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                        by G. L. Parry

     It was a typical travelling-party by the look of it, headed south.  As always, striding confidently in the lead was the Adept.  Behind him came two armed Hunters followed by a basket-balancing Grocer, then the rest strung out single-file.  Crouched poised to flee, Leigh Storey knew there was little chance of escape if they spotted him, and nowhere to go.  Even at walking pace the waiting bladegrass would slice his legs to ribbons, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t try. 
     The Hran, they called themselves, pronounced like a cat coughing up a fur ball; but the sarcastic nickname given them had stuck.  With 20-20 hindsight, expecting them to conform to human moral standards bordered on the insane.  The start of the abductions proved it: a slap in the face just when things seemed to be going well.  

     One single word described them better than any other.  

     Satyr.

     Patterns formed in sable coats as muscles worked their oddly articulated limbs, lending a sensual twang to their high-stepping gait.  Yellow eyes with square pupils gazed at the world with keen perception from goatlike faces while tall mobile ears swept to and fro below ridged black horns, ever-alert for danger.  Their feet ended in cloven hooves, and a short white-tufted tail added a touch of the comic to their slender frames.  In an ironic way they were almost attractive, but not like Superpets or therians.  They looked like devils, but what were they really?  Whatever they thought of human beings behind those morose countenances, it wasn’t good.  

     Actinic F-type sunlight blazed down from a cloudless sky, and the stink of soda-ash rang on the burning breeze.  The height of the dry season was no time to be wandering alone across the Fiddle’s barren lands.  As if he needed reminding, Storey dabbed grit from red-raw nostrils and swore.  

     “Bloody volcanoes.  Fuck the Fiddle--fuck the Lovers, too.”  

     He snorted mirthlessly at his unintentional pun.   

     Problem was, they just weren't funny at all.  

