 1FNC (the Furry News Channel)


Alicia Dietz looked at the address on her card and then at the large building before her to make sure the number indicated belonged to that same tower of glass and steel. She had worked at that same structure for the past eight months already but she still did this everyday. It started to make sure that she hadn’t gotten lost again but it was now just another ritual she did.


“Hi there, Ms. Dietz,” the secretary greeted. “You’re here early today. Any particular reason?”


“Oh, good morning, Sarah,” Alicia smiled. “No, not really. Just felt like going over my notes before my show. Jen Axora’s on today, right?”


“Yeah, something about the establishment clause. Apparently a lot of people are mad about that emblem she wears on her labcoat everyday.”


“And there’s that affirmative action stink,” Alicia held up the schedule. “And species profiling. Honestly, some people have way to much time to think up things to complain about. Well, it pays the bills.”


“Yeah, best look at the bright side of things” the mousegirl smiled. “Good luck.”


The project was about a year old. There was a study that showed that most young people got their news from late night comedians.  Of course, there was also a study that said that roughly half of those studies were flawed somehow (how anyone knew that wasn’t part of that half was anyone’s guess) Anyway, in came Edward M. Marron, an old male fox who didn’t like that study and decided to do something about it.


So FNC was formed. Mr. Marron wanted to name it the Fox News Channel but it turns out someone had already taken that name so changed that so he changed the acronym to Furry News Channel even though he had already hired mostly fox anthros to appear so most viewers had no idea what the F actually stood for.


Alicia was one of those hired shortly after the station started.  She was one of the more “traditional” anchors at the station and was scheduled earlier then the newer, more “edgy” personalities were kept for the afternoon.


Not that Alecia minded. She just needed to do the work that was given and let those who occupied such positions concern themselves with that. All what she could do was her best and leave the rest of the work to the other employees.


“Alright then, first we have Jen Axora and then Rourke Villheim,” Alicia read from her schedule. “Well then, everyone ready?


“Ready” came the chorus of the crew members as they prepared their equipment. “And at three. One, two, three.”


“Hello, I’m Alicia Dietz” Alicia smiled. “There’s a huge threat to the park and you might not even know about it. So says one group anyway. Also, did Samantha Weltzin really influence people to smoke or should all this talk just go up in flames? That and more. Now, let’s have some fun. First up Jen Axora. Axora.”


Axora entered and bowed politely to Alicia, the crew and to the audience before taking her seat. The werecat had replaced her normal lab coat and skirt with her more formal green hambock, proudly sporting both the Jen insignia and the Lotus crest.


“Oh yes, before I begin I should ask. Is it alright that I call you Axora or should I address you as Jen?” Alicia asked.


“It’s Jen” Axora smiled. “But in the spirit of multiculturalism and diversity and all that, I will compromise and allow you to call me Axora.”


Alicia couldn’t help but giggle at that. “Alright then, Axora,” she smiled. “So then, you know why you’re here?”


“Yes, of course I do,” Axora nodded. “And in that spirit I wear a crest that is 50% bigger then the one I normally wear.”


“Well for those that don’t know; I suppose I’ll give a little introduction,” Alecia cleared her throat. “You, Jen Axora, have been charged with being a fascist who is here to trample our civil liberties.”


“Among other charges. Really fascist is one of the gentler terms used to describe me.”


“And how would you respond?”


“Well I’ve done a lot of thinking about this and I suppose I can understand a little of what they say. I profess a strong system of good and evil and that I therefore naturally favor those that I see as good and try to somehow ‘correct’ those who are evil.”


“Sort of the Marxist argument. That value judgments are manifestations of bigotry?” 


“Correct, the other argument is that by saying something is wrong that I inevitably show my disapproval for that thing and so hurt the feelings of the agent who does that action. This seems so false on the face of it that I can’t even understand it. It seems that by that logic I am forced to express disapproval of anyone who also expresses disapproval; thereby harming the feelings of those who make normative judgments in order to protect the feelings of those they are making the judgments to.”


“I never really thought of that” Alecia ran through her notes. “I’ll have to think about that later” she put down her stack of papers and cleared her throat. “There is also the more societal concern that has been expressed. Specifically that you believe society should be structured in a way to maximize virtue and minimize vice.”


“That’s obviosely true but isn’t that what these people are also trying to do? It’s simply that my definition of virtue happens to be different from theirs. Really, if this cross that I wear,” Axora indicated the symbol on her hambock. “Was something more along the lines of a fish with legs on it-a Darwinian symbol-or if the book I preached from was the collected works of Voltaire and not the Bible, and that the philosopher I followed was Nietzse and not Jesus; then I do not think I would be here wasting you time.”

 
Alica raised an eyebrow in surprise. This issue had clearly struck a nerve in the normally calm werecat. “You’ve thought about this a lot, I see. I’d really like to continue the discussion but unfortunately we’re against a hard break.”


A wide shot is shown of Ome’s house with a few of his friends and relatives in his residence. They sigh, obviously bored when he suddenly perks up and a light bulb is seen over his head. “Are you bored?” he asks no one in particular. “Just hanging around with nothing to do. Then try using this chocolate. I know it looks like an average, everyday, chocolate snack but it’s really special and fun for the whole family.”


The house becomes all wavy and a card is shown that reads “two hours earlier” and Ome sneaks up on a sleeping Susan and hides some of it on her before flashing a V and runs away. The house goes all wavy again to show that the scene has shifted and there is the sound of someone being eaten.


The next scene is Ome running away from a curled up spiky ball. “But be sure to use it on people who won’t try to get you back afterwards” he cries.


“And we’re back,” Alecia smiles. “And now for something slightly different. Here we have Dr. Rourke Villheim to discuss characters smoking and art depicting them smoking. Hello, Dr. Villheim.”


Dr. Rourke Villheim, a middle-aged female badger, smiled and waved at the camera. “It’s nice to be here.”


“Okay, Dr. Villheim, let me see if I’ve got this right. You say that smoking has a negative impact on the health of people and that we should not have figures like say, Samantha Weltzin, be depicted as smoking.”


“Yes, of course. That smoking has a negative effect on both you and around you is such an uncontroversial fact that anyone who disagrees with it would be insane to do so.”


“And for those that will say that it’s my body and so my choice. Your response would be?”


“That it’s not simply your choice but that the consequences would effect everyone,” Dr. Villheim answered.


“So then, what about alcohol? That causes far more damage both to the one drinking it and to others then cigarettes. It seems to me that should really be the target of your safety crusade.”


“But there seems to be a rather larger issue” Alecia continued. “I do believe that you are a prominent member of the Portal Civil Liberties Union. A group that has, among other things, issued a decree denouncing my last guest as an,” she takes out a piece of paper. “One who seeks to oppress the populace, trample rights, and stifle dissent; all in the name of ‘virtue.’ You have also sent out many other statements denouncing similar statements and actions.”


“Alright, first off, we do oppose the sale and distribution of alcohol,” Dr. Villheim began. “We spoke specifically about this because Samantha Weltzin is a very popular character who appeals to a young demographic that is very impressionable. Same for Jen Axora. They both target an age group that is vulnerable to such ideas.”


“Well, I’m glad you mentioned that, actually. I have two quotes; I’d like to show you them,” Alecia said as she placed a large piece of white paper on a projector. “Here’s the first one.”

Every child is born with a message from God that he is not yet tired of humanity

“Now here’s the second.”

It's not rape, it's surprise sex


“Now then,” Alecia cleared her throat as she took down the cards. “You denounced the first one as ‘hate speech to women’ and ‘dangerous to reproductive choice,’ yet you defend the second. There seems to be something wrong with this picture. Sure, the first statement might be incorrect. Perhaps there is no God or perhaps its some weird god who communicates his hatred through letting us overpopulate the planet. Still though, I would say the first is a wonderful, life-affirming statement. Whereas the second one is full of contempt and venom.”


“And how are we to judge contempt and venom?” the badger asked. “Love may be contempt for some and the same could go for someone finding contempt in what is seen as loving.”


“Well I could say something about that but we’re out of time. Needless to say though, you can’t have it both ways. You cannot defend free speech on one hand and suppress it on the other.”


Neeta lay against a tree. She had a big belly and had obviously eaten recently. A groan could be heard followed by the words. “Having stomach issues? Eaten a meal that was just too big for you? Then get Vore On.”


The camera focused onto her bare belly and a hand rolling what looked to be a type of deodorant stick over it repeatedly. “Vore On, apply directly to the belly. Vore On, apply directly to the belly. Vore On, apply directly to the belly. Vore On, apply directly to the belly.”


The scene shifts to Kiko anal voring a hapless female. The legs of the prey kick weakly before being slurped into the rear of the wolf girl. There is a small groan and Kiko rolls a similar stick on her rear end. “Also from the creators of Vore On: Butt plug. Butt plug, apply directly to the bowels.”


“Welcome back. My name’s Alecia Dietz. The topic of Affirmative Action has been in the news recently a lot with the school, Vore High, getting a rather substantial grant recently that has made it the most prestigious, as well as the oldest, educational establishment that teaches about the history, methodology, and defense against vore. So then to talk about the current controversy we have member of the Catgirl Liberation Action Whiners, Miyoko Tsuega, here. Welcome, Miyoko.”


“Its good to be here,” Miyoko smiled. She looked to be a rather average catgirl, about college age, with short black hair and brown eyes.


“Okay, first thing. Why whiners? That doesn’t seem like a rather flattering name,” Alecia began.


“Well, we wanted the acronym C.L.A.W. and forgot a W word. Also Whiners really fits.”


“Fits, yes, as you do seem to whine a lot, but perhaps Warriors or William Wilberforce. He was a famous abolitionist after all. I think that would be a fine name.”


“Yes but we whine a lot. We are far from William Wilberforce when it comes to petitioning the Senate, so we complain. We also considered the wimps,” Miyoko answered, actually seeming somewhat proud. “If we were strong like William Wilberforce we might actually do something but years of being oppressed by predators have left us to meek and afraid to do anything but complain.”


“Which leads us into our current topic,” Alecia said, surprised this worked so well. “C.L.A.W. has been pushing Vore High for Affirmative Action for catgirls. Would you please tell me why?”


“Yes, well catgirls have always been seen as a prey species. We were first brought over to this continent as cheap labor and a food source. Afterwards, there were the right-wing groups like C.A.R.N.I.V.O.R.E….”


“Just a minute as I say what CARNIVORE was,” Alecia cut her off. “Carnivore stood for the Conservative Anthros for the Restoration of the Natural Voracious Order. A traditionalist group of predators who sought to retain the status quo by the consumption of any species that would oppose them.”


Miyoko nodded before continuing. “Groups like CARNIVORE devastated the leaders of the catgirl rights movement by eating, or threatening to eat, them. So we now seek to improve our place in the food chain by asking institutions like Vore High to change their policies.”


“Alright, I see three problems with your analysis,” Alecia began. “First off, yes CARNIVORE did dislike catgirls and were responsible for the devouring of many of the leaders of them but CARNIVORE disliked many species. They tried to eat, and almost succeeded every single rabbit anthro who migrated here. Meaning it’s a gross misinterpretation to say that catgirls were the only ones under such oppression.”


“The second problem is that history is full of such oppression. As I remember, the vixen-taur race just received liberation a few years ago from working as slaves for several different delivery and building companies. My race,” she pointed to herself. “Were once subjugated for our magic and illusionary skills to be used to deter barbarian invasions. It would seem your logic says that we all owe concessions to almost everywhere for an offense that happened in the past.”


“The third and most obvious problem is that you cannot punish others for what someone else has done. CARNIVORE was bad, yes, and I have no problem saying that however they did exist over a hundred years ago. If I had a time machine to stop them, I would, but I don’t so there’s nothing that can be done about them.”


“But you benefit for the system after-the-fact,” Miyoko retorted.


“And you benefit after-the-fact from many other things, many of them less-than-pleasant,” Alecia answered. “So perhaps there are many things you owe others that you don’t realize.” She looked at the clock, “And we must take yet another break.”


The camera sweeps across what looks to be a large greenhouse before focusing in on the plantgirl, Lon. “Would you like some large plants?” she asked apathetically. “Something to make the corner of the room more aesthetically pleasing to your optic receptors? If so, then please come down to Lon’s garden where I will see to your needs” 


The sound of some wings flapping is heard as Angellisa arrives and lands in front of Lon. “Hello, Lon,” she smiles. “Do you have what I ordered ready?”


“And all custom orders are guaranteed to be filled within a week,” Lon continued stoically before pointing to the left. “Yes, Angellisa, please go the way indicated by the glowing moss and you cannot miss it.”


Angellisa smiled and walked to the left, her path flanked by special moss that glowed green when she found a large fly trap. “It’s just what I asked for” she walked forward to inspect in.


The screen turns to Lon as the sound of Angellisa being eaten is heard. “Another satisfied customer,” she said before peering into the distance. “And you do not give me enough of the objects that the fleshy beings call currency to illicit a response that would imply the psychological state of happiness from me.”


“Hello, my name’s Alecia and now we move onto immigration. A great many polar bears and similar species have been turning northwards recently, to talk about this is immigrant rights activist, Beutrude Golly.”


“Hello, Alecia,” Beutrude Golly, a large male polar bear morph said as he sat down. “And thank you for asking me to come.”


“You're welcome,” Alecia smiled. “So then, many polar bears have recently moved northward, oftentimes moving across state lines without any papers, correct?”


“Yes,” Beutrude answered. “It’s because of global warming. It is forcing many of my people to retreat to areas of the globe that our more suited for my species.”


“However, the immigration issue has only been around for a relatively short time compared to the threat of global warming. How would you respond to that?”


“Well, our government has only really perceived the threat in the last few years, which would explain that.”


“Yes,” Alecia read some figures. “That is interesting. Many studies have said that the economy of your nation has also gone seriously downhill in recent years. In fact, the economic crises occurred right after this “discovery” and the beginning of the movement.”


“So you’re saying that we are here for economic reasons?” Beutrude asked. “Sounds rather cynical of you.”


“Cynical yes,” Alecia answered. “But also what many people believe.  I mean, it’s not like everyone is jumping to conclusions. There is evidence to support that view.”


“Okay, then we’ll look at things through the Marxist lens. There is no evidence that the economy of this nation has been affected negatively by this ‘crisis.’”


“However, there are the sociological and political issues to take into consideration. This is hardly simply an economic issue. Also, I find it highly doubtful that all those who are in favor of immigration reform are Marxists.”


“No, but they are immigrants or the descendants of immigrants. So then why should it matter where someone migrated from? Also, I’m sure that we’re all seen as illegal immigrants by the indigenous people here, so doesn’t the term ‘illegal immigrant’ all come down to who gets here first?”


“The term isn’t ‘immigrant’ but ‘illegal immigrant.’ I know for a fact that my descendants migrated here legally. As for those descended from illegal immigrants, well that hardly invalidates their point,” Alecia answered. “As for those who came here first; well, there was no law code to break through immigration meaning there could be no illegal immigration.”


“However, there was the Gentleman’s Agreement with China that stopped immigration from that country and it was seen as simple bigotry. How was that act any different then this one would be?”


“Because the act with China only targeted the Chinese,” Alecia answered as she heard some music. “Blast it, our budget is too small,” she muttered. “Sorry but we’re almost out of time. Let me just say that if times were different, we would call this what I believe it is; an invasion.”


Minmonte Maaka is seen running through a large meadow being chased by a large angry mob. “Get her!” “Don’t let her get away!” and similar statements are heard from the crowd which is carrying the standard torches, pitchforks, and ropes.


Minmonte runs behind a rather large outcropping as the pack of humans run past. “Has your secret gotten out?” she asks the audience. “Gotten out that you’re an undead bloodsucker? That you can swallow others whole?” she holds up what looks to be a red pen. “Then get Forgetassin. Forgetassin was used for years by the government to hide evidence of aliens but it is now available to the general public. Get it today.”


Eventually, the mob is seen finding Minmonte. “We’ve got her!” one of the men exclaimed. “Gentlemen, start your pitchforks.”


“Now see Forgetassin in action,” Minmonte winks at the camera before holding up the pen and a flash is seen. 


“Why are we here?” one of the men asked another. “We aren’t an angry mob, so we must be here for a peace conference.”


The next scene is them all sitting in a circle holding hands and singing. “Thank you, Forgetassin” Minmonte smiles.


“Excuse me? Who are you? Who am I?” Alecia shook her head. “That Forgetassin is really a great product. Anyway, for the next topic” she got her papers in order. “It seems that the number of reptile predators have been on the rise lately. Leading to some to talk about further screening. Objecting to this is Tirrnol Sikke. Welcome, Tirrnol.”


Tirrnol Sikke was a rather large female anthro alligator. “Hello, Alecia. Thanks for inviting me.”


“Thanks for coming, Tirrnol. I’m sure you know why I’ve called you here?”


“Yes and I’m happy to say that your guards only asked for my identification card once.”


“That’s good but I don’t really see the problem with this. It seems to me that because reptiles are more likely to eat others against their will that they should be monitored more. That makes sense to me.”


“Because there is no need,” Tirrol answered. “There is no rational reason for the fear of reptiles. It is because of demagogues that have whipped the fears of the people into a frenzy that we even are talking about this-“


“Now just a minute,” Alecia cut her off. “Quote ‘Reptiles created the world so it belongs to us; the mammals, the birds, and the other races that infest this world must be cleansed or the planet will never return to its natural state.’ There are many such statements out there to be found.”


“There’s a lunatic fringe in all races,” Tirrol responded. “One quote cannot be used to categorize an entire kingdom.”


“That wasn’t the only one.” Alecia read another one. “Quote ‘the law of nature commands that we rule and that the others all either bow to our feet or be crushed under them. That is the one truth.’”


“And I’m sure that the fish aren’t saying things like that-“


“They aren’t. I’m sure they aren’t.”


“And how hard are you looking for them? Perhaps this is people like you deciding that a certain type of people are dangerous and then spinning facts to suit your perspective.”


“People like me?” Alecia raised her eyebrow. “I assume you mean reporters by that.”


“Not all reporters. Simply the demagogues that spin data to match their predefined opinions.”


“And how am I spinning the data?” Alecia held up some of her notes. “I’m repeating the quotes exactly as I originally read them meaning that any spinning is the result of them being delivered to me pre-spun.”


“By selectively representing information to depict the abnormal as the normal. Again, I’d imagine-“


“Mammals did not write those quotes nor have they said things similar. So, how precisely am I being selective about this?”


“Also, you fail to put this in context. Reptiles have been historically oppressed by various other races throughout history.”


“As have mammals, as have fish, as has almost every species at one point or another. Also there is the fact that the societies that are ruled predominately by reptiles are incredibly oppressive. So then, would you be mad if a bird said things like this in one of those states?” she asked as the music started to play again. “I’ll give you the last word on this.”


“I would say that the fear and paranoia that is whipped up only feeds into further oppression and terrorist acts.”


A large auditorium is seen and then Samantha Weltzin is seen getting behind the podium. A wide shot is shown of the audience, all of whom seem to be college students of several different species.


“The state of nature is a state of all eating all,” she reads from a book. “So then the law of nature, that you cannot destroy yourself, dictates for you to give up your right to eat anyone you want and enter into a commonwealth.”


“Samantha Weltzin is scheduled to speak on The Living Leviathan and Other Contemporary Political Theories on Thursday, November 25th, at 3:00 in the afternoon at Northeastern University in the auditorium,” an announcer reads.


“Oh hello there” Tirrol says. “I’m afraid that Alecia Dietz had to leave early today and she will not be able to do that sixth section of the show. She told me to give you her apologies.”


“Oh, excuse me,” Tirrol held up her hand as she burped before waddling off the set, strangely encumbered for some reason.

