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" THE FURRY

What was | thinking? Have | sold my integrity fofree book? Couldn’t | have held out for cash?

A while ago, | got an offer from Fred Patten foregiew copy of his latest book. It's calld@the Furry
Future and that pretty much describes the contentsappiears to be a print-on-demand publication,
published via the Internet.

The thing is, | have never made a habit of readamgwritten fiction, and doubly so fan-writtdarry
fiction. It isn’t hard to guess why. While theilkko string words together isn’'t uncommon, thegker
issues of construction, plot, logic, imagery, chtgazation, style and theme occupy higher dimersio
that few amateur writers are even aware of, muds lgble to navigate. | have enough trouble
overcoming my suspicion thatpgofessionakhort story might be a waste of my time. Sadip, fiction
almost comes with a guarantee of that.

So whatever possessed me to undertake tonieateerfurry fan stories and review them?

As | noted, “free” is a powerful appeal. But Irkil was also a little flattered. Fred and | arerids
apart in our opinions about furry fandom, as | khired is aware. It is a bit surprising that heswa
willing to entrust his latest brainchild to my btuamalytical tools. When | wrote back to accepgt dfffer

| made no promises, but said | would do my besetdair.

The fact is that I'm very aware of my own statusaasriter of that widely despised genre, fan figtio
Some of my stories have been mercenarily inspie&dhf writing for whichever fetishist would footeth
bill. A good deal of it has been stories set iresce fiction fandom — fan fictioaboutfans. And |

think at least a couple of my stories are genuicteof, rather than some form of fanac. The onegh
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they all have in common is that they have not hadnlished professionally, and therefore don’t come
with whatever guarantee the names Tor, Ace or Bamlay nominally confers on a work of fiction.

That being the case, how dare | cast aspersionsthyedan fiction of other writers?
Because tan that's why.

| do like to think of myself as an exception, olucge. Unlike those other amateurs, | have decafdes
experience behind me, and have probably writteougple of million words. | am also widely read, and
have thought carefully about what | am doing.

Unfortunately, | doubt that makes me as uniqueld® Ito think | am. Other fan writers have alsad
thousands of books and written millions of word®.t No doubt, they have also given their effogeml
and prolonged thought.

And so, ultimately, I'm reduced to sputtering, “Buam better, lam” Perhaps ... | do have the word of
a couple of professional writers that | have sotyle sand have written passages that they admggsss
a certain poetry. A retired magazine editor teihkave the “write stuff.”

But the point here is that | am highly skepticalfah fiction, and at the same time well-aware & th
irony of my own membership in the despised clastaoffiction writers. To the extent I'm capable, |
approach the task of reviewinthe Furry Futurewith unaccustomed humility. It will be useful to
compare any flaws | perceive in the collected s®in this volume with my own recent writing, teese
whether or not | commit the same sins!

This, by the way, is not the review ®he Furry Futurewhich | intend to write. For that, you will have
to wait until | either finish reading the book ... fting it across the room in the uncontrollableeag a
betrayed reader.

" #$ # H#
$ % & &

| wrote back to MikeI'm one of those people who decided to give tAARs a pass, and have
been saying as much for some tithéave no grievance — it’s just that the rathereglictable
results from year to year have grown boring, anelhsg@ointless. Maybe fanzine fandom is too
small to support even an in-group award? Or malgmemany people don't vote, allowing those
who are most dedicated to set the agenda? Ifatee,Imy withdrawal this year will hardly help ..
but neither did my participation in previous yeaeslly assist in supporting a vibrant and exciting
form of peer recognitio

“I have a lively private correspondence, and iteel clear to me that I'm not the only one feeling
that the FAANs are in the grip of some sort of ns&a Something does need to be done if they are
to remain meaningful.”

It will be interesting to see what changes, if aarg made to the FAANs ... if they are to survive.
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P ol

| wonder if | can get snow tires for my power cRa®r perhaps chains?

There have been precious few opportunities to t@kaveling Matt” out for a spin since | got it. #&w
days ago, the mercury rose to a comparatively bammys 5. To American readers, who find Celsius
measurements a bit arcane, that's about 23 or BPdeRheit. That's about as warm as it's been in
Toronto for most of this year so far, with wind l&hisome nights plunging down to regions of the
thermometer where the difference between C andgilte matter little. So minus 5 was practically a
invitation to hit the streets.

It had snowed heavily a couple of days before, ghouThe roads had been cleared and the sidewalks o
Queen looked fine from my Z1floor balcony. The side streets were another enathough. Some
stretches looked clear enough. Others appearbd thcier propositions. | didn’t plan to use thees
streets, so | decided that the uncertainty didrétter. | wanted some fresh vegetables for saladaan
couple of small items from the hardware store, #imd looked like the only likely window of
opportunity for several days.

| discovered pretty quickly that appearances weegtive. The short stretch of Dunn Avenue that le
to Queen had been shoveled the entire length,nbplaces the path was only wide enough for a single
person. Needless to say, a power chair is widen # single person. Inevitably, there were places
where one wheel rested on concrete and other intaboinch of trampled snow, resulting in erratic
progress, with the chair weaving drunkenly evematerate speed. Still, | arrived at the cornehtlig
without a problem.

One of the things | wanted from the hardware, oddipugh, was a bicycle lock. | had a heavy, U-
shaped lock, but there seemed to be no practicgltwaise it on the chair. It simply wouldn’t fit
through the small spaces between the wheel spdkesn if it had fit, what then? The steel hasp was
too short to go around a tree trunk or parking masewell as the spokes. What | needed was aftexi
steel cord and lock.

Home Depot was happy to oblige me. | looked rugfal the plain steel coil and felt vaguely unhappy
about it. It was not quite what | had envisionethen it struck me — the lock was a separate pece,
padlock. | wanted one of the type that had thé& lmalt into the end of the coil, so | wouldn’t lexto
fumble around with a loose bit. | asked if theyl lvme like that. The girl at the cash showed meeth
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on a card that were exactly what | wanted. Thstmaoatings were brightly coloured, so | seledtesl
red one to match “Traveling Matt.” It was more erpive, but | decided to splurge on what | wanted
rather than save money on the next-best thing.sée reason | didn’t notice the girl sticking thllee
locks in the bag. | handed over the money andodi&ed that | had bought all three only when | got
home.

In a sense, | guess | actually saved money. Iddally, the locks | wanted were cheaper than taepl
cable.

| finished the rest of my shopping well before sum was even near the horizon, so decided to nake t
best of it. | picked a side street | hadn’t belem@ in ages, and drove myself down to King Street.

| had thought the short stretch from my apartmehby to Queen was a little tricky in spots, butr¢he
was a quite unpleasant surprise ahead of me. ibleevalk was shoveled, but the clear areas often
consisted of long narrow passages. Once agawwvast impossible to keep both driving wheels on
concrete, and the chair weaved from side to siagedipalsied donkey. | finally came to one spogrgh
the snow on one side was more than half an incph.dee

The chair lurched violently to the right, hurlingelf smack into a snowbank and almost into theesir
Worse, it wouldn’'t back out. For a long moment ‘Ueang Matt” seemed unwilling to budge, then
slowly gained a bit of traction and began to bagk o

Then swerved in another unpredictable directiorelpt

It was a little while before | was back where | wethto be on the sidewalk, and felt in control toé t
situation again.

Meanwhile, an apprehensive-looking young Orientaman and her little boy — standing a few yards
away — were witnesses to my wreck. She lookedesaima said, “Could you use a little help?”

| shook the snow off my shoes, then smiled with enmonfidence than | actually felt, and reassured he
that the mishap was a fluke. It wouldn’t happeaiag

Damn right it wouldn’t. | inched out of the snowap at fractional warp. If the chair was goingrake
any more sudden maneuvers like that last one, Iveaggoing to be moving any faster than a slow
amble. If I had time to react, | reasoned, | woaNdid going off the sidewalk again.

| had a couple more near-losses of control on tag mack home, but none so violent or sudden that |
couldn’t just back off the throttle and bring evéipg to a stop ... then inch forward again. It veas
rather unsatisfying ending to my afternoon adventur

So what have | learned? Mainly, that even halinah of snow can rob “Traveling Matt's” wheels of
traction, but it's particularly dangerous if one exth is spinning and the other driving full tilt. aybe |
should stay off side streets until March or Aprirerhaps even until May. Not so much to be safe, y
understand. It's just that it would be embarragsncall the CAA to tow a chair.
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The Fifty-Cent Monster (By an OIld Crank)

For the first time since 1974, | have no means to publish my ish. For around 40 years, | have carried a
Gestetner Model 66 with me wherever | lived, and have used it for about 20 of those years to publish my
fanzines. When | first moved into Parkdale, one end of a tabletop in my living room was reserved for the
duper. A couple of years later, it was retired to a closet, to make way for other things. Finally, to make room
in the closet, the "Fifty Cent Monster" (as it had been dubbed by Janet Wilson because of my penchant for
publishing mischief with it) was relegated to a corner of the balcony outside, wrapped in a tarp.

The time came when | began to realize | was mortal and wouldn't be protecting this outmoded form of
publication forever. Either | had to find a home for it, or it would sit on the balcony until the time came for my
sister(s) to take over my estate and throw it to hell out. | asked around, and Colin Hinz agreed to add the 66
to his own collection of mimeographs.

Today, he and Catherine came over with a hand truck to carry the 66 away. It left a trail of deep reddish-
brown debris, much to my amazement. Although it had been wrapped in a tarp, water had apparently gotten
into it and rusted away much of the bottom. Still, the cover that doubled as a carrying case still held, so
hopefully the damage was superficial. Colin returned for another load, and took away three boxes of mimeo
paper, a sheaf of typing stencils, another of blank electrostencils, a box of brand new bottles of stencil
adhesive and correction fluid, also some unused ES nibs, and, finally, all my remaining inks, including some
very rare hues.

“The Fifty Cent Monster” had originally belonged to Phil Paine and Bob Wilson. | recall an odd story about
them buying it in an auction, but it's hard to imagine this as literally true. In any case, it somehow found a
permanent home with me, and saw considerable use in the 1970s. For at least a couple of years, it was
how we published everything — OSFIC clubzines, apazines, flyers, everything. Even when Victoria bought
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her own top-of-the-line mimeo, “The Fifty Cent Monster” remained in constant use. | used it for almost all
my own fanzines, despite the option of Victoria’s 466.

Primitive though it was, with patience, hard work and skill, it was possible to perform magic with its drums
and rollers! But gradually my old mimeo, my old mimeo saw less and less work, as the ambitions of the
local fanzine editors grew and they took their stencils to Victoria to run on the 466 instead. The blooming of
Toronto fanzines began to die back in the late ‘70s, and, in 1978, Victoria and | collaborated on DNQ. It was
by default Toronto’s focal point fanzine. To keep up with our demanding schedule, we used the electric
mimeo. | ran some of the early issues of Typo, the DNQ letter supplement, on the 66 ... but then | gave in to
expedience and even that was run on Victoria’s 466.

| think the last jobs | did on “The Fifty Cent Monster” were my Rowrbrazzle apazines, State of the Art, in the
late 1980s.

Among a few things | decided to keep when Colin and Catherine came to collect the Monster were some
stencil styluses and letter templates, but there was also a folder of very old stencils. The manila folder was
brittle and began to fall to pieces in my hands. Inside was all that remains of Victoria Vayne's last fanzine,
eXcentric. The title followed the "X" tradition, begun by Bill Bowers' Xenolith and Mike Glicksohn's Xenium.
Unfortunately, EXcentric was never to be. She abandoned the zine before it was finished, leaving me with
the typed stencils and all the art.
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From time to time, | considered finishing the issue. Why not? | had the typed stencils, and it would have
taken very little more effort to finish the editing. | even wrote my own editorial for it. What stayed my hand
was always what it would cost to mail the copies. What point was there in spending a great deal of money
on a zine that wasn't even mine, and had no material in it that (by then) hadn't been published somewhere
else? So the stencils languished in a box in the closet for years. Half the time | wasn't even sure if they still
existed. But they do. | eventually incorporated both editorials into an article called “Ghost Writing From the
Glades of Gafia,” that appeared in Tim Marion’s So It Goes 17. The stencils continued to tantalize me,
though ... and, like the Beach Boys' “Smiley Smile,” maybe someday eXcentric will see the light!

The old machine was still good for an amusing story or two. One of the best stories was about getting
Catherine Crockett out of her knickers. | was still living in the basement in Willowdale when Catherine asked
if she could bring some stencils over to run off. | forget what they were, but they were a messy job for
whatever reason. The rollers must have become flooded; the stencils were floating dangerously on a bed of
ink that was squirting out around the edges. The wax would tear at any moment ... or perhaps it did, and
that was what precipitated the crisis. All that matters is that we had to wipe everything down if we were to
have any hope of going on. For some reason, though, there were no old rags at hand. | always had them
for just such contingencies, but not this time. | no sooner mentioned the lack of useful rags than Catherine
hiked up her skirts, and pulled down her panties. “Here. Will these do?” As a matter of fact, they did
splendidly. And that was about as close as | ever got to one of those wild fantasies where the model
seduces the painter, the student her teacher, etc. Just as well, really. Mimeo ink does not wash out well.

Returning to reality, it didn’'t take long for Colin to pack up all my old keepsakes and truck them out my
apartment door. He came back a final time to sweep up the trail of rust for me, and then he, and a big part
of my fannish past, were gone.

It was like watching an old friend leave, never to return. But | look at all the empty space in my closet and
the swept-up corner on the balcony, and know | did the right thing.

By rights | would live forever in a big house, and in the attic would be a room that | only entered once every
five or ten years. In it would be my original, glorious fanzine collection, chairs and tables for collation, a
workbench with two or three mimeos, each in a different colour, an electric typewriter, and cupboards full of
mimeo supplies. | would never use any of it, but it would be there ... part of me ... all the same. | guess it will
have to part of me only in imagination now.

P '#  $% & ()
()* + % - L) % %' 0)

34



