602) 639-1039 15/29
ClawMarks (510) 452-0350 161/314
Covyote’s Kiva (214) 686-6950 M. White 124 /5014
The Dragon’s Cave (206) 752-4160 B. Lane 138/198
FVRCVS MAXIMVS (215) 483-4047 R. Rooney 273 /952
The Matrix (804) 323-6635 264 /227
MNaorhy Imperial Republic (210) 670-0501  Lord Rees 387 /860
Morth STAR BBS (408) 247-7827 143/219
NVARNG (702) BBY7-7352 213/700
Pentarou! Enterprises (815) £54-7956 2210/ 7956
Shadowfox (510) 452-3551 161/313
StormGate Aerie (310) 822-6729  N. Shapero  102/524
Super Deformed BBS (404) 333-8554 G, Olhava 133/611
The Tiger's Den (714) 530-2554 103/143
The Time Machine (804) 5996401 B, Dendekker 271/236
T.O.U.P. BBS {914) 354-7499 27271
The Trap Line (416) 588-2964 K. Rosser 250 /432
United Front BBS (718) BB6-1829 2787403
USS Scorpion NCC-4017  (904) 678-3503 366,/ 4017
The Viking's Cove ]. Oleson 249/304
Wandering Wolf's Den {503) 246-3684 105,96
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