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The Emperor's New Robe: The photo of
MonSFFA's newly proclaimed Emperor For Life was
taken by Mark Burakoff and digitally messed up by the
Emperor himself. The Emperor vowed to make life
miserable for all members who did not stand up and
nominate a new president of Montreal's oldest science
fiction and fantasy organization. He was last seen
muttering..."From hell's heart, I stab at thee. For hate's
sake I spit my last breath at thee..." MonSFFA members
should be worried.... 
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President:
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editor:
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MonSFFA CALENDAR OF EVENTS

Except where noted, all MonSFFA meetings are held
Sundays at 1:00 PM to 5:00 PM 

Days Hotel, St-François Room, 1005 Guy Street, corner René Lévesque.

Programming is subject to change, check our website for latest developments.

JANUARY 17, 2010

MonSFFA Executive Elections q  Bulwer-Lytton Writing 

Competition, Joe Aspler q  Finalization of MonSFFA panels for 2010

FEBRUARY 21, 2010

Radio Fen from the Moon (Part 1):Writing of an
 old-fashioned radio play with an SF/F theme.

Brainstorming Session: Outside-of-Meeting Fundraisers

MARCH 28, 2010

Radio Fen from the Moon (Part 2): Parts will be cast and actors will 
rehearse and perform the piece.

APRIL 18, 2010

Science Fiction and Fantasy Blogs: a look at some of the more interesting

examples currently online,  Bernard Reischl q  Open Discussion: members may bring
up and expound upon any SF/F-related matter in a 30-minute unstructured, free-form

discussion that we expect will meander over many topics q  Timeline Production

Meeting: We prepare for next month’s video shoot,  Keith Braithwaite q
Social Networking: enjoying the Genre and communicating with fellow SF/F fans

using Facebook, Twitter, and other online tools, Cathy Palmer-Lister

MAY 16, 2010

MonSFFilms Video Shoot – TIMELINE:  Film shoot to focus on
making extensive use of green screen to capture all principal

cinematography.  All other work to be completed in post-production.

JUNE 13, 2010

Paper or Plastic?  The latest in model making trends from
paper to plastic model kits.  Bring in your own  model kits for
assistance from the MonSFFA pros,  Mark Burakoff, Wayne

Glover and Dominique Durocher  q  Sci-Fi Fair / Bake sale
fund-raiser: a variety of challenging SF/F-themed carnival midway-like

games; premium prizes will be awarded the highest point-getters.

JULY 25, 2010

Annual MonSFFA BBQ,  August 1, 2009 - rain date

AUGUST 15

Fancraft Workshops: members try their hand at a variety of sci-fi-themed crafts in a
series of workshops running concurrently throughout the afternoon. The manufacturing

of SF/F jewellery  from nuts, bolts, and other hardware items is one such workshop..

The Real Fine Print: WARP is published  quarterly by the Montreal Science Fiction and

Fantasy Association (MonSFFA), a non-profit organization of fans interested in sharing their love of

science fiction and fantasy.  The opinions expressed in WARP are those of the individual writers and

do not necessarily reflect those of MonSFFA or the editor.  To reprint any article, please contact the

writer, or ask the editor to pass on your request.  The use of copyrighted material is generally

discouraged, but it’s  hard to talk about Star Wars without stepping on toes;  our apologies to the

copyright holders, no serious infringement is intended.  This is an amateur production, your tolerance

is appreciated by your fans.

http://www.monsffa.com/monsffahtml/impulse.html
http://www.monsffa.com
mailto:president@monsffa.com
mailto:cathypl@sympatico.ca
http://maps.google.ca/maps/ms?hl=en&ie=UTF8&msa=0&msid=113103922125898373051.000466ab1c8211753e6f0&ll=45.498045,-73.572993&spn=0.021057,0.02944&z=15
http://www.monsffa.com
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Dear MonSFFAns:

 

It’s just a couple of days until

Con*cept, and we wish we could be there

with you…hope to read a full report on

the convention. As for us, cash is very

short, and Yvonne may be starting a new

job shortly, so it’s just as well we won’t be

able to make it. So, in the meantime, I will

respond to Warp 72. 

My letter…I am still looking, but

Yvonne is on the brink of landing one of

two jobs she has interviewed for. Thursday

shall be a busy day, with two second

interviews! My fingers are tightly crossed.

The job with Masonite did not work out at

all, and proved that management doesn’t

need to be competent in order to manage.

Oh, well, that’s in the past, and now to see

which of the two companies makes the

best offer. 

The Full Steam Ahead fashion show

at Anime North was lots of fun, and we

now belong to the Toronto Steampunk

Society. Most clubs seem to exist on

Facebook alone; is there a Montreal

Steampunk group, I wonder? 

Polaris 23 is past, and I have already

heard of plans for Polaris 24. I think it will

be up in Richmond Hill again. We had a

table in the hallway at P23, but won’t be

doing that for P24. If you do see us behind

a table, it will probably be helping out at

the Ad Astra table. 

Hey, Steve Green’s been lots of

places, thanks to the Trans-Atlantic Fan

Fund, and I am glad he got to visit with

Montréal fandom. There is a long tradition

for such fan funds going back to the

1950s, and these are the funds that

inspired CUFF. We didn’t get a chance to

host Steve at one of our pubnights, but I

am glad you got the chance to see him

before the Worldcon kinda took him away

to  a wh irlw ind  o f even ts  and

commitments. 

Cathy, I see your choice of Neil

Gaiman’s The Graveyard Book was a

show of things to come. This book has

won so many awards, like the Newbery,

and is up for more. It won the Hugo for

Best Novel, and I believe it won a

children’s literature award recently. Neil’s

writings seem to attract awards of every

kind. I haven’t seen anything new from

C.J. Cherryh in some time, so I may go

looking for the books in this new series. 

The typical movie-goer must be

horribly confused right now…besides

District Nine, the aliens movie really about

racism, and 9, about the little ragdolls,

now there is a movie called Nine. I read

that it is all coincidence. Yvonne and I saw

The Time Traveller’s Wife just last

night…great movie. 

I did not know that Montreal had its

own renaissance faire. Unfortunately,

Toronto doesn’t have a summer-long faire

the way it used to…a three-day faire now

takes place every year at Casa Loma.

Former Toronto fans Martin Hunger and

Christina Carr now live in New

Westminster, BC, and they own and run

the British Columbia Renaissance Faire. 

The club’s had a good year. Have

any potential candidates stepped forward

to jump into the roles of club president and

convention chairman? It’s good to see this

clubzine online, as I am sure it’s saving the

club treasury a ton of money. It might be
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an idea to either take the password off past

issues, once they actually become past

issues, or upon request, send a list of

passwords along to anyone who might like

to download those issues. 

Anyone remember being at Pinekone

1 in Ottawa? Were you at that party? I

think this is the first Tale From The

Convention! published here…like some

more, Cathy?

I think I’m done…to all who run and

attend the convention, have the best

Con*cept ever, and I want to see lots of

pictures and descriptions. See you then.

 

                                                       

               Yours, Lloyd Penney.

Hi, Lloyd!

I hope that you and Yvonne have

found the jobs you were hoping for. Quite

a few are in the same boat. 

As far as I know, there is no

steampunk group in Montreal. Might be

interesting to see if we can kick-start

something at Con*Cept. 

I plan to be at Polaris, but hopefully

will not be too long behind the Con*cept

table for a change! 

About fan funds, Jeff Boman, the

winner of the fanzine Aurora last year, has

applied for the Downunder Fund. (DUFF).

We’re all rooting for him. 

Having the zine on line is indeed a

huge savings. We password them because

they are a benefit of club membership, but

you raise a good point about removing the

password on older issues. It might raise

interest in the club. 

We also saved money in not

publishing the 4 issues in 2009–a good

news/bad news situation. Suddenly, for no

obvious reason, submissions dried up. 

An unexpected bonus arose from

cutting down on the number of print

issues: With only a few issues to print,

Berny was able to make a deal with his

employers which allows him to print them

in colour. The fancy machine also collates

and staples them! 

Yes, please do keep sending the

convention stories! They’re a lot of fun to

read!

Yours in fandom,

Cathy

The Best Hoaxbid of All

Lloyd Penney

I got my fannish start in Victoria, British Columbia, and I went from being alone and

wondering what to do to being busy with a Trek club, with various projects and close friends.

I'd like to think I made some impact on what passed for Victoria fandom at the time, and after

a couple of years, I moved to Toronto, but kept in touch with the club members. 

In the mid-80s, Victoria fandom, knowing its limitations, burst onto the Worldcon scene

with a great Worldcon hoaxbid, Myles' House in '89. It went head-to-head with the Boston in '89 juggernaut bid, and while it lost the bid,

it won the hearts of Worldcon voters. 

Myles Bos was on the edges of Victoria fandom while I was there, but I never knew him well. Myles lived on the family goat farm

near Sidney, north of Victoria. The hoax consisted of how a Worldcon would fit onto the goat farm, and my old best friend, Dan Cawsey,

a gifted cartoonist, churned out cartoons of Myles as a superhero. The guest of honour positions went to the highest bidder, and I paid

to be the ProGoH! I wrote them a cheque for, if I recall, $3.56, and I don't care what they say, they cashed it...

After spreading out flyers for the hoaxbid everywhere, and sending out Cawsey-drawn Progress Reports, even the Boston bidders

got into the spirit, and volunteered to fill positions like goat farming programming, and hammock rentals. Boston, of course, won, but with

this great, silly hoax, they couldn't say they were unopposed. I think Myles' House got 9 votes, and two of them came from Yvonne and

me.  

Hoax bids can be fun, and other bids like the Bermuda Triangle and I-5 in '95 were fun, but even 20 years after the fact, people still

talk about Myles' House in '89. And like Minneapolis in '73, some people still vote for it. 

Yvonne continues to write-in Myles' House in '89 whenever she votes for Worldcon site selection.   �

Answers to The Face behind the Mask, page 30

A-4,  B-5, C-6,  D-1,  E-9,  F-10,  G-8,  H-7,  I -3,  J-2
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A Beloved Goddess
Barbara Silverman

Hathor might not be a name to mention around Jack O’Neill or Daniel Jackson of SG-1, but to the people
of ancient Egypt she was perhaps the best loved of the goddesses. 

T
he daughter of Re, Hathor’s name translates as the

‘house or mansion of Horus’, with Athyr and Athor

two variant spellings of her name. Horus was a

celestial deity and Hathor’s

connection to him made her one of

the oldest of the sky or cosmic

goddesses. In hieroglyphics her

name was written as a composite - a

falcon, which was the sign for

Horus as the falcon god, along with

the symbol for a walled building or

courtyard = house of Horus = sky

where he lived. 

As Re’s daughter Hathor is always depicted wearing

the disk of the sun god and played an important role in royal

sun temples. She was referred to as the ‘Golden One’, the

dazzling goddess riding with Re on his daily journey in the

solar barque. 

Throughout ancient Egyptian history Hathor had many

different roles or duties, but the most important would be

that of being both the mother and wife of Horus, and as such

her main cult centre and place of worship was at Dendera.

Each evening Horus would transform into a hawk and fly

into Hathor mouth. As the sun rose the next morning Horus

would emerge again reborn. In the Pyramid Texts she has

the role of aiding the king and enabling his daily rebirth as

the sun.

Since the pharaohs were considered the living

representation of Horus, the kings were therefore referred to

as ‘the sons of Hathor’. This relationship is clearly

manifested in sculptures from King Menkaure’s mortuary

temple at Giza, where Hathor is standing beside Menkaure

as his wife, and seated beside him as ‘mother of the

pharaoh’. 

This aspect of being the king’s mother probably rose

during the 4th dynasty, when a pharaoh’s principal wife

would act as a priestess for Hathor. Throughout Egypt there

are images showing Hathor as a cow and the kings, both as

children and as adults, suckling from her udders, however,

in later periods Isis took over this role. 

In her role as the great mother Hathor was considered

to be the one who produced and maintained all life, not only

feeding the living with her milk but also supplied celestial

food to those in the Duat or underworld. Throughout Egypt

she was worshipped for her protective and healing role,

which led to the myth of Hathor restoring Horus’s sight after

being injured by Seth.

Hathor was depicted in several ways, but one of the

most frequent would be that of

a cow goddess. Dating back to

the 1st dynasty, a cow carved

out of ivory with ‘Hathor’

engraved upon, was discovered

in the marshes near King Djer’s

city of Dep. During the Middle

Kingdom she became related

w i th  t he  co w  go d d e s s

Mehet-Weret, who was the

protector of the king and royal

nurse. Usually shown as a cow

or a cow with a human head,

one of the best known myths

surrounding Hathor portray her

as a cow, standing on the earth

with her four legs holding up

the sky. 

The second most common

image is that of a woman with a

long wig that is bound by either

a filet or with a vulture cap with

low modius. As mistress of the

west Hathor wears a falcon

perched on a pole, which is the

hieroglyphic sign for ‘west’. No

matter what image depicts

Hathor, it is always surmounted

by the sun disk.

The goddess was often

referred to as ‘the beautiful one’

and was associated with love and

female sexuality, with the Greeks

linking Hathor with their goddess

Aphrodite. As the head goddess

connected with female creative

process, Hathor was often called

‘the hand of Atum’ in reference

to the story about Atum

copulating with himself during

the creation.

Not only was Hathor active on Egyptian soil but she

was also said to be the goddess of foreign lands and their

goods, from areas as vastly separated as Byblos in Lebanon
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to the north and Punt in the south. She watched over trade

negations and the obtaining of minerals and other resources

from the deserts. Hathor was considered to be the protector

and patroness of the remote mining regions and based on the

similarity in colour between faience and turquoise she was

called ‘mistress of faience’.

As men wished to become associated with Osiris in the

afterlife, so to did both women and men desire to connect

with Hathor, wanting to become ‘in the following of

Hathor’. This was due to her receiving the dying sun each

evening, which would place the deceased close to the sun

god. 

Starting during the 18th dynasty Hathor became the

patron deity of the Theban necropolis, caring for both

royalty and commoners by greeting the dead with purifying

water as they entered into the afterlife. Hathor was

mentioned in the Pyramid Texts, Coffin Texts, and later

religious literature, and in The Book of The Dead Hathor is

referred to as ‘seven Hathors’, in reference to her fairy

godmother-like form, which she uses when forecasting the

fate of a new-born.

Her more pleasurable duty was that of goddess of joy,

music, and happiness, the provider of pleasure and joy,

which was separate from being the goddess of fertility, love,

and sex. She was very closely associated with alcoholic

drinks, which were used lavishly at her festivals. Her image

was often seen on wine and beer containers, and she was

called the mistress of drunkenness, song, and myrrh.

Hathor had many titles bestowed upon her. During the

Middle Kingdom she was Lady of Nekhent, patroness of the

Gebel el-Asr quarries. Lady of Mefkat reigned over the

mining of copper, turquoise, and Malachite in the Sinai

mines. Cult centers were set up during the twelfth-dynasty

to Hathor, ‘Lady of Iken’, at Buhen, and Hathor, ‘Lady of

Abshak’, at Anika. During the New Kingdom a temple was

dedicated to Hathor near the Timna copper mines in Wadi

Araba.

It is theorized that Hathor’s popularity with miners

arose from her connection to the acacia tree, which is thorny

and pod-bearing. These trees are often found in regions

where copper and lead ores can be found.

As much as Hathor was considered to be benevolent,

she also had a destructive side. Though there are slight

variations to this myth, the basic story remains the same:

“The sun god, Re, had grown old and heard that mankind

was plotting against him. Deciding to punish mankind he

sent Hathor to destroy them. But when Hathor enjoyed the

killing so much and refused to stop, other

deities flooded the battle field with an

intoxicating brew causing Hathor to become

drunk and cease the killing.”

At her main temple at Dendera, Hathor

was worshipped with Horus along with their

son Ihi or Ahi. The boy was shown as an

infant beside Hathor and playing a sistrum,

which Egyptians believed drove away evil

spirits. Hathor was often depicted with a

sistrum and the majority of the instruments

had her image carved on them.

Several large festivals were held at her

temple, the most important being the

anniversary of her birth. Held at the new year

it usually ended in a drunken orgy. Her

temple, known as a place of enjoyment and intoxication led

to her title as mistress of joy and dance. Her reputation as a

love goddess gave rise to the Greeks identifying her with

Aphrodite.

In later Egyptian belief she came to represent all the

great goddesses. Shrines, such as the New Kingdom temples

built by Ramses II around the Memphis area, were dedicated

to her throughout Egypt. 

Workers building the tombs in the Valley of the Kings

lived in an area known as Deir el-Medineh. Here religion

played an important role, and just to the north Seti I built a

large chapel dedicated to Hathor as the goddess of music,

love, and as the daughter-wife of Amon-Re. This was a

place where both the workmen and their families could

worship the goddess, with the villagers themselves acting as

Hathor’s priests. During the Ptolemaic era another sizable

temple to Hathor was constructed on the exact same site,

and inscribed with a list of 25 plus festivals celebrating

Hathor. 

During ancient times there was extensive turquoise and

copper mining carried out at Serabit el-Khadim, located in

the southwest region of the Sinai. As workmen traveled back

and forth from the mines, they carved into the limestone

cliffs some of the most beautiful rock-art found in Egypt.

Included among the designs are exquisite battle-axes and

carefully detailed Nile skiffs. Here, between the reigns of

Senusret I and Amenemhat III, a sanctuary was set up

around two shrines cut into an outcrop of rock. This temple

Hathor welcomes a recently deceased man with a lick.
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Hathor’s temple at Dendora

    SFF Sightings!

Spotted by Berny Reischl, origami creations by Eric Joisel are inspired by Lord of the Rings. Each is
folded from a single uncut square.

was dedicated to Hathor as the goddess of mining, and at

Byblos her cult worshipped her as the ‘lady of turquoise’.

Once a year Hathor’s statue was taken from her main

temple at Dendera to join with her consort Horus in the

Sacred Marriage celebrated at Edfu. While the celebration

at Edfu lasted for 15 days, from the new moon to the full

moon during the third month of shermu (summer), the event

actually began 14

days earlier at

Hathor’s temple in

Dendera. 

This festival,

described in great

detail in texts and

reliefs on the

t e m p l e  w a l l s ,

began with the

statue of Hathor

being escorted with great pomp and ceremony out of the

temple at Dendera onto a special barge. Hathor’s image

would then be towed south down the Nile stopping along the

way at Thebes, Komir, and Hierakonpotis, allowing the

goddess to visit with other deities during her journey. On the

day of the new moon the barge would reach it’s destination

a short distance north of Edfu, here the image of Horus of

Behdet waited for his beloved, the image of Hathor. The

two were then taken to a nearby shrine before continuing

their river journey to the Edfu temple.

At Edfu, the wall enclosing the temple would be

entered through an eastern gate and the two deities spent the

first night of their renewed marriage in the sanctuary. The

focus of the next 14 days was not on the marriage, but on

the cult of Horus of Behdet. Somewhere to the west or

southwest of the temple, hymns were sung at an unknown

location in an area known as the ‘burial ground of Behdet’.

This was a period in which the whole population took part

in the feasting and celebration, and though much later than

the actual harvesting, the aim of this celebration seems to be

fertility and the harvest. On the day of the full moon

numerous ceremonies were performed as Hathor’s image

was once again placed on the barge for her journey back to

Dendera. 

During the Ptolemaic and Roman periods at Edfu,

considered to be the daughter of Re and the wife of Horus,

Hathor was worshipped as ‘lady of the sky’. Along with

other deities she was called upon to protect newborns.

Especially prevalent around the region of Memphis, from

the earliest of times Hathor was called ‘mistress of the

sycamore’, a tree goddess who supplied nourishment to the

deceased.

Her cult at Memphis worshipped her as ‘lady of the

sycamore’, giving her a connection with fertility. At Western

Thebes, in her ‘lady of the west’ funerary role, Hathor

would receive and nurture the setting sun each evening. The

mortuary temple of Hatsheput at Deir el-Bahri contains a

chapel dedicated to Hathor, with a petroglyph of a cow high

on the cliff’s face.

There is no doubt that Hathor was one on the most

popular, if not the most popular, deities of ancient Egypt.

She entered into almost every aspect of Egyptian life,

however, just don’t mention the name Hathor at Stargate

Command.       �
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The Last Mage: The Dragon’s Mouth

Nikolai Krimp

The story so far: Jennifer Wells worked for a bio-hazard lab located deep inside a mountain just south of Seattle, Washington.  Following a
car accident during a mysterious storm, she awoke in the body of a young elf named Shannon.  In the company of Shannon’s friend, Roma, and a
hobbit, Treymane, she finds herself caught up in events resulting from the finding of a box in the ruins of the “Cave of the Ancients” – Jenny’s former
laboratory.  

When the companions reached the safety of Shannon’s home, they learned that they must now journey on to find Teagan, Shannon’s aunt, and
the only one likely to be able to explain what’s been going on.  A forced detour through the Shadow Forest results in their being captured by elves.
Jenny convinces the council that she is indeed Shannon, but Kirin who has volunteered to be their escort demands the truth, and Jenny tells him who
she really is and what she suspects is in the Demon Box – a biological weapon.  The village comes under attack, the companions are given magical
gifts and make their escape through a secret passage. 

When they finally reach their destination, Teagan informs them she has lost contact with Shannon, leaving her to conclude that Jenny will never
be able to return to her own time.  However, because Jenny is in Shannon’s body, and Shannon was a mage, she is capable of magic.  Teagan begins
teaching her the skills she will need in the world which must now be her home.  

The companions set off to the Dragon’s Mouth, hoping to destroy the Demon Box before it falls into the hands of Malodor.  We pick up the story
again just after the travellers have lost yet more of their companions to Orcs and a supernatural storm.. 

Chapter 13

W
hen they awoke the next morning, the sun was already

quite high in the sky.  With no food and just one small

drink of water each, the party set out on the narrow

mountain path.  The ledge was replaced with a path, which made

walking easier as the slope of the mountain had eased somewhat

and became less steep.  They talked amongst each other, but

remained careful to not make too much noise.  Who knew what

would be waiting for them, when they finally exited the valley? 

By midday, the path began to descend and everyone knew

that they had made it through this most feared valley.  Now they

could tell their children and grandchildren that they had trekked

through the Teufel’s Tahl.  The sky remained clear without a cloud

in sight.

“Such a difference, compared to the other night,” thought

Shannon as she made her way down the mountain to the valley

floor below.  “The valley almost killed all of us.”

It was late in the afternoon when the group finally passed

through the western mouth of the Tahl and out onto a grassy plain.

A smile crossed Malodor’s face, as his tiny flying minion

reported back from the valley.  All had perished, was the report

it sent back.  The crow hadn’t seen anyone that morning, as it

entered the valley and flew over the barren land below, searching

high and low for any sign of life.  It found a few charred remains

of the dwarfs that had been struck by the lightning, or fallen to

their deaths during the storm.  The bird also checked out some of

the little caves and found one that had collapsed in on itself.

Then it reported back that the party had died, for it saw no sign

of anyone.  The bird then flew off to the east, towards the dark

tower to reap its reward.

Malodor called to his captain and instructed him to prepare

his ship for a journey east.  He would enter the valley and retrieve

the box.   He then would become ruler of this world.  He could see

it now;  all the kings and their royal court bowing down before

him.  And if they didn’t, they would pay a heavy price.

Smiling, he looked away from the magic mirror and gazed

around his room.  Soon he would hold court in Montrose itself.

Blick took the lead with Duncan, the only two dwarfs left

alive.  The rest;  Treymane, Kirin, Roma and Shannon, followed,

keeping an eye on the distant horizons to be sure that they were

not going to be surprised by anyone.  The dwarfs led them across

the short grassy plain until they came within sight of the Bay Gall.

Here Blick stopped and suggested that they camp for the night.

They would spend one more night out here in the open and

tomorrow, they would skirt the marsh.  With any luck, they would

be in the Hillshire in two days time.  The ground was cold so far

north and a fire was out of the question.  The light from its flame

would be seen for miles around.  Not only by the orcs, but also by

whatever lurked in the marsh.  Each one took their turn and stood

guard that night. 

   They were ready to move out as dawn arrived.  The night

had been a quiet one, with only a few curious animals daring to

venture close enough to the camped party to find out who had

trespassed on their territory.  The grassy plain wasn’t as large as

Shannon had thought.  They had crossed it just before high noon

and now there in front of them, lay the vast and deadly Bay Gall.

The marsh had grown so immense, that the group had to climb

higher into the mountains than originally expected.  This also

meant that they would have to spend another night close to the

swamp.  The wind didn’t help either, for at times the stench

coming from the stagnant water became so bad that even multi-
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layered kerchiefs, across their noses and mouths, couldn’t keep out

the smell.  By mid-afternoon some of the party sensed that they

were being followed.  Someone or something, just keeping out of

sight, had been watching them as they made their way up and

down the slopes of the foothills. 

As the afternoon wore on, they began to pick up wood and

sticks for tonight’s fire.  Blick didn’t want to take a chance and

send someone out alone to hunt, so a few rabbits were taken as

they skirted the marsh.  That night a fire was lit and kept burning

all night for, according to Duncan, no swamp creatures liked fire.

After supper, the old dwarf suggested that they post three guards

this night and change them every two hours.  this way everyone

would be well-rested come morning.

During Shannon’s second watch, with Duncan and the

hobbit, the swamp erupted.  A deafening roar from a giant male

marsh cat cried out, breaking the long silence of the night.  It came

from the edge of the marsh, just behind them.  Moments later it

was answered by another cat coming from in front the party,

catching the friends between the creatures.  Blick immediately

ordered more wood be put on the fire and build up the now-

glowing embers.  With their weapons drawn and standing in a

circle, they listened as the two cats played out their roles as to

which one owned this territory.  Everyone except Shannon knew

that these cats wouldn’t stop threatening each other.  Eventually

they would fight to the death.  Twice, one of the cats came close

to the camp and had to be driven back with lit torches.  Their fear

of fire is what saved the party that night.

As the morning light dawned, the group’s fire began to die.

It was then that they saw what had kept them awake all night.

There, just at the edge of the swamp some three hundred feet

apart, stood two of the largest cats they had ever seen.  Each was

about twice the size of the one that Shannon had killed back in the

Crystal Mountains.  Each cat stood about seven or eight feet high

at the shoulders and fifteen feet long from the tip of his nose to end

of his tail.

Blick, seeing that the cats were only interested in each other

for now, motioned to the others to depart as quietly and as quickly

as they could.  Taking the last flask of oil from his backpack, he

ripped his blanket into strips and wrapped them around one end of

a long stick.  He then soaked the cloth with the remaining oil and

lit the torch.  He, with his friends gathered behind him, withdrew

from the scene slowly and carefully, leaving the cats to settle their

own differences.  Once far enough away, the group turned and

made a hasty retreat, up one slope and into another valley,

hopefully out of the cats’ territory.  They force-marched for most

of that morning.

“Why didn’t the cats attack us?” asked Shannon.

“We were too many,” answered the old dwarf.  “They prey

on the weak and injured.  They are very intelligent creatures and

killing them would have been senseless unless we had to defend

ourselves.  Besides they really don’t taste very good.”  Smiling,

Duncan continued,   “As you learned in Enderby, sometimes you

have no choice.  If the animals are hungry, they will attack a larger

party hoping to flush out a weaker one or one who will turn and

run.  I don’t think we have very much to fear from the two back

there.  As long as we stick together and watch each other’s backs,

we should be all right.”

The little valley that they had entered was still green and lush

with trees of all sorts.  This was unusual since the crisp early

morning fall air should have forced the mighty giants to begin their

winter’s sleep, by showing off the vivid colours that come with the

season.

Treymane showed his happiness at being so close to home by

running out ahead of the group and leading them deeper into the

vale.  He had played in this valley many times as a child and always

enjoyed when his father took him along on one of his adventures.

Here Treymane and his father looked for certain plants and herbs,

which they brought back to the young hobbit’s mother for drying.

She would make teas and medicine for the coming winter.  But

those days were gone now and his mother had passed away three

winters ago, leaving him and his father.   These days the hobbit’s

father just stayed home, in their tiny little hovel.  What was once

the pride of Hooter’s Hollow, was now anything but.  Some of the

spare rooms had caved in, leaving his father with only three rooms

remaining. A small kitchen, a still rather large living room and one

bedroom, was all that was left.  All the other guest rooms were

filled with rubble.  Even the neighbours had stopped dropping by

for tea and biscuits.  Saddened by the thought, Treymane was

nevertheless happy to be with his friends here in the valley that he

loved so much.

The hobbit led the troop to one of his favourite spots.  Deep

within the forest on the valley floor, was a small lake.  Fed from an

underground spring, its water was cold and refreshing to drink.

The party wasted no time in collecting firewood and they prepared

for the evening meal.  Since the beginning of their trip, this was the

first time that they could camp in such luxury.  Many ferns

provided a soft bed for them to sleep on.  Fresh leaves from wild

roses were boiled and made into a tea, while some of the other

members of the group hunted small hares, which were roasted

along with some of the fine herbs that grew along the pathway.

Roma was about to turn in for the night, when she noticed a

tiny black form circling overhead.  When Roma pointed skywards,

everyone knew what the crow represented.  They had been

discovered.  Now Malodor would know where they were and how

close to their destination they had come.  

The dark one raged for hours, as the crow’s eyes revealed

what he feared the most.  The party had succeeded in surviving
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the Tahl.  Now he must face them.  He would not send any more

men after them.  A trap would be set, as they would near their

final destination.

As his anger faded, a cruel smile lit up his face.  He now

knew what Shannon had to do to destroy the box and he alone

would stop her.  Malodor sat back in his huge plush armchair and

began to plan.  “Not one will escape me,” he said to himself, as

he unrolled one of the many scrolls that filled his private

chamber.  There, on the table before him was a map of the

Dragon’s Mouth.  Murmuring to himself, as he practised his

spells, the dark one pondered over the map and mentally placed

his men where he thought the party would come ashore.  Malodor

hoped that he would not have to face the elf girl alone, because he

wasn’t sure just how powerful she was.  Did she have the power of

Teagan, or was it just plain luck that she had gotten this far? He

hoped for the latter.

During the night, everyone took turns standing guard over

the camp.  Shannon and the hobbit were on the last watch.  He was

telling her about some of his other favourite places here in the

valley, when from deep within the forest a mighty roar could be

heard.  The camp was awake instantly and recognized the roar of

the marsh cat.  It was hunting them.  

Quickly more wood was placed on the fire, until the flame lit

up the entire area.  With weapons drawn, they awaited the cat’s

arrival.  They waited and waited, but the cat never seemed to come

closer.  Suddenly the cat flushed a large stag and in a flash darted

after it.  The stag never had a chance and within a few moments

the cat pounced onto the frightened animal locking its mighty jaw

onto the back of its neck and snapping it without any effort.  When

the stag stopped its death throes, the mighty cat dragged it deeper

into the forest away from the group of friends, where it feasted

until it was full.  It then retreated back up and out of the valley

never to be seen again.  

No one went back to sleep, for fear that the marsh cat would

return.

“Maybe that stag filled its belly and it will leave us alone,”

said a frightened hobbit.

“Let’s hope so,” replied Duncan.

As darkness gave way to light and it was safe to continue,

Treymane took the lead again.  He loved this valley and planned to

come back here once their journey was over.  He led them through

the forest, which was separated by a tiny stream.  The hobbit had

often dreamed of owning a home here where it was so peaceful.

Here, he could have his fill of fresh meat, fish and vegetables every

day and never leave the sanctuary of the forest.  He could live out

his entire life here.

By late afternoon, the hobbit stopped to make camp.

“Tomorrow we leave this valley and climb that trail out of here,”

he said.  “On the other side lies the Hillshire.”

It had been an uneventful day and that pleased everyone.

They were tired of being chased by orcs and hunted by wild cats.

Now, for a second night in a row, they felt more at ease. There had

been no sightings of the giant cat or any other dangerous creatures

the whole day.  But still they were anxious to leave the valley.  The

Hillshire seemed a more serene place. At least that’s what the

hobbit kept telling them.  There were no wars there.  Oh yes, some

minor disagreements amongst neighbours, but nothing that would

cause anyone to take up arms against one another.  Hobbits usually

settled their differences over some tea and biscuits.  That’s how it

was done here in the Shire.

Morning came quickly and the little group was already well

on the trail, up the side of the slope, which led them out of the

valley.

The climb was a gentle one, for the trail was well marked and

easy to follow.  By noon, they crested the slope and looked down

onto the Shire.  Far below one could see the gentle, rolling hills of

grasslands and farther, on the horizon, a colourful forest.  To the

west, one could see a river, racing down the side of the mountains

and disappearing into the shrubs and grass covered land below.  In

the distant forest, the leaves had begun their annual change, for

one could see the different colours, like those of an artist’s pallet.

The land was transmuting and readying itself for the long winter

months ahead.

After a small break, the party resumed their descent and

slowly made their way down into the foothills.  By late afternoon

the loose pebbles and sharp stones gave way to a soft carpet of

grass.  

“We should make it to the forest before nightfall,’ said

Treymane.  “From here, we will head towards the river and turn

south.  This way we won’t get lost in the forest.”

Annoyed, Duncan just gave the hobbit an angry stare.  “Who

does he think he is?” the old dwarf asked Blick as he nudged him

in his side.  “Since when do dwarfs get lost?”

“Oh!  I’m sorry … ,” began the hobbit, but his apology was

cut short when he saw the younger dwarf wink at him. 

“No sense in angering him more,” advised Kirin with a smile.

They heard the river long before they approached it.  The

deafening roar from the white water made it almost impossible to

talk to one another.  So they decided to follow it from a distance.

As the sun began to set, the party reached the forest.  Quickly

a camp was set up and firewood was gathered.  A warm tea and

some fresh fish that the hobbit had caught were consumed.  He had

left the party upon arrival and made his way down to the river,

where, in a small pool of still water, he bathed his worms and

caught six good-sized fish.  When he returned, the rest helped him

clean his catch and then roasted the meal over the hot coals.  
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Sitting around and rebuilding the fire after their meal, the two

dwarfs got out their pipes and began to fill them with some of their

favourite tobacco, which they had brought along and began to talk

about their past adventures.  The hobbit just lay back on the grass

and stared up at the star-filled sky.  The moon hadn’t risen yet,

allowing him a full view of the night sky.  

Kirin and Roma, along with Shannon, sat off to one side.

They wanted to explain to the young elf girl this part of their

homeland that they had just entered.

“This is the home of the hobbits,” Roma began,  “and where

Treymane comes from.  Although it is part of Rogalandt, the

hobbits are left alone to rule themselves.  They receive protection

from the Rogalanders and from the dwarfs of Caldor, for they have

no army so to speak of.  They are a truly peaceful people, as you

will find out.”

“They have many different ways of living,” continued Kirin,

as if on cue.  “Some live in houses and have businesses in town,

while others live in rather large hovels carved into the sides of

large hills.  These under-the-mountain homes, as they like to call

them, are not small and dingy, but rather large, bright and very

clean.  A hobbit prides himself on being clean.”

“What do they do?” asked Shannon.  “What kind of industry

do they have?”

“Not much,” answered Kirin.  “They do sell some fish to

other hobbit villages and passing caravans.  The women are known

for their embroidery and they sell to venders that market the items

throughout the land.  Aside from that, they keep mostly to

themselves, not venturing much outside the Shire.”

“They have many holidays,” added Roma, “and seem to come

up with more reasons to celebrate each year.  A birthday here is a

week-long celebration and is paid for by whoever has the good

fortune of becoming a year older.”

Treymane, upon hearing the conversation, cut in.  “Don’t be

surprised if when we arrive in Maryton, there is a big party going

on.  The folks there are among the wealthiest in the Shire.  And

that is only because they have such a large port, where many goods

pass through.”

As the evening wore on, one by one they turned in for the

night.  Treymane offered to take the first watch.  

Shannon awoke with a start, for no one had wakened her for

her turn at guard duty.  The sun was shining as she opened her

eyes.  The fire was out and Duncan, who was the one whom she

was to relieve during the night, had fallen asleep at his post.

Quickly looking around she saw that everyone else was still fast

asleep. Rising, Shannon quietly moved over to where the old dwarf

was sleeping.  She was about to put her hand on his shoulder,

when he spoke up.

“I am not asleep,” he whispered.  “I let you sleep, because

you were tired.  You were all quite safe.”

Slowly rousing himself, the old dwarf walked over to the fire

and threw a handful of twigs onto the ashes.  Almost instantly,

flames erupted from the still glowing and very hot embers

underneath the blackened charcoal.

“You must remember that a dwarf doesn’t need the light of

a fire to see into the night,” continued Duncan.  “And as for my

age, I can still hold my own against younger ones such as you.”

“I’m sorry,” she began,  “but I only wanted…….”

“I know what you are trying to say,” interrupted the dwarf,

“and I am grateful, but don’t put me out to pasture just yet.”

Embarrassed, Shannon turned and collected her things and

put them into her backpack.  Soon the rest of the troop awoke and

stretched their weary bones.  After consuming some hot tea and

leftover fish from the previous night, the party continued south

towards Maryton.

“If we keep up a good pace today, we should reach the

village by dusk tomorrow,” the hobbit said as they left the area.

The day was slowly becoming warm and humid and the sticky

weather soon had the party shedding most of their warmer

clothing.  The river, which had been raging the day before like a

whitewater giant, was now a slow, meandering body of water,

snaking through the countryside.  Every so often one could see a

fish jumping high out of the water, trying to catch flying insects.

Towards noon the hobbit and Blick moved off from the rest

of the group and went down to the river.  Duncan led the others to

a comfortable little spot next to the river, where they stopped and

waited for the other two.  Shannon and the others prepared a camp

fire while Duncan went down to the river and gathered some large

broad leaves, which he picked from some strange looking plants

that grew along the riverbank.  When he had gathered enough, he

returned to camp and placed them beside the fire.  The two elves

and Roma just sat there with a puzzled look on their faces and

wondered about him, especially when he took a stick and pushed

apart the flames turning their little fire into nothing but glowing

coals.  

Just then Blick and Treymane arrived with a sack full of

shells.  

“Today we eat clams,” said the hobbit.  “These are some of

the best eating clams this side of the Shire.  I hope you all like

these.”   He held out a handful of the shells to show the others

what they were about to eat.

All the clams were wrapped into the broad leaves and thrown

into the hot coals.  A short time later they all had eaten their fill

and were ready to continue.  Shannon had enjoyed the different

meal and was beginning to like this new world of hers.  It was

rather an enjoyable place to live, if you weren’t fighting for your

life every other minute of the day.

That evening when they stopped, the hobbit took Shannon

and Kirin with him into the forest.  In no time at all they had each
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bagged a fat hare.  The dwarfs wasted no time upon the hunter’s

return in grabbing the rabbits and cleaning them.  Before the moon

rose they had all eaten and, with their bellies full, prepared for a

good night’s sleep.  

“Tomorrow night,” spoke the hobbit, “we’ll be sleeping on

a comfortable mattress at Bathilda Dooley’s place.  She’s a nice

old woman who runs a house that doubles as an inn.  Since there

are no real inns in Maryton, Bathilda decided years ago after her

husband died that if she were to take in guests, she might land

another husband.”

“Did it work?” asked Shannon.

“I don’t think so,” replied the hobbit.  “The last time I was

through here she was still running that big house all by herself.”

The conversation slowly died out as one by one they went to

sleep.     �    

The Last Mage continues in WARP 74

EVENTS 2010
PART ONE: JANUARY TO JULY

Compiled by Dom Durocher & Lynda Pelley

Feb 21  Heritagecon (model competition); Hamilton, ON

http://www.ipmshamilton.com/content/upcoming-events

Mar 7  Well*Co*M*E (model competition); Guelph, ON

http://www.thesprue.com/events.htm

Mar 26-28  Wizard World Toronto Comic Con (SF

multi-media); Toronto, ON

http://www.wizardworld.com/home-toronto.html

Apr 9-11 Ad Astra (SF literary & costuming); Toronto, ON

http://ad-astra.org/

Apr 9-11 FilkOntario (Filk) Mississauga, ON

http://www.filkontario.ca/

Apr 30 - May 1  IPMS Region 4 Regional Convention (model

competition); Detroit, MI

http://www.ipmswarren.org/

May 14 -16 Boréal, (Literary) Quebec, QC

http://www.congresboreal.ca/

May 21-24 Canvention, hosted by Keycon, (SFF) Winnipeg,

MB

http://www.keycon.org/

May 28-30  Anime North; Toronto, ON

http://www.animenorth.com/main/

May 29  TorCan (model competition); Toronto, ON

http://www.torcan-online.com/app/default.aspx

June 4-6 What-the-Fur (anthro) Montreal, QC

http://whatthefur.ca/

July 3-4 ConBravo (Anime) Oakville, ON

http://conbravo.com/

June 25-27  TwiCon (vampire con - True Blood, Twilight,

Vampire Diaries); Toronto, ON

http://www.twicon.org/

July 8-27 Fantasia (film festival); Montreal, QC

http://www.fantasiafest.com/ 

July 16-18  Polaris - formerly Toronto Trek (SF media);

Toronto, ON

http://www.tcon.ca/polaris/modules/tconguests/

July 22-25 San Diego Comic Con (SF multi-media); San

Diego, CA

http://www.comic-con.org/cci/

July 30 - Aug 1  Creation Convention (Twilight); Toronto,

ON

http://www.creationent.com/cal/twilight_toronto.htm 

FOR PART TWO, GO TO PAGE 21  
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Bulwer–Lytton Fiction Contest

F
rom Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia: The Bulwer-Lytton Fiction Contest (BLFC) is a

tongue-in-cheek contest that takes place annually and is sponsored by the English Department of

San José State University in San Jose, California. Entrants are invited "to compose the opening

sentence to the worst of all possible novels" – that is, deliberately bad.

Entrants in the contest seek to capture the rapid changes in point of view, the florid language, and the atmosphere of the full sentence.

It was a dark and stormy night; the rain fell in torrents, except at occasional intervals, when it was checked by a violent

gust of wind which swept up the streets (for it is in London that our scene lies), rattling along the housetops, and

fiercely agitating the scanty flame of the lamps that struggled against the darkness.

– Edward George Bulwer-Lytton, Paul Clifford (1830)

The opening was popularized by the Peanuts comic strip, in which Snoopy's sessions on the typewriter usually began with It was a

dark and stormy night. The same words also form the first sentence of Madeleine L'Engle’s Newbery Medal–winning novel, A

Wrinkle in Time.

At the January MonSFFA meeting, Joe Aspler gave an excellent presentation on the Victorian author, Edward George Bulwer-

Lytton. He then challenged members to write their own openings to imaginary novels. 

 

Members of MonSFFA, being most loquacious and generally articulate, not to mention always ready to participate in a bit of fun,

immediately set pen to scraps of paper – except, of course, those with Blackberries and other electronic devices of our modern age – 

and with thinking caps on straight, began creating their own over-blown and often ridiculous opening sentences to non-existent novels

(which almost certainly will remain nonexistent for there is a limit to the amount of space the usually tolerant editor of WARP will

allow for rambling, run-on sentences, and one seriously doubts anyone else would publish them either.)

In no particular order, the results of our contest follow:

It was a long and boring meeting, and by long I mean more than ten minutes, I do have ADD you should know (a medically

recognized disorder that affects ones ability to control ones attention)  and by boring I mean not about me, my favourite subject as I

have Narcestic  tendencies (I really like to be the centre of attention) despite being an introvert (wanting to keep out of the limelight,

another way of saying being in the spotlight) so I faked being sick (meaning I had to go vomit) and went to the bathroom (though why

call it that when there is no bath there) and meditated for a while.   – Marc Lombart

A Reader’s Lamentation:  To the end of my days, which, I fear, will not be very far away now, I shall bear burned in the inner

recesses of my battered brain the awful festering imprint left by the mind numbing sight that presented itself to my now withered eyes

after I foolishly opened that thrice accursed blasphemous tome and read aloud the abominable words that left my tongue an ashen

stump, made my ears run with blood and imposed upon me an unquenchable compulsion to write long and convoluted sentences…

  – Sylvain St-Pierre

“We’ve Got to Get Out of This Place”, thought Erik, and break our fast in a way we never do – even though we are Burdened by

many Animals – then reach the house before the rising of he sun.   – Mark Burakoff

Early one grey February morning, while the tired-looking sun was rising lazily over the blue spruces on the eastern slope of the

snowy hilltops, Jennifer, still wiping the sleep form her eyes, was inspired to bake cookies by the sight of the sugar-like snow crystals

which reminded her of the delicious cookies her long-dead grandmother used to make with lots of sugar, flour, milk and especially the

eggs from the brown-speckled hens she herself had raised from chickhood .  – Josée Bellmare, Alice Novo, Cathy Palmer-Lister

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_Bulwer-Lytton,_1st_Baron_Lytton
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_Bulwer-Lytton,_1st_Baron_Lytton
http://www.bulwer-lytton.com/


WARP 73 / Winter 2010 / 14

The sun baked the wooden planks of the pirate ship’s foredeck as Captain Lindsay Bennett Brown placed the heel of the weathered

black leather boot on her prisoner’s crotch, twisting the stiletto deeply into the hapless sailor’s flesh and menacingly whispering, “The

sea is a harsh mistress, and so am I”   – Keith Braithwaite 

BrahvamigKacorajiosaValienteDappere était désespérée, paniquée, entraînant sur ses larges épaules son

vibrant vaisseau spatio-temporel Gallifreyen ressemblant à un arbre en pot, tandis qu'elle était perdue sur

cette planête bleutée, technologiquement retardée, polluée jusqu'à la haute stratosphère par ses habitants

intelligents (Si l'on pouvait s'exprimer ainsi vu leur attitude rétrograde et belliqueuse autodestructrice) au

language barbare inconnu, et la forte Gallifreyenne se demandait aussi si l'équipage disparu depuis

l'écrasement accidentel avait bien pu être littéralement englouti dans le ventre de la population locale!?

 

(Un merci tout particulier à Sylvain Saint-Pierre pour la sélection du dessin inspirationel de mon livre

noir pour effetuer cet exercise.)

The place was the Day’s Hotel (formerly known as the Days Inn, a distinction no one truly understood yet still needed to be made)

on the street locally known as Guy in the city of Montréal (an island rather than a “mount” though a mountain called Mount Royal for

which the island was named did exist upon the island but was nowhere near the hotel in question) in the province of Québec which

was still a part of the country of Canada at the time of our tale on the planet Earth, or Terra, or Sol III depending on which naming

convention you’d rather use, in the Sol Solar system of the Orion arm of the Milky Way Galaxy where at long last, after years of

democratic leadership, Emperor Reischl was finally crowned.  –François Ménard

When the DNA-modified genetic warrior-clones were about to be on the verge of terminating their virtual cyber-raining in using

their psychic energy-blades, bound to them as close as a witch’s familial cat, the Viscount smiles down at her mighty platoon of

regiments and pronounces the commandment to begin our attacking the stellar military’s assembled force of skyboats, in sentences

that have resounded in historical edu-books for star-decades to come: Today the Galaxy, Tomorrow Earth!”  – Danny Sichel 

Why should genius be subject to mockery?
Or 

Those convention-breakers that better evolution

Marquise Boies

Why should an author, Bulwer-Lytton,  as well-known is his

time as Dickens, be ridiculed in ours?  Is it better that the current

web slang or L33T take over?  Should we diminish the quality of

French in schools now or rearrange rules of syntax just to

encourage mental laziness?  Or are we so close to the remote

control that we have a so large deficit of attention and laziness that

we can't handle a literary genre that makes us hold our breath for

a whole sentence?

Has anyone mocking it tried to take up the style seriously for

a whole length of work and realized how much hard work and

dedication to the exercise is needed for it to work?  As anyone

even attempted to publish or master it?

Since Greek antiquity, theatre was of two categories: comedy

and drama.  Even in Cyrano De Bergerac's time the French

Barreau had its own advocates that made certain those rules were

respected (was the heart of what has to be said respected?)

Molière -even if he has serious subject matters to put forward –

had to stick entirely to comedy so folks could make fun of

anything they came to see in the theatre even if it was about

denouncing some social injustice.  While Corneille, who was in the

Drama category, had to make folks cry at the grandeur of sacrifice

and moral values and duty in stories that had no place for laughter;

else it would be badly written... Or would it? 

So it was until something broke conventions in theatre, where

in some remote island of what French folks might have considered

uncultivated illiterates, people were acting short stories in remote

fields.  Activity that was badly seen by some monarchs and

religious authorities of the time, also.  From lack of knowledge of

how to make real theatre emerged something French folks might

at first mock by calling “Theatre romantique” because it emerged

as in real-life drama and laughter and moved folks.  It wasn’t

considered as a real form of art then and still wouldn’t be, if some

monarch then hadn’t authorised and encouraged Shakespear to do

his stuff.  But truly?  It wasn’t comedy!  It wasn’t drama!  Was it

even theatre?  Yet today, we even study him in our French classes

and get a Hollywoodian English actor to play a French captain on

the Enterprise not quoting – as his character should –  Moliere or

Corneille, but Shakespeare profusely.  For any reason anyone

might see here, I see the irony in this.

Though it was vile to established conventions in literature,

Shakespeare worked outside the box and look what it made.  But

if it were from our days I’m certain it wouldn’t work as well

because of Internet and our lower degree of tolerance to readapt

our neurons to attempt to understand what cannot fit into our
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pre-established moulds.

I mean while it might be annoying to some to take two pages

to describe how to get out of a bed in a novel, it would be what in

fact is needed in our day for a programmer in robotic to script to

teach a synthetic being the routine needed to get off the bed the

most naturally possible.  It has to be applauded and acknowledged

as it is rather than be brought down by ridiculing a technique or a

style that might develop a life-saving skill in the future by opposing

what could bring progress from developing its popularity.

Leonardo Da Vinci himself would had made a rather good

animator if given all the advantages of a computer in our times by

having something to help him to lay half work down even if he had

the reputation of not finishing what he started.  I could believe it

has to do with the attitude of his contemporaries to his “useless”

leading-to-nowhere-flying-machine craziness – Just use the guy to

organize funny ridiculous party stunts with his silly gadgets! 

Other mental exercises which may be disrespectfully mocked,

but are also worth curiosity at least and that we don’t see often:

lipograms and antilipos.

With a lipogram in literature, you flush out of your writings a

letter for the whole duration of a story (Anyone read “La

Disparition”?) and still have it make sense and be understood.  So

imagine a story without a letter “e” or “a”.

An antilipo is fairly new to me as I just read of the form last

year.  It seems to be different from the lipogram as it only uses a

single vowel for the whole duration of the novel.

I have no example of the second one and due to its complicated

nature,  I can imagine why it might be rarer than the lipogram.

(I have a character in one of my animated series projects for

whom I have to write omitting words that contain two consonants

because of a speech impairment. So you might imagine.)

Also, a lot of laughter comes when reading new/retro

composed words that help in filling gaps in science or

science-fiction vocabulary that doesn’t exist yet.  Although I do it

a lot, I must say that the Scientifiction one is one of my favourites

and I’m wondering if a genius of compact streamlined design

Bukmeinster Fuller got bashed for his own two words combined

into one?  If so,, is it generous or a mark of jealousy today from

seeing his work in museums?  Or some pulps published that

inspired many contemporary series to our days despite their naive

take?

Can’t anyone respect as much a style of literature rather than

making a form of it just as folks could or should while in dance and

other form of art applaud the hard work and genius of such an

elaborate labourious work if all in the syntax, spelling, grammar

and idea is conveyed?  Can’t anyone realise just how close to

intellectual pushups it is rather than organise empty

Bulwer-Lytton contests with no other reward than just the fun of

being mean to a now deceased visionary?  A misunderstood

visionary, maybe too good or ahead of his time, to be disparaged

by ours?

Should it take again more Michel Tremblay to be more

accepted everywhere in literature and even adapted in English for

his use of local Quebecer slang even for the francophony?  Isn’t

anyone remotely writing in Emile Nelligan’s terms for a “Ah que

la neige a neigée?” that -by the way I could correct easily by “Ah

qu’il a tant et tant neigé?”- because he has been mocked and

ridiculed in his time for it to the point of turning him sick?

Something that made him remembered and eventually appreciated?

Should we just accept those that assume their integrity and

have the courage to go over the conventions and not just offer

literary special effects just to mock the style but assume it to

deliver a genuine content?  Such as for instance writing a whole

novel in the present tense just as well as if it was a TV script?  Or

do we have just to discourage them as if they were lepers under the

mention of them having the right to make a fool of themselves and

everyone else having the right to mock them for their daring feat?

Should such visionaries all have to do as Magnus Scheving and

start their own company to  work at distribution and construction

and character and show to be present in more than 120 countries

and losing their lives to become millionaires and not having the

time to spend their money just to deliver the content of their

message all around the world several times in a month?  Has

anyone known how that could kill and starve anyone who isn’t as

positive or as slightly above average?  Or is it that our society finds

its pleasure in setting tight close boundaries to be more important

than any creative mission and innovation that if someone dares to

get out of the box, they have to be brought down for the pleasure

of everyone that just makes what is already securely established, no

matter if there is something new or unique or not or of any

relevance at all, to just feel comfy in secure boxes?

I would appeal to any readers here to please over all

encountered styles of literature to look  more for the content than

the form and convention; to expand vision and understanding and

help evolution and freedom of narrative method.  There should be

boundaries of course, but over more fundamental basic issues than

how long should be a sentence or at which verb tense it should be

set. We have enough problems in Quebec with school reforms,

why restrain creativity?  Why restrain what makes writing a

pleasure, a mental exercise?  For me, locking literature in such a

tight box – as if it were a coffin –  makes the literary conventions

as dangerous as ignoring a student reaching for the principal in

school because while that person was reaching for help she forgot

to first knock at the door and to salute first as a polite education

requires when all the person has to say was to call the police

because there’s a desperate shooter that just entered in the school

and is about to fire.

Admittedly, the last one wasn’t so ridiculous as badly placed!

And I still maintain it requires great skill and technique to maintain

the rhythm that achieves  a despairing, suspenseful holding breath

effect. �
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The Artists’ Alley

Characters from Blade, a BD by 

Abbas Jamshidi (Bazayochit)

From Marquise Boies, a Galifreyan

Lady plays the Theramin.

�

http://www.flickr.com/search/?q=bazayochit
http://www.marquise.deviantart.com
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The Montreal SF Society

R. Graeme Cameron

Editor of ‘Space Cadet’ & ‘The Canadian Fancyclopedia.’

http://efanzines.com/CanFan/

This is a typical entry in my CanFancyclopedia, which details Canadian fannish history, especially zines, clubs, organizations,

conventions & fannish lore, as well as some of the history of world fandom at large.

My original version crashed and I’ve only recently finished posting all the results of 15 year’s research on to the Hugo-winning

efanzines site hosted by Bill Burns. I call the current version of this ongoing project ‘Version 1’. I will now work on adding more material

and new topics till I feel I have made enough changes to justify creating a ‘Version 2’ which I will then substitute on the efanzines site.

This probably won’t happen for at least a year.

Meanwhile, the current version of the Canadian Fancyclopedia: an Incompleat History of Twentieth Century Canadian Science

Fiction Fandom is well worth perusing (he said humbly). 

 Cheers!  Graeme

 The Montreal SF Society was founded November 15th, 1946 at

McGill University in Montreal, Quebec. It may be the second SF

club to be created in Canada (only the Ontario Science Fictioneers

predates it, as far as I am aware).

Originally called the ‘McGill (University) Science Fiction

Society’, it was intended as a campus SF club “able to use the

facilities of the university as regards clubroom and notices in the

students daily newspaper.” For the purpose of attracting “the

numerous fans presumably residing in the Montreal area... it

adopted the name of ‘Montreal Science Fiction Society’. The two

names were reconciled with great originality by means of the

initials MSFS.” (Source: Moe Diner)

“Jack Bowie-Reed, Basil Rattray, & Moe Diner, the organizers,

found two dozen members in little more than a year, thanks to

publicity in Montreal newspapers & school publications.” -

(Source: Harry Warner Jr.)

Wrote Jack Bowie-Reed, the Montreal SFS “adopted

CENSORED (in 1948) as its club organ, Fred Hurter Jr. (faned of

CENSORED) having happily moved to the ‘City of Sin’, ‘Le petit

Paris’.” Just prior to this however, the club published its first issue

of MOHDZEE, a small 8-page digest-sized zine, in which plans for

the upcoming CENSORED were announced. Readers were invited

to subscribe to CENSORED at 15¢ per issue or 3 for 40¢.

As of February 1948, the staff of the MSFS executive consisted

of: Honourary President - Fred Hurter, President - Moe Diner, 1st

Vice President - Cecil de Bretigny, 2nd Vice-President - Bert Joss,

3rd Vice President - Thomas Buck, Treasurer - Basil Rattray,

Secretary - Jack Bowie-Reed, Recording Secretary - George

Ljelios, & Fanzine Editor - Fred Hurter.

A letter by club treasurer Allan Bernfeld published in

CANADIAN FANDOM #21 (Jun 1954) states: “Just a short note

to acknowledge receipt of the recent issues of CANFAN. I’ve

passed them around at the meetings of the Montreal SF Society

and they have been received with interest. CANFAN may have the

good effect of sparking Fred Hurter into limbering the old multilith

so we can whack out another CENSORED. Our normal two year

publishing hiatus is now stretching itself out into darn near four

years. However, don’t hold your breath until you see the issue.”

There were only two issues of CENSORED published under the

auspices of the Montreal SF Society: #5 in Sep 1948, & #6 some

time in 1951. So the above threat to publish never panned out.

MSFS members Basil Rattray, Moe Diner, Cecil DeBretigny,

Fred Hurter Jr. & Allan Bernfeld are Montreal fans listed in the

CANADIAN FAN DIRECTORY published by the Canadian SF

Association in 1952. Most of the other Montreal fans listed were

probably members of the Montreal SF Society as well. They are:

Ivan M. Aron, E.E. Bennett, M.R. Bercovitch, Bill Black, Peggy

Brighton, M.J. Bubbis, Fred Carrow, Eugene Cartwright, Alex

Church, Edward David, Robert Edgar, John Elder, Leo Ethier,

Charlie Falconer, Dennis Gaherty, Jack Goldwater, Paul

Gorschkoff, Lucien Guimond, Jane A. Halden, Gerri Hale, A.

Held, Vladimir Hospadaruk, A.M. Hunter, Robert A. Joss, Steve

Kennedy, Michael Kensman, Gordon Keys, Norm Kipnis, Nixon

Knowlton, J.L. Lackman, Jaime E. Lanz, Jean Le Bel, Eric B. Le

Clair, Linel Loshak, Douglas B. Lyons, J.E. McAsey, Charles

McHale, Gordon S. McKerrow, Alex Mierzwrinski, John Mileus,

Calvin A. Paterson, Hugh Peak, Anne Perley, Sylvia C. Pett, Mike

R. Quastel, Vera Rawcliffe, C.L. Roach, L.E. Robertson, Al

Rosen, Dave Rosenberg, A. Roston, Sidney Schoner, John E.J.

Sears, David D. Smith, M.E. Stalker, Peter Tamutes, N.J.

Thompson, J. Arthur Thompson, Samuel Trenchard, James Welsh

& George F. White.

The Montreal SF Society was a founding member of the

Canadian Science Fiction Association (of SF Clubs) in 1948. The

CSFA assigned various projects to its member clubs, and for its

contribution the Montreal SF Society undertook “the author

pseudonym project”, which I assume was intended to be a

comprehensive listing of SF authors & all of their pseudonyms.

Don’t know if the project was ever completed.

At some point, probably in the late 1950s, the Montreal SF

Society ceased to exist.

Lots more information on Canadian fandom:

http://efanzines.com/CanFan/

http://efanzines.com/CanFan/
http://efanzines.com/CanFan/
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THE 12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
Josée Bellemare

Gift ideas for the SF fan:

On the first day of Christmas
My true love gave to me
A high definition TV.

On the second day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the third day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me 
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the fourth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Four Tardis keys
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the fifth day of Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Five DVDs

Four Tardis keys
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the sixth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Six movies passes
Five DVDs
Four Tardis keys
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the seventh day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Seven signed pictures
Six movies passes
Five DVDs
Four Tardis keys
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the eighth day of

Christmas,
My true love sent to me
Eight I-pods playing
Seven signed pictures
Six movies passes
Five DVDs
Four Tardis keys
Three cell phones
Two video games 
And a high definition TV.

On the ninth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Nine action figures
Eight I-pods playing
Seven signed pictures
Six movies passes
Five DVDs...etc.

On the tenth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Ten Star Wars helmets
Nine action figures
Eight I-pods playing
Seven signed pictures

Six movies passes
Five DVDs...etc

On the eleventh day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Eleven Stargate patches
Ten Star Wars helmets
Nine action figures
Eight I-pods playing
Seven signed pictures
Six movies passes
Five DVDs...etc.

On the twelfth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Twelve Star Trek phasers
Eleven Stargate patches
Ten Star Wars helmets
Nine action figures
Eight I-pods playing
Seven signed pictures
Six movies passes
Five DVDs...etc.

Gift ideas for the Fantasy fan:

On the first day of Christmas,
My true love gave to me
A castle on a hilltop .

On the second day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop .

On the third day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Three spell books
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop.

On the fourth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Four flaming swords
Three spell books
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop .

On the fifth day of Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Five magic wands
Four flaming swords
Three spell books

Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop.

On the sixth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands
Four flaming swords
Three spell books
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop .

On the seventh day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Seven portraits moving
Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands
Four flaming swords
Three spell books
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop .

On the eighth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Eight lions talking
Seven portraits moving

Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands
Four flaming swords
Three spell books
Two crystal balls
And a castle on a hilltop .

On the ninth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Nine cauldrons bubbling
Eight lions talking
Seven portraits moving
Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands...etc

On the tenth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Ten banners waving
Nine cauldrons bubbling
Eight lions talking
Seven portraits moving

Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands
Four flaming swords

Three spell books
Two crystal balls

And a castle on a hilltop .

On the eleventh day of
Christmas,
My true love gave
to me
Eleven enchanted
mirrors
Ten banners
waving
Nine cauldrons bubbling
Eight lions talking
Seven portraits moving
Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands...etc

On the twelfth day of
Christmas,
My true love gave to me
Twelve silver goblets
Eleven enchanted mirrors
Ten banners waving
Nine cauldrons bubbling
Eight lions talking
Seven portraits moving
Six brooms a-flying
Five magic wands...etc

�
And a castle on a hilltop!
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REVIEWS: MonSFFen are never too shy to speak their minds!

BOOKS

Cathy’s Picks

Rift in the Sky

by Julie E. Czerneda 

Daw, 2009

A complicated novel, Rift in the Sky is the

conclusion of the Stratification series, but

also the prequel to the previous Clan series,

The Trade Pact Universe, and the

in t rod u c t io n  to  th e   upcoming

Reunification series. Aryl has been taking

huge risks in her mission to save what is left

of her clan, the Miri, while respecting the Balance – a treaty

between the 3 races of Cersi.  Until now, Aryl, has managed to

cope with exile and unexpected refugees arriving at the home her

people are carving from the ruins of Sona, but it’s clear the

Balance is tripped, the Oud and Tikitik are at cross-purposes, and

the Om’Ray are bearing the brunt of the fall-out.  Marcus, the

human, is digging up the past, making discoveries bound to bring

in the hyenas of the universe. Secrets the Adepts have kept from

their people are forced into the open. It’s all too much – something

has to give, a choice has to be made. There will be another

migration, but this time it won’t be to another abandoned Om’Ray

village; this migration will impact the entire known universe. 

Lifelode

by Jo Walton

NESFA PRESS, 2009

Time on this world runs at speeds

relative to how far east or west you live.

Travelling in one direction, you’d find

the world slowing down, but travel to the

other, and you’d run into still-living

ancestors who appear God-like to the

rest of the world. 

Applekirk is a happy manor, neither too

far west or east, with just enough Yeya ( we might call it Power)

to keep the manor safe, clean, and well-run. Taveth is

Housekeeper, it’s her Lifelode, and she’s so good at it you might

not even notice her. “When the great events happen, Taveth is in

the kitchen in a waft of the rich yeasty new- bread or in the

garden, shelling peas. Later when the news comes of the invasion

she will be bent over the washtub, soaked to the waist...” 

Taveth, her husband, and the high-born couple who own the

manor are in what we might call an open relationship. Taveth is

Ferrand’s “sweetmate”, and Ranal is Charyra’s. There are children

born to both relationships. It all seems very casual, but it’s based

on trust, a trust which is stretched past its limits with the arrival of

Janikin, a handsome young scholar. It’s especially unfortunate that

his arrival coincides with the homecoming of Hanethe. Hanethe

escaped east after the plague, and her return stirs up a hornet’s

nest. Not only is she an ancestor, some 3 or 4 generations up the

current family’s tree, but she comes fleeing some sort of serious

trouble from the east – home of the gods – and the gods are

coming after her. 

Julian Comstock: A Story of 22nd

Century America

by Robert Charles Wilson

Tor, 2009

This isn’t a story you can put into a neat

pigeon hole. Post-apocalyptic? Well, sort

of. There have been disasters: The

Efflorescence of Oil, the Plague of

Infertility, the False Tribulations, but daily

life is reasonably comfortable, indeed very comfortable for the

well-off class. It’s sort of Steampunk, in a way, since technology

has had to adapt to life without fossil fuels. It’s a world where

people, even well educated people, have forgotten we went to the

moon. The time is the future, but the setting is Earth, an earth that

would not be at all strange to Sherlock Holmes, so can we still call

this science fiction? An alternate history of the future, perhaps?

Never mind– it’s a great story! There’s war and political intrigue,

mystery, self-discovery, scientific discovery, fanatical religious

nuts, not to mention geography as our heroes travel the length and

breadth of the country. Don’t read the reviews or even the inside

flap of the cover, you’ll want to discover this new world for

yourself. Trust me, this is Hugo Award- winning country!

Book Four of Virga: The Sunless Countries

by Karl Schroeder

Tor, 2009

Virga is a balloon, 5000 miles in

diameter, filled with breathable air. Unlike

a Dyson sphere which rotates so that

people can live on the inner skin, this

balloon has no gravity, so  humans have

built towns and cities on wheels within

the space. This makes for intriguing

possibilities. Imagine falling off a world,

spinning off into space, and possibly

landing on another world, or – worst-

case scenario – falling into a midden, a

sort of dead space like the places in our

oceans where the garbage winds up. There is weather in space, and

sound travels. At the centre of Virga, the sun of suns, Candesce,

warms and lights the inner worlds, but further out the towns must

create their own smaller versions of the artificial suns.  In the

Abyss, there are no suns, and now falls an even greater darkness:

the Eternists have taken power and they are rewriting history–

there is nothing beyond Virga, they claim, Virga has always
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existed. Dr Leal Maspeth, historian, knows better, but the

university library is closed by the fanatics, just when she most

needs its resources. For there is a monster in the dark of space,

ships are disappearing, and then even towns start to vanish. Leal

suspects a worldwasp, or some other relic from the construction of

the sphere, or worse, something from outside the wall. It’s

speaking, even shouting at people, but the

message makes no sense. Is it trying to

threaten or warn? 

Unseen Academicals

by Terry Pratchett

Doubleday, 2009

The Wizards of Unseen University are

horrified to discover that a huge bequest

made years ago had strings attached:

they’re expected to play at least one

football match every so many years and

win without using magic. You can die playing foot-the-ball in

Ankh-Morpork’s streets! 

 Everyone knows what Lord Vetinari thinks of the hooligans and

their violence, so Ridcully hopes for an ally, but Lord Vetinari

doesn’t work that way. Just as he organized murder and theft, he

is looking to the wizards to bring order to the mayhem, and he

“suggests” to Ridcully that the wizards would be just the people to

accomplish this feat. And by the way, how is Mr Nutt, he asks.

Mr Nutt, a Goblin,  is a candle dribbler at Unseen University.

Very intelligent and well-educated, he’s so overqualified for his

job, one has to wonder why he’s been assigned to the candle vats

in the cellars. A gentle soul, apparently, though he’s amazingly

strong for his size, so why does Ridcully walk on eggshells around

him? What do the wizards and Lord Vetinari know that Nutt

doesn’t? They can’t be afraid of him, surely?  �

The City & the City

by China Miélville

Random House, 2009

Reviewed by Danny Sichel

 In his 2009 novel, The City & the City,

China Miéville has done something truly

remarkable: he's written a second-order

idiot plot, and made it work. James Blish

coined the term “idiot plot” to describe a

story that can only work if everyone

involved is an absolute &%*$ing IDIOT,

and Damon Knight coined the term “second-order idiot plot” to

describe stories that require everyone in the entire society to be an

idiot. But 

China Miéville's 2009 novel “The City & the City” is, fittingly,

two novels in one – a police procedural, and a hard science

fiction story. And when I say 'hard', I mean it: we could build the

twin cities of Beszel and Ul Qoma today. In fact, we could have

built them a thousand years ago. We just didn't, that's all. One of

the things that we like so much about SF is the sense of wonder –

that frisson of recognizing something totally strange. And here,

the strangeness is entirely

fascinating aspect is how much detail Miéville has put into

developing these two societies – and this society genuinely is two

societies, paradoxically unified by their insistence on remaining

separate from each other. We see that the rest of the world

considers this ridiculous, and perhaps just as importantly we see

that the Besz and the Ul Qomans themselves consider it ridiculous,

but are bound helplessly by the 

advantage to the police procedural genre is that it allows us, the

readers, to be given a guided tour, step-by-step through this urban

dichotomy, these two cities in one. Tyador Borlu is a police

inspector in the city of Beszel, and a woman has been brutally

murdered. Tyador leads us through his investigation, and it's not

too much of a spoiler to say that she's a foreigner, from neither of

these conjoined societies. And as always, outsiders represent

of what Ursula K. Le Guin said about Norman Spinrad's “Iron

Dream”: the beauty of the thing is the idea of it. Two cities, with

two distinct populations, existing in the same space and separated

only by the will of their inhabitants. And this isn't a psychic thing

or any nonsense like that, no - it's entirely psychological. People

from the other city... you simply refuse to acknowledge them. You

don't see them, you don't hear them, you don't react to them. No

matter what they're doing. (This makes driving a challenge.)

Because they're not in your city. And they don't acknowledge you

either, because you're not in their city. No matter what happens,

you're not allowed to see them and they're not allowed to see you.

Even if you're a Beszel cop and someone wearing Ul Qoma colors

commits a murder right next to you... you can't do anything.

Because rules are rules, and you're not allowed to

frustration felt by the protagonist as he deals with the insanities

that make up the very foundation of his society – not just the

homicide cop's standard problems like racist thugs with expensive

lawyers, or angry young political radicals with dangerous ideas,

but Beszel problems like streets whose existence he cannot

acknowledge, or conversations he is forbidden to hear, – and all

of it enforced by the mysterious 

skillful exploration of the difference between what you perceive,

what I perceive, and what actually is.  An excellent novel, and one

that will affect your view of the world around you. Not what I was

expecting, but strongly recommended just the same.

willing to stretch your definition of “science fiction”, then I can

strongly recommend this novel. If you prefer your SF to be more

orthodox, though – if that's not an oxymoron – you may be

disappointed. But then, this is “weird fiction”, with all that

implies. �



WARP 73 / Winter 2010 / 21

MOVIES

AVATAR

Reviewed by Keith Braithwaite

J a m e s  C a m e r o n ’ s

Avatar will soon, if it hasn’t

already, chalk up the biggest

box office haul of all time,

surpassing his own Titanic,

the record-holder for more

than a decade. Both films are

also  among the m ost

expensive movies ever made

and the Canadian-born

writer/director takes full advantage of his astronomical budgets,

putting all of those dollars up on the screen. Cameron is always on

the leading edge of innovative filmmaking technology and his

mastery of the spectacular visual effects blockbuster has helped

propel first Titanic and now Avatar to unparalleled popular appeal,

if not always critical acceptance.

I often find the carping about Cameron’s weak stories and

cheesy dialogue a tad over the top. He’s no Shakespeare, certainly,

but his scripts are not as appalling as some reviewers would have

us believe. The fact is, Cameron’s stories do seem to resonate with

mainstream audiences. And there’s nothing wrong with that.

So while Avatar is perhaps somewhat derivative, the

characters stereotypes, and the plot predictable at times, it all

nonetheless works rather well. The film holds one’s attention from

beginning to end and folk really connect with the central Na’vi

character in particular, warrior-princess Neytiri, largely because of

a heartfelt and marvelously expressive performance by Zoe

Saldana, recently seen in the Star Trek reboot as Uhura.

The motion-capture technology employed to translate her

performance and those of the other actors into the flawlessly

rendered 9-foot-tall, blue-skinned Na’vi succeeds in creating an

unreservedly believable alien. And further, Cameron and his team

have created from the ground up a strikingly beautiful world for

the characters to inhabit.

I saw the film in 3-D, which served to enhance the visual

experience, drawing me deeply into the fictional Pandorian

landscape. Cameron wisely eschewed the kind of obvious shots so

often employed in 3-D movies to maximize the stereoscopic effect.

Such camera work too often takes one out of the moment merely

for the sake of a fleeting View-Master thrill.

With Avatar, Cameron has raised the bar. Don’t wait for the

DVD; catch this one in theatres, for it is a visually—if not

otherwise—ground-breaking science fiction film of the kind not

seen since 2001: A Space Odyssey.

And I really want my own AMP!

�

EVENTS 2010

PART TWO: AUGUST TO SEPTEMBER

Compiled by Dom Durocher & Lynda Pelley

Aug 4-7  IPMS USA National

Convention (model competition);

Phoenix, AZ

http://ipmsusa2010.org/index.html

Aug 12-15  Star Wars Celebration V;

Orlando, FL

http://www.starwarscelebration.com/

Aug 13-15 Otakuthon (anime)

Montreal, QC 

http://www.otakuthon.com/ 

Aug 27-29  Fan Expo (SF multi-media);

Toronto, ON

http://www.hobbystar.com/fanexpo/

September 2-6 AussieCon IV, the 68th

World Con, Melbourne, Australia

http://www.aussiecon4.org.au/

Sept 3-6  Dragon*Con (SF

multi-media); Atlanta, GA

http://www.dragoncon.org/

Oct 1-3  Con*Cept; Montreal, QC

http://www.conceptsff.ca 

Oct 28-30 Gaylaxicon (SFF) Montreal,

QC

http://www.2010.gaylaxicon.org

Oct 28-31 World Fantasy Con 34,

Columbus OH

 http://www.contextsf.org/WFC/

Oct 2  London Scale Model Show

(model competition); London, ON

http://londonscalemodelshow.ca/ 

Oct Ajax Model Show  (date TBA,

usually the weekend before Halloween)

(model competition); Ajax, ON

Nov 19-21  SFContario (SF literary);

Toronto

http://sfcontario.ca/

PART ONE IS ON PAGE 12

http://ipmsusa2010.org/index.html
http://www.starwarscelebration.com/
http://www.otakuthon.com/%20
http://www.hobbystar.com/fanexpo/
http://www.aussiecon4.org.au/
http://www.dragoncon.org/
http://www.conceptsff.ca
http://www.2010.gaylaxicon.org
http://www.contextsf.org/WFC/
http://londonscalemodelshow.ca/
http://sfcontario.ca/
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MonSFFAndom

Keith Braithwaite

With this installment of “MonSFFAndom,” we’ll review the latter half of 2009. In keeping with the format recently

introduced by Warp editor Cathy Palmer-Lister, we’ll run it all month-to-month, June to December.

Except where noted, photos are courtesy of Bernard Reischl. 

JUNE

June 14  MonSFFA meetingth

The June drew a goodly crowd for a primer on

gaming and a 40th anniversary retrospective of the

Saturday-morning cartoon adventures of Scooby Doo.

Christopher Hammock opened the meeting with a brief history

of the gaming industry, from the arrival of the fantasy role-playing

game Dungeons and Dragons and its many imitators in the 1970s

through the introduction of the collectible card games of the

1990s. Chris touched on those not always successful games built

around licensed entertainment franchises like Star Trek and Star

Wars, and covered the .pdf and POD – Print on Demand –

publishing common in the industry today. In the 1980s,

conservative religious groups denounced game manufacturers,

MonSFFen learned, objecting to the wizards, demons, and other

supernatural denizens populating so many fantasy RPGs. Chris

fielded questions from his audience as he outlined the various

gaming systems developed over the years and highlighted some of

the most popular of contemporary games, like the Lovecraft-based

Call of Cthulhu, science fictional Traveller, and Star Wars Saga

Edition. It was noted that Dungeons and Dragons, now in its

fourth edition, remains one of the most popular games around.

Following the mid-meeting break, Theresa Penalba

and Josée Bellemare took the floor for a fond look

back at 40 years of Scooby Doo. Interestingly, the

goofy Great Dane might have been a sheepdog and

was originally conceived as a sidekick rather than the

star of the show. Further, until shortly before the

series premiered, his name was “Too Much”. TV

executive Fred Silverman, who had planted the idea for the series

in the minds of William Hanna and Joseph Barbera, made the last

minute name change after listening to Frank Sinatra crooning

“Doobie doobie doo” on his hit record Strangers in the Night.

The cartoon dog and his four human companions first chased

across TV screens in September of 1969, their sci-fi and horror-

tinged mystery-solving exploits proving a hit for CBS. The show’s

robust audience share during its first season has never been

equalled by any other Saturday-morning series. Scooby Doo ran

for many years in various incarnations and our panellists detailed

the many new characters, co-stars, and guest stars introduced

along the way. Direct-to-video movies have come more recently,

the latest of these released last April. 40 years after their first

appearance, the adventures of Scooby, Shaggy, Fred, Daphne, and

Velma continue to entertain millions in over 50 countries.

The June meeting was to have included a trial run for a new

fund-raising concept the club is developing. For a couple dollars

a throw, MonSFFen could try their luck at a series of SF/F-themed

games of skill and chance and accumulate points towards a number

of select prizes. But two of the four coordinators of this “Sci-Fi

Fair”, so dubbed, were unavoidably absent the meeting and the try-

out was postponed until the club’s August 23 get-together.

We thank Chris, Theresa, and Josée for the afternoon’s

programming, and acknowledge, as well, those folk who helped to

plan and run the meeting.

JULY

Super Fund-Raising Raffle

MonSFFA’s Super Fund-Raising Raffle was set up to raise cash

specifically for the club’s planned activities at Anticipation. 56

tickets were sold at $5 each, netting the club a total of $280.

Four winning tickets were drawn at Polaris 23 in Toronto on

Sunday, July 12. The winners are: Sylvain St-Pierre, who won

autographed photos of both William Shatner and Leonard Nimoy;

Mark Burakoff, who snared a finely detailed showpiece figure of

one of Battlestar Galactica’s Cylons; Theresa Penalba, who

received a tabletop model of the Doctor’s TARDIS; and Richard

Astley, who picked up a couple of SF movies on Blu-Ray.

Congratulations to our winners and thanks to all those who

purchased tickets in support of the cause. Thanks, as well, to those

who donated these premium prizes.

In all, fund-raising operations aimed at helping to finance

MonSFFA’s Anticipation activities have brought in $440. As our

“Welcome to Montreal” room party is to be the club’s main event

and the most costly, we have decided to devote all of the money

raised to this soirée. We were thus good for roughly a third of

projected expenses, the balance to come from party co-sponsor

Con*Cept and other sources.

Excitement mounted as Montreal’s first ever Worldcon

approached

Organizing and running a Worldcon is no easy task, requiring

countless hours of work on the part of a battalion of volunteers

drawn from sources local, national, and international. MonSFFen

were among those volunteers who had undertaken to bring

Anticipation to life from August 6-10.  Through Impulse, the club

saluted the efforts of all involved, wishing co-chairs René Walling

and Robbie Bourget, and their team, a good con!

In July, we began to prepare for the MonSFFA / Con*Cept

room party at Anticipation.
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2009 Barbecue Rained Out

For the first time since the event’s inception, MonSFFA’s annual

summer barbecue was rained out, on both the July 26 scheduled

date and the August 2 back-up date. Sacrifices to the weather gods

were apparently wanting.

AUGUST

MonSFFA, Con*Cept Welcome TAFF Delegate to Montreal

On the eve of the Worldcon, MonSFFA and Con*Cept

welcomed a visiting British fan, here as a representative of

European fandom.

As a gesture of friendship, Steve Green, this year’s

TAFF delegate, was treated to a platter of Montreal’s

famous smoked meat by representatives of both MonSFFA

and Con*Cept earlier this month at the Dunn’s restaurant

on Metcalfe.

TAFF is short for Transatlantic Fan

Fund, which sponsors a European fan’s trip

to a North American convention, and vice

versa, similar to our own trans-Canadian

CUFF, or Canadian Unity Fan Fund.

Over the savoury meal and several pints

of ale, the genial Steve, in Montreal for

Anticipation, this year’s Worldcon,

entertained with tales of British fandom. He stayed with

MonSFFen Ann Methe and Jean-Pierre Normand for the few

days prior to his checking in at the

Delta for the convention. Cathy

Palmer-Lister organized the dinner

and led the contingent of local fans

who welcomed Steve and a few

other out-of-towners to the city for

the Worldcon.

We all look forward to reading

Steve’s trip report, the publication of which is customary for any

beneficiary of the TAFF.

Anticipation: 67  World Conth

Post-event buzz on Anticipation, the 67th

World Science Fiction Convention, has been

largely positive. While there were a few

glitches, Montreal’s first Worldcon seems to

have unfolded without any major problems

arising.

Of a reported total of 4401 who purchased

memberships, just over 3500 attended the

convention, including a couple of hundred or

so single-day visitors.

Anticipation presented attendees with an engaging diversity of

programming, offering a few unique experiences like homegrown

rock star Melissa Auf der Maur’s presentation of her new

multimedia project, Out of Our Minds. Gaming enthusiasts were

invited to play Ningen-Senkan (Sensuikan), or Human Battleship,

a war game similar to live chess popular at Japanese SF/F

conventions. The thought-provoking conversation between Hugo

Award-winning science fiction writer Charles Stross and

renowned economist Paul Krugman was of particular note, as

were pretty much any of the events featuring Guest of Honour

Neil Gaiman. Well received was the busy agenda aimed at young

children and teens, featuring discussions, demonstrations,

workshops, and arts and crafts sessions.

For the most part, programming got good grades, although more

than a few folk complained of too many changes to the schedule

and found the pocket programme guide and daily pink-sheet

updates inadequate.

The Worldcon’s centerpiece Hugo

Awards were handed out Sunday evening,

August 9, at which time people got a first

look at the exquisite trophy Seattle-based

artist Dave Howell had

designed for Anticipation. His

granite base orbited by a

curved metal name plate and

inlaid with a Canadian maple-

leaf motif atop of which sits the traditional silver

rocket forms one of the most striking Hugo trophies in

years.

Anticipation’s programme included other awards

ceremonies, as well: Canada’s Auroras, Quebec’s Prix

Boréal, the Association of Science Fiction and Fantasy

Artist’s Chesley Awards, the Sidewise Award for

Alternate History, the Golden Duck Award for Children’s and

Young Adult Science Fiction, the Prometheus Awards, and the

First Fandom Awards. Indeed, a special programming event shone

the spotlight on many of the world’s SF awards, from Poland’s

Janusz A. Zajdel and Israel’s Geffen honours to Japan’s Seiun and

Australia’s Ditmar prizes.

The art show and masquerade were perhaps small by Worldcon

standards but of high quality. The dealers’ area catered primarily

to readers, with table after table stacked high with novels. On the

last day of the con, one vendor loudly proclaimed as he thanked all

within earshot that he had

sold every last one of his

books.

The sprawling exhibits

area featured a variety of

interesting displays, many

devoted to fannish history.

MonSFFA’s showcase, put

together for the occasion by

K e i t h  B r a i t h w a i t e ,

provided a quick and colourful overview of club activities. Fan

Guest of Honour Taral Wayne’s apartment, meanwhile, had been

recreated full-scale by means of a series of photographic blow-ups,

providing an approximation of his living room and bedroom,

complete with shelves full of fanzines and collectibles, and his

award-winning art hanging on the walls.

Back issues of Warp and Impulse were among the sampling of

publications available for perusal and purchase in the adjacent

fanzine lounge. A working Gestetner was on hand, too, which

Steve shows Keith how to

drink beer.

Photo courtesy of Barbara Silverman
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several fan-eds employed to produce a ’zine on site the old-

fashioned way.

The room parties, not the least

o f which was our own

M o n S F F A / C o n * C e p t -

s p o n so red  “W e l c o m e  t o

M o n t r e a l / B i e n v e n u e  à

Montréal” reception were a

highlight of the convention for

many, and the con suite kept

everyone well fed and watered,

serving up daily a wonderfully

appetizing spread.

Comments posted to date

suggest that many folk thoroughly enjoyed not only the Montreal

Worldcon, but the city itself.

To co-chairs René Walling and Robbie Bourget, and the many

volunteers, local, national, and international, who put together and

ran Anticipation, MonSFFA offers congratulations on a job well

done.

MonSFFA, Con*Cept Make a Big Splash with Worldcon

Room Party( photos courtesy of Joseph Aspler)

MonSFFA and Con*Cept pooled resources to host a room party

at Anticipation on Friday

e v e n i n g ,  A u g u s t  7 ,

welcoming world wide

fandom to Montreal. Our

party was tremendously

well received by the many

revellers who paid us

repeated visits on the

busiest party night of the

convention. Exuberantly

welcomed to the affair by

greeter Lindsay Brown, an estimated 250 people from near and

far relished the delicious

smoked meat sandwiches and

fresh Montreal-style bagels

our kitchen crew were serving

pretty much non-stop all

evening. A variety of cold

beers complemented the good

eats.

Table hockey sets placed

around the two-storey party

suite as part of our sports-

themed decoration drew the

attention of some folk, who sat down to play a few games. Other

of our guests enjoyed the club’s fan films, which were playing on

a television wired for that purpose. Several of our stock of

MonSFFilms DVDs had been sold by evening’s end.

Our room party succeeded beyond expectations and both

MonSFFA and Con*Cept made a big splash at Anticipation as a

result. We would be remise if we were not to mention the

Herculean labour put in by our party team setting up and running

the event.

The weekend before the affair, Berny Reischl, Julia Sinclair,

Lindsay Brown, and Mark Burakoff shopped for most of

consumables and supplies required. Keith Braithwaite picked up

the beer. Drivers Julia, Lindsay, Keith, Cathy Palmer-Lister, and

Sean Peatman shared transportation tasks. Theresa Penalba,

meanwhile, fashioned a Stanley Cup replica as a decorative

centerpiece and everyone provided sports-related items with which

to dress up the suite. A variety of food preparation utensils, hot

plates, pots, coolers, and such were also volunteered by team

members. Cathy saw to Con*Cept’s contributions. Finally, Berny

produced signage for the party and posters advertising the event,

as well as souvenir stickers that would be affixed to the convention

badges of our guests.

A few hours before festivities were

scheduled to begin, Berny and Julia picked

up our order of smoked meat, some 40

pounds of the stuff. We then moved the

supplies into our suite and while Berny

supervised the set-up of a makeshift

kitchen, Keith and Sean saw to the

decorations and signage. Sean also

managed to hook up the room’s television

to his portable DVD player, saving us the

need to pull out the TV we had brought for the purpose of

s c r e e n i n g  o u r

MonSFFilms. Keith and

Lindsay m ad e  th e

rounds of the hotel’s

party floors, putting up

the posters Berny had

produced trumpeting

our event.

We opened our doors

at about 8:30PM and

Lindsay spent much of

her evening as our greeter, assisted periodically by Keith and Sean.

Berny prepared the smoked meat

while Cathy made and served the

sandwiches. Julia offered our guests

bagels and Mark tended bar. Keith,

Sean, and Phil Simard circulated

during the party, helping where

needed, refilling chip bowls, or

running ice up to the bathtub, which

served as our beverage cooler.

After the last guest had departed,

everyone pitched in to clean up and break it all down, including

John Matthias, a former MonSFFAn now living in central

Ontario, who was attending the convention and catching up with

old friends.

The party was a success because of the concerted effort of

the above-mentioned volunteers on behalf of both MonSFFA

and Con*Cept. A big thank-you to all of them!

August 23  MonSFFA Meetingrd

August 23 saw the club hold a dry run of its new “Sci-Fi Fair”

Co-chairs Robbie Bourget & René

Walling, photo c courtesy of Joe Aspler

Lloyd & Yvonne Penney, good friends to

both MonSFFA & Con*Cept.
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fund-raising concept,  but not before hosting a quick feedback

panel on the recently wrapped Montreal Worldcon, Anticipation,

and talking over plans for the production of the club’s next fan

film.

A poll of the room

found that all but a few of

the 30 or so present had

attended Anticipation. As

folk offered opinion on

the Worldcon, club VP

Keith Braithwaite took

notes to be passed along

to Anticipation.

Programming content

was rated top-notch by

many. The con suite and

m a s q u e r a d e  s c o r e d

particularly well, and the number and quality of the room parties

was applauded, including the MonSFFA/Con*Cept effort Friday

evening, which, by all accounts, proved one of the most popular.

A few areas drew criticism but generally, the event was praised,

with people remarking that overall, they enjoyed the experience.

The meeting immediately moved to a discussion of the club’s

next video project. Keith outlined a story pitting stranded

motorists against a werewolf, the favoured of several proposals

considered by the MonSFFilms special interest group in previous

meetings held over the summer. The requirements of the

production were listed, logistics discussed, and various pre-

production tasks assigned. A good number of folk signed on and

the crew will meet again soon for an update and to further the

project along.

To inspire the club’s filmmakers, Berny Reischl treated the

assembly to an early short film by the director of this summer’s sci-

fi sensation, District 9.

Following the mid-meeting break, Keith, Berny, Mark

Burakoff, and Lindsay Brown introduced their notion of having

an amusing time while raising funds for the club. Their “Sci-Fi

Fair”, patterned after the kind of fund-raiser often held by church

or community groups, was designed to get away from the

raffle/auction model the club has employed for too many years in

favour of something fresh and fun. Thus were set up a number of

games of skill and chance, like the bean-bag throws and fish ponds

of so many of the church-basement fairs enjoyed in our collective

youth. But for MonSFFA’s purposes, the games were dressed up

in a sci-fi theme.

Keith turned a simple fish pond

into the Black Lagoon, with the fish

becoming the Creature, and various other aquatic denizens of sci-

fi. The bean-bag throw he converted into a game in which “Rebel

pilots” fired at the Death Star’s infamous thermal exhaust port.

Berny, meanwhile, put together a

Star Trek-based game that had

blindfolded “starfleet doctors”

opening Medusan ambassador

Kollos’ containment unit, racing

against the clock to locate and

remove a damaged organ in order

to save his life. Be sure to extract

the right organ, however, lest the

ambassador die on your operating

table! The cardboard box Berny

had painted to represent the

ambassador’s holding bin was filled

with styrofoam packing peanuts,

small balloons, and other squishy, weird-feeling objects

representing the Medusan’s innards.

Mark and Lindsay set up a pair of target games, his a Nerf rifle

range with various movie monsters and aliens in the crosshairs,

hers a bowling alley with the plastic pins painted as evil alien

invaders that had to be knocked down in order the save the Earth.

With the game stations set up and the rules explained, tickets

were sold and folk circulated as at a carnival midway, trying their

hand at the different challenges. Small coloured beads were

awarded participants for each try and more for every point scored.

At the end of the afternoon, the player having collected the most

beads got first pick of a number of premium prizes, the second

most, second choice, and so on.

Following the fun, members provided constructive feedback on

the whole affair, suggesting a few tweaks here and there for next

time. This trial of our new Sci-Fi Fair proved successful, bringing

in just over $70 for the club’s coffers. A full-blown fair is planned

in future, perhaps to be combined with a bake sale.

We thank all those club members who planned and ran this

meeting.

SEPTEMBER

Con*Cept 2009 to Mark Convention’s 20th Anniversary in

October:

MonSFFA founded Con*Cept in 1989, establishing Montreal’s

first annual fan-run science fiction and fantasy convention.

Con*Cept’s philosophy then, as now, was to explore the domains

of science fiction and fantasy by providing area and visiting fans

Back of Anticipation T-shirt worn to Aug

meeting, courtesy Marc Lombart
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with a variety of entertaining things to do over the course of the

event, anchored by a series of informative presentations and

spirited panel discussions.

We were pleased to plug the upcoming local sci-fi convention,

for which MonSFFA has a unique fondness.

Condolences to MonSFFen Cathy and Danny

In this month’s Impulse, the club offered its sincere condolences

to Cathy Palmer-Lister, who recently lost her dear mother, and

Danny Sichel, who mourns his cherished Marina “Rie” De

Schutter, departed, sadly, far too soon.”

September 20  MonSFFA Meetingth

Keith Braithwaite and Leslie Lupien opened September’s

gathering with the fascinating stories of how a number of

Hollywood science fiction movies were planned, developed, but

never, ultimately, filmed.

These included a collaboration between acclaimed director

Stanley Kubrick and SF giant Arthur C. Clarke on an adaptation

of Clarke’s novel Childhood’s End, the premise of which – man

the result of god-like aliens having seeded Earth eons ago and

destined to become a higher being himself – as considered too

controversial at the time. And it was feared that the Overlords

featured in the book, Satan-like in their appearance and the basis

for man’s devil mythologies, would not play well in middle

America. In the end, Kubrick and Clarke abandoned the project

and instead, adapted one of Clarke’s short stories. 2001: A Space

Odyssey was the result.

Keith and Leslie also revealed that movies like Dune, Aliens vs.

Predator, and other turkeys would have differed for the better had

earlier visions prevailed. 

The second part of the meeting focussed on unsold sci-fi

television series pilots, Keith providing a number of unintentionally

hilarious video clips from such proposed series as Wishman, circa

early 1980s and starring a pre-Terminator Linda Hamilton, and

Baffled, featuring a post-Star Trek Leonard Nimoy as a race car

driver who crashes and awakes with psychic powers. Many of the

concepts were over-the-top ridiculous, even for sci-fi TV, and it’s

no surprise they were rejected by networks.

Other potential shows might have been pretty cool, like

Aquaman, a proposed Smallville spin-off, and Robinsons, a Lost

in Space update.

Marquise Boies joined Keith at the dais to recount her own

experiences in local television trying to get an animated series

made built around characters she had created. Through numerous

producers and many reworkings a frustrated Marquise found it

increasingly difficult to hold on to her original concept. Her

characters never made it to screen and she walked away from the

experience a little wiser in the wacky ways of television

production.

OCTOBER

Impulse skips a beat!

Impulse did not publish in October, as various real-world

obligations combined to place additional demands on editor Keith

Braithwaite’s time, preventing him from completing an issue that

month. A brief note of explanation and accompanying meeting

notice was distributed to members in place of the news bulletin.

Items scheduled to have run in October were abridged and bumped

into the November and December issues.

Con*Cept 2009

(Photographs courtesy of Con*Cept)

This year’s roster of headlining guests was all Canadian!

Actress Karen Cliche is a former Montrealer who has starred in,

among other productions, genre TV’s Vampire High, Mutant X,

and Flash Gordon. Her most recent movie appearance is in Saw

VI, the latest chapter of the popular horror franchise. 

Ontario-based author Kelley Armstrong has populated her

Otherworld series with witches, werewolves, demons, vampires,

and other supernatural races. This collection of paranormal

suspense novels features a number of engaging female characters

like the werewolf Elena Michaels, witch Paige Winterbourne, and

half-demon Hope Adams. Titles include Bitten, Dime Store Magic,

Haunted, Living With the Dead, and her latest, Frostbitten. She

also penned the Darkest Powers trilogy, a young adult urban

fantasy centred on a teenaged girl who can see ghosts and raise the

dead. 

Francophone author GoH was

Natasha Beaulieu, who wrote

the dark fantasy Cités intérieures

books.

Olivier Xavier is a local make-

up artist and special effects expert

whose credits include The Secret

Adventures of Jules Verne,

Grande Ourse, Witchboard III: The Possession, Journey to the

Centre of the Earth, Supernatural, and the Montreal production of

Dracula, the Opera.  Filling out the bill were Chandra X-Ray

Observatory scientist and educator Donna Young, award-winning

fantasy-flavoured portrait artist Sybiline, Celtic folk singer and

recording artist Heather Dale, and accomplished filker Phil Mills.

Outgoing Con*Cept chair Cathy Palmer-Lister estimates that

the 2009 edition of the con drew about half the people it had the

previous year, perhaps as few as 125 or so paying attendees.

Karen Cliche  & Kelly Armstrong 

Yves Meynard & Natasha Beaulieu
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Surpluses realized in prior years should offset this year’s loses but

as a result, Con*Cept 2010 will have to start from square one

financially.

With Con*Cept 2009 coming so soon –  first weekend of

October – after the Montreal Worldcon in August, it is not

unreasonable to speculate that some folk who might normally have

attended skipped the local con this year, having exhausted their

budgets at the Worldcon. This is not unusual, we are given to

understand, and many North American cons either scale back or

take the year off when the

Worldcon comes to their

town. But Con*Cept was

celeb rating i ts  20 th

anniversary and the con

had hoped to benefit from

good word of mouth at

t h e  W o r l d c o n .  I n

hindsight, the con would

have been better off

skipping 2009.

Con*Cept’s perennial

problem of understaffing

is at least equally to blame for this year’s poor attendance,

however, in that promotion and advertising suffered from

particular neglect this year. With too few volunteers to properly

attend to all the organizational details leading up to the event,

things don’t get done on time, if at all.  Nobody’s fault, really, but

a detriment all the same. It is a tribute to the determination of the

overworked Con*Cept team that the affair manages, year after

year, to take place at all! And to consistently earn the praise of

attendees, who enjoy and appreciate the inviting and lively

ambience that has come to define the convention.

Con*Cept’s driving force for almost a decade, chair Cathy

Palmer-Lister, had earlier in the year announced that she intended

to resign after Con*Cept 2009 and at closing ceremonies received

heartfelt applause for her many years of dedication to the con. We

are encouraged by the number of people, a few enthusiastic

newcomers among them, who stepped up as Cathy stepped down,

including a prospective new chair. And Cathy seems amenable to

continuing to serve, probably in some advisory role.

Long live Con*Cept! So say we all!

Thank you, Anticipation! 

MonSFFA was appreciative of  a gift made to the club by the

folks at Anticipation. A box full of stationery supplies left over

after the successful Montreal Worldcon was recently delivered to

MonSFFA.

October 18  MonSFFA Meetingth

October’s meeting saw Keith  Braithwaite and Danny Sichel

give a presentation on zombies, citing the seminal films of George

A. Romero as the definitive take on zombies. Keith screened a

variety of clips from Romero’s films and others, illustrating the

evolving behaviour of zombies in cinema and, of course, the blood-

splattering gore that is characteristic of these movies. Featured in

film, genre literature, comics, and even video games, zombies are

often employed as a metaphor for the darker side of our consumer

culture, for instance, or the anxieties we experience in modern

society.

Following the mid-meeting break, several MonSFFen stepped up

to talk for a few minutes each on a favourite SF/F film, television

series, novel or short story, comic book, or CD that they felt their

fellow club members might value as an under-appreciated

masterpiece, a forgotten classic, or simply a worthy rarity.

NOVEMBER

Steve Green Sends Thanks for Hospitality

We received an e-mail from UK fan,  Steve Green, who

attended Anticipation as the TAFF – Transatlantic Fan Fun –

delegate. MonSFFen Jean-Pierre Normand and Ann Methe

were pleased to put Steve up for a few days while he was in

Montreal and MonSFFA and Con*Cept treated him to a smoked

meat dinner and a few pints of ale as welcome on the eve of the

Worldcon. Steve writes: 

Finally catching up with my reading after returning from

New York exactly one month ago (the final stage of my TAFF

trip) and just read Impulse (volume 13, number 7). As was

probably very apparent, I had a tremendous time in Montreal

in the lead-up to Anticipation, and the hospitality MonSFFA

members extended meant I could both relax after the trip over

from the UK (my first journey outside Europe) and gear

myself up for the next three weeks. Please do reiterate to

everyone how grateful I am for their friendship and

generosity; I hope some day very soon that European fandom

can do the same for a Canadian TAFF delegate.

Kindest Regards,

Steve

We are glad that our new friend enjoyed his time in Montreal and

we look forward to reading his TAFF trip report.

November 22  MonSFFA Meeting Welcomes Guest Speakersnd

Leslie Lupien, acting as moderator, opened proceedings by

welcoming guest speakers Mark Shainblum, Claude Lalumière,

and Jean-Louis Trudel –  published authors all – to the dais for

a discussion of recent trends in SF/F literature. In a wide-ranging

discussion peppered with numerous questions and comments from

the audience, the common observation of our guests was that

science fiction is in decline. Perhaps because the pace of

technological progress is such that it often outpaces the fiction, or

perhaps because the science of today is harder for the layman to

grasp – a damning comment on our public education system, some

opined – the most noticeable trend in science fiction publishing is

that fewer SF books are to be found on bookshelves. Fantasy is

faring better, particularly that of the paranormal romance variety,

which seems to be the trendy thing at the moment.

Our guests made clear that they write about that which interests

Con*Cept anniversary cake
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them first and foremost, and not necessarily about what they think

might be the next big thing. The classification of stories into this or

that genre for marketing purposes, it was put forth, probably does

more harm than good. There are plenty of mainstream books that

are, by any definition of the term, science fiction! But these are not

sold as science fiction.

The discussion also touched on movements within the SF writing

community that strictly promote one or the other approaches to

the science employed in science fiction. Our guests dismissed the

notion that SF writers are supposed to predict the future. History

shows that they often fail dramatically to do so.

The second half of the meeting saw Keith Braithwaite run a

brief game that challenged members’ knowledge of the characters,

settings, and notable things associated with a selection of SF/F

novels, films, and TV shows. Club president Berny Reischl bested

his fellow MonSFFen and won the complete Time Tunnel

television series on DVD as a prize.

We thank our guest speakers, along with Leslie and Keith, and

those club members who helped plan and run this meeting.

DECEMBER

MonSFFA preps for 2010

Impulse ran the meeting dates which had been selected for 2010,

and detailed procedures for the upcoming election of the club’s

2010 Executive Committee, scheduled to take place at the first

meeting of the new year.

MonSFFA Christmas Dinner and Party

The club held its traditional festive soirée in celebration of

Christmas on Saturday evening, December 5. Close to 30 folk

chatted affably while enjoying a meal and the salad buffet at the

downtown Scores restaurant on Ste-Catherine street. After dinner,

some of the party-goers repaired to the “Not So Privateer” club,

our usual seasonal watering hole, the Park Place Bar, spruced up

some and operating under a new name. There, the smaller group

bellied up to the bar, or the backroom pool table for several hours

of stick, and continued their conversations as the night unfolded.

Despite the quantities of beer and liquor consumed, some rather

good ideas came out of the evening with regard to club operations,

promotions, fund-raising, and such. Heck, maybe we should hold

our BoA meetings in a bar!

In addition to the traditional Christmas party raffle, we held our

first “Rewards Raffle” draw which we offered exclusively to  those

club members who ran programming or volunteered their time to

the club during the past year a humble thank-you for their efforts.

This program, conceived of and overseen by co-VP Lindsay

Brown, awarded club members “participation coupons” for each

applicable volunteer action performed in 2009. It is these coupons

that served as Rewards Raffle tickets in this exclusive draw.

Not every of our coupon-holders, of course, was going to walk

away with a prize, but all of them had a chance at winning one of

the prizes and the club took this opportunity to thank for their

efforts each and every MonSFFAn who ran programming in 2009

or otherwise volunteered. This club runs on the involvement of its

members and your having taken part is greatly appreciated. 

Our first Rewards Raffle saw four winners and each received a

nice gift as a modest token of thanks.

We have decided to run this same rewards-for-participation

program again in 2010 and we encourage club members to

volunteer to give a presentation or sit on a panel at a MonSFFA

meeting, volunteer time at the club table during a convention, or

help out with one of the club’s special projects. The more you

participate, the more coupons you’ll receive and the better become

your chances of winning one of the Rewards Raffle prizes come

our 2010 Christmas party. But more importantly, you will have the
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satisfaction of having contributed to your club, and you will find

that there’s a lot of fun to be had in so doing. The more each of us

puts into MonSFFA, the more we’ll all receive in return!

Also, as is our custom at Christmastime, we collected toys and

non-perishable food items at the party for donation to Sun Youth’s

Christmas Basket Drive. The contributions of MonSFFen put food

on the Christmas table and toys under the tree for some of the less

fortunate in our community. Well done, people.

Our thanks to club co-VP Keith Braithwaite, who saw to the

delivery of the collected items to Sun Youth. Keith also booked

the bar for us and provided several hours of mixed music for the

occasion. Thanks are due, as well, MonSFFA president Berny

Reischl, who saw to our reservations at Scores. And finally,

thanks, of course, to Deb and her staff at the “Not So

Privateer”, who again warmly hosted our group, as they have for

many years, now.

We trust all of our members and friends enjoyed a very merry

Christmas, and a happy New Year.

�

And in other fan news....

Cathy Palmer-Lister

DUFF: The Down Under Fan Fund

Fan funds are set up to help deserving fans travel to distant

conventions. Remember meeting Steve Green in August? Steve

was the winner of the TAFF, which I believe is the oldest of the

fan funds.  DUFF was founded in 1972 to encourage closer ties

between Australasian and North American fans. The winner of the

current DUFF race will have financial assistance from the fund to

travel to the World Con in Australia. In return the candidate is

expected to administer the fund, help raise funds for the next

round, and also write a trip report. The trip reports are usually sold

as part of the fund raising efforts. Guy and Rose Lillian

(Challenger) won in 2003 and I so enjoyed reading their report. 

I don’t know about you, dear reader, but I cannot afford to

attend the World Con in Melbourne, so I’m going to have to

experience it vicariously through trip reports, and I am so proud

to have been asked to support Jeff Boman’s candidacy.

Jeff is well-known to Montreal fandom as he has far-ranging

interests in many aspects of fandom and supports many of our

conventions and clubs. 

He won the Aurora Award in 2009   for his zine, The Original

Universe, which he started in 2007. He created an APA in 1990

called Comicopia which is still in print and was a contributor to 4

different APAs for nearly 20 years. So far, he has had 13 letters

published in different comics, and he is a regular letterhack in 4

different SF zines. He is into gaming, too; his first published

adventure was in 1995 for the Cyberpunk game. He was involved

in conrunning, being a valued member of the Con*Cept concom

from 1993-1999.

So, from one fan-ed to another – GO JEFF!!! 

To cast your vote for the Duff Candidate of your choice, go to:

http://wrevenge.com/duff2010/index.html

The Aurora Awards

By the time you read this, nominations for the Prix Aurora

Award will have closed. I’ve heard there were few nominators on

the Francophone side, which is disappointing. 

On the Anglophone side, there were so many

good books eligible this year, I found it hard to

choose. I noticed that quite a few of the authors

have appeared at Con*Cept.  This site has a very

g o o d  l i s t  f o r  e l i g i b l e  w o r k s :

http://www.canadiansf.com/ 

The categories for fan awards should be very

interesting. Already I have heard that Lloyd Penny

is on the short list, congratulations, Lloyd!  I know several fans

i n  l o c a l  c i r c l e s  w e r e  o n  t h e  e l i g i b i l i t y l i s t ,

http://www.prix-aurora-awards.ca/English/home.htm (Click links

in the left margin). Clint Budd will be publishing the final ballot as

soon as he and Cliff have notified all the nominees. 

Winners will be announced at Keycon which is

hosting Canvention this year on May 23  at therd

Radisson Hotel, Winnipeg, Manitoba. 

Constellation Awards 

Andrew Gurudata has announced the opening

of the Constellation Award nominations.

http://constellations.tcon.ca/  The Constellations

More fan photos available on line: http://gallery.me.com/breischl#gallery

http://www.monsffa.com/monsffa_photos/Aug2009Meeting_ML/index.html

For Con*Cept:  http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=17810042504

& Also:  http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=17810042504#!/event.php?eid=108312749118&index=1

Anticipation website:    http://www.anticipationsf.ca/ Con*Cept website:  http://www.conceptsff.ca/

Steve Green’s newsletter, The FortnightlyFix is available for download from our trading post:

http://www.monsffa.com/monsffahtml/tradingpost.html

http://www.challzine.net/
http://www.prix-aurora-awards.ca/
http://efanzines.com/OriginalUniverse/index.htm
http://efanzines.com/OriginalUniverse/index.htm
http://www.comicspace.com/comicopia
http://www.conceptsff.ca
http://www.conceptsff.ca
http://wrevenge.com/duff2010/index.html
http://www.canadiansf.com/
http://www.prix-aurora-awards.ca/English/home.htm
http://www.keycon.org/index.html
http://constellations.tcon.ca/
http://gallery.me.com/breischl#gallery
http://www.monsffa.com/monsffa_photos/Aug2009Meeting_ML/index.html
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=17810042504
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=17810042504#!/event.php?eid=108312749118&index=1
http://www.anticipationsf.ca/
http://www.conceptsff.ca/
http://www.monsffa.com/monsffahtml/tradingpost.html
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were first awarded at Polaris in 2007, and have since become part

of our fandom.  This is the only Canadian award for excellence in

SFF television and film where Canadian fandom gets to nominate

and vote for the winners. 

Winners of this year’s Constellation Awards will be announced

at Polaris 24 on July 17 , 2010 at the Sheraton Parkway Torontoth

North Hotel, Ontario.

Hugo Awards

The most important award in SFF, the Hugos are awarded

annually at World Con, which this year is being hosted by

Melbourne, Australia. To be part of the nomination process, you

must have been a member of Anticipation, as you would have had

to purchase you Aussiecon 4 membership before January 31 .st

Nominations will close on March 13 , the final ballot will beth

published on the Aussiecon website. To vote on the final ballot you

must have at least a supporting membership for Aussiecon. 

NESFA has been compiling a list of eligible

works and I recommend you take a look at it if you

are looking for a good book to read, or DVD to

rent. 

If you missed the Hugo presentations last year,

the list of winners is on the Anticipation website.

Apparently, Your Hate Mail Will Be Graded by

John Scalzi will be the first book to bear the Hugo

Award winner logo which was unveiled at Anticipation.   �

The MonSFFun Pages

The Face behind the Mask # 8

By Fernster

     A   B        C D       E    F         G    H       I           J

      1 2     3        4       5    6 7      8 9        10
More Alien Women to Dream About! Guess who’s behind the makeup!

Answers on page 4

A - Winn Adami

B - Seska

C - Ezri

D - Na’Toth

E - Ro Laren 

F - Laliari

G - Mars Mutant (Total Recall)

H - Sik

I - Mele-On Grayza

J - Ambassador Kalika

1 - Mary Kay Adams     

2 - Robin Curtis

3 - Rebecca Riggs

4 - Louise Fletcher

5 - Martha Hackett

6 - Nicole DeBoer    

7 -  Raelee Hill

8 - Monica Steuer

9 - Michelle Forbes

10 - Milli Pye

MonSFFA Supports Jeff Boman for the DUFF!

http://www.tcon.ca/polaris/modules/tconguests/
http://www.thehugoawards.org/
http://www.aussiecon4.org.au/index.php?page=48
http://sites.google.com/site/nesfareadinglists/home/2009
http://sites.google.com/site/nesfareadinglists/home/2009
http://sites.google.com/site/nesfareadinglists/home/2009
http://sites.google.com/site/nesfareadinglists/home/2009
http://www.anticipationsf.ca/English/HugoWinners
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MonSFFA MEETINGS IN THE FUTURE!
By

ROLIE POLLIE, the MonSFFA time travelling Roving Reporter

I had a lovely but somewhat dangerous trip with our friend, Dr. Who, who kindly allowed this roving reporter to travel to the far future.

There, I was surprised to see those MonSFFA meetings were still being held. As it happened, the meeting was on this particular day and

venue.

To my surprise, I somewhat recognized the one and only member left in the group. It was Josée Bellemare who now calls herself Lady

Josée.  She was thin and stretched out, to my point of view.  She sighed and said, “I haven't missed one of MonSSFA’s meetings yet!”

The Doctor urgently called me back to the blue phone booth and we left somewhat in a hurry, something about an explosion about

to happen. I wonder if we should have warned Lady Josée? 

�

Use your MonSFFA membership card and save at these fine stores !

LEGENDS ACTION FIGURES

10% off all merchandise

7104 St-Hubert

www.legendsactionfigures.com

MÉLANGE MAGIQUE

 15% off all merchandise

1928 St-Catherine West

www.themagicalblend.com

MILLENNIUM COMICS

15% off all merchandise

451 Marrriane-est

www.libmillenium.com

Do we want to admit knowing
these guys?  They look like they
belong on WANTED posters! 

Caricatures are by Lar de Souza, artist

for webcomics Looking for Group and

Least I Could Do. See more of his work

on his website.

�

http://www.legendsactionfigures.com
http://www.themagicalblend.com
http://libmillenium.com
http://www.libmillenium.com
http://lfgcomic.com/
http://www.leasticoulddo.com/
http://www.lartist.com/menu.htm
http://www.lartist.com/menu.htm
http://www.dwwa.net/dr2/Power/pwertakeoff.wav
http://www.bbc.co.uk/doctorwho
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