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     In downtown Port Haven, capital of the colony of New Earth, Nick Collier arrives in the pouring rain outside his favorite nightclub: Tawkie’s.  Most evenings the place is packed to capacity, but Thursdays are different.  Tonight its owner has set aside a special evening for entertainment of a radically different sort from the human singers and musicians which usually grace the venue.  Inside, a sexy wolf-hybrid comedian is working the crowd into a good mood before the main act comes on.  Her insightful observations concerning the mating habits of teenage human girls soon has the audience in stitches, but Nick smiles rather than laughs.  The jokes are too accurate to be funny, and he bides his time sipping expensive imported lager until singer Simoom makes her long-awaited appearance center-stage.

     Nick has been coming for months to see her, too timid to introduce himself but determined to do so before her growing success carries her out of his life and away to bigger and better things.  Her voice is good and her stage presence both exotic and captivating--but what else could one expect from a pantheress wearing little else than jet-black fur and a golden ankh around her neck?  To his immense relief, after finding the courage to knock on her dressing-room door she immediately remembers him from their days together at college and it is as if the intervening six years never happened at all.  At his suggestion they drop in at a nearby pizzeria for a late-night meal, and chivalrously he offers to hail her a cab or walk her home.  Happy to walk and talk, she sets out with him into the night as the rain eases and the stars poke through the clouds overhead.  

     Just a few blocks away from her hotel five grinning skinheads step out of a darkened alleyway to confront them, wearing muscle-shirts bearing the distinctive neo-nazi logo of the MEST--the ‘Movement for the Emancipation of Sovereign Territories’.  Rocky and mountainous, New Earth is starved of arable land.  The xenophobic MEST are agitating to have the inhabitants of the island of Furtopia deported back to Earth and Mars or, failing that, wiped out altogether.  Realizing a fight is unavoidable, Nick is doing his best to defuse the situation when Simoom unexpectedly goes on the offensive, dealing effortlessly with the punks while he looks on uselessly, legs frozen to the spot.  Running panting from the scene, she invites him to her upstairs suite for coffee, and to his joy he learns that the old cliché really means what it does in the movies.







