


isa 61" sverblack vixen with 
‘fearsome reputation. Thowghake normally wosks 4s 
bodyguard to. Thalendri (vulpine) baronial family, 
she fs best known for her_moenighting a= baronial 
fexecutioneress. A complete loner, she uses her 
feputation tekeep everybody at arms’ Length, afraid 
that she ever opens vp to anyone, they will die. Her 
past has taught her at she is “Death in 2 Vixen’s 
Body”. 
Kheysha has appeated in the story Kill 13, published 
in Yarf! Moreare com 
Planting Foxdraies shows Kheysha at the job 
that built her reputation. At last cour, she has 38 
kills with acoseand trapdoor, most of them her own 
Gpecee, The original wae dons forthe “Tough F 
Babes theme sketchbook of Jereny “Kidewell” Kidd. 
Hand-tinted_ photocopies, limited edition of 10, 

Tavarr & Khrysha shows Kiba in be ele "work st" 
as.4 highprofile todyguard The male with her is Tavatr a 
dastech (computer nerd) in er employes enlourage (Yer should soe the touble | have matchmaking these te) 
Matted photoprint, kmited edition of 
‘6 (about 1 left), $20 US, 
Sazha Vanthai-Kranm is the 
youngest sister of Khrysha’s boss, 
@aughter of a. prominent Thalendri 
(alpine) baronial family. who made 
their fortuee in the local equivalent 
ofthe tobacco trade, Yourges(at 20) 
and shortest (at °2") of seven cubs, 
Sarha is young sweet, and rich. She 
bar not appeared in ay stories fa 
Sazha in Vixen's Green 
shows “the Vanth-Krann’s Cub” in 

semiformal wear for temple. Groen isthe traditional colorof youngvixens the style 
Of shit is unigue to Thalendsi. The opposed-phoon design in the background is the 
badge ofthe Vanth-Keaen family 
biasca Proto $3 Ken PictiDreaming Starn Productions Matied Photoprint, $30 US. Ke PesiDrceming 
AU prints ore matted to 11x14" in faux Anaheim, CA 92314-0128 
[rante mals. [nelude $5 P&T per onder. USA 
Unk checks (US dotirs only) payable 
to Kometh Pek eybskink@aol.com 
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Editorial ramblings and letters of comment from you to us and from us to you. 

‘4 ts that time of year again to wish all of youhappy 
holidays, For holiday viewing, we recommend Toy 
Story from Disney and Paar, and Belto from Univer- 

2al/Amblimation. We believe the Talier is duc out the 
‘week before Christmas, 
Whoda thunkit? Next issue will see 2 numberof impor 
tant andnot coisportant milestones. It will be our fret 
eth issue and oursixth anniversary issue. twill also oon- 
tain the conclusion— that's right, the final installment 

fof Tle Ace of Spades, a story that has run in all but 
ne issve since we began publication. We'll miss it. But 
don't worry, we'll have more Emipiesrelated stories and 
comics the Future to let you dawn eas. 
Speaking of nex issue... is Scheduled 10 be outin time 
for Confurence.(As a result, our next deadline — New 
‘Year's Eve — is st instone, and all ourregular features 
and cortinuing stories mist be in our hands by then.) 
Right sowit looks like the entre staff will beat the oon, 
sowwell see youall there. We might do something spe- 
cial atthe con, 
The weal letters from the usual suspects—the first from 
Dean Johnson of Fremont, CA: 
Gotissusthirty-sight on Halloween day —very spooky! 
1s great to have another issue in my hands. Reading 
“Flaming Hairballs", I came across art that _musthave 
‘comefrem envelopes and artist’ leters, I's great idea 
toadd this tothe letter section. 
Great cover, Dave Bryant Tenjoyed “Beguiler” by Dave 
White and Monika Livingstone, I truly love the gorgeous 

art Monika does. Can't wai to see how the next install 
ment will out Page seventeen — hee hee ha hal 
Jordan Greywolf, you are oxeof my favorite artist. lin 
Groat’ stips are always a hoot, daman toctn’. Chris 
Grant, [The Ace of Spades is move exciting than most 
military tales I've read. Now Nile is free — should we 
be scared? “Cetnip Overdrive” hag already bosme 
‘familar te me. (Tha’s very positive) 
And from the ever faithful Philip Smith of Reading, PA: 
Glad youwere able to makeit to Conturence East, Thanks 
‘orthe copy ofissuethirty-eight. Hope yournadea lot of 
sales. [We enjoyed Confrence East and thank the spon 
sors, thoups sales sere not ae good as we'd hoped. — Fa) 
“Beguiler’: Looks ike an interesting story, but hope it 
doesn't erd up looking ike The Net.Bet those clas are 
rough on the Keyboards. What is Miss Reafon’s frst 
name, anyway? Irferestinghow her program is able #0 
deducesomuchabeutthe vinus (She i saftuare profe 
sional. specializing i virus detection and countermer 
ture Her program onan't deducing enything, but teas 
siving her information from which she was able to make 
eductions. — Ed.) The artwork is very good. still hope 
you'll beable to tell the rest of Jonathan Redfox's story 
fomeday. 
‘The Ace of Spades: The batle is joined. More thrilling 
military action, athough i! doestale a toll onthe east 
ofcharacters. The Centrally Hammerheads remind me 
of Steve Gallace’s ity destroying kinetic weapons from 

Frm Felra, EDF. Turya leoked like one of the living 

Freefall oy mak storey 
Helix, i's 3 

A.M. We want 
to sleep, 

to 
don't need 

want to play 
my drum, 

guess wants don't 
count for much when 

you have an off switch. 
sleep and | 
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dead after the Eight-Ball gothit. ("Breins ... must find 
brains!) {We think that riding ina ight hank orash 

ing! through a sheet-metal garage door at high 
spec. then being throw across the pavement sox hat 
tank is messity and nasil View to sere, and watching 
‘friend und cecemate burs to death, woud do Dl 1018 
person. ~ Ea] Sergeant Shaddock shoule have aimed for the sniper’s head. [People who are teased to shoot a3 part of their jobs are taught to shoo! at center of mass. ‘ead or Limb shots are dipicult even under ideal condi 
tions, and inthe field conditions are rarely ieal. — Ed.) 
‘That scene reminded me of a veree froman Iron Maiden 
song: "You take my life, but Tl ake yours, too! 
Rolph the Wonder Hamster: bit more confusing than 
‘usual but still enjoyable. (More confusing thar what? Sey 
Robert and Katrina: | think Katrina needs to hy off laying DOW. 
“The Apprentice Mage": Ah, notanother all-wise, all- 
knowing, selfighteous mage. 
“Speak Low": Excellent ending, but why doT have this 
horrible feeling that Chelisse von'tbeacknowledged for 
hat she did for the planet? The Fireballs are getting 
moreand more interesting, Very charitable, saving the 
Gist who were going wipe them out. Hope youhave 
‘more stovies withthe Fireballs 
“Catnip Overdrive”: Yeah, Tike computer games, to, 

= 
a 

“The Nitemare”: Oh, that isseary! 
More Inter. Ta is people e 

Deadlines (Yes, again) 
Remember, the deadlines Hsted are not writen in tne, 
and are subject change without notice, (A goodrule of 
thumb to rememberis that deadlines for upcoming sues 
fare the last day of every even-numbered month) Yerf! fs, afte all, « hobby, net» profesional publicaton — 
the staf has real lives that occasionally interfere, We 
oenceurage people to do his st home, 
AI: 29 February 1995 #43: 20 June 1996 
#42: 30 April 1996 #44: 31 August 1996 

Pet 



Patten’s Bontilications 
by Fred Patten 

Alliance, vol. 2) New York, DAW Books, August 
prture's Wheel, by Lisanne Norman, (The Solan 
1995, 646 pages, $595, ISBN 0.88677675°9, 

‘his sequel to Norman's Tumnng Point (reviewed in Yarf! 
#29) isa bigsuprsein several respects. Literally; at 646 
pages it is almost 234 times the sizeof the first novels B67 pages. That story ood nicely onits own, although 
there Wasa stronghint that a sequel might be coming. 
Fonuae’s Wheel is clearly Inbeled as Book #2 in "Lie- 
ene Norman's senoational new DAW scence fiction 26° 
Hes! and it does not stand onits ows. Tt ends on a 
dlilthanger, with enough unresolved plots and subplots to 
fl two or three more volumes, least 
Turning Point is a nice space opera updating of Beasty 
and the Beast Carrie Hamilton is a young woran on 
Keiss, a male-dominated Terran colony'planet that was 
conguctedby boutelly Hostile aliens, the, Valtegans, 2 
few years earlier. A human resistance moverert has 
‘grownup, butroneof the men take Carrie seriously when 
she wants to help. Carne nursesa woundedcatlike wild 
animal back fo health; he turnsout to be Kus,» dis- 
Suised handsome feliroid from a scoutship of the 
Sholans, an unknownalien species that is also at war 
‘with the Valtepans. Kusacis the scout party's telepath, 
so he has no touble recognizing Carrie's ier strength 
and her own latent telepathic powers. Carrie helps 
Kusacreturn to his shipmates, and aids him in bringing 
the Terrana ard Sholane into an alliance to overthrow 
the Valtegans. The novel endswith Keiss berated, and 
Carrie as Kuse's telepathically linked lfemate whos 
about to return with Rim to Shola to meet his famuly. 
It wasobviousthat any sequel wouldinvelve the culture 
shock that both Carrie and the Sholans mustgo through 
as he becomesihe unoficial representative of humanity 
fra planet of intelligent cat-peuple. That ts actualy Just 
‘the starting point for several unexpected developments, 
Forture's Wheel begins deceptively blandly, as little 
rorethan an snitation of MeCalfmy’s & Nye's Doon 
povels, with humans and extremely human-like ielin- 
ids learning to get along ina mutual alliance. The open- 
Ingscaneseven seem to have regressed from the exotica 
snoephere of Tur Pott in whlch the Stolans wer ine 
troduced as anintiguingly mysterious fury and fanged 

people Fortune's Point's depiction ofa Sholaa space bat- 
te fleet is nodifferent from hundreds of SF human aili- 
tary spaceships, cxceptthet the unformed crews are de 
scribed 2s ttching their whiskers and earsand sorish- 
ingtheir tails. Carrie's first impression ofthe Sholans is 
simular; they seanlike lithe morethan furry humans Tt 
fakes tine forthe diferences to begin todevelop — and 
they are differences that surprise not only Carre but aso 
the Shelans! (Uafortunately, more details cannot be 
sven without spiling some ofthe surprises) 
Carte is only one of several important charscters, beth 
IRuman and Sholan, in this muchlazger novel. Ske and 
Kurac Aldatan may be mind-bonded lovers, butthey are 
also nervous about their uniquerelationship and parily 
‘esentfl toward the telepathic compulsionthat would 
force thom to remain united even if they cid not love 
cach otter, Kusac’s family and frieeds reactin 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 or 
perverted; tobe ancouragedor interstellar iervslp or 
Stamped out to preserve Stola's social stablity. A cam 
ple of the subplot gets involved with exising Sholan 
politics that Carse and Kusae are almost incidental to 
rem, 
One ofthe first subplots is unfortunately alse oneof the 
weakest. Norman tries to create some suspense almost in- 
mediately by mabing Cars the target of murderous so 
Tationists who fear all ais, while most sholans are 
overjoyed by the newsthat a friencly new space people 
have jus beendistovered 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 unconvinengly swiftly, and its rationalizations 
fornotbalieving the Sholan government press releases 
desenbing the Terrans’ aid seem exaggerstedly pare 
oid 
Fortune's Wheel doescatry one major plot though to its 
conclusion, so this book ends satistyingly even though 
there are numerous questions left unanswered. The 
cliffhanger implies thatthe Vallegans will return in the 
rextnovel and there are many other subplots to hore 
folved, 
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panic la ae oan pa mene reo haa yk ah fh 
George Miller & Chris Noonan, from the novel by Dick 
King-Snith. Producers: George Miller, Doug Mitchell, 
Bill Miller, Cinematography: Andrew Lesnie- Music: 
Nigel Westlake. Starring: James Cromwell, Magda 
Szubantki, (voices of) Christine Cavanaugh, Misiam 
Margolyes, DantyMann Hugo Weaving, Length: 1 nin- 
ules, Release date: August4, 1995, 
1995 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. Andnow there is Babe, which isa 
comedy (based vpona children’s novel by Dick King- 
Senith) buta gone intelligent one rather than goingfor 
low farce. (Theres also Gordy, which Ihaven't seenyet 
but which has gotten mosily unfavorable reviews) 
Babe alco an exiting demonstration ofthe movie in- 
dustry's ability to create convincing talking animals 
Until recently, this was mata serious concer Talking an- 
imals were only for laughs, and any crudesimulatin of 
an animal spouting witicisms was considered good 
enough There have been live-action comedies of animals 
with animated mouths since the 1340s, Qemy Faishenks 
wonthe Academy Award for Bost Short Subject in 1942 
and 194 for his Speaking of Anials oneveelers) But 
there was noattempt to disguise the fact that these were 
cartoon lips superimposed onto the faces of unintelligent 
animals. Inmovies such asthe Francis the Talking Mule 
series of The Shaggy Dog, the emphasis was not onthe 
animal characters as much as on the human leads. The 
animals were justthe catalyote to keep the humanhigh- 
inks moving, It as only deen since Who Framed. Roger 
Rabbit in 1988 that producersand directors have had to 
create sympathetic norehumanstaxs Who must beas on- 
vincing fo the audiences as the human cast 
Both Babe and Fluke (released just nwo months earlier) 
feature superbly directed animal casts, They imply by 
their bedy-language that they really are convening 
with each other. But in Flute the animals talk tele: 
pathically, so there is noneed to show plausible mouth 
movements In Babe, the pigs, dogs sheep, horses, ducks, 
and other animals are seen tall with each other. This 
requites animated mouths ealistic enough o sustain the 
audience's suspension of cisbelie!. Babe combines well- 
directed animal poses with state-of-the-art model and 
Muppetyy work from Jim Henson's Creatuze Shop, plus 
computerized image blending by Rhythm & Hues. The 
result isa cnet of animal character who can camry the 
whole movie, instead of enly supportingthe Inumas ace 
jors, Audiencescan identify with and care for them, in- 
stead of merely enjoying the movie for its clever camera 
ticks. (The least convinang characters are the tio of 
mice, who wisely are sen anly in brief distance shots) 
Dick King-Smith is a British author of children’s fan- 
tastes. This was published in Englandas Tle Sheep-Pig, 
(Gollancz, 1983) ad inthe US. as Babe, the Gallant Pig 

bat rl pagers dd at ncn on cba tae aig br 
Hogget at an English county fair. Hogget, despite his 
‘ame, specializes in raising sheep, although he keeps a 
normal barnyard for family use. He decides that abe 
will do for next Christmas’ dinner. The piglet is tumed 
over to his sheepdog, Fly to nursealong with her litter 
of pups. When the pups grow old enough to be sold, Fly 
turns her motherly attention onte Babe, who idolizes 
her. Despite her assurances that nabedy expects pig to 
have the talents ofa dog, Babe wants to herd sheep, too. 
He doce sowell at it that Farmer Hoggetgete the vild 
idea of entering him in the annual National Sheepdog 
Trials 
The childrens! nevel was toe shor! for a feature-length 
film, so some 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 ties to 
usurp the rooster’ role ofcrowingto avvaken the farm. 
Hee hopes to make himself so essential to the farms m= 
tine that he will take himself off its standard meniof 
toast duck. Besides beinga funny gag in ieelf, Perdi- 
rnand’sacerbic personality and cynical wit adds a bit of 
bite which the otherwise overly sugary cast needs. Tt 
also sets up Babe's own situation. He just wants to herd 
sheep like his foster mother, Fly, butif he can make 
himself more useful to the farm than a potetial dinner... 
Any story is onlyas goodas how itis directed. Bate is 
handled just right. James Cromvrell as Farmer Hoggett 
gets top marks asa crustyold farmer who convincingly 
fomestolove the little piglet who oughtto bejustanoth- 
tritem oflivestect nunningaround the barnyard. Mostof 
‘he other actors are the otfstage voice east whose per- 
formance give their animal counterparts the emotional 
gravity to win real audience appeal, rather than treat- 
ing them as subjeds for hohed-up cirtoony laughs. There 
is much humor, but it is clever and subtle, unexpested 
‘moreoften than cbvious. The Sheep-Pig may be a chil- 
arora’ book, bat Dabeis a movie thal ls designed for au 
‘ences ofall levels of sophistication. Talking animals 
aren't just “funnyanimals” any more. Kudos to everyone 
involved, especially Director Chris Noonan with the 
slose association of his mentor, producer-dizector George 
(Mad Mex) Milles. * 
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Ser Majesty 
By Michael Payne, 

ven sprawled over the lived poltery ofa CC ipta chm iat hao bean acme 
Ton, end lle iene er set male nthe gay morn igh, Lotselotrd so ene devs Cheis wished she could et hrs ut of cod ctup wih 

Youh, right. Asi ahe could find the strength somewhere 
to push the blankct of, let alone stand upright 
A snott interrupted the steady in-and-out of his bresth- 
ings endive ont upvwith a start. He rubbed is eye, gave 
a big felne yawn, smiled, and lenned forward to touch 

is ips to her forehead, “There, see? I told youd be 
here when you woke up.” 
“But wat.” She stopped, the hellowness ofher velce 
making her ears twitch, cleared her throst, stared 
again “I thought they Kicked youout, sald you werent my husband eatd youbed to lone.” She managed to 
pull ner paw along the sheet to touch his. "Did T deeam 
al that 
“No, love." His furcaressed her pads. “Only ‘next of Lin’ 
have visting rights, and since nogevemmentin this part 
of settled space recognizes anthrep marriages, T don't 
qualify.” He shrugged. "But after 1 explained to in that 
he'd hereedinga new options chet if he div assign 
me to yoar security deta he was very understanding,” 
"Yeah, Tl bet he was." For a moment— the sheets 
warm, Larenzbeside her the moming soft atthe window weiss coualmoet terget te tbesjebbed into va 
ious pars of her, coul almost forget the slippery, itchy 
feling all overher body where her fur had fallen outin 
clumps, could almost forget the dull pain in her every 
joint ané the strnge heaviness of her linbs and she 
ranedecs scouring her system. “I'm sorry I missed that 
particular discussion.” 
Aap at the door and Oxkey peered i, a gra acrosshis 
muzzle. "Tm sorry, bu this is a ospital zene. have 
foask you to Keepit down in here” 
Lorenz rolled is eyes, and Chelisse forced 2 quick rep berry through her teeth, This brought Orley the ret of 
the way into the room, his arms crossed. "Well, well, well Such ingratinude — is almoe feline.” 

‘Yes, yes" Lorenz waved 2 pave "Now be a gvod pupey 
seid get mesome coc, won’you?” 
"Don’tdot, Orley.” Chelise was nicely surprised when 
she gotthe sentence outvrithout her voice cracking. “If | 
Goat gt cafes, no ene does” 
Lorene laughed, pushing Aimsclf to his paws ant 
stretching, “She Who Must Be Obeyed, isi?” 
(Orley bowed. “We are Her Majesty's humble servants.” 
CChelisse blew anoiner raspoerty. “Youstart that “Her 
‘Majesty’ crap again, Orley, I'll have you clapped in 

“Oh, no."Larons hog claw at her “Fl nothave him 
locked upin here with us." He gave Orley a pteous look 
"Please, os, what news of the great outside world?” 
“Hey, yeah.” Chelisse wiggled into semething closer toa 
siting poslon. "Is he Tersh An any better? 
Orley nodded. “The Glist doctor's hopeful, but i's too 
ely to tell. This isthe first time in maybe twohundred 
years a Gist Has shed hs shi 20" 
Lorenz gave a loudsigh. “How many times de have t2 
explain fo joupenple? The proper pram ten elon 
ag tothe list ie"amaht’ Wemot asf" 
helisse’s raspberry stopped him, and his 2ars-down 
look of surprisemade her laugh. “Hey, three mapberrics 
na row! must be geting beter” 
“Yes Lorena's eyes narrowed, “Atleast we know your ire 
telectua fellties are returning to their former levels.” 
She settled deeperinto her pillows, “You're just jealous 
‘ause Lalways win ourlitle arguments” She nodded f2 
Cay. “But the Teeth An’s gonna be all ight?” 
The big lupine shrugged. “The Glist dactorsays i's still touch and go, But, and Ne bowed slightly to Lorens, 
"omsht says the rehydration is comingalong nce. No 
one'sexacly sure what happened to youtwo traveling 
‘rough tunnelspace with the Fireballs and everything.” 
helisse cragged apaw toler chest, rabbedat the bare 
patches inher far "Tell me sboutit 'm gonna endup as 
bald as Fin.” 
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Aknock came from the door, and Orley pulled it openjust 
fenoughto peer out. “Well, speakof the devil.” He threw 
the door wide to revea! Fin himself in the hall, arms 
‘rossedand moustache wriggling. "We were just alking 
about you Fin.” 
‘The human's eysbrows bristled. “Perhaps youdidn’t r=. 
alize it Orley, butwhen] posted youhere onguatd duty, 
Tmeant youwere to'sand outside the doceand watch for 
anyone trying toget in.” 
Onley blinked, and the look of bewilderment that crept 
over his face almost brought tears to Chalisse’s eyes. No 
onedil phony imocencebetter than Orley. "Gee, Mi. Fin- 
layson, I thought T was here to make surethese ba did- 
n't leave.” 
Fin’s face scrunched upon one side, the other eye glaring, 
out from beneath its browlike a pickled onion. “That's 
enoughof that, thank you.” His face retumed to normal 
—at least, as close to normal.as Fin’s face ever got—and 
he crookeda thumb overhis shotlder. “Now, backto your 
post. The mayor herself is comingby to visit ourheroie 
Weasel, £0 if it's not toomuch to ask, perhaps we could 
look a Lit more ike professionals when she arrives” 
Orley spread his paws and turned to Chelisse. “Tl be 
right outside if you need anything.” He padded out to 
tower above Fia. “Should you need to have anyone 
thrown througha window, for instance.” He grinned into 
Fin’ glower "Taat's a purely hypothetical instmice, of 

"vd beter be.” Fin marched intothe room, Chelistetry- 
ing not lo laugh at the laces Orley wae making behind 
hitn, and pushed the doar shut. “Luipines." Fin shook his 
head. “I he wasn’t so good, Y'd've fired him years ago.” 
Chelisse pushedher lower lip intoa pout “Gee. boss you 
used to say that sbout me. 
Loren was at her side instantly, patting her paw “Oh, 
row, don’t fre, love. He still says it about you when 
yourrenot around.” 
“Really?” She gave a sniff and looked at Fin, glowering 
back from the deorway. 
"T should say not" He puffed through the brush of his, 
moustache and strode tothe other side of her bed, “Even, 
if I wanted to, Tcouldn'tfire younow. Youjust saved the 
whole planet, remember?” 
"Damn ight I remember" She moveda paw to touchhis 
hand. “But I love hearing you say it, that's all” 
Asmile pulled at his cheek, sucha strange sight Chelis- 
se had tolook twice to make sure, butby then, his usual 
scowlwas back, “Justdon tlt it goto youthead. The me- 
dia’s ben full of nothing but youll weekend I can guar 
antce this little publicity stunt ofthe mayor's won'tcool 
things down any.” 
“Pablicky...” Chelisee blew outs bresth, “So what’m T 

s'posed to do? Sit upand lick her hand? Let her get a few 
posesin beforethey decide it’s toomucheffort tokeep me 
alive? Or will she want my pelt for the museum down- 

Fin rubbed his big, bare forehead. “Ah, good, One more 
{hing forme te worry bout.” His eyes went to Loren." _agreed to assign you hewe Lorerg, or several reasons —" 
“What?” Chelisse coulin’tquite summonthe strength for 4 raspberry, “T thought it was ‘cause he threatened to 
quit" 
‘The human's glare fell on her again. “And that’s one ol ‘my reasons right there. You'recurPrimary Voice, Lorenz, soT'mexpectirg you tohelp mespin this when Cheliss 
Starts mouthing off at the mayos” 
“Hey!” Cholisse wanted to shake a claw at him, butit 
was just to0 much effort, “You've aren me hanele press 
‘conferences before! don’t mouth offat —" 
“Yes, love” Lorenz took her paw again, “Youdo” 
“what? “she stared up at his, 
‘Acsmile spread through his whiskers, “It's part of your 
charm." He pressed her paw tohis lips, then nodded to 
Pin, “Of courseT'l do my job, Fi, but rm here more as te 
beloved husbard than Tam as your PV." 
CChelise Jet her mouth go sideways, “I'm notsosure you 
qualify ap ‘beloved husband! at this point 
Lorenzjustpatted her paw agsin, and Fin gave a crisp 
nod. “Goodencugh. All three nets are sending cameras, 
bbut I've got thom to agree notte bother you wiih. ques 
Hons. Tt should bejusttae mayor coming in, congratulat- 
ing you, posing fora bit, and then they'll all be gone.” 
His mouth squirmed sideways underhis moustache. 
Would take it as personal favor, Chelisse, if you'd just 
let things go smoothly.” 
Hie Iooked so exmnest, Chelisse had to laugh, her annoy- ance dissolving. “Jesus, Fin I dd just put my life onthe 
line tosave the whole damn planet. I think I eanmanage 
to be civil to the mayorfor five minutes.” She tied her 
best tolook heroic. “Are we professionals, or are we nat?” 
‘That gota laugh out of Lorenz. and the warmth in his wonderful dark eyes made Chelisse feel better than she 
hhad in days. Asoft rapping at the door and Orley poked 
Is nose in "Mz Finlayson? Mayor Torres is here." 
Fin pulled at his vest and cleated his throat. “Ah, cer tainly, Orley. Show her Honor in.” 
‘The lupine nodded, pushed the door open, and in came ‘Mayor Torres, he samesour look on her lace that she al ‘ways seemed te have wheneverChelisse saw her Three humans wearing camera mountjammedthemselves into 
the doorway behind her, their soft mumurspricking at 
CCholisse's ears *..an example of anthiop obedience in these troubled times...” overlapping with “...who 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 to Fn, and her sudden smile made 
her look a lot more like her campaign ads. “Me. Fin- 
layson."She stuck outa hand. Ajo) well done.” 
Fin beamed. "That it was, Your Honor” He took the may- 
cx'shand and gertly turned her soshe was fcing Chelic 
s2."Chaise is one or our best agents” 
A litle of her caslier soumesspulled at the mayor's 
smile. "Yes. Of course-"She sether hand onthe bed near 
Chelise’s shouller and leaned forwatd, elise able to 
see the ny words serolling across her glazees. "Marches 
owes youand EMS a tremendous debt of gratitude, Agent 
Chalisse Tdon’tsee how anyonecaa continueto doubtthe 
value you antheeps bring to our comendnity and I hope 
that these agitating on both sides of the anthrop qu 
tion will cometo see the importance of reasonable cia- 
logue. Youhave shown wsthat working together is our 
only alternative, and on behalf of the Coxehill City 
Council1 commend you, Agent Cheliss,” 
The mayor's smile seemedso genuine it took Chelisse by 
surprise. "Well, uhh, thank you, your Horar So many 
folks pisched in, well, like yousald, workng together 
right?” She sav Lorenzsmile outofthe comer ef her eye "Sor'm really saying than youforMe Finlayson anda 
of EMS, for Ronnie MeTeague and the Fireballs and the 
scientists outat the research station, for Anson Tatil and 
Tersh Aa Felanshwer of the Glist Waterworks School, and, of curse; for my husband Lorenz.” She looked vet 
at im. "Thats everyone, think” 
Mayor Torres’ brow wrinkled. “Your... husband?" she ctayed that way for @ moment then her lace cleared 
"Oh, yes of course I'l sign youa breeding permit as sen 
as You feel well enough." 
Chatisse felt her own brow wrinkle, "Becuse me?" 
“Don't think another thing aboutit” The mayor patted 
Chelisse's shoulder. “Weil be honored to lat you pass 
your genes to another generation, You've certainly 
earned" 
"whoa, whoa, whoa!” Chelisse raised a shaky paw “I 
don’t knew how mach biology you know mayor but —” 
Fin practically leaped forward, his teeth denched ina 
strained smile. "Well, your Hones I'm swe you heve 
other — 
Chelisse ignored him, managed to gesture toward Lorenz 
“This is my husband, Mayor Torres. A breeding permit 
woulda’tdo usmuch good, 'm afraid, butthanks for the 
oer” 
The mayor followed her gesture, and Chelisse coulén’t 
help smiling when Lorenz held eut a paw and seid, "We've met before, your Henor. PL. Lorenz.EMS opera: 
tons chi” 

A sacond’ssilence — even the camerscraws hed stopped 
‘murmuring then the mayor turned to Fin. "TT dort understand. Mr. Finlayson, how can these throps be ae 
“Married, your Honor?” Chelisse smiled. “It wasa small ceremony a St, Francis Catholic Church. Father Cooper 
the pastor there, has the paperwork if you'reinterested, Signed and witnessed, Mz Finlayson even soca 
Jn as Tather ofthe bride.” 
in was shifting from foot to foot under the mayor's 
sharpening gaze. “Ave, welly'see your Honor —" 
“Me. Finlayson...” She spoke quietly, but the sours 
fll her face. "The Union Laws stily forbia any —" 
"18 might, your Hones” Loren inesrupted, his tones calm and measured, “The Union Laws are meant to ax 
tuol anthrap population, so they pertain only to same- 
species unions, Cross-species unions, as unosthodox 25 ‘Dey may sound, are nowbeng allowed as compliments: ry control measuresby several governments across settled 
space.” 
“What?” The mayer shifted her fown to Lorenz." What 
do you mean? What governments?” 
rene bowed, and Chelisse aw he had sliped into i protunierel tle deferanel compere sated 
ete pete sasiant ving only toshave iaformaton 
vith his superiors "Mars fr one, yous Honoc and Earth 
for another Granted, those planets have mich smaller totivop cemmunitestnan wehave hereon arches, be 
the arguments fr allowing cross-species unions are still 
compelling” 
‘The mayor blinked, her frown easing slightly. “Earth? 
Really? =. thadn’ heard anything about this” 
He nodded. "The UN Council was quite impressed with 
the effect zach mensurss have had onthe anthro pops 
lations of Palisade, Holmestead, and Deli, Those at- 
‘throps who choose permanent crost-species unions, after 
all are voluntarily zemoving themselves fom the breec- 
Ing equations cangive youthe uplink addrestes to ac 
crs, Ifyou like.” Lorenz shrugged, his professional de 
‘meaner fading, “And while T certainly can't speak fer 
levery anthrop on Marches when it comesto reproductive 
Jssues, my own experience has been that love ean give 
00d sense quite a run forts money.” 
‘Asmile puiled atthe mayor's face. “Ereuse me?” 
‘rfeah," Chelisse added. “Love and good sense dont 
aie" 
Lorenz looked down at her, his dark eves shining. “My point exactly. Goodsensesays I should find myself a nie Ite feline, settle down, and start naking kitens.” He tecok Chelise's paw and knelt down beside the bed. “But Yeo known since | Bret reaized 1 was falling in love with you Sensehas nothing whatsoever to dowith it 1 
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not see you beside me..."He shook his head. “That’s too 
much tecontemplate.” 
Chelisse could only stare fora momenther throat tight, 
her armsaching for him, butit teok all her strength just 
to dragher left paw acioss her body to ‘ouch his chin. 
His pave slipped around her though, raised her gently, 
and she pressed her faceinto the soft furof his shoulder 
his pavs warm at her back, his purring making her 
whole body tremble. 
How long they held each other, Chelisse didn’t know, 
but Fin clearing his throat brought her back “Ah. 
Right,” she mutiered into Lorenz'sear. “We've got guests, 
haven't we?” 
“Have we?" came his whispered reply. 
"i'm afraid 90." 
She felthim sigh. "Back ‘o business, then.” 
Cold tickled the bare skin slongher chest as he lowered 
her to the bed, and she looked averto see both the mayor 
and Fin smiling, the camera operators standing silently 
behind, their glass eyes focused onher. Great. Her whole 
life war gormabe on the evening news. "Excuse ur, your 
Honor,” she said into the silence. “t's bea sort ofa try- 
ing week” 
“1 understand.” The mayer looked more relaxed than she 
had since she'd come in. “Just onemore thing, then I'll be 
onmy way. The sector goremorhas informedimethat the 
new Glist Collective has —” 
"What?" Lorenastarted up from where he'd been kneel= 
ing, "Excuse me, your Honor, butwe'd heard that the Col- 
jective had shattered when the Schools of Glist thought 
failed to agree ona policy for cealing with the other 
spacefaring races. Are you saying the situation’s 
changed?” 
The mayor nodéed. "Accordingte the govemor’s office, 
and in the new Collective's ‘Declaration of First Princi- 
ples’, well...” A gleam came into her eyes. “We must've 
really improcsod them, the way wo handied that inva 
sion, because they want to set up an embassy here an 
Marches, right here in Coxehill, the first Gist embassy 
to the UPC ever, right here!” 
Chelisse heard Lorenz cttch his breath. “Of course,” he 
murmured, but the mayor was alrexdy going on. 
“The part that has averyonea little confused, the season, 
che governorcalled me this moming and tre reason] ar- 
ranged to meet you, is this.” She reached into her pocket, 
pulled cata reader, and poked at its keys.”In their Dec 
aration, the Glist ask for their Waterworks School to 
act as ltison towhat they call ‘the EMSWestern Divi- 
sion School’.” She looked up. “That mean anything to 
you? 
Chelisse stared, shook her head, and sav Lorenzshrug, 

‘though the ‘way his whiskers danced told her he knew 
‘more than he was letting on. 
‘The mayor poked somemoreat the reader. “There's a lo! 
that's odd in ere. Imean, the Glist dor’tseem fo have a 
‘word for anthrop. They keep referring to youzs if you 
‘were human!” She sighed, flicked the reader off, ane 
hheld it outto Fin. “This is yourcopy, Me Finlayson. Vo 
recommend youlook it over before the Glist delegation 

in looked from the mayor tothe reader and bask again 
“Unh,exeuse me, your Honor? The. the delegation?” 
Mayor Torres nodded. “The govemorsaid he would trus 
my judgmontas to whether a Emergency Maintenance 
team couldbe rusted with the duties the Glis have as 
signed you." She tured back to Chelisse. “Yl admit I 
had my doubts.1 mean frst oficial diplomatic contact and we're supposed to let anthrops handle #2” She 
rubbedher chin. “But I like what I see here. Me. Fin- 
layson has obviously trained yeu well, and I thisk you'll 
be just the once fr this jb.” 
Chelisse tried her best to look somber, but the cear dis 
tress on Fin's face kept threatening to make her bust ou 
laughing. He was still looking pretty. comical when the 
‘mayor roundedon him and stuck out her hand. “7 kon 
you'll make Marches proud.” She stepped tovrard the 
‘door the cameras moving into the hall ahead of her 
then she stopped and looked back at Lorenz. “And I'd 
like te see that information you mentioned on cross 
species marriages, if you don’t mind, Send the location 
Badrersos to my sccrotary.” 
“Certainly, your Honor” Lorenzbowed. 
Mayor Torres nodded ence more, gave & last smile, and 
strode outof sight dowa the hallway. ‘The silencein the 
roomwent onfor 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 ouppzsed to—" 
Lorenzhad moved around the bed, was taking the reader 
from Fin's hand. "Oh, relax, Fn.” He tapped his claw: 
over the keys, “Unlesel mice my guess thie really has 
nothing to do with us at all” 
“What?” Fin stared. "Nothing to do with ust Loreng, 
they mentioned ur by namel How can you say —” 
“Flere” Loren: gave the reader onelast tap, then tumed 
it around and held it up to Fin, “All the Glist really 
‘want fo do ie mest and study with the Fireball” 
Fin was busy gaping at the reader, so Chelisse cleared 
her throat. “Could youmaybe amthat by one moretime, 
Tove?" 
“Of course” Lorenzpressed his paws together “Consider 
IF you will, the Glist Collective” 
CChelisse groaned, “Oh, God. Ascience lecture.” 
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[His ears dipped and rose, buthe otherwise ignoredher 
“Like-minded individuals get together to form Schools, 
and if enough Schools can agree on enougheubjects the 
Schools draft a Declaration of First Principles and form a 
Universtiy.” 
"Yes." Chelisse sighed. “Tim sure they do.” 
Lorenzdeared his throat. “This ceates a problems, how= 
ever, When the Glist look at ourUnited Planetary Con 
‘gress, Emsht dent seea huge federal bureaucracy with @ 
Tundredlittle agencies;emsht seea hunedred litle agen- 
cies that awe all chosen to join upinto a huge federal Bureaucracy” 
That made Chelisse Iaagh. “Wait. They think our 
UPC works like their University — I'mean, emehts 
University 
“TBeaetly. Afterall, the Gist have very litte experience with allen cultures” 
Fin had finally Ieoked up from the reader "Can we ge to 
some sort ofa point here, Lorenz?” 
“Very wall, Fin Y'see, one ofthe University’s main fne- tions iso dssignto each School the planets it ean Usefor 
its experiments. planet, oneeassigned, bacomesthe sole 
property ofthe School i given to, and should another 
School wish to sudy something onthat planet, the Uni 
versity draws upa treaty, a eaty that looks very much 
lke that” He gestured fo the reader Fin was holding. 
"Wait 2 minute“ Chelisse felt a prickling at her neck, “Didn't the mayor say they referred fo EMS a5 a 
School?” 
Lorenamnodded, “We're an agency ofthe UPC sothe Glist sso ub ata School And sines we're Ihe highest UPC ages cy outhere, to Gist thinking,” he spread his paws, “our 
Little branch of EMS must own Marches” 
Fin’s eyes opened till they scemedready topop fromhie skull. "Then w.than this isn’t a treaty with the UPC at all? Is..i’s with us? EMS Westera Division Marches? 

would guess.” Lorenz waved a paw. “Vl have to look it over store thoroughly before F'n sure— Glist decu- 
ments tend to read Like some horsbly abstruse physics 
text But it maker senee:Of all the planets in the UPC, only swe here on Marches have something that several 
Schools of Gist tought have alreedy shown an intrest 
in.” He cocked his head at Chelise. “Andwhat would that be, class?” 
She sighed. “The Fireball right, professor?" 
*Comect again.” He blew her a kiss 
"But... but...but."Fin Jooked like he'd been punchestin 
the stomach. "Wire 4 minor branch of 2 minor gover” 
ment agency! We ar't make treaties with entire allen 
peoples!” He stared wide-eyed ai the resder as if it wore a snake vorigglingin his hands. "Wo'll have to ‘ell 

‘hom, toll the mayor got her to take us off this bofore—" 
“What?” Chelisse wanted to leap up and grab him by the lapels, buther body would oniylet her sit forward a 
little, “Tike usof? Fin, we're the only anesieho cand thst 
He raised his eyes. “Do what? Go toprison?” 
“God darint, Fin! We —" Spote stated popingat the 
comers of Chelisse’s vison; she made hersel settle into 
her pillows, take a few breaths, keep her voice eal 
“Fin, the Glist wanna study the Fireballs, ght? Well, nobody kaowsmore about Hose litle guye tian us, WE Aiscovered them, lor Chris's sake, and we've had Ter 
relda and her team up there atthe research sation since it opened 
Fin glare. “That's net the point, Chelisse.” 
“Buti is!” Morespots, butChelisse forced them away. 
“The Glist think they're cominghere ona science 
sion, but, well, youheard the mayor! She thinks we've pulled off some major diplomatic coup or something! We'll hafta be there between the UPCand the Glist just tp runcrowdcanteal when the —-" Hr velco gave outs the spotslooded over her, end fora moment, she couldn't see, couldh’theay didn’t know where up was, the nuatb- ‘ness inher limbs suddenly turning colt. 
She felt the pillows against her back firs, then pavisan hier shoulders, Lorenz’s sweet scent very strong. She ‘epenedher eyes to se his face peering al her, his ears own. "FE call the nurse,” he wae saying 
“Noy” she got out raising a paw to touch his face. “Tin 
fine, love, justpushing myself a little much But just. 
Thnow we ean do this” 

Lorenz took her pew. “I knows” He stood and looked at Fin, *Whetever the legalities ofthe situation, Fin, Tjast 
‘don’t see how we have much ofa choice,” 
in quinted. “Come again?” 
Lorena waved a pay "Chelise’s right. The ensht of the 
‘Waterworks School ae expecting to work with us, andi f the UPC secepts the treaty and then doesn'tproducets, that’s major bresch of etiquette. Do we want to ineult the Glist onour first joint venture? Once we've gottena working lationchip going with the emzht af the Wa ferworks School, we can maybe try to explain how the 
UPC functors but anti hen. 
Slence filed the roomfora moment, then Fin gave a gh that seemed i comeall the way up from his toc. “Aye, [suppose you'eright” His face ecrewed self into a glare, and he pointed a finger at Chelisee. "But wee 
rot doings thing till you get back on your paws, wanes! 
Uwwe'e all going down, then you're coming with us!™ 
CChelisse ouldntstop a laugh from bubbling ut. “Hey, I ‘wouldn't have it anyother way.” 
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And now a final word from the author, giving credit where it’s due: 
‘othe folks at Yarfi who let me start all this way back 
when without ary iden of whore itwae going to go. 
ToKenand Lisa, Tomand Tara, Jeff and Chris, and Dan 
and Janet who, all unknowing, were the basic models for 
Lorenz and Cheese 
‘Tothe various songuriterswho, alo all urknowing gave 
‘me the titles forthese stories... The auther ofthe spit 
tual “Down by the Riverside”. Francis Scott Key for the 
"Star Spangled Banner” ("...the rockets red glare, the 
Dombsburstingin air..") ving Berlin for “Puttin’ the 
"ia th_auior ofthe medieval Latin yma Pais 

(Panis angelicus Gt panis hominum..” 
‘hich roughly translates as “The bread of angels be 

comes bead for people. 
Back Magic” ( *), Harold Arlen for “That Old 

“Thoar your name and T'm aflame, 
aflame with sucha buming desir...), Ogden Nash for 
“Speak Low”, and Paul McCartney for “Her Majesty” 
Andfinally, tothe late James Finlayson, character actor 
extraordinaire, one of the original Keystone Kops but 
probably best know for his appearances in mare than 
thirty Laurel and Hardy films — he's the guy they're lying tosell a Caristmas tree toin Big Business the bute 
ler in Night Owls, the villainous saloon ownerin Way 
(Out West. finer glowerhas never been recarded onfilm. 
Tong may he wave, 
Persevece, all © 
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The House Cat 
A Fox Fable 

By John Cawley - Ilustrated by “Cats 

3 e at began to walk downthe 
steps ofthe por ‘She: stopped short when 
what appeared to hea dog's head popped out of the 
bush, 
“Lamy ‘fox, sone! fox," sid the stranger. “Do youshal- 
Tenge or retreat? 
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The cat giggles, “I don’t recognize that game,” she 
purred as she came closer She'd never seen a fox belore, 
buthad heard one of her dog friends talk about them. It 
didn’t com to be much bigger than che wae. 
“Game? There isnogamehere.” The fox walked slowly 
out of the bush and eyed the cit suspiciously. "I am 
renrching for food. This i the fis! time I've been te thie 
end of my land.” 
Cautiourly, the cat approached the fence where the fox 
stood, She slowed on accasion when she saw him tense 
and possibly prepare to flee. Her voice softly spoke to 
him, purring frecuently to calm hem. As she got closer, 
she noticed him smile a bit. 
“Ive gotfood in here ...arl toys too. Won'tyoucomein?” 
The cat felt a fox playmate would be mos fun, Being a 
wild creature, he no doubshad fascinating stores to tell 
ofthe world. The fox looked aroure for possible villains, 
then decided to sip under the fence into the yard. 
She showed the foxher food dish and watched him gulp 
down Ue semainders he found there, A he tured Wo 
leave, she pleaded with him to slay. AR first uncertain, 
he scented the air and found noknown dangerand decid- 
cdo rest. at least for abit. He sniffed at various things 
enthe porch and sat in a sunny spot, Thoughhhe appeared 
tobeat rest, the cat noticed his eyes always scannungthe 
distance 
The cat, a wonderful hostess, soonbegan toshow the fox 
her toys. Before lang, the fox foundhe was having @ good 
time with the ext, True,she was nota fos, buthe was 
sill enjoying her company. The two chatiod and played 
for quite some time. A sudden noise ended the play. The 
fox noted another presence and quickly departed, 

Tt wasnearly a weekbefore the cat saw the fox wander- 
ing nes: her house again. She called to him and he ap- 
proached cautiously. Feeling it was safe, he joined the 
fat and they played. This time she took him through her 
private door into the house, Eyes glowing with amaze- 
‘ment, the fox tuned and sniffed rapidly. Never had he 
Seensucha living area. When he asked what the ext did 
with all the things in the house, she answered they were 
used by her owner. 
“Owner?” asked the for. The cat explained that the 
‘owner ved inthe house and generally tookeare ef her. 
Te was be who gave her food and oys andbuilt the fence 
to keep the mean dogs ut of the yard to protect her. 
“Like a mate?” 
Lookingdown, the cat sai it wasn'tlike amate. The fox 
said he understood. but inside wesr't quite surethat he 
did 

COnceagain, noisesignaled the foxto danger. He besanto 
zum butthe eat tried to stop him. "It is only my owner,” 
she told him. However, te fox knew that her owner was 
nota fox and he wasnot interested in dealing with any~ 
thing powerful enoughte have such control over nature, 
Hie leapt outa window snd ran off. The eat dropped to 
the floor and sighed. 
After many suchvisits osera longperiod ef time, the fox 
{gotta 200 many placer in the cate home, Some mysteri= 
‘ous somesimilar. All carried the scentofman...and pos- 
sibly danger. 
(Of more interest to him wore hie feelings when he was 
away fromher. He found he had grown very fondof the 
cat. True, she wes very different than the fox. Different 
from any other foxhe had met. Yet he felt a warmth to- 
‘ward her that nade him sense shecould bea good mate. 
(One cool night he visited her home and convinced her to 
come with him. She slipped out of the house and fol- 
owed him along a seemingly cever-ending number of 
paths uatil she felt she was quite lost 
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“We are here,” the fox barked as the cat walked close 
Dehind She was uncertain of what “here” was. Her eyes 
could discern no difference between this part ofthe wilds 

“Not up here — youneed to look deeper." His muzzle 
pointec-at a hole in the ground, As the fox slipped into 
the hole, the cat swallossed and did her best to keep up. 
Inside the hole, the cat wasa bit surprised, It was small, 
butstill warm and somewhat comfortable. She foxndit 
not unlike the crawl space underher house. The fox ex- 
plained that this. was where be lived. He then ex 
plained how muchhe eared for the cat, She was pleased, 
land expressed her fondness for him, 
arly i the moming, the fox woke the cat and took her 
home. By the fine they arrived, her ovmerwas already 
utealling forher. Asshe walked toward he house, the 
fox smiled at her and satd he'd be back, 
‘True tohis word the fox was back that evening and the 
theo played in the front yard through much ofthe right 
‘The cat wished the fox could spend moretime with her, 
"Ido too," he replied. The fox explained how his home 
‘was far away and that he had to maintain watch over 
Tis lané by teaveling. 

Over the next few days, a the foxtraveled his land, he 
found himself missing the cat very much Even though 
she was nota for, he began to feel that it was nota big 
cnoughearon netto maker his own He knew she had 
many dog anda: friends that shemay with to visi, but 
hre felt that wouldnot bea problem. She would bein his 
den or traveling with him most of the time, and that 
tought made him feel peastre 
‘Onhis next vist tothe cat's home, they played together 
‘as usual. When i came time for the fox to go, he st close 
to the cetand asked if shewwould become his ca and come 
and live with him, 
“Where?” asked the cat. The fox remindedher of his den 
in the woods. Ske thought for a second, aking at the 
house. "Where would I pu all my toys?" 
“Toys?” The foxhadn't considered this. He didn’t need 
toys, beinga bit of a wanderer. She could bringa few, he 
told her, but nt too many. 
‘The eat frowned, Looking atthe 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 dimes 
‘She began purring deeply and asked, “Couldn't youlive 
here? 
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The foxexplained that he couldnot. He didn't have an 
owner row ... and didn’tthink he ould live with one. 
Cas: wejust Keep on the way weare?” she then asked 
He sighed. That was possible ... but now, with winter 
coming,he would not be able to get backto this part of 
his land as often. She frowned. The fox leaned over, 
licked her, and told her that she was very special to him 
and he would come as often as he could 
A the sounds of possible dangerbegan to rise in the dix 
tance, the fox started to walk back towerd the vilder 
ness. The cat called out and said she was sorry. In a 
choked voice, the fox acknowledged his sorrow io her. 
Before he got ott ofhearing range, he tumedand looked 
at his cat. She looked sad. “Plesse don'tbe too sd, my 
cat," he called to her. “Youhave a house and maay'nice 
things. n someways Tenvy you. All Thave 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 tumed quickly so as not to let the cat see him 
start tery. "You're right” he barked as he walked fur 
ther away. “We all have oureages...” Then mere soft 
he added, “T just wish mine was moreattractive to you 
than 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 one was always a time of joy, 
and each goodbye. time of soriow. Twoworlds colliding 

Dbutnever rally meeting 
‘Onespringevening the foxlay inhis den. His mind drift 
ced to his cat .. and then, oddly, to the craw space under 
her house, The thought made him sit up quickly. He 
Hhought again of how he missed hls cat Looking around 
his den, his mind began to wonder. Which cage mas 
stronger and more desired? 
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“Worthington?” George called. “Algy, where are you? 
Back here, George," came Algernon Worthingten’s 

George Bunbury made his way through the the tidy st- 
ting roonto the confused jumble ofthe workshop, which 
occupied the entire rear of Worthington’s tovmhouse. 
Genrpe carefully pickad ie way poet tblee and benches 
overflowing with finely made gears, springs, ool, metal 
stock and paints, Only a newcomer might have noticed 
thet, urlike a mechanie'sor inventors shop, there was 
nota single plan oF blueprint to be found This was an 
artist's sco. An aatist of machines 
“Be right with you, George,” came the veice, muffled 
from Behind» cut 
George couldn’trsist flicking the switch ona small box, 
atop which were the figuaesof two duslists with swords. 
The swordsmenneatly saluted each other ard proceeded 
to advarca and setreat, throat and parry, with a grace 
andsmeothnessthat madeone forge that they were fro 
pelled by a mechanism rather thaa muscle, George was 
lresistibly drawn to gaze at them from table-top level. 
marveling once again at the near perfect mimicry of le. 
“Ah, George, I thought youhad one of thote at home, 
said Worthington ashe emerged frm behind the cuca, 
"Trusenough, Algy. But I never tice of yourmechanicals, 
Nor has the rest of Europe, {dare sy.” 
"Oh, they Seem popular enough. But I've never wanted 
for money, and building a clockwork toy or two bas 
amused ne enough to keep me from Ascot” 
“One or two!” George exclaimed. “About thirty-two. 
Fach onemust have made your forune all over again 
understand Prince Albert purchased "The Grand Waltz’ 
for Her Majesty Herself!” 
"Oh, good heavens, George. The Walks is three yexrs 
old, Sacha crude mechanism.” 
“Algy, youdon't need to be modes! with me. You'll st 
have toadmit you'rea fhming genius. Even the Tires 
sald you've brought mare joy fo Britain than Shake 
speare.” 
“Now that’s faint praise” Worthington buffed. “Per- 
naps I should arumate the murderof Juliuscaesar end 
see how joyful that makes them.” 
“Tsay, Algy, would you do that?” 
“Come along, George! Of ll the ideas! Certainly not” 
“Very wall, then. What are youup to behind that aur 
rin this time?” 
Worthington let e sly smile sip acrosshis face. “Geowge, 
you know Inevertalk abouta work in progres. What if ft Teouldn’t makeit work?" 

Mr. Worthington's 
Clockwork Hobby 
Takes a New Turn 

By Dave White 
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“You, Algy?” Geotgelaughed. “You could make the Cre 
sion ofthe World work In fll ifs sie, i fact" 
“Life size?" Worthington replied in mockastenishment. 
“That's never been cone.” 
You could do it, though. Will youjain me at the Dic- snes lub for dinner this evening?” 
“Only iF #5 a late dinner. [have a tit of workto finish 
tonight." 
Bight-thirty?” 
"Fine," said Worthington. “Eightthity itis.” 
Worthington uthorad his guott to the doorand guichty 
returned fo his. studio. He threw back the eartain and 
opened a large parcel that had been delivered thet 
morning and withdrew 2 new lady's dress. With the diese draped overhis army he approached his latest and 
‘mostamblious work of art the epitome of clockwork 
Fantasies 
‘She was indeed a fullsize clckworktigure. anche fount it impossible to think of this as anything butske. The 
fine Swiss gearing was completely contained within her 
shapely female figure, powsredby a tl of exceptionally 
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gyroscopes kept her upright. Even the furwas the finest 
French cosmetic indistinguishable from living pelage. 
Only the eyer had baffled him, He couldfind nomethod 
tosimulhte orreplace sight. Thus,he made her tofollow 
subtle hand sigrals as he led her by the arm orfollow @ 
pattern of moverientssetin brass dises within her body. 
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 overher head and 
adjusted it to fit 
Worthington brushed beck her hair and regarded his 
work. Except for the vacant stare, she was perfect. OF 
was she? Worthington felt around her left hip for the 
spring trip and released it. There was a very soft whirr 
and lick as the mechanism reaponded. The eyes blinked. 
The chest movedas if breathing. and ina sense it was, 
Forhe had given her breath forthe power of speech, 
"Good day, Me. Worthington,” she zaid. Her voice was 
an ingeniouscombination of reeds and fine musicstrings 
activated byher breath. Ithad 2 strangemusical quali- 
ty as if she were singing each word 
“Good éay, my dear," Worthington replied. True, she 
wasa machine, but courtesy demanded courtesy in return. 
“Lets go fora stroll, shall we?” 
She did notrespond, ofcourse, though if he had added a 
response to her voice control, his own voke would have 
tripped it. He took her arm and led her from the work 
stand. She let him lead her, taking subtle cues through 
the conlact of his hand. Carefully, he led her ona tuen 
around the workshop. His delight grew as she stepped 
with perfect balance. He stepped her, fecing hiry and 
stepped.a few paces back 
“Come here,” he commanded. At once, she walked to- 
ward the ound of hie voice. “Stop.” and abe did 20. 
Abruptly, he was seized with a mad idea. He stopped 
her motor with 2 fick ofa switch hiddenin her flowing 
hair and radoly flipped her skirts upover her head. A 
flurry of adjustments and additions followed before he 
smoothed the dress back in place and again released the 
drive sping. 
As before, he led her about the workshop on his arm. 
Then, he stopped and stepped in font of his creation. 
“Good morning, my dear," he ssid with an excess of 
emphasis. 
The figure gracetully extended hand and said “How do 
you do?” 
Worthington sheok her hand excitedly. Con I get away 
vith if? he wordered. There was only oxe way 10 find, 

‘They seemed an ordinary couple out fora moming stroll, 
enjoying London's rare spring sunshine. Their Face may 
have seemed excessively measured, or simply unhurried 
No ove really gave text a second glance. 
“Worthington” a voice cried ahead. Approaching was 
‘an acquaintance from the Diogenes Club. There being r 
hope of escape he zesolved to brazen it out 
“Hullo, Bainbridge. Wasn't expecting to find youin the 
neighborhood.” 
“Passing through onbasiness,old boy. And who is thi 
lovely creature?” 
“This...” Worthington hesitated just an instart as his 
‘mind raced, He hadn’t expected to meet anyonene knew 
at this hour. “This is my niece, Cecily, rom Northum. 
bia, Ive mentoned her before.” 
“Good morning, my dear Cecily,” Bainbridge said, ex 
tending his hand. 
“Flow do you 402” Cecily responded, her ownhand jus! 
missing Bainbridge’s. He caught it adroitly and gaveit a 
‘gentle squeeze, 
Bainbsidge locked at her smiling, and at last tock note of 
her unfocused gaze 
“Have we forgotten cur spectacles this moming?” he 
chided. “You'd not need your uncle's arm for a touch less 
vanity.” 
‘This caught Worthington off guardand he spokewithout 
thinking. 
“She can’t see, Bainbridge.” 
He was immediately taken aback. "Oh! Oh, my dear 
gisl, Tam sony” 
Cecily tilted her head, smiled and said, “Not at all.” 
Worthington had meant this response for another cxn- 
pliment, but it seemed to have worked in the clutch. 
“She's beenblind sinceher first day in the world,” Wor- 
thington truthfully said. "T brought her ‘roundto enjoy 
the moming sun” 
“Of course,” stid Bainbridge, looking 2 bit pale on ac- 
count ofhis gaife. “Well, mustbe off. Good day.” He re 
treated with obvious embarrassment. 
“Gok day, Bainbridge. See you next week.” said 
Worthington. 
‘When he was outof sight, Worlhington swingin fronto 
Cecily and locked intently at her face. She did have 
that unfocused gaze so characteristic of the blind. “I won- 
der." hemused. 

"Algernon you've finally cracked” George said. "Now, 
there's no doubt that this... lady is the finest thing 
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ee ee ten en re clam ae, meh Peer Cena 
expect to— 
“Trust me, George, it will work!" Worthington replied. 
He bustied abou'the workshop, selzing various too's and 
tinkering with the interior of his pow unclothed creation 
He had removed much ofthe the torse paneling ard the 
inteicacy of the mechaniem wae fully revealed. “Liston” 
Cecily teganto sing, The aria was brief buttremendously 
demanding. She executed it with captivating grace 
George, derpite himeoll, was enthralled even after she 
finishes. 
“Oh ...ahhh;" Georgestammered, rememberinghinself 
vive containly lovely. Did you seally putit over encld 
Bainbridge?’ 
“Completely,” he answered, adjusting a brass disk in Ce- 
cily'schast, “Fle locked her sight im the aye and never 
caught co.” 
“Well, Bainbridge usually doesn’t catch on. But totry to 
fool ald Girt 
“Pant I's only an audition. All Ineedis the dimensions 
ofthe stage I'l zegulate her for somesimple movements. 
Gilhert and Sullivan sit sofar backin the house they an 
hardly see who's onstage in any case. When I'm recdy to 
present her itl make fine publicity.” 
‘1f they don'teatch on.Cilbert has a fierce temper, I've 
heard. He might not take kindly to having his audition 
spoofed.” 

London's West End had beenthe home ofthe newstyle of 
entertainment that had beenall but invented by Gilbert 
and Sullivan — the muti —a bland of opera and malo- 
drama. It was instantly and immensely popular butit 
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 versa, auditions for talented and 
promising performers of necessity preceded every new 
production, 
George epproached the the renowned composerand his 
lyricist, seated as Algemen had predicted, inthe orches- 
ta almost beneath the balcony. 
“Thank you so much for having the sheet music sent 
round,” said George. "Ard for this chance for Miss Cecily 
tobe heard.” 
“Nott all, Bunbury” said Gilbert. “Old school tes anc 
all that. She is going to sing just the ane song?” 
“We dohave other business, you know,” said Sullivan 
sourly. “Taking up time on seme county lass." 
“I's for friendship, Sullivan,” Gilbert replied. “Polite 
applause, lovely voice, well done, and we're off. Send 
ier on, tr. Calon!” 

‘The stage manager gestured to Worthington, who gave 
Cecily the gentle nudgethat started her carefully mea- 
sured routine. She stepped outento the stage and turned 
to face the echoing cavem of the all-bul-vacant house 
‘The rehearsal pianist stuck the openingshords, andCe- 
cily began to sing. Her subtle movements of hand and 
ody were utterly convincing to George even knowing 
‘who — what — she was. He wondered if Worthington, 
hhad switched her fora live singer at the last moment 
No. Noone could have reproduced Cecil's range and con- 
tral. 
She breezed through the difficult refrain. At the end, 
both of the impresarios sat speechless, staring straight 
ahead. Cecily gave a smile, a small curisy. 
Immediately, Gilbert and Sullivan were on their feet, 
applauding wildly. Gilbert shouted “Brava!” Cecily 
fumed to exit 
“Wait! Don’t go!" shouted Gilbert. He clambered outto 
the aisle and rushed to the stairs at the edge of the 
stage. Sullivan and George followed a bit more sedately. 
Worthington, hearing the comurotion, stepped Cecily in 
the wings and tumed her around, firmly holding her 
hand. Gilbert nearly colided with them in his haste 
“Ob! My dear git,” Gilbert gasped. “That was magnifi- 
cent! Astounding! Never in my life have T heard the 
Tike.” 
‘"Your much tookind,” Cecily responded. "Thank youso 
much.” 
Gilbert was nearly besice himself. “Suck a voice! Wor- 
‘thington, where have yea been hiding this treasure?” 
“"AGI culd, sho'emy niccs from the north country, comet 
visit London,” said Worthington. He quickly switched 
off her voice before she could speak again, 
"You realize, of course," said Sullivan, arsiving on the 
stage, “we simply must est her in our nextproduction.” 
“Yes, yes,” said Gilbert, “seyond doubt. We must.” 
“Gentlemen, please!” said Worthington. “We very much 
appreciate yourenthusissm, butCecily had no intention 
of perferming on stage. As you well know, she's blind.” 
“Balderdasht” said Gilbert. “Le Chatain is blind as bat. 
Youshould have seen him in Oedipus Rex The only part 
that looked like acting was at the end, when he had to 
set blind” 
“I have seen Le Chatain,” Worthington said testy, 
“Fle's been acting for thirty-five years. While Cecily’s 
in London.1 am responsible for her well-being. She man- 
aged well enough today, alone on an empry stage. What 
abouta stage full of propsand other perfomners? What if 
‘he sheuld lose countof her steps? She could walk right 
‘off the edge of te stage into the orchestra pit!” 
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enpert hac, @eerhy nokronsidered fhat. “Well, Twosld=, 
nt wish to pat her in jeopardy in any way. But there must beavway..? 
“Pethaps an ari,” said Sullivan. “A sob piece fom our 
next production. We can’t close te grand drape with this ‘elaborate set. The stagehands will make the changes in full view of the audience. She could jusistand sear 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 pondering this. Evenso, he thought, this isthe sort of publicity Thad in mind, 
“All right,” Worthington said at last. “Perhaps just for 
the opening week.” 

“I! Tam to take her to the theater!” said George. "Have 
you lostyour reason?” 
“Now, George," Worthington said soothingly. “You can guide her as well as I can. If lead her everywhere like a 
chil’ ty, how well have I done my job?” 
“Are you sure she can manage thehansom cab?” 
“More sare aboutthat than anything. I hired a ecb, sent the coashman eff, and spent two hours trying ext and 
makingadjustments Just guideher ight hand tothe grip 
nextto the doorand squeszethe trip beneath her middle 
finger. he’s been reguleted to get in and sit down, Get- 
ting out just reverse the process.” 
“It's jusifortunate that all cabsthese days are of uniform 
size. And at the theater?” 
“Lead her tothe floor mark in the right wings, and trip the release in the small of her back whenthe stage man- 
ager cursher. Then lead her back to the dressing room When she comes off.” 
“And you? Where will you be?” 
“Gillbort has gracioucly provided «fine center seatin the 
orchestra. 1 want to see how Cecily performs, and 1 
haven't seen this play!” 

Worthington was dazzled by the play, ard the audience roared its approval at the endof he act. The bref inter- mission did not allow tims for the complet: set change, 90 the final arrangement of the sepieces would be done with Cesily singing, 
The last few people were settling in their seate when the 
manager made the annourcement. 
"And new, with a song from The Mikado, Miss Cecily. Worthington.” 
The wordof Gilbert and Sullivan's discovery of the blind 

‘singe: had been the talk of society for weeks. The audi. fence applauded and awaited her eagerly 
‘The maestro struck up the tune and, Cecily hegan the beautiful number. The audience sat entranced. 
But theaters are ripe for disasters, and noexpense orrep- 
utation will divert them. As the set-piece descended fromthe fly, it pushed a curain in the left wings toc close to a lamp. It smeldered for just momentand then Durstinto flames. 
“Fire!” came the cry from the front row, The smell o smoke seemedio reach every nostil simultaneously. Ina ‘moment, the audience began to se, to move with inereas ing apprehension, to change frem audience to mob. Wor thingion 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 anieral instinct rise, 
‘The maestro urged the orchestra to greater volune, and Cecily responied with greater volume still. Her voice rang through tre house, cutting through the rising din, 
The audience hesitated. 
Cecily took a step forward and continued the song, the fire stil burning. If se 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 anit, The stage crew stomped and beat out he Last flames and swiftly dragged the drapery off stage. All that remainedwas the smoke, And Cecily, finishing her 
song. 
‘The audience applauded, cheered, stamped their feet, and generally behaved with no more decorum than the ‘commanpatrors of a musichall in Soho. In the wings, Georgeapplauéed a5 wildly as anyone and tumed Cecily about, pressingthe spring trip tosend her back fora cur- 
tain call. Four mes. 
In truth, only one personin the entice hall didn't ap- 
laud. Worthington alone realized what a dose-ran 
thing it all was, 

Gilbert and Sullivan caughta glimpse of Cecily as Wor. 
{ington exited the dressing room, She sat at the dressing table, her face buried in her folded arms. 
“She's resting,” Worthington seid. “Of course, youreal- 
ize Teannet allow het to continu.” 
“"Now, Worthington, don’t be hasty,” said Gilbert. “Why, she prevented a panic tonight. She sangen like a troupe!” 
“Gentlemen,” said Worthington “Do you have aay idea hhow terrifying a fire is to a blind person? She couldn't have run She didn’t know where to ran George couldn't leven get to her with all the ccmmotionbackstage, She carried on because she couldn't co anything else!” 
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“Gilbert, let it g0,"said Sullivan. “Tsawher as she came 
offstage. She ssemedsecalm, butshe was trembling like 
leat” 
‘Ah, thought Worthington, Motor harmonics. He'd felt 
that tremble himself. Fortuitous timing, that. 
Gilbert relented. “Very well, Imust say I will miss that 
sweet voice.” 
“Perhaps, when she vists again, we might call en you” 
said Worthington, 
“By all means, please do.” said Gilbert 

Next cay, Georgefollowed Worthington about the shop 
as he busied himself with his newest project 
“Comeon Algy, you'veputfar toomuchinto Cecily tolet 
her gather dust here. You'vesimply goto make her pub- 
lie." 
“No, Not after last night. Which reminds me..” Algy. 
picked upa tocl and walked over toCecily, George still 
trailing, 
“Justbscause of that bit offre. It was a hundred-to-one 
vent. We eaneven plan for — ch, God'ssake, men!” AI- 
(gemonhad flipped Cecly’s skirt up and began to work 
He stopped and chuckled as George averse his eyes. 
“George, she's 1 mechanism! She can’t be embarrassed.” 
He looked at George slyly. "Ill bet youa guinea you 
started to chat her up in the cab lastnight!” 

George looked indignant, buthis ears tured bright pink. 
“Tl rot take that bet,” he said. 
“George, think carefully about ast night, The only thing ‘that saved usall was that everyone thought Cecily was 
being brave. Ifthey’d known she was a machine, t would 
Rave Been # stampede. Who knows how many would 
have been hust or killed?” 
“But they did't stampede. She's a heroine.” 
“No, George. he’s a trick, An imitation of life. And 
think of the reaction when people find out they've been 
tricked. Most people don’t mind being being foaled, but 
they abjoct mightily foSeing made fo leok foolich,” 
“Algy, you're not going! .. dismantle her, are you?" 
“Good God, no! But 'm not taking her out again, either.” 
‘He pulled down and smoothed.ner drest. She started up 
‘and began to smile and sing. “/ll keep her as my own 
singer, and perhaps have her sing for guests for an 
‘evening now and then.” 
“So, No great chorus of spring.wvound virtuosos perform- 
ing flawless musicals for Gilbert and Sullivan?” 
“Absolutely not! Why, think i George Mechanical ac- 
tors ‘grinding out their parts by rote...’ Songs sung with 
revera variance, neves a change. Those little sips, the 
tunexpected, is what makes the arts into living things, 
‘George. God save us all if anyoncever applies mechani- 
cal means to public perormancel” 
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