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‘THE DEMON HUNTERS 
2023: 

Mana flooded the world of Nivaris once more, leaving in 4is wake confusion and disbelief. With the retum of magpie came the forgotten races of Fairies, Dragons, Mer-folk, and such to add to Nivaria’s alresdy complex mut-culture of Humans, Centaurs, Foxckin. Minotairs, and Fauns. ‘The Were's too’ bepan to reemerge amidst the populaces. ‘The Arch-Magus awoke from his deep slumber to find a world in torment by his old enemies, the Falsi. 
With help from a now departed fiend, Joni formed the Man police and a four maa team of DEMON HUNTERS, 

DEMON HUNTERS (original series) 
When Lt. Amark Buttercup of the Demon Hunters find that his fiancee has been possessed by a demon, he is forced #0 follow her into the lair of the beings he's been swam to fight, ‘issues, 17 pgs. B/W Digest Format, $1.00 cach, 

DEMON HUNTERS BOOK 2: GHOSANCER 
Lt. Amark Buntercup and Lt Yoko Saki ae sent 10 ‘Tanoko to collect Peter Lum, a small time mage, big time drug Rb. mmufacrure for deportation and tral in’ Mage Shamare ®) However, Amark ard ‘Yoko are not the only one's who want Mf 
4 issues, 28 pgs. B/W, Two Color Cover, Digest Format $1.75 each 

f 
HIGH SPEED DIRT 
A musty cld book holds a disturbing view of Delta City for a class of young history students as they follow their past ‘trough the writings of a festy bounty hunter named Rit. oot 4 issues, 28 pgs. BIW, Two Color Cover, Digest Format, S1.75 each 
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FLAMING HAIRBALLS 
Editorial ramblings and letters of comment from you to us and from us to you. 

things, What litle we have to say will follow 
readers! tters of comment. 

Firstoff,a prodigal soretums tothe fold: Pred Night — 
yes, Pred”—of Clenaod, TA: 

Tt issue, wo'te goingto reverse the usual order of 
u 

Whazzup? How are things in sunny California? Things 
are fairly peachy-keen here, despite the weather. Right now [Febraary]its pretiy deab down here; no suashine, 
Dutlots of rain. Blech! Definitely not an atmosphere ca 
lucie to general well-veing! It does get youn the am 
puter to type all those letters you've been proctastinaling 
on, though 
(Ob, didn’t tell you? Yeah, I finally gave in and pur- 
chaced a computer I's been mondo cool ever since! And, 
unfortunately, probably one of the reasons why Iida 
resubscribe beck in January [4] when your litle re- 
‘minder came nthe mail with my last isue (#28), Yes, 
friends if ever you want to pute crimpin any extraneous 
spending —such as subsribingto Yarf! —gobuy 3 am- 
puter. Not onl do they costan arm anda leg, butthere is 
Slwaye comething out there youjust hate to 9€3 to It 
Like a 14-4l-baud modem, oT can call all those furry 
boards I've bean hearing about. Or an Overdrive Froces- 
sof,s0 can play DOOM faster. Or whatever. Oh, sure. 
lovemny computer. jus'wish it weren't bloody expen- 
sive, Fortunately, I'vejust about purchased all the p= 
grade optionsthat T can pumpinto this baby. Anything 
flee would merit a totally new computer, (God forbid!) 
By the way, justin caseyou were wondering, my computer 
is a Packard Bell 486DX475.MHl2 (Overdrive) with 8 
MbofRAM, a 170-Mb haed drive (musthave more..los- 
ing space..,2 double-speed CE-ROM, Sand Blaster 16 
soundcard, Ldk-baud modem and lots and lots of soft- 

After paying for all that stuff, you'd think I could've 
saved enoughtto reubszibeto Yarf, right? [thought so, 
too — then came another insidious litle money gobbler 
called Magies The Gathering. Ob, boy. The Grst month 
into that game, you would've thought that I was 
drugged. More cards! Gotta have more! Sheesh, Porta 
nately, the feeling wore off about $1500 ater. Yeah, I 
know-Stupid. I musthave my head sereved on wong. 
hopeall ofyouhave avoided this addictive litte game. 
Talse developed a small craving for mango and animé 
somewhere sleng the way, butthats nothing compared 
towhat I've spent on my computer and Magic. 
Well, my computer doesn't really need anything ses 
execept for nev gamer, lke Dark Forces. is upgrase poe. 
siblites have pretty much run cut. And ound the degin- 
ningof 1995, Magic possibilities pretty muchran outas 

Well. “out this time Isterted wondering what to do for an encore. After a cursory-nspection ofall my stuff (read 
junk), Tbogan to wonder where my Yarf's had wandered off to. Then I remembered. The first week Id become in lerested in Magli Yd taken a bune of books and graphic 
novelsond my bloved collection of Yarts toa usedbeok store. Yeah, I know, Stupid squared SoI went back and repurchased the whole loid of them! Luckily (or unluck- ily, depending cayour point of view), they were all <till there, justa litle bit dusty. (Achooooo!) Yes, I krow 
Ive bona baaazzad boy Selling off my fare ‘zine fora few messly cards, But Ive learnt my lesson Besides, | was drugged, renember?One little paper extand you're 
addicted. Tray.) Now I'd like to play catch-up. [have to find outwhat happens in in Our lorage and "Learn to Fly”, nt to mention the latest Raber’ ed Kat 
‘Ace of Spades, and heck, everything elee! I managed to find the resubscrption form you sent me back in Jamary ‘94.1esold, Fhaov,butwih alittle maniptlation ofthe 
"rates" portion, & should be okay. You'll find i attached 
toa check somewherein this letter. So, purecesassse get 
sme resubseribed sronto! I] be real good from now on, 
promise! 
PS. Don't forgetto send aback issues form! 
‘An encyclopediemissive from Robert Deighton of Hull, 
East Yorkshire: 
1s been many moons sincemy last Yer! fix, but my em 
ets39 end 4 arived today and as usual’ been worth 
the wait 
‘Monika Livingstone's covers a dynamic departuce from, what we're used‘, buts superb nenethelese A realistic 
Piece, with intersity to match the tone of the subjeq— 
and with sharp angularity of lin, 4 1a Bric Blumexh, 
‘hich adds toits impact. (A quality lacking from many 
comicstoday — including ‘superhero’ anes, which as we 
all now, ‘suck:) 
And Ace of Spades certainly isn’t lacking in impact, as it 
builds to its’ (noddoubt explosive) conelusien, From the 
start, Chris Gran’has presented usvith a wellthought- 
ut futurewar stenario — an action-packed and sone 
times giaphie seiies (a sostof SF Platoon, but wherever 
and whenever it occurs,war ishell; Aeryn Summersnks 
and shading add to the atmosphere of this isse’s 
‘episode (Mr- Grant doeshave taste in additional artists, 
ch?) Bui was suprised tose, amengstall the advanced 
Imperial and Centrality hardware, someone wsinga exy 
ventional shotgus.Oris this anantique that officer likes 
to usoywhich he (to quotefomn the fon Ali likes 
keep handy for “dose encounters"? 



CAT NIP OLEKOKYE © sreener 
RAYMOND, WHAT'S WITH ALL THIS VIOLENCE ON T¥v.? | YOU'VE READ ALL THE THEORY] 

REINFORCEMENT THEORY 
AND. SO FORTH. wnat po 

You mean? 

* WHAT'S, IT DOWG To THE MN 
OF OUR YOUNG? WHAT IF They TRY TO COPY THE STUFF| THEY 'SEE ON TELEVISION. 

i 
LD THINK THERE'D BE WORSE 
THINS S TO WORRY ABOUT. 

THAND THATS For BUTT! 
Too MUCH STARCH 
IW MY BLOUSE. 



(There are many diferent levels and types of technology 
fisting side hy side in the Empires umieree, sonetines 
deliberately. Energy weupons are effective for out-and- 
‘ou! cumdut, but shotguns and oller projecle weapons are 
cheap, rugged, easy touseans sappy, and more than sf 
Feienly effective for police use in a sill, poacefal dee 
Serko. It is Tikely That Tebessas police fore: quite 
urpesely rejected puretasing engy wengons. — Ed] 
Jima Gronts con repose got fansior with each one that's 
printed. Heh, if his experiences related touslike this — 
and 2 few videos I've seen— are anything to goby, then 
this year's Worldcon ie Glasgow should be fun and inter- 
esting for me, (It be my first con.) By the way, Mr 
Groa:, Ive heard that White Castle may be branching 
cout over here soon, soyou might not mis your favorite 
‘burgers whilst visiting the U.K, then. 
‘Messrs. Alves’ and Pounds’ Ralph the Wonder Hamster 
thas become much more coherent in terms of layeut and 
plot, compared with the first series. Whilst the previous 
Sep elearly had an ‘underground omiy’ look toi, the 
chaotic layout made it dificult follow. But this shovrs 
the humorousstoryline much better, whilst still being a 
touchwoird, (The weirdnces going» bit over the top may 
have been the reason why comecouldn’understand the 
former) 
And Nitrocoon hae improved greatly toe, perhaps with, 
the ancient Japanese element brought into it? (This is 
sure make it popular.) An excellent scence fantasy by 
Avi Melman, which I'l look forward to seeing more of 
(Good work ensubating Ko Ba! Century I, sit!) 
[No doubt Kjastan Amirsson’s*“What to Do With the 
Body" is inspired by th late Bill Hicks and Denis Leary: 
school of humour Le, “Americans who do recognize th 
onceptof irony. But I bet there will e hose who'll say 
“Ho's watched Reserooi Dogsand Natural Born Killers 
teomany times, and Does the name Jeffrey Dahmer rine 
any tells?" Well, is stuff — what T've seen of it gets 
‘the thumbsup from me— I get s laugh out of i 
(The seip is indeed satirical, Hough he i gute serious 
about his comment that in he US, "Citizens who Rll ft 
self-defense are routindly put teugh hell by the legal 
systen.” In addition, they usualy lose Heir jobsand are 
£0 sligmatisn’ they afer mene fiom the eee. —- F) 
But Ihaven't giggled so muchat a ‘zine“aticle” ae did 
with Kris Kreutzman’s “A Story About Newts". (An 
amusing cover too.) Amphibinne incorporting an organic 
form of Semtex? Heh, I guess i's one way of blowing your 
mind’ ina moxe direct way than ticking cine toads eh? 
‘And more enjoyable tex stories to, as befits Yarf'repu tation for prining the very bestof what the genre'sbril- 
Tiant talents con produce Michael Payne'nas i he'll ex: 
cusethe pun, taken great pains to make Chelisee into a 
Bolievable and dhrce-dimensional character — shown in 
‘Such a Burning Desire” and especially #0 in “Fil Panis 
Hominam’. Nat Brogéen’s "Tenderloin" and “Animus” 

‘wouldeertainly be worthy as teleplays for The Twilight 
Zone or an epitode of X-Files in the eace of the former. Tim Susmanis new tome, buthis "Happily, Ever Alter” rakes me hope he'll cate moze excellent stories like this for futureissues. And I cerainly was surprised to lear that Jeteny Wolf Kidd isa weiter, ontop olbeing a distinctive artist — his “An Eirorin Spelling” having | new twist onthe old saying “be careful what you wish for, you may get i’. Outstanding art he's done too, not only for this story, but his other individual pieces too — the hardsuited feline “Hellheart” clearly Bubblegum CCrisfsinspired. And I saggest Jeremy keeps his pick of the mulitary mourio away fromanother Me. Kidd of out acquaintance lest the latter's hormones explode! 
David Green's “TK 11” has tobe the most delightful story Ive toad in Yorfl to date —a nicocombination of fantasy and ‘slice of life my only criticism being that it Was too short... unless he has more episodes planned? ‘And such a wonderfully detailed, almost ‘art nouveau ish lustration by Conrad Weng, whose art style has ad- ‘vanced by leaps and boundsin recent years —and he has 4 good eve for species detail, with Mishael the clouded 
Teopard-taur (Looking rather Tersie Smith-esque), and 
Td very much lice to see more of his work in futre issues 
Quite » fow interesting piecese of individual art too. 
That by Drian Harp is beginningto grow on me — his furry demons, and especially the moveangelic “Mari and Taj" — so cute! Jordan Greywolt’s works continueto im- 
pressme,particalarly “Goldnush’—my kind of gutsy fe- line fomme Looking st Bernard Deovela “Ram Bo", going 
by my knowledge of films — and switching to peeantic 
mode — I should point outthat he's obviously based this 
image on Amol Schwarzenegger in Predator — <0 shoulan’t a more appropriate ttle be “Maj. Dutch Sheep-er"? And more predictably unpredictable art by 
Bill Fits, Roy D. Pounds, ack Cavanaugh, and Mario 
D/Anna — keep it up! Alco, if explodingnevts weeen’t 
‘enough Dave Claeshout’s “Nitro Bug” gags werehighly 
amusing too. Phil Bolton's animé-like style appeals to 
me —"Phelidae” is a good example of that quallty to Fs art butihat's sol the nly season why T took al stant liking to his “Aigyptos” prece — it's the ancient 
Egyptian imagery that adds immeasurably to this 
eh, I'd love to see oneortwo StarGate-related pics — 
how about oneet ‘Anubis’ as a proper jackal ‘mmorply inc stead of just a human with an electro-mechanical ‘hel: met?) 
Well, an enjoyable oupla issues indeed —ss nodoubt up comingissues will be more so. Toall artists, writers, he 
whole Yarf! staff and all comradesin-fur out there — 
stay ftand furry! 
Philip Smith is Back at lst 
Sorty Idida’thave any comments for #82, but] justdidn’t 
have the spit for it AUT say aboutit is that Uliked 
Roz Gibson's illustrated interpretation of Billy Joel's 
“Allentown”. It did a very good job of conveying the 
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SEONG OF ENE (ni Vi DOINCENEEASINE OS. Baie suis ATS hhowhe was affected by the decine of Allentown's eno 
my. 
Now for #38: 
Dave Claerheut: Is the Niteo-Bug going to be a running ‘g0g in Yarf'? Will we see one in Nitrocaon? (Sorry, I hades say it) 
Kris Kreutzman: The exploding newts story was bizarre 
andemusing. And! loved the ios. What would happen iM anE-newt swallowed a Nitro Bug? (Yeoh, Thacda #33 
that, too!) 
Relpi the Wonder Hanster:1 enjoyed seeking out all the 
jokesonthe full-page view ofthe Spacers Emporam and 
elsewhere, Ard nowSheila the Short isin on the action, to0? Great! 
Miciuel Payne: A very good, trought-provoking chap- 
ter, m which we see that Chelisse is all too human 
Never thought I'd see a story in which a furry crosses horse in church, 
Jim Groat: I can see yoahad a great time in San Diego. 
‘Thanks for sharing the experience with the rest of us, 
‘Tim Susman: A good, poignantstory onhow nothing lasts 
forever, not even love. That was a very beautiful thing 
that Korlon dd for old Trusty in his final momen 
[Nat Srogden: Anotherabused farry female! Andyoudo 
ushthe limits of credibility with her nightmare projec: 
tion. But it's sill a compelling story; bit like Eins, As 
Walt Kelly oxcesaid, “Anyonepoking around another's 
skull may losehis way end never come bark” 
‘That’ all for row. Taras people 
From Andrew Laverdiere of Eangore, ME comes this 
word: 
-About the litest greatest book, #32, 10 arrive in my ‘mailbox. Nitrocoon't can’t understand sshat is going cn 

here. The story has meconfusedas to what the plt i. 15 
this just an action or comedy series? Is he saying that bear stopped right in tidcleap? Couldivtwa have cen 
now all the bad guyswere subdued? Are we supposed to 
assume that because NC and his pals ate the gool guy, ‘that she bad guys are going to automatically be a bunch ‘of bumblingidiots and be easily beater? There should 
have boen moredevelopment in the storsine and place- 
ment before it was released. 
| thought it funny that Lorinds Lowerre would sty she would rather have her kids read Yarf! than watch TV, 
‘Then [zead "Owner" by Gerald Perkins. I's a story that 
Keeps one involved with the charnctere and hae como 
“rousing” moments, but would I want Kids to read i€2 1 
ddon’tthink so. 
Groatreportsslwaye anake my day. I would love to cco 
the dectored He-Man episodes, 

“Puttin’ onthe Ritz” had me soinvolved I lost track of time and was ate forcliss. All the SF ard action that’s needed fora dull day. 
Kudos to Cheis Grant, Mark Stanley, and Kris Kreutzman, 
‘with the canstantly greet work, 
Have fun, work hard, enjoy life, and read Yarfl 
From Richard Thatcher of Russinville, IN: 
Hope you did well at Confurence.I seas sorry that Monika could rot be the. 
Ihave finshed readingthe issues | picked upat the oat: 
venticn (432-3). 
Gerald Perkins’ "Ownes” was excellent, I ike the story Decauseit reminds usthet the Hlixers are really forthe ‘most part human. It is more than logical that a few of ‘em —espechlly onesthat lost friends onkilling Day = woald wantsomekind of revenge onthose Owzersot Customers who escaped justice, Merty’ssuitide reminds us 
that not everyone came cut kay 
Diamandia’s honesty — “It's what we were made for, Wally’ —wasrefreshirg, Ireally dohope that wwewill see mare stories of Walter Mastin and company'in the fi ture 
Jim Groa's convention reports are as amusingas ever. 
Waiting to see his impressions of Confurence VI, Good Teck ith your neve baby, Jim, 
‘Thankyou, Jeremy Kidd, for"AnErrorin Spelling”. Nice doubleplay onwords, guy. would like to se this story {goon ora few more episodes 
In his letter, Gorald Peckins asked what the demoness did for Jarith. Well, Jarith wanted Merry and sexual gratification. He got both, it would appa. 
(According to Jeremy, the demoness realized that Jarith anantod, first, Mern's lose and afection, and second, for the denoness ta go away. — Ed) 
1 know a couple of motorcycle people who swear that 
they have encountered a low-grade Nitro-Bus, for real, 
"Happily, Ever After” reminds me of Harry Chapin’s 
song "Taxi 
‘The Price of Adzninsior*: "No guts, nogelany!” as the 
Battletech folks say. Niceleft jab, lady! 
“Plastique Paradise and a C-4 Solution’: Wish Tcould do 

“Animus”: Interesting tery. Uhope that Nat Brogden 
tends to write more of them, 
‘Ace of Spades: Goodreading as slways, Ym pleased to 
see that Chris Grant and crew avaid the temptation to 
‘make combat look “clean” It seldom, if ever, i 
"My Chocolate!” That is what my sister says when she 
{gt ahold of one oF more Hershey bars 

— 
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Good lf, everyone. 
‘A scholarly word from Nat Brogden: 
‘There are two reasons why I'm hoping this leter gets 
plated. Firstly. I want to mai extea sure that Jamoe 
Charles Lynn the verter whosetalent outshines mineby 
two hundred watts, gets this message. It was a royal bummer that you were unable toget to Confurence VF for sovwanted to meet the man show story "Leatning oP)” was the best tale Yer! printed in 1994 (in Our Image doesn’ really qualify, although i's roasingalong ike a magl train, becausei’s not finished yet) The sory <0 
impressed me that I set up a Yarf! subscription fr my 
Duddy Paul Kidd, another superwriter, a= you're proba- 
bly aware, so that he couldzeae that story. He lifed it, 
400. By hats off to you, Jamon Here's hoping that yous 
smakeit to Confrence Vi 
(Unfertuvately, there's no guavantee thst he will see 
this sue, either. As far as te ca determine through our 
ontass inthe community, Me Lymm has seemingly die 
ppecred from the fac ofthe esrth, In fact, we iniplore 
Anyone who might know kis current wherenbouts Je relay Feat nformation to wes We would vary noch lie lo pale lish mare of his work, and are etempting. to arrange to make Wis possible. — Ea.) 
The scondreaton why I'm writing to you guy ico min 
tion some important int about the drugin -Tenderon 
“The mixture, ce Acepromnine with 113 ce Ketamine, really would work agsinst the most cetermined fon: thagihen 1 was working on dhe story, 1 sour realized that since drugs were going tobe used against a non san character, some research was required, Since my ents have i their care enouphbaseet houndsto sink a Fighter they matorally have 2 vet they Eno and 
teastLasked ry mother to help outwith the drugtom- 1a, told her eho the vilion was and how much he ‘weigh and sho son tothe ook 
Why not ask the vet mysell? That's a good question. If yyouare a writer or somesuch, and need to knov about “drugsthat canharm or ill a person, even if yomsay it's for an anienal, be sure cask a vet that kaovreand trusts 
you. lamnotkidding — this is very important to ranem= 
ber. Animal drugscan bedeadly poizonfor humans Seci- al killers sometimes employ them against theit vit. If youask justany vet about such thinge, dont be sur 
prised when Officer Frendly pays you. visit. Since 1 don't know any vets, and my mother does, she was the Togica person to help me. 
“The vat was utterly contused when my'mam told her that 4 onetnandred:cighty-pound fox was the reason for the [Knockout drug. The ver was eventually told aboutmy sto 
1y’sneed for realism, ania good laugh was had by all. 
Well, that’s all Tcansay at this point. Oh yes, there isa big, aquilfy "Thank you" for Gerald Peskins, who wes nice enough to tell meat the can what he thought of 
“Tenderloin” ard “Animas” 

‘And last, but most certainly not east, frem the Groat- ‘meister himselfin Madison, Wi 
Well hell... I'ma contsbutor for Yarf! for a number of years now and haven't wrttan comments —unti now! Ho hha Il omly comment on the last two festes to keep it short and sweet 
“The Nitro-Bug’: [Dave Claerhout) truly is sick bas- tard. You pretty much esjay the Zipatone sheets, don't you? “The Graduate” was something Id pul on 500-1000 mile con rans. “Spot the Roadkill” was a fine way to avoid white-line fave 

Kris Kreutzman: I knew tt [newit! Those damn French gotyouto create something aboutiiems that shouldn't be eaten! You enjoyed it over there because you got them f0 ‘eat outof your hand thanks to you laptop! 
“Bloating Debris" MI: A, Roy Pounds o 
and graphite dust. do enjoy Ralph, 

uid Paper 

Jim Great: seriously suggest you pot rl of thi bum! Re- ally crappy art style and can't tell a joke tosave his life, Probably hangs out with iguanas, to. 
Jasaaack Cavanaugh: Sometimes 1 wonder about you, Jack. Too much "I's a Small Werld” working for the ‘Mouse Gestapo. 
Jim Hayden: I've seen this at SCA events 
Phil Bolton: Nice and different, though the mural pat- fem blended with the eat noline variation on the ct. 1 suggestusinga bmishor brash pen when inking Body outi- 

Nitrocoon: Dams, Avi, youdo get eround to beso produc: live. The characice Toyestima is certainly’ ricedeagn, (My only complaiat isthe everlarge animé eyes on Eriko. 
“An Enprin Spelling”: Ah, yes, Jeremy, always at your finest Something did expect out of You. 
Kjartan: You'vedlearly gottoo muchtime onyour hands, thinking of all these things. Let ssee youdo something. With all those wood ticks you deewncdand caved that ‘one time 
Cover, 834: Gee, can we tell Monika was in a pissed ‘mood? 
Jim Great: Agair, get rid of that horrid art. This guy coulda’tdraw tosave his life. Not worth the spice i @ Tine zie such as Yarf! 
CConrael Wong: Real nice artwork there, pal 
Mark Froid: Okay, good joke. Nicely different 
Rambo": Ugh. 
Andrew Thompsan:“New Receuit” was certninly differ- ‘ent from you. Never did send that art in for the Red ‘Shetland portol, ybum, 

yeah. 

“Slay Ride’: Ha Again I say, ha! 



Ay 

1 DIDW'r SPEND A LOT or mousey $0 CAN Tun THe Loar On Ano OFF FROM THE Conront oF my coucH ‘ust To NOT DOIT! 



iar valiant Ahan ola 
“A Viven’s Pride”: Nicely done. 
Ace of Sp 
Jordan Greywolf: More tits! More tts! Ho ha! 

rious aad wounds: Life ie good. 

"Mending Heer Wares": Something I really didn’t expect 
cout ef you, David [Bliss]. Really eye-plessing 
“People of Fur’: I really see too much of a Hepeats 
wanmabe here. Also, far too much “rubberstamp” faces 
used throughout the story. David (Peyton, I discuss 
with you in detail how to improve and avoid the 
wannabe Wagner look with this exact story Backin '92 
Obvieusly you dide’® listen 
“Who the Hell Cares?” Who does? Fun. 
“Roller Skates": Clearly my favorite piece thi 
Issue. t really enjoyed itis one, 

whole 

Lif Billy Fitts: “My Chocolate!” Whatever you say, 
Bill, 
And lst, butrot least, litle Jordie Greyiolf again: Tag 
is more like ths. 

‘Tknow the big man with the tiny face rea) well, 
Whoa, this was fun. I gotta becareful. Lmight write as often as Gerald Perkins. Toodles! 
And now for something completely different... editorial 
commentary: 
Now available from Yarft Department of Other Neat Stuff is An Antiropomorphic.Bibliegrapty compiled by Fred Patten. Listing more than two hundred titles, this by nomieans comprehensive listing can behad fora mere $58.00 US plus $.00 postige and handling from the usual address. h our humble epinion, ifs worth 

An Anthropomorphic 
Bibliography 

Published by 

From the “Have You Seen Me?" department: As ma 
tioned, weare leaving nostone untumedin oursearch for 
Mr. Jains Charles Lynn, who seems to have vanished 
Wwithour trace. Anyone who could asset ue inthis endosy 
ris stengly urge fo sent us any information available! 

Deadlines (Honest. 
Remember, the deadlines listed sre not written in stone, 
and are subject change without notice — bearing that 
in mind, though, we would like to point out that we are 
{going t> be more rigorousabout them in the future. (A 
{good rule of thumb to renemberis that deadlines for up- 
comingissues are the Inst day of every even-numbered 
month Yerfl ie, afterall, a hobby, nats professional 
[Publication — the staff has real lives that occasionally 
Inlerfer, We dcencourage people to do this at home. 

#39: 31 October 1995 
#40: 31 December 1995 

#37: 30 June 1995, 
#38: 31 August 1995 



Patten’s PBontifications 
by Fred Patten, 

rest Wars, by Graham Diamond, Forest Hills, NY, Lion Press, January 1995, $16 pages, $21.95; ISBN 0° 
6a1740-49, 

Diamond's first novel, the anthropomorphic thriller 
The Haven ("A Noval of Bleodcuraling Horer”), was 
published in 1977. Since then he has wtten fifteen more 
books, including some modern Arabian Nights sequels, 
‘These have mostly been paperback originals. Now Dia. 
mondhas becomea serious novelist with Forest Wars, a 
$2195 hardcover on high-quality paper, attractively 
andsturdily bound with a dignified dus jacket by Dioni- 
Sos Fragias 
However this is notexactly anewhook Forest Warsis a 
completely rewritten expansion of The Haven, which 
‘was only 347 pages 
It is not unwsual for authors fo want o improve their 
carly writing, to retell their first plot ideas with the 
Denenit ofyeats of later literary experience, This allows 
their fans to get those early stories (and the axthor to 
continue to get royalties from them), without the embar- 
rassment of heeping their adolescent, most amateurish 
writing in print 
So is Fores! Wars a better version of The Haven? Again, 
‘ot exactly. Diamond has tine what had been merely 3 
forgettably tad novel into a veritable Plan Nine from 
Outer Space of ‘morp& fiction, a horror probably not in 
the sense that he interdled. 
Although Forest Wers is 69 pages longer than The 
“Haven, the story has few significant new scenes Instead, 
the writing has been padded with exta descriptions of 
[pomgous verbosity. Fer example, an ole warrior merely 
named Rolf in the first version has becomeCrafty Old 
Rolf who always cartes 2 mighty weapon, his club of 
spike. Crafty Old Roll, top sergeant of the Sth. wily 
ingenious soul with well over toenty yoers of active ser- 
vice behind him. (p. 8) Fist came Crafty Old Rolf, 
Iheeoing his massive club of spike. [1A club of spike 
‘could cleave « mongret'strnaras nto cheypea tier with 
4 single properlyaimet heave. (p. 53)Crafty Old Rolf 
Incced beside the sleeping figure, his fearsome club of 
spike 2b his side. (p. 223) This kind of writing easily 
Bills pages 
In this tale ofthe far fot, mankind has been reduced to 
only onenation onEarth, the Empire of Civilization. In 
the renter is its magnificent capital cy, The Haven, 
The sages kad recounted tales of this powerful city, but 
in his wildest imagination he had never conctived of 
snything as treadhioking as this. Massze, soaring bu 
swirls of solid stonc, uttressed by parapets and promi 

rent towers, each taller than the last, seemingly reach- ing into the clouds. Atxp these fortifications were con: plexes of enrbasures end casemen!s, and castellted ba! 
Hlements. On either side of Great Gate the walls Stretched almost o¢ fara he sould sss. (p. 198) Tas eity is sucroundedby a large nation of parks and fields of 
happy farmers which stretches for nearly twenty 
Ieagues (p. 20) to its farthest border. (About sixty miles 
Somteempire,) Surroundingthe Empire inall directions is 
the Forest, an endless, impenetrable thicket filed by 
savage animals of all sorts, butdominated by packs offer 
rociaus, Bloody fanged lier dogs 
For as longas anyone cn remenber, the hordes of killer ‘mongrel in packs up © 2,000 strong, have poured from the Fangos of the Fores: every yaar teattack the Empire, 
which has been defended by the military might of The Haven. It ons bow as the Wer Room of Central Com= 
rand, Coneval Headquarters, end it hummed with ac. tivity even in the small hours before dston. GHQ staff 
‘went about their varias assigaments with gui mili fary efficiency. [..] Security at Central ‘Conmand, on a5 i tens called, remained the typ priory, and 
‘was followed by the most rigorous inspection. (p24) 
Can‘t have those slavering mongrels meaking in dis- 
ulsed as janitors, you know. 
But mankind is notalone in delending the Empie. Hu- 
manity has become partners with the fierce ‘alking 
birds: eagles, hawks, falcons, sho have thrownin theit lot with humanity fer mutual protection against the 
dogs. They will slanglter your species « they once did 
tine, Antonious the parrot says to Lord Nigel (p. 47) 
Vandor, king of the hawks, tells the Council, For st. 
ess years my species has relied heavily upon friendship 
‘and alience ith your Empire. Long age, when we were cruelly chased from aur homes within the wond, we learned we'd fond safety within your boundaries. 119) 
Just how the maddened dogs chased the raptors from 
thei ness is never explained. 
Nowa cruel Messiah has arisen among the cogs to unite 
them into an organized army £0,000 strong! Worse, he 
has formed analliance with the hideous vampite bats. 
‘These foul aerial manstre wore no! birds at alls Rater, 
they were a extegory of disease carrying, flying rents Bats. Nocturnal vanspire bats. Their bite inflicted a poi. 
‘sonsoazful, se repugnant, that victies suffered ay inde- 
sortable, agowzing torment unt, fortunstly, they died 
and found pence. (p. 141) Rodents? Well, at least Dia~ 
rmondknows that bas aren't hairy. giant bugs. Actually, 
hhe seems to have 2 thing ahostrodents.A warrior ran 
sgrel, disparaging the wolves, describes them as, They're 



cl tak lara a Eis isl ake onic Wa cab k 
vith their noses suifing 1¢S wan, Tell yeu. (p. 221) 
Up to now, there has been nolove lost between the dogs 
and the wolves, but they ave remained in an uneasy 
peace. But his majesty, King Dinjar, sci of Perseus the Unifer, king ofall wolves (p. 130), knows that if the 
dogs siceed in overrunning the Empire and slaughtering 
mankind, they Will next tern upon the wolves and reduce them to slavery. So Dinjar proposes hat the wolves move into the Empire and jointhe menand birds—a de- 
floion which throwa al the dogs inte a maddened fens. 
‘The mongrel ermy baried so fondly, socruelly, tie earth 
shuddered Beneath their paws. (p. 156) 
‘Thor are attention.grabbers throughout! the book Bones 
cracied loudly as the already decimated. body collided 
forcefully against the trunk ofa tree, (p. 228) Can you decimate a single body? With oullurelke squawis the fugles hovered above him, circling, constantly circling wile the hapless dogflayed is paws at the air-(p. 4) Shovldn't that be"flaled,” not"flayed"? Without a zaord the hawoecking. fluttered fis wings. His lieutenants chirped commands to Uieir subordinates (p. 73) Hawks 
chirping? Analite champagne ball in The Haven is at- tended by the primrose crenm of Empire arisiooracy. Dorwegors and patrons wore subline blowing. gowns of white and pastel satin, drenched in exohic eau-de~ 
cologne (p. 35) That ballroom had better be well vent 
lated Caught by surprise, frightened Westlan 
had chosen to burn heir felts rather than leave even e Single grain of food forthe advencing mongrel army. (p 
75) Justpicture those bloodthirsty camivores stopping to 
harvest the grain and take it into bread. 

These are only someof the gems from the first halt of the novel. The main action — gruesomebattles, political treachery, the discovery of «nev world, and more Inovlors (literally and guratively) — ave all Un te see= fond half! If you're the kind of geek who carv't give a party without a TV sowing an Ed Wood videoin the background, you really need Fores! War’ for your guests tread aloud # each ceher. Remember its the reall of almost twenty years of writing expertise. 
Dur Lady's Jss, by Doranna Durgin. Riverdale, NY, aen Books, August 1993, 343 pages, $4.99; ISBN 7017. 
Camolen is a stereotypical medieval-looking magical world gearingup for war between wizards. Carey ts a couret,a ride: who delivers important mestagesfor the wizard Aten. Dun Lady's Jessis Carey's favorite horse, a sixyear-old mare who is exceptionallr fast, spirited and wliable 
When Carey is trapped by agen's of 2 powerhungrysor- ceress, he triggers a Insteiten defensive spel that transports hint and his noree tot diferent work a place of theoretical safety. Unforturately, one of the enemy agents is swepialong with him. Andone atthe effects of the transition to the rew world (ours) is that it ume ‘hee horses into humans 
‘There are twomain characters: the horse — called both Lady and Jess depending uponwhether her equine of ‘human persorality is uppermost at. the moment, and Jaime Cabot, the owner of The Dancing Equine Dressage Center in Marion, Ohio. Needless tosay, iis Lady/ Story in which “morph ane will be mostinterested, Vet 

ee 



SE hae Star Suman cee, atl) Me ie iae EOP ABO: Ee: fan animal-loving woman who helps to educate the 
frightened korse/vomaninto developingher humanper- sonality 
‘The rules of magic are thatthe people from Camolen au 
tomatically think and speak English while they are in 
Ohio, but they otherwire know nothing sbout 20th~ 
century Earth technology. The horse fines herself with a 
strange bod and a suddenly increased intelligence. She 
notonly has to Jearn human speech, she has to learn to 
think of herself as a human rather than a horse. 
Ine very narzow see, Din Ly’ esis nottalyan- thrpomorpie. Lady/Jes sever blend of horse and human, at least physcally. She tether one or the cer, llth way. Te onl end is mental at he bo ging when she bm with bla alt anand snd 2 horas momo The oustanding feet of the novels the belieeabity with which Darindessibes a hone’s normal though, and then expands them info human terms, Lady's world vas one of simplistic ne 
suet, and 9 pride understanding ter leir's i 
Strctions to er. Jess world mucha complex and consing bal excting as he sodden realizes that She understndstve mesnngsFohind ings that he fad always observed but had never thought about As her comprehension crease, her feng about Carey also shift fama sorte herd loalty toast or closer, inunacy — wile, athe same, she fel radon 2 more disc identi. She fsa penton ith & opt fo her own interests and felings, rather than a cypher shes oly goal is todo whatever hefond™ waste 
“Thete are 2 half-dozen important human characters 

CCary’s main concemis to get back to Camtolen lo a= 
Plete his urgent misson. He looks st fst upont-ady’s 
trarsformation as an embarrassment and as the ‘empo- 
ray lossofhis best horse, untithey retumhome nd she becamesa horse again. Carey's gradual avarenessof Joss developing human mind leads to correspondingly om fused feelings of his evn Isshe only an enchanted horse, 

a magical mockery of a human; or something more? If she has truly becomea perscn, what will happen to he in telligence and human personality if she reverts to a horse? 
Most ofthe others are those who discover essand gradu ally become her friends. Iwill age describe them, orthe story, in any detail beause they are complex encigh that it would tum intoa very long description. The plot does contain some surprises which should not be given away. 
There are a few groundrules that the reader mustjst shrugand accep! asthe laws of nate that make this ro- mance work. We learn in the ftst chapter both that “Arlen has to serel messages by Pony Express because rs sages transmitted magically may be intercepted magi cally; and that all the coutiersbefore Cony have been waylaid by the enemy sorereny’shiredassasit,1n3uch 4 nosvinsituation, the former reason sounds ike a veak excusefor why 2 Wizard needs an old-fashioned cour, There is no reasonable (or even unreasonable) explana- tion asto why Rorses tum nto humans, and back agin, while humans movingbetween the worlds are unaffect. ‘ed. Dugin leary putsomeetfont into rationalizing why averag: Americins who ind 9 sakes woman who ov ‘ously thinks that she is @ horse, would bringher hometo 
educate her themselves, instead of taking her to the nearest police stiton or hospital. Unfortunately, i not really convincing. Neither is the justification of why CCamole’s good wizards must remain scattered all around the countryside, vulnerable to the enemy’sconcentrited attacks, instead of gathering together for mutual de fence. Carey is skeptical, and sois he reader. If youvill accept that there are reasons for these situations, how- ever (and all ‘zoxph fiction is dependent spon a prety generoussuspersionof disbelief, the resto the story is Togical and intelligent. Durginkseps the plot balanced ‘evenly enough that it is impossble to guess whether Lady/see will nally remain » horse or ® husnasy and 
‘whether that result will be happy'or tag. + 
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police in their black reactive fiber riot gear, 
shock batons tapping the clear shields with re. 

strained agitation. There looked to be about thirty of 
them. Victor Davis had been there, just watching, off 
uty. S had Inspector Rrillha, the token Recom of the department, buthe was demonstrating, holding a picket 
sign that read, “We serve, we should be free,” Rrillha 
like all first-generation Recoms, was ex-military. The 
unchancteristically tall and muscular skunke Recom 
‘walked in the middle of the march, but stood at least a 
head above his fellows except for the wolves. The march 
‘was a rainbow of different fur colors, from the simple 
black and white of Rrillha to the calico conglomerate of 
the coon-ents 

LNG: beena hot day, a hazy ambesting downonthe 

It was all so peaceful. Davis stood by a post-box, drink 
ing a coffee much like Ihe die nov, with @ wary nonchs 
lance that gave him a “not there’ look The combination, 
of his receding bairline and large chin gave him the look 
of an immovable automaton. Fellow officers said that 
even though he was shor, if youdrove a truckinto him, he would just gruntand give you a ticket. That image 
came from his weight more than anything else. The 
years off the beat could becountedas rolls onhis waist ot 
stretch-marks across his hips, like rings cna tree, Sweat 
beaded across his broad forehead and his breathing, was 
quietly bored 2s he watched the panting Recomes 50 by. 
So peaceful... the rhythmic chanting of slogans, the con- 
stant flutter of footsteps. Then the counter demonstrators 
arrived. The Recomsfemained sueprisingly calm as the 
human crowd shouted “Animals” and other taunts They 
swore usadto it. They knew hovile reaction would only 
hurt their cause. A few younger Recoms were quieted by 
their elders. 
And then. right under is slowly blinking gaze, all hell 
broke loose 
Smack in the middle of the human agitators, there was a 
fireburs! of white smokeand glowing sparks. The explo- 
sion echoed off the labyrinth of buildings, rocking the 
flexi-plast storeironts asit skirled upintothe hazy grey 
sky. Suddenly police ran through both crowds 38 fear 
buat from its primal hideaway and overthrew the ration 
nal. 
The rit police bolted tough the crowds jointed shock- 
batons pate-axing everyone in their way. Davis atbod in 
silent awe, his coffee spilling down the front ofthe blue 
metal pest-box Black uniforms swarmed through the Re- 
coms, the assault of a disturbed hive, Davis sav it hap- 
pena clubbed wolverine wearing a purple heart onhis 
vest scrabbled at a riot officer as his legs gave oct from 
the electric shork. The shock hid made him giit his 
teeth ard flare his claws, raking through the Hot suit 
and the officer's side like a tlle through fresh sol 
At the sight of blood, hands went toholsters. Davis" jaw 
dropped as he heard the first pop and zp ofa sorvice 

pistol and the thump of the 
‘small fragmentation recket as it 
Jnocked the walverine 9 the con 
crete Iwas «quiet almost com 
cal sound, but eniqueand chilling 
fenough to make him shudder. It 
was the next half-dozen shois 
that made the day one of martyr: 
dom. 
Davis saw the big skunk Recon 
take the roundas he tried to pull 
his fellows to the pavement. To 
Victor, it seemed like a dream or 
8 VR pame...he was josalong for 
the ride. He ran through the 
JRuman crowd as fast as he could, 
knocking membersof the mob out 
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Ye WAY Be Fe ean ave know they wees Shard. 
Laterhe wondered why his chest was bruised. 
Even Rrillha dropped like a felled tree when be took 
the AP round.tt had hit his shoulder blade and frag: 
mented, sending tiny pieces of shrapnel up through his 
neck end skull, leaving red pinholes in his fur. Victor 
ached his badgo to the riot police who beganto sut- 
roundhim andheaved the big skunk intohis lap. Rrill 
ha’s head hungonto his chest, tongue loling as he shud 
dered silently. 
“Then it was over as quickly as it started, as the riot 
squadsaw the badge onthe Recm’sshorts, Davis wasn't 
even thinking, just hugging the quiet form to his chest 
protectively. He hadn’ even liked the furry —he just 
saw anofficer go dovwn..and that was what he teld the 
committee when they asked him if he believed in the 
Recoms eatce 
People screamed and whimpered aroundhim, butall he heard was his own labored breathing and Rrllha’s ‘mindlecs sputtering. The memory faded away, omolder, 
ingand intense Three Recoms stil sat in holding cells on 
suspicion of towing the concussion grenade, which had- 
n'tkilled anybody, and oneof the riot officers had been suspended pencing a grandjury investigation, It was over 
now, butthe incident had changed the Recoms’atitude; 
it had sharpened their daws a litle 
So Davis satin his hovering patrol car, fans humming 
uietly as he sipped his coffee and thought backon the 
recent past. The area had once been called Hell's 
Kitchen, then Clinton, ard now sae part of The Jungle be- 
‘cause ofthe concentration of furres inthe neighborhood, 
Only after the Massacredid it get any more violent than 
the rest of Maniattan. Infact, upuntil the Zoning.t was pretty gentrified. 
Davis's presence was usually enough; the sleek white 
prowler had a simple intimidating look. He glarced at 
the VR screens that scrved as windows and kept the 
heat-scanner on, moniioring a fifty-foot radius. His 
thoughts wandered to Inspecter Rrillhi’s brain-dead 
form 38 St Clare's Hospital, The sunk hed no family, 00 
the vote weas up to the Precinet to see the plug was 
pulled and his organssold for the PBA fund. Davis, 
‘chuckled cynically and shook his head. The poce furry 
ddidn’thave a chance. Vietor thought fora momen: what 
if wouldbe like to have noparents, to bemadeandtreat- 
fed like a lab animal that was et free, with too many 
Strings attached. Then of how Rillha war trated at the 
station 
‘The guys at the Precinctcalled him “Stinky” to his face, leven though he had periect cantrotof his ail, Davis re 
membered calling him “Stripes* once, but Reihs pre 
ferred that tothe other insulting nickname, Even though 
he could probably break the neck of any officer at the 
station, he boreal their taunts. He knewhis grip onthe 
job was tenuous at best. 

Davis had nothing against the guy. He was a goodcop, and tad made several importntbustand Investig, tons. le had been rpingthe upsats bas to fan Revo Tes ce inh pein hoping 9 make a ample for poze force natonvide His atest casein Colved whet semed tee the st Recem sel killer; the apes othe inurdner as unos Dt stn, Were ail fortes, found kaied fo dent in abandoned buildings oresen their own homes-~sz in all Sofa. Sarprningly,Filha seed tohave neleeds. The ei pride no mites, 
Davis unverapped one ofthe greasy cheeseburgershe had. picked up at the KwikBite Shop while cruising down- {own before werk. He was about to take # lokewanm bite when the heatscan picced up twosmall formsclcsing in from the left. He clicked on the image enhancer and @ small window appeared onthe front screen, show'ng two small jrred foxns huddled behind a pile of garbage 
“Kids” he grumbled. It was after 4 PM,and they were supposed tobe at homeorin a designated play ares, not 
in this mostly abandoned quadrant. 
He flicked onthe high-beams and muttered into the megaphone feed, “Gohame, kids. You know there's nath- ing to dohere.” He began cating ihe burger, and grumbled because the clueless cook had fred the onions instead of leaving them raw, the way he liked them. Again. 
He flicked on the sound telescope and heard them gig- 
sling as they scampered closer, behind the rusted shell of 4 stripped automobile. Davis sighed and flicked onthe ‘ncons. The bubble on the roof of the ca stobed ad bust 
into a swirling red and blue whirlpool 
Just in case, he took the Hardballer, a beanbag pistol from under his seat. Ht would krock them to their furry little asses if they gave him any trouble, They looked 
‘unarmed to him and he wasn’t taking any chances, buthe 
wasn’t going to plug a kid for tossing rocks. 
He had nabbed the Hardballer off a young smattass in Bensoshurstwho'd tid to mughim dunga vist toa ‘womanhe'd stopped seeing years ago. Ashe checked the Chamber, he heard sometinghi the car ard plates ‘When he looked up, the VR screen as blanks The scone paint balloon hit the passenger ide andslowly washed oven tung meat of ft wsslow gece 
The scanners showed the kids ranningpast the car to- ward 2 crumblngprefa> apartment complex. From the fails he saw waving onthe hea-can and the soundot 
their giggles, he guessed they were felines. 
Hee stepped out ofthe car in time to see the calico kits camper into the building with their avrkward-losking, 
Dut quick, bipedal gait. Davis had grownup during the 
years the military had declassified the recombinant 
species buthe still wasn’t used tp the unnatural springi- ness of their toestepping legs. 
Shutting the door ofthe prowler behind him, he jogged 
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ceph reeprepeebina ks apire ites <P rlonarpeatcc hues Wace 
alert for any sign of ambush; his cool grey eyes darted 
about warily. If they didn’t give him ary trouble, he'd 
lot them go with a searcor a waming If they hade’t in- 
terrupted his lunch, he might have just taken the car to 
be washed, 
Hie joggedto the doorard scanned the hall before step- 
ping in. Two sets of glimmering yellow eyes, oneabove 
the other, blinked at him from he darkened stairwell, 
before the pair dashed up the stairs with a giggle. 
“Coon cats,” he muttered, trotting after the kits. They 
looked very young, maybe noteven teens, Runningup the 
stairs, Davis began tosweat; being built ike a bull gave 
him very little endurance. 
When he reached the first landing, he checked all the 
doorways, then the stairs. There, two yellow eyes 
gleamed back from the shadows cast by the dim light 
that seeped through the shattered windows. "Little 
shits,” Victor panted, coming down the hallway. 
He nearly fired when the giggling shadow threw the ob- 
ject at him before he realized what it was. The stale 
donut bounced off his shoulder. Crumbsaf dried glaze 
marked his coatand dottad the rotten wood floor where 
the donut rolled toa stop at his feet. 
“Why you little furball” Davis growled, and rushed the 
laughing kite under hail of donuto,When he reached 
tackling range, they sped upthe creaking stairs, and he 
followed in a rage. Especially since chocobte glazed was 
his faverite 
He still had the sense to skip the broken stairs, watching 
his stepas rage stole his breath fromhim. Ashe reached 
the top flight, he saw the twvo youngRecomsin the weak 
light that filtered through the ragged holes in the root. 
The two coon-kitens smiled and giggled downmoxking- 
ly, throwing the last of the donutsat him as he ran up 
the stairs. Their long, thick calico fur essmed dappled 
with shimmering white spots. 
He felt solight. A strangled gusglingcame from some- 
where, and the mocking smiles ofthe Wildcats faded into 
a mixture of awe and horror. Davis’ back arched like an 
angry cat's and a crushing pain burst across his chest, 
searing ripples across his nervous system. 
The Hardballer went off, inocking a shower of sheet rock 
down from the ceiling. Victor's whole world shifted up- 
ward, tumbling and blurring, beforeit was blotted out by 
an inky onrush of blackness 

One 
"chim to see a comfortingface,” said the somewhat ef 
feminate, but undoubtedly male, voice tha switled along, 
the rim ef his consciousness. 
Another voice, sftly grovling, joined the whirlpool of 
sound. “Scan shows litle signs of shock.” The voicehad a 

guttural tang to it. “Locks like a nice smooth slip." 
‘The maelstrom of sound soonmide him feel like he was in orbit around a conversation; when he reached the ‘apogee all the voices mixed intoa slurring buze 
He seemed farther away now.The voices were distant, but muchclearer. “We canbegin therapy in the next few days," the effeminate voice said. "Too bad he didn’t 
have sny close relatives.” 
“Doesn't have,” a gravely male voice interrupted 
‘The whirlpool slowly calmed, lke a spinning com final- 
Iy coming to rest. Victor heard a lot of quiet breathing, 
but noone was speakinganymore. 
He slowly became aware of his body, as if every muscle hhad been asleep but without the pins and needles, only 
‘numbness. A sot unrecognizable hum teased his memory: 
‘"Victor" asked the gravelly voice. It soundeda little familiar. He couldn’tplace it. He stizred slightly, and 
someoneheld his arm, The feeling was muffled by ban- ‘dages, and he groaned with a sigh 
‘As he breathed deeply for the first time, his nose was 
flooded with distinctive scents. The thick scentef a fox, which always tickled the back of his throat; some humanhad doused himself with a pheromonal cologne. 
‘An underlying tinge of skunk scent wrinkled h's nose, ‘which had begun to feel col. 
He tried to avoid openinghis eyes, He didn’t want to see roomful of cold physicians tending a network of tubes leading from him to\a stack ofbleak, sterile machines. His dry eyelids split open and he saw exactly that. 
[At the end of the bed, hands on the metal foctboard, Stood + gravelooking man of about forty yours, skin 
‘weathered and tanned. Like Victor, he Icoked ae f grav- 
ity worked overtime onfim; his jaw hung openjusta lit. 
te and he slouched like a weary Atlas. His brownand 
silver hair was slicked back in he currentstyle, and his 
longface had the texture of sandstone. He reminded Vic. 
tor of an Easter sland monolith. 
‘One oneach side of him, there stooda thin hawk-nosed 
‘man ina lab cost andl a slim fox Recom in a skirt, a long. 
‘white jacket thrown over her shoulders. She wore the coat asa matter of profezzion, it seemed — most Recome 
preferred to wear as litle as pessble, especially in hot 
‘weather. Fur was enough, even inthe cool hospital room. 
Victor blinked. “Yee?” The word was drawn out, and it 
felt like parts cf his moath didn t work. One word pulsed 
trough his mind, a wash of cold. Stroke 
‘The bigman atthe footaf the bed, who owned the grav- 
lly veice, smiled. “Youmadeit” He walked upto Vie- 
tors sie, 
The hawkish manineerted » syringe intooneof the tubes 
inthe massof plastic spaghetti that trailed froma hurt- 
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SSNS Bee Ne eaves Wirlse, seach, Set elbows Vac~ tor saw his black arm and winced, thinking hed been 
Druised from head to toe 
“Victor. Youhad a heart attack, By the time the para ‘medicsfoundyou, youwere nearly gone. Now youcouldn’t 
afford a transplant. You know how the hospitals are; they checked your BankCard right after they hed you stabilized onthe machines.” The big man, whom Victor remembered seeing once in Captain Thompson's office, 
put a hand on hs shoulder. 
He looked down at himself and blinked. He seemed much 
bigger. He figured he would have wasted away or at 
least lost some weight in the hospital. His skin was 
black along his sides, pale in the middle. 
“We patd to keep you cutof the freezer in stasis, buta 
Kennedy bought the last heart at the hospital's organ bank that was your bleod type... OA negative, pretty. 
rare, Now there's still hope if you're patient...” 
Victor pulled the sheets off ofhimself, careful not to tug any IVs. “I-'ma skunk” he squeaked. His throat felt like he was wearing a tie three inches to0 tight. Trem- 
bling, he began to pant. 
‘The hook-nosed dactor emptied the syringe into the IV 
while the vixen watched Victor curiously. Soon his 
shaking stopped as the sedative began to settle him. 
The rovgh-voiced human put on his best comforting face, 
Which wasn’t much. "Victor, it’s temporary. Mindslip, 
You'veheard how it's used to wipe the minds of serial 
Billors and such, to etudy their minds and braine sepa 
rately. You remember how Nelson Walker bought a 
brain-dead teen and got slipped into the body to beat bone cancer. It made all the papers, and right after it, organ danation got regulated intoa meat market.” 
He placed a hand on Victor's shoulder. Even his meaty paw was dwarfed by the form Victor nowinhabited. He looked like a bodybuilder, and the lush fur made him 
seem even bigger 
“I wantmy body back!” He covered his eyes with black- 
furred hands and sobbed softly 

Two 
Victor stained to lift the bar that hungover hisn. His 
chest felt like a furnace aboutto burst and his huge tail 
twitched and flattered between his legs on the bench. 
“Come on," Dematroulalos urged him, squatting beside 
the weight machine. His grey suit bulged.at the inseam, 
and his voice was as rough as ever, 
Victor growled and forced the Isot rep ofthe eet. He had 
locked his elbows, and rubbed them, panting as he sat up. 
Reillha’s body was still trim, butall his tone had been 
lost as he lay ina capsule wasting away, The therapy 
was supposed to put him back inshape as it let him get 
used to is new body. 

“You're trying to kill me, Gavin,” Victor panted. He looked overat the display, which read 325 poundsin re Lep. 
Svarlt, the lab-coated vixen, walked over, looked a Victor's diagnostic wristband, and tsked. "You'rejust no used it. According to recordsthis is Rrillha’s average workout, and ive've Worked you up to it” She sat lazily cna curl-machine’s paided seat, and her tail wafted te 
the thinly carpeted floor. 
Victor sunished and wanted t tell her to try lifting those bars. He looked at his arms andl poked the muses, The ‘workouts did show a difference. and he was oddly satis fied to finally be in shape, even if he had to die to do it. 
Gavin stood, sicked backhis grey hair with a hand, and threw the skurk a towel. "Go shower and cool off” 
“Is time for your frst briefing,” Svarla_ interrupted 
with her deeply trilling voice. That seemed odd to Vie- 
tor; he didn't remember Rrillha ever feeling free enough to do that, She curled her tail around bar of the ma- chine. 
Gavin nodded, and the two left him there to eatch his breath, The shower was invigorating, even if wet far weighted him down and looked awful when towel- ried... and he was too lazy to brush ital, 
He made doby brushing the topknot of head-fur that al ‘ways got inis eyes, and mostof his facial fur. His tail looked frizzy, butit was too much trouble to pull around and brush propery. 
He expected the briefing to beheld in a cavemousdark 
room with mn in dark suits seated at a huge oak table, bat it was just Gavin and Svarla in a small sun-lit office near the top ofthe building. Ithad been a week or s0— ‘he'd lost count — since they woke him, and he had been outside to jog a couple times. The building was inbumanly 
sterile. Outside, the compound was smack in the middle fof a large city, butthe circle of trees and the tall iron fence beyond kept him from guessing where he was. The 
{grass and trees, and even the occasional bird, wer treat for the city cop/but they gave him a rucnynose Rrillha 
had not been used to pollen in the ai. 
Victorsat ina leather chair, outof the sunbeam that cut theough the room Dustmotes danced in the soft gold ray. Gavin sat behind a marble-tepped desk that looked 
pretty bare fora goverment official's. There was only a ‘small lamp, a stylish fountain pen,and ajar of midnight Due inke 
‘Svarla was sprawled oaton the other ctai, in astrange 
position so she didn’t sit onher tail, She looked comfort- able, though. Just then Victor realized how uncomfort- 
able hefelt, and the two watched him with a cruel plea- sure as he shifted in his seat, then finally sat sideways 
fn the armless chair ike dhe visen di. 
Her muzzle parted in a pleasant gesture, “You look like 
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EE Le, aR ECS, one, Seely aed aver 
politely as Gavin smiled. “Don’t you ever brush 
yoursel2” 
Victor ‘elt the strangest thing. His ears bumed as he 
blushed. Now why was he embarassed? Ithe had gotten 
{he same remark as a human, he would have given her 
the Finger at least, He muzthave broadcat his feelings, 
‘because she sofined her attack, 
TI show you how to take care of yourself. You are like a 

newbom of sorts n02" Something in her glance hinted of 
apology, but that was all 
“You two can go play house later,” Gavin grinned. “This 
fc moreimporiant.” He fieked s ewitch wndertho dock 
and the ventilation kicked up. He took a. pack of 
cigarettes, a lighter, andan ashizay froma drawer and 
put then enhis desk before lighting up.Eren the build- 
Ing’s purifiers couldn't cut the chemical tang off the city 
air, soalittle smoke wouldhardly benoticed. His pupils 
shrank to pinpoints ashe sucked pare nicotine. 
“Youmight’ve figured oat we didn’t pay to have you 
mindstipped out of the goxdness of ourhears.” Gavin in- 
haled, and held his breath a surpcisingly longtime. Vie~ 
tor waited silently for him to continve wendering what 
their purposewas. He began to realize how little reason, 
people had for keeping him alive, Without any close 
friends or relatives, he wouldn't bernissed, 
Gavin exhaled finally, but didn’t say anything, 
“Who doyoumeanby ‘we'?” Victor asked, and shifted in 
his chai 
Gavin looked at his cigtrette, “The FBI, Recombinant 
Crimes Taskforce Weneed you.” 
Vietor frowned. “You'vegotto beledding me. I don'teven 
wanna naw how muchit cost to bring meback, but you 
could geta ive cop a lot easier. What's the catch?” 
“Victor, there are very few people in law professions 
who agree with the Recom cause I's a bias wedon’teare 
for. They see Recoms as engineered killing machines, 
time Domibs walking their streets” 
"What makes you think Imany different2" He wasstill 
being wary. He knew he was nothing special, or it he 
had outdanding qualities, they werent good ones. 
"Your psychological evaluations, over the years on the 
force, show it. As does your record. Which is another 
thing. Yourattitude toward the high brassis what kept 
youa detective. They like a kiss-ass, and you're any- 
thing but In fact. you should've filled Rrillha’s shoes, 
which you're doingnow, cometo think oft” He smiled 
with big teeth like white tombstores 
Svarla hemphed, but was othenwie silent. 
Victor thought back. Yes. he was a good detective, Never 
really made the papers except for working in the X 

Killer case — a killer sonamed for the multitude of X- slashed bodies that kept tumingup in parks around the city, mestly joggers and skeet people, 
He rememberedit vividly, seeing the thin, unobirusive ‘man among the crowd, gaivking aver the yellow police lines, trying to geta peek at the body bag, He had seen him belore. His whole mind had zoomedin on the man and the small piece of silver poking fromhs pants pock- 
‘et, untilhe realized it was part ofa straight razor—the thumb test, It wes almost funny how they caught the bas- tard, who liked to bethere when police bagged his vie- tims. That guy's ballsiness was talked about in the 
precinctfor months. 
So whet do you want me for?” 
Gavin smirked. "Youcouldat least try te sama grateful,” he puffed the las of his cigarette aay. "We need you fo continue an investigation. You start where Rrllha left off. You can get at his files... past the reina-scan, He 
had a high access level thanks te his position with us, but only the computers know thet. Dont ty to pull senk 
‘with anyone. Yeu'restll a Recom.nomatter what badge 
we give you.” 
Victor scratched at his chin. “Oh boy, Vana secret agent 
‘man, So you want me to catch the Furry Kills?” 
Svarla winced. "You're stil a fat bald cop under thal far youknow that? Im going! teach you to fit in among Re toms. "Furries’ are what the press cals us, As far asany- 
one knows, you're Rrillha recovered from cera.” 
Victor cringed mockingly. "Hey, 1 didn’t know it wos of 
fensive,IYS what wecalled him ai the station.” Actual 
ly, somecops called the killer “Trapper Bob.” 
“know. That's why Tminiining you. So youdon' get 
‘your face clawed off.” She cleaned a claw. 
Victor had neverfelt any attraction toward Recoms His 
yer traced over Svarl’s fat, lash-furred chest, anid he 
‘Was sure she knew. He knew that Recoms didn’t have the 
preoccupation with breasts that he and other humans 
did, The complete Jacko them mildly interested hin. 
He nodded. “Il give it mybest shot. It’s my only chance 
to get back into my body, isn't?” 
Gavin grinned coldly and nodded, lighling ancther 
cdgarette 
Svarla sood up wordlessly and gestured for Victor tofol- 
low. Hestood and realized that his lege were closerto @ 
Jhuman’s than hers. While she hed firm thighs like a 
Ihuman’s her shins and feet were digitigrade, furred a deep chocolate brown, unlike her sandy-orange arms, legs, ana back, and her white throat and belly. Her face 
‘was flecked with silver guardhairs that offset the mud 
lier fur there, 
Gavin stayed at his desk."Don’t get your til caught in 
the door, Rrilth” he grinned. Viclor remembered that 
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‘Pail ait and winced, closing the door behind him es- pecially carefully 
‘Three 

Svarla liked being outside, sothey satin the shade of a young.leafy gnarled oak as she told him hovr to it in She had taken off her cont, and the soft wind rufled her fur. The waminszy sun wasa brused spotot yellow ona dead cepper sky 
First they tackled conrotations of words and slang. A Recomiwho wasn’t very euuncredof humnanecalled tet ‘skins’. The older oncesoldier types used.a lot of mili- tary slang, but Fecoms dit not have their own language. 
ARecom might becomeenraged at the sight of furcoat, romatter how rare they were, sothey stayed away from Satton Compourdthe small quad onthe East side with 
its own private police force. 
1 was nearly dusk by the time she finished body lan- 
guage. He had to be careful how he movedhis tail, and he coulén'tevan controlthe damnthing yet. Even though hhis gaze was likened to staring downs double-barreled shotgun, he shouldn’t stare or are his teeth; and sbove all, dor'tstare at someane who's eating, There werea fot 
of instincts that weren't erased by genetic recombination cal memories, she called Use. 
He had knownabout wolverines ever sincehe’d becemea 
cop, butshe told him anyway. Never provoke them. No 
matter kow muchbigger soware, they will never sunt, and they won'tback dow. If the Recom stereotype ofthe “walking time-bomb” had any basis in fat, it was the bad-lempered mastelids. Their claws were not vestigial and adrenaline was ike PCPto them, They werea pain in the ass to put down, Victor remembered. He recalled 
hosing downa drunkone back when he was a patrolman, His dapartment, smack inthe middle ofthe Jungle, final: ly resoried to stur-guns that were practically hyped-up 
cattle prods. Even though he felt strong enought throw 
a wolverine acrossa room he reminded himself notto get 

"What do Recomsdo to show... desire?” He wanted to 
make her feel as uncomfortableas he had, equimingin that chair upetaiee 
She chuckled, a throaty sound."There are plenty of womenalong the Hudson that'll show you. No, you'll 
have money. Might want to ty uptown betwoon Fifth and Seventh...” She gare him a toothy grin, It was 
meant toanger him, he remembered. Recome dida’'t sil, 
Only humans bared ther fangs in merrimen. 
“Thanks” he glared. 
“If you reed to krow for this investigation, I'l tell you" 
She stood up, brushed the grass off her legs. “Come on. Time to go inside” 
He wasn’t done training yet. Therapy moved ‘rom strength to agility — balance beams and rellex exerises 

to make surehe wasn’t clumsyusing muscleshe never had before 
(One day, when Svarla was checking how well his eyes focused, he asked her, “How dol spray?" 
‘She mevely moved the lenses from his eyes and said, “1 don't krow. 'm nota skunk” 
‘Atlast the day had come. He was getting sti-crazy. Tt ‘was time forhis recovery io beannaunced to the pressand forhim toreturnto the department. He was back in Gav 4h’s office, the fans runingon high as the stone-iaced ‘man chain-smoked. 
“Flow are you goingto gosbout helping us, Victor? Have youreally thought about kt? Theres been another murder ‘hile youwere beingslipped.” He puffed away as Svar- Ia idly groomed her forearm With her claws, 
Victor tought « moment “Pick upRelha’s Tends érom [his accountsand files. Search his apartment, Try to find his informants, his street people. Try tofit in back at the station.” 
“Good. Try tokeep quict. Remember, you're practically & martyred hero for the Fecom movement and that Il screw upyour workat the station. Pake amnesia, that'll help with any miends you might bunpinto. i'm sure there'll besympethy overflowing or you, but don'tpush i” 
“I don't plan to." He cracked his knuckles. Odd, he'd never had that habit. He flexed the small muscles that extended and retracted his claws. "Do youstantme to re- 
port on progeess? Back hers?” 
Gavin nodded. “We'll be in touch Svatia will get you yourthings and drop you of at the apartment. Tomozow ‘you'rebeck onthe force.” He ground outa cigarette wider fis thumb inthe tacky chrome ashtray on his desk. 
His belongings amounted to a belt-lip badge, a bandolier ‘with a Distinguished Service Crossand a Purple Heart pinned tit, a tn wallet with somedebt and credit cards ini, and anopen roll of violet candies. The candies ‘were sweet and theie scent tickled his nose 
Searla ted him to an undergroundparking lot, stopping ata simple dark sedan with tinted windows, When they neared, the engine humned to life, It was a carmen 
‘model ofautomatile, and mist drifted out ofthe exhaast 
He opened the back doorafter he fcund outthe passenger door was locked. As he was getting in, the vinen pat a hhand onhis shouler, and her claws pricked his skin. He rumea toner 
"You have any questions, my phonenumbersin Rrillha’s 
files” She let go. 
“Thanks.” He gotin the ca, siting in the middle of the back seat His tail curled uplike a beggingsquirrel's,the 
end presced up agnnst the tear window 
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“Take care, Rrillha.” She baredher fangs, taunting him. 
playfully 
‘"You too." He tried to mimic her expression, but felt 
silly, se he shut the door 
He only caw the back of the driver's head far the trip 
back to the City. The manhad 2 governmentisue short 
haircut, strong features,and a pair of aviator surglasces 
on. He didn’t talk and it looked like you could getpaper 
‘cus fromthe ironed cresses in his suit. He also hed ears 
that madehim look like a taxi with the deorsopen, but 
Vietor decided rot to tel him, 
“The skunk looked out the windows boredly and realized 
that the FBI building he had been cooped upin vas the 
new one, built a few years ago inthe Free City of Staten 
Island, which seas happily no lenger affliated with the 
four remaining boroughs of New York City. Alter he left 
the island, he didn't see any trees 
‘The driver stopped at a tall grey apartment building sur 
rounded by others exactly like it, It was at the top of SoFo, on Prince between Greene and Mercer. He got out 
and the sedan pulled hastily between two shuttle buses, fumed right on = side street, and wae gone 
The sidewalks weren't toocrowded, and he only saw ane 
other Recom,a young wolf who outscrossthe street, The 
rest of the people slouched toward heme under the gly 
grey-green sky. He was received wvithout a wordexcept 
for a grantfroma gang of teens sho all ad blue stripes 
dyed down the middie of their creweu's and bar code 
badgesstolen fromexecs inne to thelr ak jackets. The 
badges were collected like baseball cards, and ane kid had all the big ones: DuPont, J&}, IBM, GE, ITT. They 
stood by the frent of his building and parted when he 
walked upthe seps. He felt them givinghim the finger 
tohis back, but didn't tum, 
His apartment was onthe sixth floor andhe tore yellow 
police tape off the dooramb before entering, It had 2 
thumbprint reader for lock and the door popped inward 
lke the secret panel of a crypt. 
Despite the ds, 688 nie spacious apartment that probably costa fete, Te furitne andcacor we mi final — longcouth, some nature print nthe walls. The wallmunted TV wae mute: butspat foth a ficker of commerials info the silent oom A counerdiided the parlor irom the Kitchen, which had afer brick flor snd ullltarian fixtures He was afraid io openthe re igerator flr all this ane somehind ofsenten! sld wa likly to tac him with pooudopod 
Through a door nthe kitchen werea bedzoomand bath The nrg bata + nightsble st soe sey ne with ¢ video fender anda stackof booklist, the other with ¢ lamp ard an alr clock Boubledoor dees flanked the bd 
He used the bathroom before giving the place a half- 

decent cleaning. He opened the window's and tumed up the volumeonthe TV. The apartment was quo! and the place had the air of death. The PC, oddly, was Portable, and fit ina briefcase with its common police ac ‘essories —a scannerprinter, cellular phone, and a re ‘mote digitizer, which Jooked like a stall earner. 
He was tied frommaking the place livable, sohe laid fon the couchand watched a public TV show about the Grand Canyon tl he fll aclegp. 
Sleep was a dark swirling void, a whirlpool abyss be hhind his eyes, the center of it hypnotizing him as he con 
templated it for what ssomed st lemnity 
‘The next mominghe woke early, his muzzle and palms ‘moist with sweat, The sunwas just coming up, barely af fecting the ashen sky. He sat the PC onhie lap, timed ‘on,and put onthe opaque visor vith the builtin head- 
Phones. 
‘A thin red line buzzed across his vision as the visor laserscaned his retina for log-in, Colors burst, 2 million blooming fluorescent pinpricks, each with a tiny budol darkness in the center, which then bloomed untila blind byes enveloped him. 
Then, windowsof text dipped up against the blackness, like cards dealt onan ebony table. Some were doorways 
to catalogs, travel agente, banks, and the like; another 
window flashed entertainment, from ersatz vacations and vicarious edventures oa virtual reality brothel, He scanned the bak account balances, checked the news, and learned that he was loappear at a press conlerenceheld at the jungle Precinct in a couple of hours. He figured he should look good, so he decided to scan the files iter. 
He tried to remember how Rritha combed his head-1ur, 
which looked messy ro matte: what he did with it Being a skunk,he had  tousled messof black and white 
fur benweenhis ears, Sicked back, he Icoked too shifty; parte¢, it looked ridiculous. He loosely combed back 
and let a lockof bangshanging neatly over his left eye. He theught he looked dashing, for a fur— Recom. 
In the same drawer as the fur brush, there wara key- 
chain, It held a car key and a small squat key that looked like it ft a locker ora safety deposit box-Reillha 
musthave had a department issue vehicle; he hoped 
he'd be getting it back 
‘The only clothes Reillha owned were shorts. Victor found 
a navy blue pair to puten. alongwith his badge snd ble 
Hie hit the street, looking for a shuttle, He brought the 
Driefease compater with him, 
1 there was any sun that day, it was hiding behind the colosselziggurats of the housingcompleses. Shute buses land the occasional sleck automobile jockeyed down the rutted, pockmarked pavement. Crowds shuffled down 
‘the sidawalle, come disappearing down littered stair, 
Wells othe subways below. 
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Pacieet ie cnearehc Albresas alt isting acing from the station, and sirap-hanged it for the trip. He 
‘was the only Recom on the bus, el began to feel glances grazing him... eyes net making contact, but pointing his 
‘Way now and then. 
‘The ride was spine jarring at best and gut-wrenching at 
ite worst. The cowntowa tide stzsts were neglected be 
‘yond repair, and the busbottomed out regularly as the 
‘river raced down them. Victor was used to the ride, 
never having owned a car. He gruntedas the bus hurtled 
rounds food cart that sat at the curband watehed the 
peds scatter back onto the sidewalks where they be 
Tenged. 
The Fity-Fourth New Precinct was a squat geometric 
shombjammed betweena dull weathered warehouse and 
4 tall, sterile apartment complex. After he stepped off 
the still rolling bus, he clored his eyes a moment:he 
fought with himself to relax, to force the queasiness 
away, to be empty, as he imagined Rrillha would be 
with ‘partial amnesia. The enteance wat cut into the 
Dbullding with odd, sharp angles, ana he walked down 
the obleng tunnel to the lobby. 
A couple were trying to argue with the desk sergeant. 
“But Iwas mugged! You're telling meyou won'teven take 
a reporl” The man held a comerof his jacket to his eye, 
where 2 swollen cut still bled. The woman beside him 
pinched her bloody nose and leaned her head back. 
The desk sergeant sitting behind a thick plastic sereen 
looked up from his coffee. He followed the skunkwith his eyesas Victor walked tothe back door with the Po- 
lice Only sign above it. “Just be hucky you're alive. 
There's not much we cando. Do you knowhow many mg. 
pings there are every day?” 
The back room was a sea of desks, unifons,and noise. 
Telephones, beepers, and shoutsall_ fought for ears. He 
scannedthe room, trying hard to heep from talking to old 
friends...he wasbackin his world, butina disguisethat 
was tortrously perfect. 
He nearly waved to Kassie Obrycki, who was still chew- 
ing onher computerstylus, possibly wantirg to beclectro- 
cuted, o: Joe Bagaducci, who everyone called Joey Bags, 
butwvho he called Joey Big O'Doruts Joey was staring at 
Io newsreader overs cup of coffee, having finished his 
donuts already. 
Hey, Sinky’s back!" A rookie, askinny spider of a man 

with a buzzed heireut taunted him from across Uve cows 
He waved back silently athe walked upthe aisle tothe 
Captain’s office, amid hots and shouts of sarcastee ap- 
plate. It began pecking at im, even though it wasn't r- 
ally hirs they were jeering. The sounde were like prod- 
ding fingers, making him cringe ard tremble with anger. 
he stared into space, knowing that if he met the guze of 
one of the taunters, he weulld explode. He could fee their 
eyes gouging him along, 

‘He nearly jumped when a hand reached out in front o1 ‘him 4s he walked by. 
“Welcome back, Inspector." It was Bagaducci. His voice soundedlike a croak sometimes. He idn’t talk often Dark, deep-set eyes looked up from uncera mopof black hair, He worea dingy grey sweater with a strand of yarn hanging froma ragged cuff and someolt slacks. He wor black sneakers instead of deparment-issue shoes 
Rrillha’s voice was higher than was expected for his Fino. "Thank you,Lieu/"he sald dryly, and walled back 
{0 Captain Thempson’s office. 
It was a stale cubicle, cramped with a plastic mock lacquer dock and piles of computer cartndges stacked ‘around the room, labeled in a steady hand, Thompsonsat at his desk, roundlike a coiled boa constrictor in his chair, and about the same color Victor liked his coffee. He was squatand bald on top, as if life had gromd him downinto the pavement. He hed a pager hooked on his fear, and he hummed into it boredly, on Fold, 
“Rrillna.” Thompson was noteasily surprised. His eyes ‘were hard enough to take on a jaguars siae, 
Victorhad been finding it hard to act out Rrillha's often submissive attitude. With Thompsonit was easy. Every conversation was like a game of mercy you started out Tsing 
“Good morning, Captain.” He nodded end stood before 

the desk, 
‘The captain raised his index finger, gesuring for himn to watt a minute as he started tallang on the phone. 
Victor pivoted on his heel, looking around the room ‘while Thompson tried to wheedle some information from, ‘another precinct. The white floor, scuffed by the cap- 
tain’s black-soled shoes, was smooth against his feet His claws made quiet clicking noises as he tapped his 
foot 
‘A rotating photo cube on the desk cycled through a slideshow of smiling grandkids. The walls weremostly 
bare, except fora display case that held a S2-stale set of 
‘State Troopershoulder patches anda pistol rangetarget, 
with the bullseye raggedly removed and "25 yards, 3Ommlong” written in magic marker, 
“No, Im not ying to pall rankwith you, Cy. Butif you fax those over, notonly will Tlet you see the evidence 
from the Jenkins case, but I'll give you two of my tickets to the fets-Steckrs game on the 25¢h, No, Lm not shitting 
you, Ineed those records, Thanks. I'l give you the tickets over lunch at Ferry's in Maspeth. Seats are low, around 
the 45-yard line You buy lunch.” He hung up. 
“Stubbom $.0.8,, that Cy. Rrillha, goodto have you 
back.” He played with « pen. 
“Goodto be back, sin” He sat un the edge of one of the twochairs in front of the Captain's desk his tail curling 
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SE en ee ee ee 
“Now listen. I know the feds took care of you, checked 
you out, but you're doing desk jebs until I'm sure you're 
Okay. Taey said you hac light amnesia?” 
"Yes, ss.” 
He grinned. “What's your nameand badge number: No pangs 
He parted his muzzleand churred softly, the best light 
Iaugh a skunkcould muster "Reis Hofiman, Inspector 
#374." He trilled his R's involuntarily, which annoyed 
him, before he remembered how Reillha sounded, 
What's 8 signal-13?" 
“Officer in distress.” 
"Good. How many sugars do take in my coffee?” 
“Uh. don’t know, sit” 
“I take it black. Get mea cup,then Ihave somereports 
yom ean review.” He grinned again. 
Victor dosed his eyes 2 moment with 2 “heh” before 
heading for the coffee un. Thompson wes a ballbuster, 
buthe was. good guy and a good sop in Victor's mind 
He brought the Captain his coffee and zipped through 
the reports. He was a little anel-retentive about spel- 
ling, grammar asd correct procedure, and loft many notoe 
for the patrol officers ard the end of theie reports, This 
kind of work bored him, sohe gotit over with quickly. 
Sitting at hic dock, he noticed that the “New Mail” 
light wes flashing slowly on the handle ofthe briefcase, 
so he logged in to check it 
Svarla had cont hin a dossier on himeatt 
Name: Rriltha Creche: Hoffiran #28 
DOB: release date 8/1/87 ID #: SWU-626-70 
Physical description: Mephitis sapiens 

‘Generation 1. 
Height: S'11" Weight: 315 Ibs 
Bxployrent History: Marine Comps, Hoffman 
Project. Served in stunk anti~Terrorist 
Squads, 20 yrs., retired with pension. 
Final tanking: Sergeant 1st Class. 
Service: Operation Innocent Rescue, 2102; 
Operation Dune Harmer 2102-2103; Operation 
Oasis 2110-2111. Drill Sergeant 2111-2017. 
Security Guard, Macy's, 2117-2119. police 
Officer, NYPD, 54th N, Precinct 2119-2122; 
promoted to Detective, 2122; proroted to 
Inspector. 2125. 
That was all. Tt was helpful, but nowhere near as de- 
tailed a5 he'd hoped... He was about to scan through 
Rrillha’s personal files when Lieutenant Bagaducei 
walked 4p. 

“Hey, Rrillha.” He puthis hand on the skunk’sshouldet unexpectedly, making the fur bristle, 
"Hallo, Liew." 
“Youheat about Vie Davis?” 
“No. What happened? Transfe:?” 
“Youcould call it that. Heart attack, chasing tivo coan 
cats. Kids, third generation Recoms, Never thought 
about his health, that guy.” 
Victor nodded the head he inhabited, feeling suddenly 
cold. “He should have watched his diet. Toobad, I liked 
hhim, When did it happen?” 
“Three of four months ago. Yeah, he was a good cop 
Hard-headed, butgood. Anyhow, we got the two kids in 
holding. Parents can’t afford counsel and the public de 
fondon are 20 backed up they could ust MetaMfucil. No 
bail, DA’s prosecutingthis like they pulled the trigger 
fon Rim.” He sat on the edge of Rrilha’s desk 
“Jeous" Shit, Victor thought, Rrillha wouldnever have 
said that. Recoms weren't accepted in any of the tradi 
tional religions. He wondered if Joey caught that. "Well 
they shouldn’thave run. What were they doing?” 
“They tossed some paint balloons at his squad car. He 
should have nownbeter, andcalled for an assist. They 
couldhave ambushed im in that complex. But Ibelieve 
these kids. They called usonhis pager after he passed 

“Ml have to look at all the reports and talk fo them, 
The Cep doesnt want me doing much fer a while but this 
is definitely myend.” He looked at the clock, “I'd better 
20, Thave that press conference in a hall-hour.” 
Bagadueci walked back tohis desk, and Victor sat alone 
and thought fce a few long mintesbefore he left for the 
conference, 
He had two escorts who walked to either side of him 
downthe halls, keeping the press at bay. He dwarfed 
both of them, wiry young guyswith creweutsand fresh 
shaves. Their tones were snappy and forcibly gruff ac 
they pushed back a crowd of reporters, somewith micro 
cams,somewith pen-mikes thrust at Rrillha’s face as he 
‘pushed through them to get to the door, 
‘The podium was directly in front of the door, and flanked 
by twofamiliar faces. Jayesh Vierheilig, the Vice Presi- 
dent of the Manhattan Division of Police, and "Dick- 
rose.” That was Vietor’s nickname for the Chief of nter- 
nal Aifairs, Richard Place, a tall bony man with a 
prominent bulb of nose, Itooked lke ithad been broken 
more than once without the benefit of reconeteuctive 
surgery. With the thinning hair slicked back, and a set 
of ice blue eyes, it gave him a hawk-like appearance 
that was tempered by his attitude, 
He stepped upto the tree of thin black mikes, Vierheilig 
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pesally large, butthe buzzof their chatter set him an 
edge. There was something about Vierheilig that Victor 
had never liked, comathing in hie movemento,in the 
beady eyes that made him look like a giant tan weasel 
witha moustache, He leaned over the mikes with a sint- 
ous motion 
“If you'l all quiet down, we'll allow you to ask a few 
qusitions.” He had picked vphis German accant in his 
father’s homeland, where he went to university; his 
mother he'd left in New Karachi, Pakistan, where she 
remained, only miles from the radioactive ruinsof the 
old city. He beganhis career with RorinWorldWide Se- 
‘curly in Berlin agsinet the Creone,and did co-well that, 
when he asked fora transfer to New York, he got it 
without a demotion Eee ere menos 
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Rrillha simply nodded. 
‘The weasel inthe silvery grey suit peinted toa woman with feathery blonde hair, who asked, “The Voie ‘Would like to know how you fel about the City’s popula: tion being 9% furry, while we only have 412,umry police officers, les than a quarter percent. And you'rethe only fone off the beat" 
“And surethey all do a very goodjob. I don't thin} statistics hold a lot of weight” he foundered. Vier hellig agnin passed over the group of Recoms, who Viet realized were becomangincressing agitated, from thei 
body language 
“Inepector Rriltha,” one wol! growled, "Surely you've 
hheard of the lamentable Davis case? We're here te 
speak onthe boys'behalf, ontow they're being proscut 
des if they attacked yourfelow police officer, may he rest in peace: What are you going to do about this? It's 
Your precinct" 
‘The room was suddenly awash with muttered chatte: Vierheilig, was wrenched up with anger, shouting, "Thi 
conierencewill beheld in an orderly manner. didn't call 
onyou=" 
"Tl answer Be calm Try o oct like Rrillha. Play both 
sides of this, don’t start a’ rit 
“Mister.” he stared across the room shaxp eyes center- 
ing onthe wolf’s name tag. “Sturgas? Tm an inspector. 1 
Investigate. 'm not with the DA, the prosecutors t0- body.T candomy best offduts, to help youtfind the best coud, but when Tlave this bedge on” — he fingered 
the hologram lipped tohis bundolier —“t have a duty 
to perform.” 
‘is superiors scemed satisfied, but he saw the Recoms’ 
haces rise noticeably, from across the oom. The female 
coor-<at shricked, “Dor’t tell me about duty! What 
about your duty to your people” 
‘he father Held her back, srarling, "You copsrecondi- 
tioned him! You tured hi into fragging puppet!” 
“That's enought” Place shouted into the iikes, making 
everyone in the room wince. “Men!” Four officers in black 
Kevlar body suits pushed their way inte the room, a eres- 
centclosing inn the Recoms. 
No, Don’ kill them. Please. Fear shot uphis back and 
down his tall and he folt is ers flattening to bis skull. 
‘The fox quichly raised his hand and muttered, “We're 
notresisting...” 2s they wereled outof the room, the re- 
Porters recoiling from the wolves’ low snarls as they 
stalled out the door 
Rrillha’s eyes locked with the feline mother’s glaring 
yellow ones, her pupils like poised obsidian daggers. She 
hhissed and spat as a black arm pulled her through the 
dlouble doors e 

(To be continued) 
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SUCH A BURNING DESIRE 
PART TWO 

BY MICHAEL PAYNE 
he air seemed solid in Chelisse’s nose, all smoke 
ard ash; she peered out from behind the boulder 
and blinked at the girl — seven, mavbe eight years 

cold; Chalisse could nevertell with humane—inher cir 
cle of little burning things. “Come on,” the girl said 
again. “They say we hafta get started.” 
Several of the things shifted on their stubby legs, the 
fire wavering over them in patterns, wrinkles pulsating 
across their round, featureless bodies, and Chelisse felt a 
tingle combthrough her fur, They ware looking at her, 
she realized with a start, somehow or other 
Looking at her with some intelligence, oo. Tertific 
The gicrossed her arms. “Well? Are you coming?” 
Chelisse stood up. “Uhh, yeah, sure. Be right down.” AI 
the things had scuttled aroundnow to, well, notto face 
her, bulto point in her direction. Down the embankment 
she sli¢, the creatures’ fires reflecting off the stream 
water and dancing over the rock walls of the canyon, 
They scurried aside to let her into the circle, then closed 
the Hing again as she setted next ta the gi 
“You'renot very pretty,” the gie! said suddenly, pulling 
Chelisse’s gaze over to Fer, dark-haired and thin. “Our 
maid Tessa'sa ferret, too, butshes a lot pretuier'n you. | 
didn’t think they made anthrops who weren’t prety.” 
Well, at least these things weren't controlling the kid completely. Chelsse fished! out her Dest smile. “Some of usmanage to sneak through. Besides, I'ma weasel nota 
ferret. My name's Chelisse; whats yours?” 
“I'm Ronnie.” The gist shrugged.“Its really Rhonda, but 
only my mom calls me that and only whan she's mad.” 
The gie! sighed. “Til bet she's really mad now — I've 
never run away from home for this long bere.” 
Chelisse’s fur prickled. The missing person case Lorenz 
had shewn her this moming: that had been fora git] 
named Rhonda. "You're Ronnie McTeague?” 
The gil blinked. “How di you know?" 
man EMS agent. Yourparentsare very worried about 

you! they asked 1s 4 go ost and look for you.” 
Ronnie's eves got wide. “An EMS agent? Really? Those 
are my favorite stories on V ‘cause they're always doing 
something exciting, rescuing people and everything.” She 
stopped. "You didn't come to rescue me, dis you?” 

0, but, well, Tknow the guy who's in charge of tying 
rorescue you. Fmsurehe woulkn’tmind #1—" 

“Nol” Ronnie crossedher arms. “I don’t need rescuing ‘These guysare teaching mea lotta important stuff, and hafta stay till they're donot” 
‘A wave of heat, and Chelisse saw several of the crea tures shift, their black claws flexing. “Guys? You mean...” She raised a paw and pointed to the flaming things 
Ronnie nodded. "I know they're kinda scary, bat, well they're aliens” Her pile evessuddenly lost their focus and her pupils exploded out like ink dropped en paper. “Okay, but you guys know what T mean. You're allens even if this is your planet. Yes, you are, Because... oh nevermind.” Hor pupils contracted back to normal, ar she shrugged. Some things they just don’t understand.” 
Chelisse could feel sweat in her whiskers. “You mean 
they're native to Marches? They... they live here?” 
“Native?” Ronnie cocked her head, looked over at the circle. “You hear that, guys? You'renatives!” The fires 
niffied along the creatures’ bodies, and when Ronnie 
tured back, her eyes were almost solid black in thei light. "They like that. You're good with words, Che- lisse” 
“Unh, thanks” Chelisse tried to get her thoughts in 
order, “But, Ronnie, we've been on Marches for over a Jhundred and fifty. years, and ne one’sever, Tmean, these 
guyshave never how could they have stayed hidden 
forsolang?” 
Ronnie blinked at her. “Wel, they're aliens, They say Uiey live underground most of the time. dova in the rocks.” 
“So they talk 0 you? Tmean, I don’thear anything from 
them.” 
“Yeah, well, that’s why they need me They ssy I'ma Kindler, and they needed me t get You ‘cause you're a Kindler, too, only you'rea different kine,” She shrugged. 
“Or something. uney're aliens, so they tlle all welt” 
A Kindler? Chelisse pulled at her whiskers. That was hher official tite —T.K, Technical Kindler —but it was ‘more a joke than anything else justa Way of siying it was her jobto Keep things running without anyone natic- ingher. Buthow wouldthey know that? “What dothey mean by Kindler? Do yeu know! Have they told you? 
“Yeah, but..” Ronnie'smouth went sideways. “I'd be so 
smucheasier if they cotldjust talk to you!” The Black ex- 
panded overher eyes, and she nodded.” Yeah, I know.” 
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Hier pupils closed back down. “They say Ive gotts tell ‘you aise thats job, bat Tm nc too good with words” 
CChelisce fought the urgeto grab the kid and shake her. “Look, they wouldn't want you if you couldn't do it, right?" 
“I guess” A drop trickled down her cheek, “But, I mean, these guys've told meall this stuf, showed me all these plctare and I don’t even know where to start and —" 
“Ws olay, it’s okay." Chelisse put a paw on her arm, ‘ust start... start with you. When did you fist hear 

Ronnie wiped a sleeve over her eyes. "Well, it was ‘maybe about a month age. Ie was because ofall the fres,” 
ines? Youmean the ski resorts?" Chelisse tried natto 

tighten her grip. “Did they do that?” 
“Well.” The gil blinked and Ieoked away. “No. See, Tun the one whe burned the reson’ dawn,” 
CChelisse pulled her paw back. “You?” 
‘“Yeah." Ronnie apped her head. “See, Lean think fire. Bat mymom always said Twas making up stories when [ told her about itso whenever the fire inmy head got big had to let it out, 17d unphug the electrstat outback, and when Tesza dumped the garbage in, 14 think some fice intoit 1 burnedjust as well, and no oneever knew." Alittle smile tugged at Ronnie’ face then disappeared again. 
“But onmy birthday last month the fire inmy head, it jus. just got too big.” Her eves showed pale in the fire- light, almost ne pupil at all. "We were up here at our cabin ord T coulde’theep the fire in and 1 knw te Skt lodges wouldn’thave aryoody in ‘em ‘causethere hasi’t been any snow yet, sol..."Her voive trailed off, and the black spread over her eyes, her smile coming back, “Yeah. See, that's when these guysfoundme, And they 
said they could help me ifT would help them.” 
“Help them?” Chelisse forced her fur to settle. Every tune Roanle'seyes went black like that, It wasail Che- lisse could do notto leap back. "Help them how?" 
Ronnie was still smiling, her voice like <omeonein a dream. “Help hen destroy the world, of course.” 
Chelisse stared, “Destroy the —” 
Ronnie'seyes snapped back to pale, “Tha's just what they call — I spew tha’s not what they mean." She blinked at Choise. “I mean, thsi their planet! They can't justblow it up or whatever! They dant have any spaceships to go anvsher else in 
“Yeah, well, there you go." Chelsse put her smile cn again. “They must mean something by it that we don't 
ander- stand. Like you said: they'e aliens.” 
Ronnie nodded, and Chelisse settled back onher haunch: 

5. This kid washer only link ta thove fiery things, © Keeping her calm was a nember-one priority. Damn ial, where was Lorene when she neededim? “Dothey, uh, have a ame, Ronnie? I mean, something they call them: selvest Calling them “these guys all the ume, 103 not very dignified.” 
‘The gil laughed a little. “Well, they sort of male a clickogarglo in my head when Wey talk about them selves, © I just call “em Fireballs” She grinned, “Bat that’s not too dignified ether.” 

ts "em, though” Chelisse nodded. “And they just told youthey’d help youwith the fire in your head if you'dhelp them éestray the world whatever they mean by that? 
“Well, sat of...” The black swelled over Ronnie's eyes, “1 had just bumed downthe sah ski lodge, and was ging hhome through the woods when I heard... well, Tide’ really haar anything. Its ike..." Her cyes went pale, and she stopped, pushed zt @ pebble in the dirt. “Like they use things already in my head, just move ‘em around.”She looked up again, her eyes solic black. “It's really weird." 
You're telling me, Chelisse almost said, but decided it sight notbe the best thing underthe cicumtances, “And then what happered?” she asked instead. 
“They asied me to come here, and they were siting right like this, waiting forme” Firelight gleamed in the pits ofhee ayer. "They showed mewhers to pressin my head to keep the fire low and where to press to make it come back upagain. They said Thad tobe their Fire Kindler, and that Thad toattract their Water Kindler to them 20 they coula start te destroy ihe world.” The black shrenk sway, and she bliaked. “Mou'zethe Water Kindler, see, and you have to stop them or something. Thats how it albvays is, they say." 
“Always? You mean they've destroyed the world before?” 
Ronnie binked. “Hey. Yeah, They Keep saying that Ihis’s how they always doit, andsince the world’s still here, they mustnot really destroy it!" She elapped her hands, then sprang forward and wrapped her anns round Chelise. “We don’thava to blow everybody up!” 
“Unb, yeah.” Chelisse pushed with her elbows till Ron- ai’s grip let ups litte. “We still have to figure out what they realy want, though, don't wer 
Ronnie sat back, the smile broad acoss her ‘lat, human face. “Well the resis easy. [was jus so seared about —” 
“The rest, Ronnie?” 
‘Yeah. See, the Fire Kindler — that’s me—has to set the worldon fire while the Water Kindler — that’s you has to stopit from bumung." Blackness filled her eyes again. "When the Fire Kindler wins, the world is de- 
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stroyed for the next generation to rebuild.” Ronnie blinkee, her pupils shrinking, "That's what they say, anyway. don't know what they —" 
“Next goneration2” Chelisse tapped her snout. “Maybe this [sl about, uty about how they make babies." 
“Babies?” Ronniestared, then looked over at the crea= tures. “Hey... hey, it's." She tured back, her eyes black, “IY all these little. guystika thom, only... only they can't make their own ire for a while, And ii the Fire Kindler doesn't keep the lite guys busing till they pick it up ontheir own. Her brow wrinkled, her gaze {ntent on things Cheliows couldn'tson. "They. turrtsto rocks or something And all the guysare crying when that happens, and they afte wait a longtime till they can male more.."The black slowiy recede, and she £0 fused onChelisse. “Te is babies.” She stopped. Neary | 
poe.” 
“Again, Chelisse had. to stop herself from grabbing the kid. “Wl, can you ask thenn if thats what W's about?" 
1 have” Ronnie waved her arms. “And they tell me this whole long, weied story that doesn’t have any words! It justsor of happens inmy head, and it’s like thousand years long. and they tell ie to meso fast, [dont now wast —" 
“Okay, okay, Yim sorry.” Chelisse caught the girl's hands between her paws, “I know i's hard —1 men, tt took, what, fifteen Years before we couldeven say hello to the Glist2 Aliens aren't easy to alk fo." 
Ronnie sniffed. her lips prested tightly together, and 
nodded. "I'm sorry too,” she said ater a moment. 
“Well take it slowly.” Chelisse puffed outa breath, let Ronnie's hands go. “Let's just say this “destroying the world; Fire Kindlers and Water Kindlers and all that, i's part of their reproductive cycle But then, I mean, why us?lf they keep saying this i the vay they've a 
ways daneit, why involve you and me? Humansand an theops didn’t even get here till aboata hundred and fifty years ago. Who did they use as Kindlers before that?” 
“Other Fireballs, of coune, but there's so few —" She stopped, her eyes wide and black. "So ew cf them,” she whispered. “Oh, Chelise... an earthquake, Anda lend- slide, right here. A whole lotta people goterishedand. the nursery collapsed and the metal was all disappear 
ing so al tnebebes tamed to rock sd —" 
"Whoa, whos, whoa.” Chelise sat forward, “Metal!” 
Ronnie was still staring off into the distance, “There's 2 metal they use to keep the babies burringif something, happens to the Fire Kindler. Bat it was all. all gone." 
“The miners.” Chelisse sat forward. “Ronnie,can youtell eve what happened up here forty-fout years 0°" 
“Forty-four years!” Ronnie linked, her pupils shrinking back, wiped a sleeve over her face. 

“That's when the earthquake Ait that blosked the poss.” Chelisse took the gin’s hand, "Can youll me, Ronnie?" 
Ronniesaiffed, ribbed her nese “It's kinda hard to make their pictures workin my head — they dor'thave eyes, y'know.” She bit her upper lip. “But I think the earth ‘quake hit before the Ficeballs bumed down the mises camp, 
‘A cll iced through Chetise’s fur, “They what? 
“Yeah. Or maybe the miners found the Fireballs and blow upihelr mountain iret" She thooks her head. “All three things happened, batl'm noc sure what the oxder 

(Chelisse forced a breath. “The Fireball. ‘miners camp?" 
Ronnie nodded "Some of em figured out who was taking, the metal and decided to step it" Her brow weinkled "But T contol i the corhguake happened before he attacks, orf they attacked the minersfiret, oreven i it vas the earthquake that killed the babies or the explo= sives the miners planted.” She waved a hand. “Every ‘hing’ all muddled, 

attacked the 

Hl say." Cheliste mattered, Had the Fireballs buned the camp the miners reallting by blowing up the mous Iain and blaningthe reuling landolide onthe cert quake? Or had the Fireballs thought the mines tig- ered the earthquake and then attacked the camp for ‘engeanee? Oi the earthquake had somehow reveled the adetnce ofthe Fireball, maybe the sang compar ‘ayhae biown them upto avoid the red tape efindiginous leer report. Cr snaybe 
Chelisge shook her head. She could goon ike this 311 ight. "Look Ronee, Tknow i's hards but eant youget Inythingcleater fom the pictues?” 
The gil closed her eyes, the browsknotted, then sighed tdgpened tem again. “They ve nase All they owt is that all the babe died, and so ded a lotta Frckalls” 
“Yeah.” Chelisse looked around the ring — « dozen orso amin ceatures."Hovr many move are there” 
“I don’t inow...some,1 gues. They're downin the rods ‘These guys are jus! in charge of getting the Kindler” 
Right. And they picked us ‘cause there's 100 few Fiee- to choose from?” 

someting didn't smell right. “Ent, Ronni, why woald they transi somthing So delete ag, uni making be bies?Tmean, wer aliens to them snd hell, we're the tes whoserewed up ote lst tine arent wet” 
Ronnie shrugged “I gus its Because the Kindlers have 
10 try to ‘all'each other, so they don’t wanna — "She Stopped then her eyes wide 
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SannTSte: guveraen Hex Sve Wate pretty wate, too." They, 
what?” she got out aftera moment. 
‘The pupils filled her eyes. “Mostly, the Fire Kindler kills the Water Kindler, and the babies get bom noprob- 
lem, But if the Water Kindler’s real tough, they end up 
killing each other. That's what happened the last time, cothey nosded all that metal tokeep the babies Luning 
Sometimes ever, the Water Kindler kills the Fire Kind ler, and then nobabies get born.” Ronnie blinked, nocolor 
left in ber eyes. "But I don’t wanna kill you, Chelisse." 
“Likewise.” Chelisse swallowed. The giel’s eyes were 
not returning tonormal. "What can we do, Ronnie?” 
Ronniehruggedslowly, the firslight flickering in the 
black of her eyes. “You wanna kill the babies.” The git] 
raised « hand, and Chelsse felt the heat inctease in the 
air around her. “can’t let you do that.” 
“Ronnie!” Chelisse leaped, and pain lashed across her back, the smoke and ash in the air suddenly over: 
helmed by the stench of singed fur. Forcing herself to focus oa the jump, she curled into a ball and smacked squarely into the girl's chest; she heard the breath ex- 
plode from Rontie’s mouth, felt her topple at the force of the blow. Chelisee kept herself rolling, the itt cool ‘against the fiery pain along her back, then spunup and 
around to face Ronnie. 
She waslying avher back, gasping for air, the Fireballs 
uunmoving in their circle. "Snap out of i, Ronnie!” Chelis- 
se forced through gritted teeth. “Youknow I dont want 
their babies dead! Think for a minute!” 
The git] rolled onto her stomach, raised her head, and 
Chelisse saw nothing but darkness in her eyes. The air 
again thickened with warmth, and Chelisse threw her 
self backwards, clearing the ring of fiery creatures, her 
ears intent on the sound ofthe stream flowing past 
Pain crackled over her stomach, boiled at her insides, and Chelisse couldn't keep from crying out. Then the 
trickle she was aiming for becamea rush, and wet cool- 
ness closed overher, wrapped itself around he jags at her hack and middle che lashed out with her pars, dg 
at the rocks in the stream bed, held herself stationary against the current, her chest tight, and waited till she 
felt the water seep through her fur all the way to her skin. It wouldn't Buy her more than a few seconds, but, 
well, it was better than nothing. 
With a shove, she pushed off fromthe rocks, grabbed at the bank, and hauled herself out, forced her eyes iostay open against the water dripping from her brows. Ronnie 
was ener feet row, the air shimmering around her like 2 desert horizon, the Fieballe doing comerort of ittle 
dance, first balancing on one pair of legs, then onthe 
other. They stopped almost immediately, though, the 
girl's blk eyes widening, “Ronnie!” Chelisse managed 
fo pant out, but the tendons on Ronnie’sneck bunched, the 
ai against Chelisse's far again growing warmer. 

Dama! Chelisse dugat the dirt, threw herself forward leaped over the ring cf Fireballs, and dove straight a1 the girl. Singed fur filed her nostrils, but this time she simed forRonnie's head, lashed outwith frontand back paws, felt a sickeningly solid contact, then spun away, rolled toher paws and tumed to see Ronnie collapse in @ hheap, her eyes closed, 
She rushed tothe gis side, pressed her head agains hher chest, felt the shallow ise and fall. heard the mut fled but Steady thump-thump-thump, let a. breath es cape. "You're gonnabe all right, Ronnie,” she muttered "God, Thope.” 
Ronnie twitched then under Chelisse's paws, and Che- lisse started back. The girl's lips drew open, and a gut tural voice came out. “No. Not allright, All die.” 
‘The fur prickled along Chelisse’s neck. This coaldn‘t be Ronniz.Chelisse knew now longit tookiumans to recov- er from her double kick to the head. She stared back at the Fireballs, “I’s you” she whispered. “You can talk to 

No,’ the voice from Rennie’s mouth said, “We make the swords, but the Fire Kindler talks them, dead as she i,” 
“She's not dead!” Chelisse grabbed for Ronnie's chest, 
felt her heart still beating. 
“She i,” the voice insisted. “For the Water Kindler has defeated her, and as such she is dead. The wor'd is not 
destroyed. Weare to die out.” 
“No!” Chelisse looked from the Fireballs to Ronnie and back again, her mind racing. "The...the last time, the 
Kindlers killeé each other, right?” 
"Trae" wheezed the veice. 
“Well, then, y’see2” Chelisse spread her paws “It’s a tie this time, too! She defeated me, and defeated her!” 
‘The only sound for a moment was the rushing of the 
stream and the crackling ofthe creatures fires, then Ron- 
nie’ ew moved again. "How so?” the voice asked, 
“Just look" Chelisse patted Ronnie's chest, 
that I defeated her, right?” 
“True” 
Chelisse raised a claw. “But she has ako defeated me. 
She... as I spoke with her earlier, she... she made me care forher, Tean’t kill her the way Fmsupposed to any ‘more than she could kill me. Aud since neither cneof i can dowhat we're supposed to dohere, i's a draw. See? That... that makes sense, doesn’? if?” 

“you agree 

Silence fell over the place once more, Chelisse blinking, 
against the rumbling pain through her middie, like 
someonehad grabbedher by the back and stomach and 
tomthe fur outby the roots: jus thinking about it mad 
spots swirl before her eves. She forced them aside, felt 
Ronnie twitch again beneath her paws, heard the voice 

saan 5. 



any, "Yea I you ave both now incapable of performing es 
you should, the contest is over, Babies shall be bom 
without a world destroyed, although.” The voice 
trailed off 
“What?” Chelisse tried to keep her laws from digging 
into Ronnie's chest, “Although what?” 
“although, the voire went on, “we have not enough of 
the fire metal to keep the babies buming. They. Wil 
bom only tod, 

But... but you've sill got Rennie!” Chelisse couldn't 
keep from shouting, “She can still be your Fire Kindle: 
even if we did defeat each otter, can't she?” 
‘Tho croatures stirred in their circle, the fice dancingin 
waves over their bodies, before Kemni’s jaw moved 
aguin: "Defeat has always meant death before. We 
Shull see.” Flames lashed down from between their legs, 
the aie heating like a blast farnacearsund Cheisse, and 
the Fireballs began sinking into the dict. Chelisse 
blinked the tears frem her eyes, saw the creatures settle 
below the surface, then their tunnels collapsed over 
them, andl the black of night ered i 
(Chelisse sa! holding Ronnie and panting, waiting forher 
feyes to get used to the sudden darkness. Where was 
{Uwen2? As sconas he'd lost radio comact, she knew he'd 
beon the horn to Civil Air Cemmard tying 10 fund ups 
‘copter ere It svasrtthat late. How longi it take > 
gela simple — 
Ronnieagain twitched underher paws, a groancomingt 
CCelisce’s ers, She blinked in the darkness. "Rone?" 
“Ohh, myhead,” camethe gitl's normal voice “LIL 

‘Shh, it’s ekay, Romie, i's okay.” Chelisse stoked the 
it’s hair. "The Fireballs have gonesndenground, s03t's 
Jit night Lie sull — t hada hick you prety hued.” 
Rennie stopped struggling, “Chelisse”” she asked 
"Yeah." Chelisse could feel her paws shaking, pain and 

relief flooding ever her. "Yea just —" She stopped then 
asanother wound reached her ears the flut-fluflat of 2 
helicopter approaching, “Yeah,” she sd again. “We're 
gonna be allright.” 
“But.. but the Fireballs... they —" Roanie’s voice cut of, 
and Chelisse heard her sigh. “Oh, Chelisse, they just 
fai... someof emare already starting tohave their be- 
bies, and [1 getta watch ‘em! Geta ake era burn!” 

lisse smiled, the ‘copter geting louder and louder 
{ill a searchlight snapped on in the darkness above, its 
beam rinningover the fop 0! the Landsiide, tinding the 
trail, moving dow t, and suddenly tathing her in brik 
Tange, She managed to raise an armand gave the paw 
slums for "mestical term needed quickly but not urgently.” 
Something clicked overhead, and Lotenz's voice came 

Sonn. "Roger thal, EMS7. I'l have Une lower me at 
the top ofthe slide and beat your postion in moment, 
love: ambulancesare onthei way to Bonhar's Rounding, 
s0just hold on” 
CChelsse cradled Ronnie's headin her bp and let hercelt 
sagagainst the gitl’s shoulder. "No hurry, love,” she 
‘muitered. “No hurry at all. Everything's gona be just 
fine 2 
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ig a 5'0" rabbit on hor way to stardom in WebFed Originally built-toveeder ae. pornstar/sex slave, she ranaway from her ownersané after a year ortwo ona Privateer finally. got her big break in Evergeeen’s fntertsinment indusry. A lone rabbit on a. world of foes, she's shaping up as a fature sar in the Mae West/Marilyn Montee/ aye Mansfield tradition 
Brigit has appeared in the stories Evening of the Lepus, Fox, Rabbit, Action!, and Unfit to be Tied, all 
thre of which have appeared in Yarf! 
Art Prints of this Luscious Lapine... 
Profile of a Glamorbunny 1s. posed glamor 
‘hatin the eld Hollywood tradition; Brigit is dressed 
Inker oldest formal outfit, the lavender evening wear 
she took with her when she ran away. Brigit’ Sulbgraph was penned by Mlody Rondeau of San Jose, 
Matted Laseepriat, limited edition of 16 (about 10 lef, $15 Us. 

Boudoirbunny ic 2 posed boudoir shot, probably fora publiciy still. If she were actualy lounging at hone, hee robe would be abostanklelength ard her cigarette (which is fetional substance tobsco oF Pot) would bein “skort” (2°) plastic holder insted of the 24° “Lavender Blowgur 
Matted Photoprint, $25 US 

Snow Dressed in Fires scenetromher demo Video #m For, Rebbit, Actton! Before her “big break” at Tavral Stadion, che worked the “Kleseh circuit”, Tipaynching torch songs for vulpine nigbiclab 
audiences. This was not ar dingerous or sleazy as it 
‘Sounds the audiences understood she was just part of 
the Background scenery — “look but don't touch” 
Matted Photoprint, $20, 
All prints are matted to 11x14". Include $5 PEI per forda. Male checks (US dolars onls) payable to Kenseth Pic, 

Ken Pick/Dreauing Siars Preductions 
P.O. Box 2128 
Anaheim, CA 92814-0128 
usa 
cybskunk@aol.com 
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