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Foxy Ladies. . .

Khrysha Zorratis a ¢'1” silverblack vixen with
a fearsome reputation. Thouph she nermally works as
bodyguard to a Thalendri (vulpine) baronial family,
she is best known for her moonlighting as baronial
executioneress, A complete Joner, she wses her
reputation to keep everybody at arms” length, afraid
that if she ever opeons up tu anyone, they will die. Her
past has taught her that she is “Dweath in a Vizen's
Body".

Kheysha has appeared in the story Kill 23, published
in Yarf! More are coming.

Planting Foxdrakes shows Khrysha at the job
that built her reputation. At last count, she has 39
kills with nooseand trapdoor, mest of them her own

species. The original was done for the “Tough Furry
Babes™ theme sketchbook of Jeremy “Kiddwaoli™ Kidd.

Hand-finted photocopies, limited edition of 10,
matted, H10 US.
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Tavarr & Kh
as a high-profile bodvguard. The male with her is Tavarr, a
datatech {computer nerd) in her employer’s entourage. {You should see
the trouble 1 have matchmaking these twel)
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T_I;I"Ehﬂ shows Khrysha in her regular “work suit”

Matted photoprint, limited edition of
16 {about 12 left), 320 US.

Sazha Vanthai-Krantis the
roungest sister of Khrysha's boss,
daughter of a prominent Thalendri
(vulpine} baronial family who made
their fortune im the local equivalent
of the tobacco trade, Youngest{at 200
and shortest (at 5°2°) of scven cubs,
Sarha js young, sweot, and rich. She
has not appeared in any stories so far,

Sazha in Vixen’s Green
shows “the Vanth-Krann's Cub” in

semi-formal wear for lemple. Green is the traditional color of yvoung vixens; the siyle
of skirt 15 unique to Thalendri. The opposed-pheon design in the background is the

badge of the Vanth-Krann family.

Matted Fhotoprint, 330 US.

Ken PickiDwveamigg Stars Productions
P, Box 2128

All prints are malted to 11x14% in faux Angheim, CA  SI8T4-0128

graopte maks, Drelude $5 PEH per goder. USA
Make checks (US dollars onlyl payable
to Keieth Pick

cybskunk®aol.com
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RIRBALLS

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

fu Vs that time of year again to wish all of vouhappy
i holidavs, For holiday viewing, we recommend Toy
Story from Disney and Pixar, and Ba!te from Univer-
zal/Amblimation. We believe the latter 15 due out the
week before Christmas,

Whoda thunkit? MNext issuewill see a numberof impor-
tant and not seimportant milestones, It will be our forti-
eth issue and oursixth anmiversary ssue. It will also con-
tain the conclusion— that's right, the final installment
— of The Ace of Spades, a storv that has mn in all bt
one issue since we began publication, We'll miss it. But
don't worry, we'll have more Empires-related stories and
comics in the future to let you down easy,

Speaking of next issue ... it's scheduled to be owt in time
for Confurence. (As a result, our next deadline — New
Year's Eve — i3 set instone, and all our regular features
and continuing stories musf be in our hands by then.)
Eight nowit lookslike the entire staff will beat the con,
sowe'll see youall there. We might do something spe-
cial at the con.

The usual letters from the usual suspects — the first from
Dean Johmson of Fremont, CA:

Gotissue thirty-eight on Halloween day — very spoaky!
It's great to have another issue in my hands. Reading
“Flaming Hairballs”, | came across art that musthave
came from envelopes and artists” letters. It's a great idea
to add this to the letter section.

Careat cover, Dave Bryant. [ enjoyed “Beguiler™ by Dave
White and Menika Livingstone. [ truly love the gorgeous

art Monika does. Can't wailt to see how the next install-
ment will turn out. Page seventeen — hee hee ha ha!

Jordan Greywaolf, you are one of my favorite artists. Jim
Groat’s strips are always a hoot, damn tootin’, Chris
Grant, [The Ace of Spades] is more exciting than most
military tales I'veé read. Now MNile is free — should we
be scared? “Catnip Overdrive” has already become
familar to me. {That's very positive.)

And from the ever faithful Philip Smith of Reading, PA:

Glad youwere able to make it to Confurence East, Thanks
tor the copy of issue thirty-eight. Hope youmade a lot of
sales. [We enjoyed Confurence East and thank the spon-
aors, though seles were nol as good as we'd haped. — Ed.|

“Beguiler”: Lookslike an interesting story, but] hope it
doesn't end up looking like The Net, Bet those claws are
rough on the keyboards. What is Miss Redfox's first
name, anyway? Interesting how her program is able to
deduce somuchabout the wirus. [She s a software profes-
sionel specializing in virws defechion and countermes-
sures. Her pragram wasn't deducing anything, but it was
giving ker informafion from whick she waes abie fo make
deductions, — Ed.] The artwork is very goed. I still hope
you'll be able to tell the rest of Jonathan Redfox’s story
someday.

The Ace of Spades: The battle is joined. More thrilling
military action, although it doestake a toll onthe cast
of characters. The Centrality Hammerheads remind me
of Steve Gallacei’s city-destroving kinetic weapons from
Erriia Felng, LDF. Turya looked like one of the living
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r Helix, it's 3

AM. We want
to sleep,

IF ATTFFLITE

| don't need
to sleep and |

want to play

| guess wants don't
count for much when
you have an off switch.
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dead after the Eighf-Ball gothit. [("Braina ... must find
... brains!™) {We think that riding ina ligh! lank crash-
ing throwgh a sheef-metel garage doer ot high
speed them being thrown across the pavement when hat
tank is messily and neisily bown to serap, and waiching
& friend and crewmete burn fo deatk, would do Hhet fon
persen. — Ed. ] Serpeant Shaddock should have aimed for
the sniper’s head. [People who are trained to shoof as
part of their fobs are taught fo shool ol cemter of mass.
Head or lmb shops are difficult even under ideal condi-
tons, and in the feld conditions are rarely ideal. — Ed.]
That scene reminded me of a verse from an Iron Maiden
somE: “You take my life, but I'll take vours, tool”

Ewlph the Wonder Hamster: A bit more confusingthan
usual, but still enjoyable. [.. Adore confising than what ?
—Ed]

Robert and Katrina: | think Katrina needs to lay off
playing DOOM.

"The Apprentice Mage”: Ah, notanather all-wise, all-
knowing, self-rightecus mage.

“Speak Low"™: Excellent ending, but why dol have this
haorrible feeling that Chelisse won'tbe acknowledged for
what she did for the planet? The Fireballs are getting
more and more interesting, Very charitable, saving the
Glist who were goingto wipe them out. Hope youhave
more stories with the Fireballs,

“Catnip Overdrive™: Yeah, I like computer games, too.

“The Mitemare®; Oh, that izscary!
More later. Tara i prople, *
Deadlines (Yes, again!)

Remember, the deadlines listed are mot written in stone,
and #re subject to change without netice, (A goodrule of
thumb to rememberis that deadlines for upcoming issues
are the last day of every even-numbered month.) Yerf!
is, after all, a hobby, not a professional publication —
the staff has real lives that occasionally interfere. We
d o encourage people to do this at home...,.

#41: 29 February 1995  #43: 30 June 1996
#42: 30 April 1996 #44: 31 August 1996




Patten’s Pontifications

by Fred Patten

Alliance, vol. 2) New York, DAW Books, August

ortune’s Wheel, by Lisanne Norman. (The Sholen
1935, 646 pages, 55.99; ISBN 0-88677-675-9.

This sequel to Norman's Turning Faint (reviewed in Yarf!
#29) is a big surprise in several respects. Literally; at 46
pages, it is almost 2 times the size of the first novel's
267 pages. That story stood nicely onits own, although
there was a stronghint that a sequel might be coming,
Fortune’s Wheel is clearly labeled as Book #2 in “Lis-
ancve Norman's sensational new DAW science fiction se-
ries!, and it does mot stand onits own. It ends on a
cliffhanger, with enough unresalved plots and subplots to
fill two or three more volumes, at least.

Turning Poant is a nice space-opera updating of Beasuty
and the Beast, Carrie Hamilton is a young woman
Feiss, a male-dominated Terran colony planet that was
conguered by brutally hostile aliens, the Valtegans, a
few years earlier. A human resistance movement has
growTup, butnone of the men take Carrie sariously when
she wants to help. Carrie nurses a wounded catlike wild
animal back to health; he turnsout to be Kusac, a dis-
guised handseme felinoid from a scoutship of the
Sholans, an unknownalien species that s also at war
with the Valtegans. Kusacis the seout party's telepath,
so he has no trouble recognizing Carrie’s inner strength
and her own latent telepathic powers. Carrie helps
Kusac return to his shipmates, and aids him in bringing
the Terrans and Sholans into an alliance to overthrow
the Valtegans. The novel ends with Eeizs liberated, and
Carrie a5 Kusac's telepathically-linked lifemate whois
about to return with him to Shola to meet his family.

It was chviousthat any sequel would invelve the culbare
shock that both Carrie and the Sholans mustge through
as she bacomes the unofficial representative of humanity
on a planet of inlelligent cat-people. That is actually just
the starting point for several unexpected developments.

Fortume's Wlheel begins deceptively blandly, as little
more than an imitation of McCaffrey's & Nve's Doona
novels, with humans and extremely human-like felin-
oids leaming to get along in a mubeal alliance. The open-
ing scenes even seem to have regressed from Lthe exobic at-
mosphere of Turming Point, in which the Sholans were in-
troduced as an intriguingly mysterious furry and fanged

people. Fortune’s Fofnt's depiction of a Sholan space bat-
tle fleet is nedifferent from hundreds of SF human mili-
tary spaceships, except that the uniformed crews are de-
scribed as twitching their whiskers and ears and swish-
ing their tails. Carrie's first impression of the Sholans is
similar; they seemlike little morethan furry humans, It
takes time forthe differences to begin to develop — and
they are differences that surprise not only Carrie but alsa
the Sholans! (Unfortunately, more details cannot be
given without spoiling some of the surprises.)

Carrie is only one of several important characters, bath
human and Sholan, in this muchlarger novel. She and
Fusac Aldatan may be mind-bonded lovers, butthey are
also nervous about their uniquerelationship and partly
resentful toward the telepathic compulsionthat waould
force them to remain united even if they did not love
cach other, Kusac's family and friends react in different
ways to his bringing home an alien mate. Factions within
both Shola’s political and religious hierarchy mustde-
cide whether the human/Sholan bondingis natural er
perverted; to be encouraged for interstellar friend ship or
stamped out to preserve Shola's secial stability, A cou-
ple of the subplots get so inveolved with existing Sholan
politics that Carrie and Kusac are almost incidental to
them.

Cne of the first subplots is unfortunately also oneof the
weakest, Morman tries bo create some suspense almast im-
mediately by making Carrie the target of mundesmesiso-
lationists who fear all aliens, while most Sholans are
overjoyed by the newsthat a friendly new space people
have just beendiscovered who will help them fight the
Valtegans. Granted that any large social group will
have its lunatic fringe, this cell of terrorists snaps to-
gether unconvincingly swiftly, and its rationalizations
for notbelieving the Sholan government's press releases
describing the Terrans' aid seem exaggeratedly para-
neod.

Fortume’s Wheel does carry one major plot through to its
conclusion, so this ook ends satistyingly even though
there are numercus questions left unanswered. The
cliffhanger implies that the Valtegans will return in the
next novel, and there are many other sub-plots to be re-
solved,
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Babe, Universal. Director: Chris Noonan. Written by
GeorgeMiller & Chris Noonan, from the novel by Dick
King-Smith. Producers: George Miller, Doug Mitchell,
Bill Miller. Cinematography: Andrew Lesnie. Music
Nigel Westlake, Starring: James Cromwell, Magda
Szubanski, (voices of) Christine Cavanangh, Miriam
Margolyes, Danny Mann, Hugo Weaving. Length: 91 min-
utes. Release date: August 4, 1995,

1993 has been a good year for live-action movies about
talking animals. There is Fluke, which may be the first
serious adult-oriented drama about talking animals
rather than a comedy. And now there is Babe, which iza
comedy (based upona children’s novel by Dick King-
Smith) but a gentle, intelligent one rather than going for
low farce. (There is also Gerdy, which [ haven't seenvyet
but which has gotten mostly unfavorable reviews,)

Babe is also an exciting demonstration of the movie in-
dustry’s ability to create convincing talking animals.
Until recently, this was nota serious concern. Talking an-
imals were only for laughs, and any crudesimulation of
an animal spoubing witticisms was considered good
encugh. There have been live-action comedies of animals
with animated mouths since the 19405, (Jerry Fairbanks
wonthe Academy Award for Best Short Subject in 1042
and 1944 for his Speaking of Animals one-reelers.) But
there was noattempt to disguise the fact that these were
cartoon lips superimposed ontathe faces of unintelligent
animals. Inmovies such as the Francs the Talking Mule
series or The Shaggy Dog, the emphasis was not onthe
animal characters as much as on the human leads. The
animals were justthe catalysts to keep the humanhigh-
jinks moving. It has only been since Who Franed Roger
Rabbif in 1988 that producersand directors have had to
create sympathetic non-human stacs who must beas oon-
vincing to the andiences as the human cast.

Both Enbe and Fluke (released just two months earlier)
feature superbly directed animal casts. They imply by
their body-language that they really are conversing
with each other. But in Fluke the animals talk tele-
pathically, sothere is noneed to show plausible mouth
movements. In Babe, the pigs, dogs, sheep, horses, ducks,
and other animals are seen to talk with each other. This
requires animated mouths realistic enough to sustain the
audience’s suspension of disbelief. Ezbe combines well-
directed animal poses with state-of-the-art model and
Muppetry work from Jim Henson's Creature Shop, plus
computerized image blending by Rhythm & Hues. The
resull is a cast of animal chamacters who can carry the
whole movie, instead of only supporting the human ac-
tors, Audiences can identify with and care for them, in-
stead of merely enjoying the movie for its clever camera
tricks. (The least convincing characters are the trio of
mice, who wisely are seen ondy in brief distance shots.)

Dick King-Smith is a British author of children's fan-
tasies. This was published in Englandas The Sheep-Pig
(Gollancz, 1983) and in the 1.5, as Babe, the Gellant Pig

(Crown, 1963). Babe is a newbom pig won by Farmer
Hogget at an English county fair. Hogget, despite his
name, specializes in raising sheep, although he keeps a
normal barmvard for family use. He decides that Babe
will do for next Christmas’ dinner. The piglet is turned
over to his sheepdog, Fly, to nurse along with her litter
of pups. When the pups grow old enoughto be sold, Fly
turns her motherly attention onto Babe, who idolizes
her, Despite her assurances that nobody expectsa pig to
have the talents of a dog, Babe wants to herd sheep, too.
He doessowell at it that Farmer Hogget gets the wild
idea of entering him in the annual National Sheepdog
Trials.

The childrens” novel was too short for a feature-length
filmn, 50 s0me new scenes were put in to pad the plot. Hap-
pily, they complementthe story wonderfully. The bestis
the addition of Ferdinand, a nervous duck who tries to
usurp the rooster's role of crowing to awaken the farm.
He hopes to make himself so essential o the farm's mu-
tine that he will take himself off its standard menuof
roast duck. Besides being a funny gag in itself, Ferdi-
nand’s acerbic personality and cynical wit adds a bit of
bite which the otherwise overly sugary cast needs. It
also sets up Babe's own sitnation. He just wants to herd
sheep like his foster mother, Fly, but if he can make
himself more useful to the farm than a potential dinner...

Any story is only as goodas how it is directed. Bobe is
handled just right. Jame: Cromwell as Farmer Hoggett
gets top marks as a crusty old farmer whe convincingly
comies te love the little piglet who ought to bejustanoth-
eritem of livestock rnunningaround the barnyard. Most of
the other actors are the offstage veice cast, whose per-
formanees give their animal counterparts the emaotional
gravity to win real audience appeal, rather than treat-
g them as subjects for hoked-up carteony laughs, There
i5 much humor, but 1t is clever and subtle, unexpected
more oflen than obvicus. The Sheep-Pig may be a chil-
drens’ bock, but Babeis a movie that is designed for audi-
ences of all levels of sophistication. Talking animals
aren’t just “funny animals"” any more. Kudos to everyone
nvelved, especially Director Chris Moonan with the
close association of his mentor, producer-director George
(Mad Mex) Miller. E’
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Ier “Wlajestyy

By “Wlichael Payne

hospital chair in what had to be an uncomfortable

position, his head lelled sideways, his fur dull and
matted in the gray moming light, Lovenz locked o wen-
derful, Chelisse wished she could get herself out of bed
and curl up with him.

6\-'&:‘1 sprawled over the olive-drab uphelstery of a

Yeah, right. Asif she could find the strength somewhere
to push the blanket off, let alone stand upright.

A snort interrupted the steady in-and-out of his breath-
ing, and he sat up with a start. He rubbedhis eyes, gave
& big feline yawn, smiled, and leaned forward to touch
hiz lips to her forehead. “There, see? I told voul'd be
here when you woke up,”

“But ... wait...” She stopped, the hollowness of her volce
making her ears twitch, cleared her throat, started
again. "1 thought they kicked youout, sald you weren't
my husband, said youhad to leave....” She managed to
pull her paw along the sheet to touch his. “Thd [ dream
all ehat?”

“MNo, love,” His fur caressed her pads. "Only ‘next of kin’
have wvisiting rights, and since no government in this part
of settled space recognizes anthrop marriages, T don't
qualify.” He shrugged. “But after 1 explained to Fin that
he'd be needing a ew operations chief if he didn't assign
me to your security detail, he was very understanding.”

“Yeah, I'll bet he was.” For a moment — the sheets
warm, Lorenz beside her, the moming soft at the window
— Chelisse could almost forget the tubes jabbed inta var-
ious parts of her, could almost forget the slippery, itchy
feeling all over her body where her fur had fallen outin
clumps, could almost forget the dull pain in her every
joint and the strange heaviness of her lmbs and the
nanodocs scouring her system. “I'm sorry [ missed that
particular digcussion,”

Atap at the door, and Orley peered in, a grin across his
muzzle. “I'm sorry, but this is a hospital zone I'll have
b ask vou to keep it down in here”

Lorenz rolled his eyes, and Chelisse forced a quick rasp-
berry through her teeth. This brought Orley the rest of
the way into the room, his arms crossed. “Well, well,
well. Such ingratitude — it’s almost feline.”

"Yes, yes.” Lorenzwaved a paw. “Now be a good puppy
and get me some coffee, won't you?

"Don’tdo it, Orley.” Chelisse was nicely surprised when
she gotthe sentence outwithout her volee cracking. “If |
don’t get coffes, no one does.™

Lorenz laughed, pushing himself to his paws and
strﬂ-.':l'l.ing. *She Who Must Ba ﬂhe:,r:d, i= it

Orley bowed. "We are Her Majesty’s humble servants.”

Chelisse blew another raspberry. “You start that “Her
Majesty” crap again, Orley, I'll have you clapped in
LrOns."

"Oh, no.” Lorenz shook a claw at her “I°ll nothave him
locked upin here with us.” He gave Orley a piteous look.
"Flease, sir, what news of the great outside world?™

“Hey, yeah.” Chelisse wiggled into something closer to a
sitting position. “Is the Tersh An any better?”

Crley nodded. “The Glist doctor's hopeful, but it's too
early to tell. This is the fiest time in mavbe two hundred
years a Glist has shed his skin, so —"

Lorenz gave a loud sigh. “How many times do [ have to
explain it to vou people? The proper promoun when refer-
ring to the Glist is "emsht.’ It's not as if —"

Chelisse’s raspberry stopped him, and his ears-down
look of surprize made her laugh. “Hey, three raspberries
in a pow! I must be getting better.”

“Yes.” Lorenz's eyes narrowed, At least we know your in-
tellectual facilities are returning to their former levels.”

She settled deeperinto her pillows, “You're just jealows
‘cause [ always win ourlittle arguments.” She nodded to
Oirley. “But the Tersh An’s gonna be all right?*

The big lupine shrugged, "The Glist doctor says it's still
touch and go, but,” and he bowed slightly to Lorenz,
“emsht says the rehydration is coming along nicely. Mo
cne’sexactly surewhat happened to you two, traveling
through tunnelspace with the Fireballs and evervthing.”

Chelisse dragged a paw to her chest, rubbed at the bare
patches in her fur “Tell me aboutit, I'm gonna end up as
bald as Fin.™
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Aknock came from the door, and Orley pulled it openjust
enoughto peer out, “'Well, speak of the devil.” He threw
the door wide to reveal Fin himself in the hall, arms
crossed and moustache wriggling. “We were just talking
about you, Fin.”

The human's eyebrows bristled. “Perhaps youdidn't re-
alize it, Orley, butwhen I posted youhere onguard duty,
I meant vouwere tostand outside the doorand watch for
anyone rying to get in.”

Orley blinked, and the leok of bewilderment that crept
over his face almost brought tears to Chelisse®s eyes. Mo
onedid phony innocence better than Orley. “Gee, Mr. Fin-
layson, I thought T was here to make sure these two did-
n't leave.”

Fin's face scrunched upon one side, the other eye glaring
out from beneath its browlike a pickled onionm. “That's
encugh of that, thank you.” His face returned to normal
— at least, as close to normal as Fin's face ever got— and
he crooked a thumb over his shoulder “Now, back to your
post. The mayor herself is comingby to visit ourheroic
weasel, so if it's not too much to ask, perhaps we could
look a bit more like professionals when she arrives.”

Orley spreacd his paws and tumed to Chelisse. “T'1 be
right cutside if you need anything.” He padded out to
tower abowve Fin. “Should you need to have anyone
thrown through a window, for instance.” He grinned into
Fin's glowern “That's a purely hypothetical instance, of
course.”

“It'd better be.” Fin marched into the room, Chelisse tey-
ing not to laugh at the faces Orley was making behind
him, and pushed the door shut. “Lupines,” Fin sheok his
head. “If he wasn't so0 good, I"d“ve fired him years ago.”

Chelisse pushed her lower lip into a pout. “Gee, boss, you
used to say that about me....”

Lorenz was at her side instantly, patting her paw. “Oh,
now, don't fret, love. He shill says it about you when
you're not around,”

“Really?™ She gave a sniff and looked at Fin, glowering
back from the doorway.

“T should say not.” He puffed through the brush of his
moustache and strode to the other side of her bed, “Even
if [ wanted to, I couldn't fire you now. You just saved the
whole planet, remember?™

“"Damn right [ remember.” She moveda paw to touch his
hand. “But [ love hearing you say it, that's all.”

Asmile pulled at his cheek, such a strange sight Chelis-
se had tolook twice to make sure, butby then, his usual
scowlwas back, “Justdontlet it goto yourhead. The me-
dia’s been full of nothing but you all week, and [ can guar-
antee this little publicity stunt of the mayer’s won'tcool
things down any.”

"FPublicity...” Chelisse blew outa breath. “So what'm [

s'posed to do? 5it upand lick her hand? Let her get a few
poses in before they decide it’s too much effort to keep me
alive? Or will she want my pelt for the museum down-
bown?™

Fin rubbed his big, bare forehead. “Ah, good, One more
thing for me to worry about.” His eyes went to Lorenz. “T
agreed to assign you here, Lorenz, for several reasons —"

"What?” Chelisse couldn’t quite summenthe strength for
a raspberry, “I thought it was ‘cause he threatened to
cuit.”

The human's glare fell en her again. "And that's one of
my reasons right there, You're ourFrimary Voice, Lorene,
50 I'm expecting you to help me spin this when Chelisse
starts mouthing off at the mayorn”

“Hey!™ Chelisse wanted to shake a claw at him, butit
wis just too much effort. “You've seen me handle press
conferences before! I don’t mouth off at —*

“Yes, love.” Lorenz took her paw again. *You do.”
“What? " She stared up at him.

A smile spread through his whiskers, “It's part of your
charm.” He pressed her paw to his lips, then nodded to
Fin. “Of course I'll do my job, Fin, but I'm here more as the
beloved husband than [ am as your B V.~

Chelisse let her mouth go sideways. “I'm notso sure you
qualify as eloved husband’ at this point....”

Lorenz just patted her paw again, and Fin gave a crisp
nod, “Good enough. All three nets are sending cameras,
but I've got them to agree not to bother you with ques-
tiens. Tt should be justthe mayor coming in, congratulat-
ing you, posing for a bit, and then they’ll all be gene”
His mouth squirmed sideways under his moustache. *'T
would take it as a personal favor, Chelisse, if you'd just
let things go smoothly,”

He looked so earnest, Chelisse had to laugh, her annoy-
ance disselving. “Jesus, Fin, I did just put my life onthe
line to save the whole damn planet. T think I can manage
to be civil to the mayoer for five minutes.” She tried her
best to leok heroic, *Are we professionals, or are we not?”

That gota laugh out of Lorenz, and the warmth in his
wonderful dark eyes made Chelisse feel better than she
had in days. Asoft rapping at the door, and Orley poked
his riose in. “Mr. Finlayson? Mayor Torres is here ”

Fin pulled at his vest and cleared his threat. “Ah, cer-
tainly, Orley. Show her Honor in.”

The lupine nodded, pushed the door open, and in came
Mayor Torres, the same sour look on her face that she al-
ways seemed to have whenever Chelisse saw her Three
humang wearing camera mounts jamumed themselves into
the decrway behind her, their soft murmurs pricking at
Chelisse’s ears: “...an example of anthrop cbedience in
these troubled times...* overlapping with “...whe last
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week risked her life in the defense of..." and “.. . Her
Honor taking time from her busy...”

‘The mayor strode over ko Fin, and her sudden smile made
her look a lot more like her campaign ads. “Mr Fin-
layson.” She stuck out a hand. “Ajob well done,”

Fin beamed. "That it was, Yeur Henos” He took the may-
or's hand and gently turned her soshe was facing Chelis-
g, "Chelisse is one of our best agents.”

A little of her earlier soumesspulled at the mavor's
smile. "Yes. OF course.” She set her hand on the bed near
Chelisse’s shoulder and Jeaned forward, Chelisse able to
see the tiny words scrolling across her glasses. “Marches
owes youand EMS a tremendous debt of gratitude, Agent
Chelisse. I don'tsee how anyone can continue to doubtthe
value you anthrops bring t0 our community, and [ hope
that those agitating on both sides of the anthrop ques-
tion will cometo see the importance of reasonable dia-
logue. You have shown usthat working tegether is our
only alternative, and on behalf of the Coxehill City
Council, I commend vou, Agent Chelisse,”

The mayor’s amile seemed so genuine, it took Chelisze by
surprise. “Well, uhh, thank wou, your Honor So many
folks pitched in, well, like yousaid, working together,
right?™ She saw Lorenzsmile outof the cormer of her eye.
“Sol'm really saying thank you for Mr. Finlayson and all
of EMS, for Ronnie Mcleague and the Fireballs and the
scientists outat the research station, for AnsonTuttle and
Tersh An Felanshwer of the Glist Waterworks Schaoal,
and, of course, for my husband Lorenz. " She looked over
at him. “That's everyone, I think.”

Mayor Torres's brow wrinkled, "Your ... huskand?” She
staved that wav for a moment, then her face cleared.
"Oh, ves, of course. I'l] sign youa breeding permit as soon
as you feel well enough.”

Chelisze felt her own brow wrinkle, *Excuse me?™

“Dron’t think ancther thing aboutit.” The mayor patted
Chelizse’s shoulder, “We'll be honored to let you pass
your genes to another generation. You've certainly
earned —"

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Chelisse raised a shaky paw. “I
don’t know how much Biology you know, mayor, but—"

Fin practically leaped forward, his teeth clenched ina
straimed smile. “Well, your Honor, I'm sure vou have
other —"

Chelisse ignored him, managed to gesture toward Lorenz.
“This is my husband, Mayor Terres. A breeding permit
wouldn't do usmuch good, I'm afraid, butthanks for the
offer”

The mayor followed her gesture, and Chelisse couldn't
help smiling when Lorenz held out 2 paw and said,
"We've met before, your Honor. P.V. Lorenz, EMS opera-
tions chief.”

A second’s silence — even the camera crews had stopped
murmuring — then the mayor turned to Fin. T .. T don’t
understand. Mr. Finlayson, how can these throps ... be ..,
be. "

“Married, your Honor?* Chelisse smiled. “It was a small
ceremony &b St. Francis Catholic Church. Father Cooper,
the pastor there, has the paperwork if you're interested,
all duly signed and witnessed. Mr. Finlayson even stood
in as father of the bride,”

Fin was shifting from foot to foot under the mavor's
sharpening gaze. “Aye, well, v'see, your Honor —"

“Mr. Finlayson...” She spoke quietly, but the sourmess
filled her face. “The Linion Laws strictly forbid any —*

“If T might, vour Honor,” Lorenz interrupted, his tones
calm and measured. “The Union Laws are meant to oam-
trol anthrop population, so they pertain only to same-
apecies unions, Cross-species unions, as unorthodox as
they may sound, are now being allowed as complimenta-
tv control measuresby several governments across settled
apace.”

“What?* The mayorshifted her feown to Lorenz. “ What
do you mean? What governments?"

Lorenz bowed, and Chelisze saw he had slipped into his
professional mode — deferential competence, he called
it, the perfect assistant living only to share information
with his superiors. "Mars for one, your Honor, and Earth
tor another Granted, those planets have much smaller
anthrop communities than wehave here on Marches, but
the arguments for allowing cross-species unions are still
compelling.”

The mayor blinked, her frown easing slightly. "Earth?
Really? 1 ... I hadn't heard anything about this.”

He nodded. “The UN Couneil was quite impressed with
the effect such measures have had onthe anthrop popu-
lations of Palisade, Holmestead, and Delib. Those an-
throps wheo choose permanent eress-species unions, after
all, are voluntarily removing themselves from the breed-
ing equations, I can give youthe uplink addresses to ac-
cess, if you like.” Lorenz shrugged, his professional de-
meanor fading, “And while [ certainly can't speak for
every anthrop on Marches when it comesto reproductive
issues, my ownexperience has been that love can give
good sense quite a run for its money.”

Asmile pulled at the mayor ‘s face. “Excuse me?™

“Yeah,” Chelisse added. "Love and good sense don't
mix.”

Lorenz lopked down at her, his dark eves shining. “My
point exactly. Good sensesays 1 should find myself a nice
little feline, settle down,and start making kittens.” He
took Chelisse’s paw and knelt down beside the bed. “But
I've known since I first realized I was falling in love
with you. Sensehas nothing whatsoever to dowith it [
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can dowithout offspring, but to wake in the morning and
not see you beside me.. " He shook his head. “That's too
much to contemplate.”™

Chelisse could only stare for a moment, her throat tight,
her arms aching for him, butit took all her strength just
to drag her left paw acros:s her body to touch his chin.
His pawsslipped around her, though, raised her gently,
and she pressed her face into the soft furof his shoulder,
his paws warm at her back, his purring making her
whole bedy tremble.

How long they held each other, Chelisse didn't know,
but Fin clearing his throat brought her back. “Ah.
Right,” she muttered into Lorenz'sear * We've got guests,
haven't wea?”

"Hawve we?" came his whispered reply.
"I'm afraid so0.”
She felt him sigh. “Back to business, then.”

Cold tickled the bare skin along her chest as he lowered
her to the bed, and she locked over to see both the mayaor
and Fin smiling, the camera operators standing silently
behind, their glass eyes focused onher Great. Her whole
life was gonna be on the evening news. “Excuse us, your
Honor,™ she said into the silence. “It's been sort ofa try-
ing week.”

“I understand.” The mayor looked more relaxed than she
had since she'd come in. “Just one more thing, then I'll be
enmy way. The sector governorhas informed me that the
new Glist Collective has —"

“What? Lorenz started up from where he'd been kneel-
ing. “Excuse me, your Honor, butwe’d heard that the Col-
lective had shattered when the Schools of Glist thought
failed to agree on a policy for dealing with the other

spacefaring races. Are you saying the situation’s
changed?"

The mayor nodded. *According to the governor's office,
and in the new Collective's "Declaration of First Princi-
ples’, well ..." A gleam came into her eyes. * We must've
really impressed them, the way we handled that inwva-
sion, because they want to set up an embassy here an
Marches, right here in Coxehill, the first Glist embasay
ta the UT'C ever, right here!”

Chelisse heard Lorenz catch his breath. “Of course,” he
murmured, but the mayvor was already going on.

"The part that has everyone a little confused, the reason
the governorcalled me this moming and the reasonl ar-
ranged o meet you, is this,” She reached into her pocket,
pulled out a reader, and poked at its keys. "In their Dec-
laration, the Glist ask for their Waterworks School to
act as liaison towhat they call “the EMS Western Divi-
sion School”.” She looked up. “That mean anything to

wou

Chelisse stared, shook her head, and saw Lorenzshrug,

though the way his whiskers danced told her he knew
mare than he was letting on.

The mayoer poked some moreat the reader. *There's a lot
that's odd in here. I mean, the Glist don'tseem to have a
word for anthrop. They keep referring to vouas if you
were human!” She sighed, flicked the reader off, and
held it cutto Fin. “This is your copy, Me. Finlayson. I'd
recormumened youlook it over before the Glist delegation
arrives. ™

Fin looked from the mayor to the reader and back again.
“Uhh, excuse me, your Honor? The ... the delegation?”

Mayor Torres nodded, “The govermnorsaid he would trust
my judgmentas to whether an Emergency Maintenance
teamn could be trusted with the duties the Glist have as-
sigmed you.” She turmed back to Chelisse. “T'11 admit T
had my doubts.] mean, first official diplomatic contact,
and we're supposed to let anthrops handle it?” She
rubbed her chin. “But 1 like what I see here. Mr Fin-
layson has obviously trained youwell, and [ think vou’ll
be just the ones for this job.”

Chelisse tried her best to look somber, but the clear dis-
tress on Fin's face kept threatening to make her bust out
lavghing. He was still looking pretty comical when the
mayor rounded on him and stuck out her hand. “T know
you'll make Marches proud.” She stepped toward the
door, the cameras moving into the hall ahead of her,
then she stopped and looked back at Lorenz. “And I'd
like to see that information you mentioned on cross-
species marriages, if vou don’t mind. Send the location
addresses to my secretary,”

"Certainly, your Honor” Lorenz bowed.

Mayor Torres nodded once more, gave a last smile, and
strode outof sight down the hallway. The silence in the
room went on for 2 few more seconds, then Fin gave a
moan, “Ach, this is just what we need! I don'teven know
any diplomats. How're we supposed to —*

Lorenzhad moved around the bed, was taking the reader
from Fin's hand. “Oh, relax, Fin." He tapped his claws
over the kevs, “Unless | miss my guess, this really has
nothing to do with us at all.”

“What?" Fin stared. “Nothing to do with us? Lorens,
they mentioned us by name! How can vou say —*

“Here.” Lorenz gave the reader onelast tap, then tumed
it around and held it up to Fin. “All the Glist really
want to do is meet and study with the Fireballs,”

Fin was busy gaping at the reader, so Chelisse cleared
her throat. “Could voumaybe nmthat by one moretime,
love?”

“Of course.” Lorenz pressed his paws together, “Consider,
if wou will, the Glist Collective.”

Chelisse proaned, “Oh, God, Ascience lecture.”
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His ears dipped and rose, buthe otherwise ignored her
“Like-minded individuals get together to form Schools,
and if enough Schools can agree on enough subjects, the
Schools draft a Declaration of First Principles and form a
University.”

“Yes.” Chelisse sighed. “1'm sure they do.”

Lorenz cleared his throat. “This creates a problem, how-
ever, when the Glist look at ourUnited Flanetary Con-
gress. Emsht don’t see a huge federal bureaucracy with a
hundred little agencies; emsht see a hundred little agen-
cies that have all chosen to join upinto a huge federal
bureaucracy,”

That made Chelisse laugh. “Wait. They think our
UPC works like their University — I mean, emsht's
University?”

“Exactly. After all, the Glist have very little expericnoe
with alien cultures.”

Fin had finally looked up from the reader “Can we get to
somme sort of 3 point here, Lorenz ™

“Very well, Fin, Y see, one of the University's main func-
tions is to assign to each School the planets it can usefor
its experiments. A planet, onceassigned, becomes the sole
property of the School it's given to, and should another
School wish to study something enthat planet, the Uni-
versity draws upa treaty, a treaty that looks very much
like that.” He gestured to the reader Fin was holding,

"Wait a minute® Chelisse felt a prickling at her neck,
"LHdn’t the mayor say they referred to EMS as a
School?”

Lorenznodded, *We're an ageney of the UPC, sothe Glist
see us as a School, And since we're the highest UPC agen-
cy outhere, to Glist thinking,” he spread his paws, “our
little branch of EMS must own Marches,”

Fin's eyes opened till they seemed ready to pop fromhis
skull. “Then ...then this isn't a treaty with the UPC at
all? It's...it"s with us? EMS Western Division Marches?™

"1 would guess.” Lorenz waved a paw. “I'll have o look
it owver more thoroughly before I'm sure — Glist doou-
ments tend to read like some horeibly abstruse physics
text. But it makes sense: Of all the planets in the UPC,
only we here on Marches have something that several
Schools of Glist thought have already shown an interest
in.” He cocked his head at Chelizse. *And what would
that be, clasg?”

She sighed. “The Fireballs, right, professor?™
“Correct again,” He blew her a kiss.

“But ... but...but...” Fin looked like he'd been punched in
the stomach. “We're a minor branch of & minor govem-
ment agency! We can’t make treaties with entire alien
peoples!” He stared wide-eyed at the reader as if it
were a snake wriggling in his hands. “We'll have totell

them, tell the mayor, get her to take us off this before—"

“What?" Chelisse wanted to leap up and grab him by
the lapels, buther body would only let her sit forward a
little. “Take usoff? Fin, we're the only ones who can do
this!®

He raized his eyes. “Do what? Go to prison?”

“"God damn it, Fin! We —" Spots started popping at the
comers of Chelisse’s vision; she made herself settle inta
her pillows, take a few breaths, keep her voice calm.
“Fin, the Glist wanna study the Fireballs, right? Well,
nobody knows more about those little guys than us, We
discovered them, for Christ's sake, and we've had Toer-
relda and her teamn up there at the research station since
it opened!”

Fin glared. “That's not the point, Chelisse,”

“But it is!™ More spots, but Chelisse forced them away.
“The Glist think they're coming here ona sclence mis-
siom, but, well, youheard the mavor! She thinks we've
pulled off some major diplomatic coup or something!
We'll hafta be there between the UPC and the Glist just
to muncrowd control when the — Her voice gave out as
the spots flooded over her, and for a moment, she couldn 't
see, couldn’t hear, didn’t know where up was, the murmb-

ness in her limbs suddenly turning cold.

She felt the pillows against her back first, then paws on
her shoulders, Lorenz’s sweet scent very strong. She
opened her eyes to see his face peering at her, his ears
down. “Fin, call the nurse,” he was saying.

“Mo,” she got out, raising a paw to touch his face. “T'm
fine, love, just pushing myself a little much. Butl just...1
o Dhenvow we can lo this,”

Lorenz took her paw. “T know.” He stood and looked at
Fin. “Whatever the legalities of the situation, Fin, T just
don't see how we have much of a choice.”

Fin squinted. “Come again?”

Lorenz waved a paw. “Chelisse’s right. The emsht of the
Waterworks Schoal are expecting to work with us, and i
the UPC accepts the treaty and then doesn’t preduce us,
thal’s a major breach of etiquette. Do we want o insult
the Glist onour first joint venture? Onee we've gotten a
working relaticnship going with the emsht of the Wa-
terwarks School, we can maybe try to explain how the
UPC functiong, but until then. ..

Silence filled the roomfor a moment, then Fin gave a
sigh that seemedto comeall the way up from his toes.
“Aye, | suppose you're right.” His face screwed itself into
a glare, and he pointed a finger at Chelisse. “But we're
not doing & thing till you get back an vourpaws, weasel!
If we're all going down, then you're coming with us!”

Chelisse couldn'tstop a laugh [-n.-_lm bubbling out. "[—Ig_-,, I

wouldn’t have it any other way_"”

-
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And now a final word from the author, giving credit where it’s due:

To the folks at Yerf! who let me start all this way back
when without any idea of where it was going to go,

To Ken and Lisa, Tom and Tara, Jeff and Chris, and Dan

and Janet who, all unknowing, were the basic models for
Laorenz and Chelisse.

Tothe various songwriters who, also all unknowing, gave
me the titles for these stores.... The author of the spiri-
tual “Diown by the Riverside”, Francis Scott Key for the
"Star Spangled Banmer™ ("...the rockets’ red glare, the
bombs bursting in air. .. "}, Irving Berlin for “Puttin’ onthe
Ritz", the author of the medieval Latin hymn “Panis
Angelicus” (“TPanis angelicus fit panis hominum...",
which roughly translates as “The bread of angels be-

comes bread for people...”), Harold Arlen for “That Old
Black Magic” (...“T hear your name and I'm aflame,
aflame with sucha bumingdesire...”), Ogden Nash for
“Speak Low”, and FPaul McCartney for “Her Majesty.”

And finally, tothe late James Finlayson, character actor
extraordinaire, one of the original Keystone Kops but
probably best know for his appearances in more than
thirty Laurel and Hardy films — he’s the guy they're
trying to sell a Christmas tree to in Big Business, the but-
ler in Night Owls, the villainous saloon ownerin Wa y
Cut West. A finer glower has never been recorded on film.
Long may he wave.

Fersevera, all,
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The House Cat

A Fox Fable

By John Cawley * [llustrated by “Cataroo”

cat lay sleepily on the front porch of the house
Ashu lived in. The sunwarmed her fur and she

began to purr softly to herself, Her eves scanned
the horizon for something of interest. She never knew
what she might see. Perhaps it would bea friend coming
to visit. The cat loved company. Perhaps her owner
waould arrive with a new toy. She had many toys, butal-

ways loved a new one.

On this day, though, she saw something quite unfamil-
iar. A flach of red fur darted between some trees in the
distance. “A new dog has moved into the neighborhood,”
she thought. Dogs were sometimes nice company' ... unless
they only wanted to chase her. The fur onher neck bris-
tled upat the thought. A streak of red putthe stranger in
a bush near the fence around her house,

“Are younew around her?” the cat mewed to the bush.
There was neanswer. She became a bit nervous. A silent
dog was often a chaser. Her eyes widened when she saw
a pair of eves peer outof the bush. The eyes did not look
like dogeves, Thev were slits of vision, much like hers,
Her purring grew louder as she considered the fun of a
new ¢at in the neighborhood.

“My name 15 “cat’,” she said as she began to rise fromthe
porch. “What are you called?”

Curiousabout this feline, the cat beganto walk downthe
steps of the porch to the yard. She stopped short when
what appeared to be a dog'shead popped out of the
bush.

“T am “fox’, son of ‘fox”,” said the stranger. “Do youchal-
lenge or retreat?”
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The cat giggled., “I don't recognize that game,” she
purred as she came closer. She'd never seen a fox before,
but had heard one of her dog friends talk aboutthem. It
didn’t seem to be much bigger than she was.

“Game? There is no game here.” The fox walked slowly
out of the bush and eved the cat suspiciously. “T am
searching for food. This is the first time I've been to this
end of myy land.”

Cautiously, the cat approached the fence where the fox
stood. She slowed on occesion when she saw him lenss
andd possibly prepare to flee. Her voice softly spoke to
him, purring frequently to calm hem. As she got closer,
she nobeed him smile a bit.

“T've got food in here ...and toys too. Won't vou comein?
The cat felt a fox playmate would be most fun, Being a
wild creature, he no doubthad fascinating stories to tell
of the world. The fox looked around for possible villains,
then decided to slip under the fence into the vard.

she showed the fox her food dish and watched him gulp
down the remainders he found there. As he tumed to
leave, she pleaded with him to stav, At first uncertain,
he scented the air and found nolnown danger and decid-
ed to rest ... at least for a bit. He sniffed at various things
enthe porch and sat in a surmy spot. Though be appeared
tobeat rest, the cat noticed his eyes always scanningthe
distance.

The cat, a wonderful hostess, soon began to show the fox
her toys. Befare long, the fox found he was having a good
Hme with the cat. True, she was nota fox, buthe was
still enjoying her company. The two chatted and played
for guite some time, A sudden noise ended the play. The
fox noted another presence and quickly departed.

It was nearly a week before the cat saw the fox wander-
ing near her house again. She called to him and he ap-
proached cautiously. Feeling it was safe, he joined the
cat and they played. This time she took him through her
private door inte the house, Eves glowing with amaze-
ment, the fox turmed and sniffed rapidly. Mever had he
seensucha living area. When he asked what the cat did
with all the things in the house, she answered they were
used by her owner.

“COwner?” asked the fox. The cat explained that the
owner lived inthe house and generally took care of her.
It was he whe gave her food and toys and built the fence
to keep the mean degs out of the yard to profect her,
“Like a mate?™

Looking down, the ¢at said it wasn't like a mate. The fox
said he understood, butinside wasn't guite surethat he
did.

Once again, noise signaled the fox to danger. He beganto
rum, but the cat tried to stophim. "It i3 only my owner,”
she told him. However, the fox knewthat her owner was
not a fox and he was not interested in dealing with any-
thing powerful encugh to have such control over nature.
He leapt outa window and ran off. The cat dropped to
the floor and sighed.

After many such visits over a long period of time, the fox
got to see many places in the cat’s home, Some mysteri-
ous, somesimilar. All carried the scentof man ...and paos-
sibly danger.

Of more interest to him were his feelings when he was
away fromher. He found he had grown very fond of the
cat. True, she was very different than the fox. Different
from any other fox he had met. Yet he felt a warmth to-
ward her that made him sense she could be a good mate.

One cool night he visited her home and convinced her to
come with him. She slipped out of the house and fol-
lowed him along a seemingly never-ending number of
paths until she felt she was quite lost.
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“We are here,” the fox barked as the cat walked close
behind. She was uncertain of what “here” was. Her eyes
could discern no difference between this part of the wilds
and the rest she had seen.

“IMot up here — vouneed to look deeper...” His muzzle
pointed at a hole in the ground. As the fox slipped into
the hole, the cat swallowed and did her best to keep up.

Inside the hole, the cat was a bit surprised. It was small,
but still warm and somewhat combortable. She foundit
not unlike the crawl space underher house. The fox ex-
plained that this was where he lived. He then ex-
plained how muchhe cared for the cat, She was pleased,
and Ex]:rreased her fondness for him.,

Early in the moming, the fox woke the cat and took her
home. By the time they arrived, her ownerwas already
cutcalling for her. Agshe walked toward the house, the
fox smiled at her and said he'd ke back.

True to his word, the fox was back that evenjng and the
two played in the front yard through much of the night.
The cat wished the fox could spend moretime with her.
"I do too,” he replied. The fox explained how his hame
was far awav and that he had to maintain watch over
his Jand by traveling.

Orver the next few days, as the foxtraveled his land, he
found himself missing the cat very much. Even though
she was nota fox, he began to feel that it was nota big
encughreason notto make her his own. He knew she had
many dog and cat friends that she may wish to visit, but
he felt that wouldnot bea problem. She would bein his
den or traveling with him most of the time, and that
thought made him feel pleasure,

Onhis next visit lo the cat’s home, they played together
as usual, When it came time for the fox bo go, he sat close
ter the cat and asked if she would become his cat and come
and live with him.

“Where?” asked the cat. The fox reminded her of his den
in the woods. She thought for a second, looking at the
house. “Where would I put all my toys?

"Toys?” The fox hadn’t considered this. He didn't need
toys, beinga bit of a wanderer. She could bringa few, he
told her, but not too many.

The cat frowned, Looking at the house, she thought of all
the things she had and all the things her owner gave
her. Her change of posture told the fox many Hmes.

She began purring deeply and asked, “Couldn't youlive
here?”

O
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The fox explained that he could not. He didn't have an
ownier now ... and didn't think he could live with one.

“Can we just keep on the way we are?” she then asked.

He sighed, That was pessible ... but now, with winter
coming, he would not be able to get back to thiz part of
his land as often. She frowned. The fox leaned over,
licked her, and told her that she was very spedial to him
and he would come as often as he could.

As the smmnds of possible dangerbegan to rise in the dis-
tance, the fox started to walk back toward the wilder-
ness. The cat called out and said she was sorrv. In a
choked voice, the fox acknowledged his sorrow to her,
Before he got out of hearing range, he tumed and looked
at his cat. She looked sad. "Tlease don'tbe too sad, my
cat,” he called to her. “Youhave a house and many nice
things. In someways [ envy you. All T have is me and my
freedom.”

“If youwere truly free,” she called back, “youcould live

here with me without fear. We all have our owner,
whether it's my human or your lifestyle.”

The fox turned quickly so as not to let the cat see him
start tocry. "You're right,” he barked as he walked fur-
ther away. “We all have ourcages...” Then moresoftly
he added, “T just wish mine was more attractive to you
tham your current one is.”

They both stated their desires to see each other, As the
winter continued, the fox kept his promise of visiting the
cat when he could. Each onewas always a time of joy,
and each goodbye a time of sorrow. Twoworlds collid ing
--- but mever really mecting,

Omnespring evening the foxlay inhis den. His mind drift-
ed to his cat ...and then, oddly, to the craw] space under
her house, The thought made him sit up quickly. He
thought again of how he missed his cat. Looking around
hiz den, his mind began to wonder. Which cage was
stronger ... and more desired? g
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"Worthington?” George called. “Algy, where are you?”

“Back here, George,”
answer.

came Algernon Worthington's

George Bunbury made his way through the the tidy sit-
ting room to the confused jumble of the waorkshop, which
occupied the entire rear of Worthington's townhouse.
George carefully picked his way past tables and benches
m'crffw.rmg with finely made gears, springs, toals, metal
stock and paints. 'E'_I'n]].-' a newcomer might have noticed
that, unlike a mechanic’s or inventor's shop, there was
not a single plan or blueprint to be found. Thiz was an
artist’s studio, An artist of machines.

“Be right with you, George,” came the voice, muffled
from behind a curtain.

Gearge couldn’tresist flicking the switch ona small box,
atop which were the figures of two duslists with swords.
The swordsmenneatly saluted each other and proceeded
to advance and retreat, theust and parry, with a grace
and smoothness that made one forget that they were pro-
pelled by a mechanism rather than muscle, George was
irresizstibly drawn to gare at them from table-top level,
marveling once again at the near perfect mimicey of Life.

“Ah, George, I thought youhad ane of those at home,”
said Worthingten as he emerged from behind the cuctam.

“Trusenough, Algy. But I never tire of yourmechanicals,
Mor has the rest of Europe, I dare say.”

“Oh, they seem popular enough. But ve never wanted
for money, and building & clockwork toy or two has
amused me enough to keep me from Ascot.”

“Ome or two!” George exclaimed. “About thirty-twa.
Each onemust have made your fortune all over again. 1
understand Prince Albart puru:h.&sed The Grand Walte
for Her Majesty Herselfl™

“Oh, good heavens, George. The Waltz is three years
eld. Such a crude mechanism ™

"Alzy, youdon't need to be modest with me. You'll just
have toadmit you'rea flaming genius. Even the Times
said you've brought more joy ta Britain than Shake-
speare,”

“Mow that's faint praise,” Worthington huffed, “Per-
haps I should animate the murder of Tulius Caesar and
see how jopful that makes them.”

“I say, Algy, would you do that?”

“Come along, George! OF all the ideas! Cerfainly not.”
"Very well, then. What arc youup to behind that cue-
tain this time?”

Worthington let a sly smile slip actosshis face, "Geor
you know | never talk about a work in progress. What if
it I couldn’t make it wark?

Mr. Worthington's
Clockwork Hobby
Takes a New Turn

By Dave White

llustrated by Monika Livingstone

"You, Algy?” Georgelaughed. “You could make the Cre-
ation of the World work. In full life size, in fack™

“Life size?” Worthington replied in mock astonishment.
“That's never been done.”

“You could do i, though. Will youjoin me at the Dio-
genes Club for dinner this evening?”

“Omnly if it's a late dinner. | have a bit of work to finish
tonight.”

*Eight-thirty?"
said Worthington. “Eight-thirty it is.”

Worthington ushered his guest to the deorand quickly
returned to his studio, He threw back the curtain and
opened a large parcel that had been delivered that
moming and withdrew a new ladv's dress. With the
dress draped over his arm, he approached his latest and
mest ambitious work of art ... the epitome of clockwork
fantasies.

“Pirme,™

She was indeed a full size clockwork figure, and he found
it impossible to think of thiz as anything butshe. The
fine Swiss gearing was completely contained within hee
shapely female figure, poweredby a set of exceptionally
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powerful German steel springs. A cunning set of Belgian
gyroscopes kept her upright. Even the furwas the finest
French cosmetic, indistinguishable from living pelage.
Only the eyes had baffled him, He could find nomethod
to simulabe orreplace sight. Thus, he made her to follow
subtle hand signals as he led her by the arm orfollow a
pattern of movements set in brass dises within her bady.

He paused with the dress a moment. How did ladies get
into these things? At last, logic wonout and he touched
the controls on her abdomen to raise her arms over her
head. Then he carefully slid the dress over her head and
adjusted it to fit.

Worthington brushed back her hair and regarded his
work. Except for the vacant stare, she was perfect. Or
was she? Worthingten felt around her left hip for the
spring trip and released it. There was a very soft whirr
and click as the mechanism responded. The eyes blinked.
The chest moved as if breathing, and in a sense it was,
For he had given her breath for the power of speech.

“Good day, Mr, Worthington,” she said. Her voice was
an ingenicus combination of reeds and fine musicstrings
activated byher breath. It had a strange musical quali-
by, as if she were singing each word.

“Good day, my dear,” Worthington replied. True, she
was a machine, but courtesy demanded courtesy in retum.
“Let's go for a stroll, shall we?™

She did notrespond, of course, though if he had added a
response to her voice contrel, his own voice would have
tripped it. He took her arm and led her from the work
stand. She let him lead her, taking subtle cuesthrough
the contact of his hand. Carefully, he led her ona turn
around the workshop, His delight grew as she stepped
with perfect balance. He stopped her, facing him, and
stepped a few paces back.

“Come hers,” he commanded. At once, she walked to-
ward the sound of his voice. “Stop,” and she did so.

Abruptly, he was seized with a mad idea. He stopped
her motor with a flick of a switch hidden in her flowing
hair and rudely flipped her skirts up over her head, A
flurry of adjustments and additions followed before he
smoothed the dress back in place and again released the
drive spring.

As before, he led her about the workshop on his arm.
Then, he stopped and stepped in front of his creation.

“Good moming, my dear,” he said with an excess of
emphasis,

The figure gracefully extended a hand and said “How do

you do?™

Worthington shook her hand excitedly, Can I gef away
with it? he wondered. There was only one way to find
(]

They seemed an ordinary couple out for a mormning stroll,
enjoying Londen’s rare spring sunshine. Their pace may
have seemed excessively measured, or simply unhurried.
Mo one reéally gave them a second glance.

“Worthington!” a voice cried ahead. Approaching was
an acquaintance from the Diogenes Club. There being no
hope of escape, he resolved to brazen it out,

“Hulle, Bainbridge. Wasn't expecting to find youin the
neighborhood.”

“Fassing through onbusiness, old boy. And who is this
lowvely creature?™

“This...” Werthington hesitated justan instant as his
mind raced. He hadn't expected to meet anyonehe knew
at this hour. “This is my niece, Cecily, from Northum-
bria. I've mentioned her before.”

“Good moming, my dear Cecily,” Bainbridge said, ex-
tending his hand.

“How do you do?” Cecily responded, her ownhand just
missing Bainbridge's. He caught it adroitly and gave it a
gentle squeeze.

Bainbridge locked at her smiling, and at last took note of
her unfocused gaze.

“Have we forgotten gur spectacles this moming? he
chided. "You'd not need youruncle's arm for a touch less
vanity.”

This caught Worthington off guard and he spoke without
thinking.
“She can't see, Bainbridge.”

He was immediately taken aback. "Oh! OQh, my dear
girl, I am sorry.”

Cecily tilted her head, smiled and said, “Not at all.”

Waorthington had meant this response for another awn-
pliment, but it seemed o have worked in the clutch.

“She’s beenblind since her first day in the world,” Wor-
thington truthfully said. “I brought her ‘roundto enjoy
the moming sun.”

“0f course,” said Bainbridge, looking a bit pale -on ac-
count of his gaffe. “Well, mustbe off. Goeod day.” He re-
treated with ebvious embarrassment.

“Good day, Bainbridge. See you next week.” said
Worthington.

When he was outof sight, Worthington swungin front of
Cecily and looked intently at her face. She did have
that unfocused gaze so characteristic of the blind. “I won-
der...” e mused.

L | ] -

"Algernon, you've finally cracked.” George said. “Now,
there’s nodoubt that this ... lady is the finest thing
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yvou've ever dene. It's fantastic! But youcan't serfously
expect o —"

“Trust me, George, it will work!” Worthington replied.
He bustled about the workshop, seizing various tools and
tinkeeing with the mterdor of his now unclothed creation.
He had removed much of the the torso paneling and the
intricacy of the mechanism was fully revealed. “Listen.”

Cecily began to sing, The aria was brief but tremendously
demanding. She executed it with captivating grace.
George, despite himself, was enthralled even after she
Hnished,

“Oh ... ahhh,” George stammered, rememberinghimself.
“I's certainly lovely. Dhd vou really put it over onold
Bainbridge?”

“Completely,” he answered, adjusting a brass disk in Ce-
cily's chest, “He looked her right in the eye and never

caught on.”

“Well, Bainbridge usually doesn't catch on. But to try to
fool old Gilbert.”

“Pah! It's only an audition. All | need is the dimensions
of the stage. I'll regulate her for some simple movements.
Gilbert and Sullivan sit sofar back in the house they can
hardly seewho's onstage in any case. When ['m ready to
present her, it'll make fine publicity.”

"If they don'tcatch on Gilbert has a fierce temper, I've
heard. He might not take kindly to having his audition
spoofed.”

London’s West End had beenthe home of the new style of
entertainment that had beenall but invented by Gilbert
and Sullivan = the musical — a blend of opera and melo-
drama. It was instantly and immensely popular but it re-
quired a rare type of performer, one that could both sing
and act. As most actors had never had cause to develop as
singers, and vice wversa, auditions for talented and
promising performers of necessity preceded every new
production.

George approached the the renowned composerand his
lyricist, seated as Algernon had predicted, in the orches-
tra almaost beneath the balcony.

“Thank you so much for having the sheet music sent
‘round,” said George. *And for this chance for Miss Cecily
b0 be heard.”

"MNot at all, Bunbury,” said Gilbert, “Old school tHes and
all that. She is going to sing just the ane song?”

“We do have other business, you know,” said Sullivan
sourly. "Taking up time on some country lass.. .

“It's for friendship, Sullivan,” Gilbert replied. “Folite
applause, lovely voice, well done, and we're off. Send
irer on, My, Callen!™

The stage manager gestured to Worthington, who gave
Cecily the gentle nudgethat started her carefully mea-
sured routine. She stepped out onto the stage and turned
to face the echoing cavern of the all-but-vacant house.

The rehearsal pianist sttuck the opening chords, and Ce-
cily began to sing. Her subtle movements of hand and
body were utterly convincing to George, even knowing
who — what — she was. He wondered if Worthington
had switched her fora live singer at the last moment.
N Neo one eould have reproduced Cecily’s range and con-

trol.

She breezed through the difficult refrain. At the end,

both of the impresarics sat speechless, staring straight
ahead, Cecily gave a smile, a small curtsy.

Immediately, Gilbert and Sullivan were an their feet,
applauding wildly. Gilbert shouted “Braval” Cecily
turmed to exit,

“Wait! Don't gol” shouted Gilbert. He clambered out te
the aisle and rushed to the stairs at the edpe of the
stage. Sullivan and Geoege followed a bit more sedately.

Worthington, hearing the commotion, stopped Cecily in
the wings and tumed her around, firmly helding her
hand. Gilbert nearly collided with them in his haste.

“Oh! My dear girl,” Gilbert gasped. “That was magnifi-
cent! Astounding! Never in my life have I heard the
like."”

“Your much too kind,” Cecily responded. “Thank youso
much.”

Gilbert was nearly beside himself, “Such a voice! Wor-
thington, where have you been hiding this treasure?”

“Asl said, she's my niece from the north country, cometo
visit London,” said Worthington. He quickly switched
off her voice before che could speak again,

“¥ou realize, of course,” said Sullivan, arriving on the
stage, "we simply must cast her in our next production.”

“Yes, ves,” said Gilbert, “beyond doubt. We must.”

“Gentlemen, please!” said Worthington. “We very much
appreciate your enthusiasm, butCecily had no intention
of performing on stage. As you well know, she's blind.”

“Balderdash!” said Gilbert. “Le Chatain is blind as bat.
toushould have seen him in Oeaipus Rex. The only part
that locked like acting was at the end, when he had to
act blind!”

*1 have seen Le Chatain,” Worthington said testily,
“He's been acting for thirty-five years. While Cecily's
in Londen, | am responsible for her well-being. She man-
aged well enough today, alone on an empty stage. What
about a stage full of propsand other performers? What if
she should lose count of her steps? She could walk right
off the edge of the stage into the orchestra pit!”
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Gilbert had clearly notconsidered that. “Well, I would-
7't wish to put her in jeopardy in any way. But there must
be a way..."

“Perhaps an aria,” said Sullivan. “A solo piece from our
next production. We can't close the grand drape with this
elaborate set. The stage hands will make the changes in
full view of the audience. She could just stand near the
wings,"”

“Yes, of course,” Gilbert agreed. *Yousaid yourself that
she could navigate a stage alone.”

Trapped, thought Worthington, while he made a show
of pendering this. Evenso, he thought, this &5 the sort of
publicity I had in mind.

"All right,” Worthington said at last, “Perhaps just for
the opening week._."

“I! Iam to take her to the theater! said George. “Have
vou lost your reason ™

"Now, George,” Worthington said soothingly. "You can
guide her as well as [ can. If I lead her evervwhere like a
¢hild’s toy, how well have I dene my job?”

“Are you sure she can manage the hansom cab?”

“More sure about that than anything. I hired a cab, sent
the coachman off, and spent two hours trying out and
making adjustments. Just guideher right hand to the grip
next to the door and squeszethe trip beneath her midd]e
finger. She's been regulated to get in and sit down, Get-
bing out, just reverse the process.”

“It's justfortunate that all cabsthese days are of uniform
size. And at the theater?”

“Lead her to the floor mark in the right wings, and trip
the release in the small of her back when the stage man-
ager cuesher. Then lead her back to the dressing room
when she comes off.”

“And you? Where will vou be?”

"Gilbert has gracicusly provided a fine center seat in the
orchestra. 1 want te see how Cecily performs, and [
haven’t seen this play!”

Worthinglon was dazzled by the play, and the audience
roared its approval at the end of the act. The brief inter-
mission did not allow time for the complete set change, so
the final arrangement of the set-pieces would be done
with Cecily singing,

The last few people were settling in their seats when the
manager made the announcement.

“And now, with a song from The Mikado, Miss Cecily
Waorthington,”

The word of Gilbert and Sullivan’s discovery of the blind

EiI'LgET had been the talk of Sc-lﬂq':l':,.' for weeks. The audi-
ence applauded and awaited her eagerly.

The maestro struck up the tune and, Cecily began the
beautiful number. The audience sat entranced.

But theaters are ripe for disasters, and noexpense or rep-
utation will divert them. As the set-piece descended
from the fly, it pushed a curtzin in the left wings too
close to a lamp. It smoldered for just a momentand then
burst into flames.

"Firel”™ came the cry from the front row. The smell of
smoke seemed to reach every nostril simultanecusly. Ina
moment, the audience began to rise, to move with increas-
ing apprehension, to change from awdience to mob. Wor-
thington rose also and felt the growing panic around him.
He realized that he was in the middle of the mass of
sentients, and felt his own animal instinct rise,

The maestro urged the orchestra to greater volume, and
Cecily responded with greater volume still. Her voice
rang through the house, cutting through the rising din.

The aundience hesitated.

Cecily took a step forward and continued the song, the
fire still burning. If she was not afraid....

A stage hand cut the rope holding the curtain and it
crashed to the stage. Others heaved buckets of water and
sand en it. The stage crew stomped and beat out the last
flames and swiftly dragged the drapery off stage. All
that remained was the smoke. And Cecily, finishing her

SONg,
The audience applauded, cheered, stamped their feet,
and generally behaved with no more decorum than the
commonpatrons of a musichall in Sohe. In the wings,
Geergeapplauded as wildly as anyone and turned Cecily
about, pressing the spring trip to send her back fora our-
tain call. Four times,

In truth, only ene personin the entire hall didn't ap-
plaud, Worthington alone realized what a close-nun
thing it all was.

L] | 3 [ ]

Gilbert and Sullivan caughta glimpse of Cecily as Wor-
thington exited the dressing room. She sat at the dressing
table, her face buried in her folded arms.

“She’s resting,” Worthington said, “Of course, yvoureal-
ize I cannot allow her to continue.”

"Mow, Worthington, don't be hasty,” said Gilbert.
“Why, she prevented a panic tonight. She sangeon like a
trouper!™

“Gentlemen,” said Worthingten, “Do you have any idea
how terrifying a fire is to a blind person? She couldn't
have run. She didn’t know where to run. George couldn’t
even get to her with all the commeotionbackstage. She
carried on because she couldn't do anything else!”
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“Gilbert, let it go.” said Sullivan. “I saw her as she came
off stage. She seemed so calm, butshe was trembling like
a leaf.™

Ah, thought Worthingten, Motor harmonics. He'd felt
that tremble himself. Fortuitous iming, that.

Gilbert relented. “Very well. I must say I will miss that
sweel voice.”

“Perhaps, whenshe visits again, we might call on you”
said Worthington.

"By all means, please do.” said Gilbert,

L Ld L4

Mext day, George followed Worthington about the shop
as he busied himself with his newest project.

“Corne on, Algy, you've put far too much into Cecily tolet
her gather dust here, You'vesimply got to make her pub-
Lic.”

“Bo. Mot after last night. Which reminds me..." Algy
picked up a tool and walked over to Cecily, George still
trailing.

"Just because of that bit of fire. It was a hundred-to-one
event. We caneven plan for — oh, God'ssake, man!” A l-
gemonhad flipped Cecily's skirt up and began to work.
He stopped and chuckled as George averted his eyes.

“George, she's a mechanism! She can't be embarrassed.”
He looked at George slyly. “I'll bet youa guinea youm
started to chat her up in the cab last night!™

George looked indignant, buthis ears turned bright pink.
“T'Il not take that bet,” he said.

"zeorge, think carefully aboutlast night. The only thing
that saved us all was that evervene thought Cecily was
being brave. If they’d known she was a machine, it would

have been a stampede. Who knows how many woulkd
have been hurt or killed?”

“But they didn't stampede. She's a heroine.”

“Mo, George. She's a frick. An imitation of life. And
think of the reaction when people find out they've bean
tricked. Most people don't mind being bemg fooled, but
they object mightily to being made to look foolish.”

“Algy, vou're not going to ... dismantle her, are you?”

“Good God, no! But I'm nottaking her out again, either.”
He pulled down and smoothed her dress. She started up
and began to smile and sing. "T'll keep her as my own
singer, and perhaps have her sing for guests for an
evening now and then.”

“5o. No great chorus of spring-wound virtuosos perform-
ing flawless musicals for Gilbert and Sullivan?”

“Absolutely not! Why, think it, George. Mechanical ac-
tors ‘grinding cout their parts by rote...” Songs sungwith
never a variance, never a change. Those little slips, the
unexpected, is what makes the arts into living things,
CGeoege. God save us all if anvoneever appliss mechani-
cal means to public performance!” ¥

FeDE ¥ T AP bbb R0 R

-'j‘:-.-‘l
AS AR
i + T

\1 &s

pPige 41



68

1"1

:.
e

(i} iy
o |







e =l ol e LT UM

Ly P re
W '_..':I"' i, 1 R I g b L e g i

-

-

Al il

S

T R A T L

-
=i

Ay

Vo e
N

~
5
1

5
L

B

L]

el e nlosl, Sl el pate o SRS LAT T g e s i

=

Mk S R S

P
T
i

LT

ATR

S

4!



o Ty

. Y
%}u'
o

i ll-’l"n
% “-
w et T

e e e




AFE L TELEE
YOU HOW T
FEEL YOU
MIGHT HARDEN
AND IT°M
SCARED OF
BEING LONELY
AND OF D7YING
WITHOUT LOVE"

TAKE ME HOME
JULJAN LENNON
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ALPHA LEADER, THIS 15 CETI ONE-ONE SEVEN.
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MANY UNIDEMTIFIEDS EUING
THRoUGH THE STREETS--

[ —

F ___._:
. ALSOTHE

F—
Town HALL SEEMS TO BE

UNDAMAGED, BREAK. ..

k

4 ) o L
Fl (5

L1

i

— e aar =

T | -
o

CWVER,

¥




"TAKE IT ouT, CETI ONE-ONE-SEVEN" T

E . . ow
[ % - 3
. - i -

"EXcELLENT. Plck TARGETS
AREFULLY.. QUR TROOPS ARE

pige 51



CAPTAIN SAWTER=-THIS 15
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SHIT] GAENABE LAMCHERS
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CALE aF BARONA AND fHENNAVETT
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" THEY SAY THEY'RE SURUIVORS FROM THE ORIGINAL
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Swim Wear Seasons’ Here!
and I've got ju§t the thing.

So I put together some of my recent drawings for this occasion,
and printed them in to a portfolio for you to view. I do forewarn
you this collection of prints are HOT!!.

For only $4.95 you will receive a glue bound booklet filled
with 15 of my original B&W prints.

Print Name

Address Apt.#

City State Zip

Country

Send $4.95 plus 32 for shipping & handling (Outside US add $1.50) along with completed order
form.

Make you Check or Money Order pavable to:
Dean Johnson, 3841 Howe. Court, Fremont CA 94538-5548, USA
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