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Welcome to a new year MonSFFA members!

As you are aware, this issue of Warp is late. Despite our
best etforts, fanzines—being, as they are, part of a spare-
time, hobby activity—sometimes experience production
delayvs. That’s the unfortunate nature ot the beast. We’'d
been doing tairly well with Warp’s release schedule during
the past couple of years until our luck ran out in December,
'94. It wasn’t computer problems, nor apathy, nor
procrastination on our parts, but rather human frailties
which befell us this time.

Keith Braithwaite, our newsletter editor, was right in
the middle of working on Warp 32 in mid-December, when
he slipped and fell down a flight of stairs, severely injuring
his knee. He ended up housebound, in convalescence, for
well over a month and was unable to get together with
Warp statfer Mike Masella or myself to complete Warp 32 in
time for release by the end of December.

And, I had caught and re-caught a
sinus/nose/throat/ear infection, which absented me from
work (and certainly from my duties on Warp) for several
days on two separate occasions during this same period of
time. So, with both Keith and myself out of action, as one
might expect, Warp 32 fell behind schedule.

We decided to combine the December material with
some of the stuff we had on deck for February, thus making
an expanded Warp 32. Note that some of what you'll read
in this issue may be a few weeks dated. In any case, enjoy!
And our apologies for the delay.

MonSFFA, as a club, will officially be missing Conv-
iction, slated for February 18th and 19th, in the Maritime
Hotel. The decision is a financial one—the club is not broke,
we just insist on getting value tor our dollar. They want us
to pay $80 to become a member of their organization,
which basically would give us two club tables and would
require MonSFFA members to pay half-price for entry to
the convention, as opposed to previous years when our
members attended the event free of charge. We do not
consider this year’s price acceptable, given that the
convention otfers little in the way of programming or
guests, and relies mostly on the club displays as the main
attraction. We offered to do panels, and we made a counter-
offer ot $50 for the tables with MonSFFA members paying
half-price at the door, or the full $80 with members getting
in tree. The Conv-iction organizers retused to alter their

pricing structure, so instead of getting $50 or $80 from us,
they will get zero and MonSFFA will not attend as a club.
MonSFFA members are welcome to attend as individuals,
however they will have to pay full price.

Neither Warp 9 nor the High Council of Gallifrey will
be attending Conv-iction. KAG/Kanada was slated to do
security for the convention, however they have since
cancelled, due to the unreasonable contract demands of the
organizers. (They wanted KAG/Kanada to sign some sort
of bonded security contract, making them legally and
personally responsible for the security of the event!) '

Conv-iction’s new leader, who has attended a couple of
the Creation-style Fangoria Horror shows, thinks that we
are missing out on a great display opportunity, as Conv-
iction will become so popular and so successful that its
concom will be able to draw salaries for their
organizational efforts within the next few years. Those of
us with real concom experience are trying to keep a straight
face!

Perhaps it’s poetic justice that Creation Entertainment
is coming to town with guest William Shatner that same
February 18-19 weekend. They are at the Queen Elizabeth
Hotel this time and tickets are $25 at the door. The event
runs from 10:00 AM to 6:00 PM both days. 1 never thought
I'd say this, but Creation seems to be your best choice for a
convention that weekend.

One of the upcoming SF/F events that MonSFFA will
be taking part in is ConeCept "95, which will take place on
March 31st, April 1st, and April 2nd, at the Holiday Inn
Crowne Plaza Metro Centre (Sherbrooke metro stop).
Guests include authors Spider and Jeanne Robinson
(Stardance, Starseed; Spider alone, Mindkiller, Time Pressure,
Time Travellers Strictly Cash, and the Callahan’s Crosstime
Saloon series), artist Vincent DiFate, author Brian Daley
(Star Wars and The Empire Strikes Back National Public
Radio scripts, the Han Solo trilogy). The pre-registration
full-weekend rate is $24 before March 15, 1995, and the at-
the-door price is $29. (See ConeCept’s ad in this issue.)

As one of their fundraisers, the ConeCept group will
be holding a “Valentine’s Eve Masquerade Ball” on
Saturday, February 25 at the Maritime Hotel, in the “saucer-
section” room. The Birds of Prey will be providing the
music; the event runs from 6:00 PM to 3:00 AM and costs
$15. Tickets may be purchased at the door. This sounds like
a good party. Don’t miss it! And don’t forget to wear a
costume.

Finally, I would like to thank all of the MonSFFA
members who actively participated in and/or helped to
organize club meetings, special events, and our table
displavs (at cons and such) throughout 1994. 1 especially
want to thank the Board of Advisors (BoA) and fellow
executives for the time they’'ve put into MonSFFA, and for
all their terrific ideas. We need more members like you;
keep up the good work!

L S

Lynda Pelley
President, MonSFFA
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The Montreal Science Fiction and Fantasy
Association (MonSFFA) is a Montreal-based non-profit
organization dedicated to the enjoyment and
promotion of all activities which engage and support
the interests of science fiction and fantasy fans. The
benefits of membership in MonSFFA include:

Membership Card

Your MonSFFA membership card identifies you as
a MonSFFA member, allows you free admittance to the
club’s monthly events and entitles you to certain
discounts at SF/F-oriented retailers participating in
MonSFFA's discount program!

Monthly Events

Attend MonSFFA’s regurlarly scheduled events,
held about every month (except during the summer),
and meet other SE/F fans! Share interests, exchange
ideas, view current and classic SF/F movies and TV
shows, enjoy guest speakers and special presentations,
participate in workshops and discussion panels, get
involved in various club projects, and more!

Discount Program

As a member of MonSFFA, you are in a position to
save on your SF/F purchases, and your membership
pays for itself within the year! If you buy an average
of only $4.00 worth of SF / F books, comics, collectibles,
gaming and hobby items, etc. per week, your yearly
MonSFFA membership will pay for itself in discount

savings within the Vear' Full details of the discount
program are printed in each issue of MonSFFA’s
newsletter.

Newsletter

You will receive a one-year subscription (six issues)
to MonSFFA’s newsletter, Warp! Produced by our

members for our members, Warp keeps vou up to date
on club activities and brings you general news from
around the greater SE/F community! Warp is also a
forum for you, the members—we want your book and
movie reviews, opinion columns, short fiction and
humour, artwork, etc! And, as a MonSFFA member,
you are entitled to place (non-commercial) ads in Warp
at no charge—sell your old SF book collection,
announce that you're looking for gaming partners, or
whatever!

As a MonSFFA member, you’ll enjoy these benefits
and more!

MonSFFA is administered, on behalf of all of its
members, by an executive committee, who are
empowered to appoint officers and advisors to assist
them with the operation of the club. Executive
committee members are elected annually by vote of
the general membership; any member in good
standing may run for office.

The fee for a one-year membership in MonSFFA is
currently $20.00.

Please address all correspondence to: MonSFFA,
P.O. Box 1186, Place du Parc, Montreal, Quebec,
Canada, H2W 2P4.

MonSFFA Discount Program

Listed on this and the next page are the SF/F-
oriented retailers/dealers participating in the
MonSFFA Discount Program. We encourage members
to frequent these establishments. A valid MonSFFA
membership card must be presented in order to take
advantage of the discounts offered under this
program. (Note: Certain exceptions with regard to the
MonSFFA Discount Program may exist at some of
these establishments. Conditions subject to change.)

TEL.: 514-481-5434
COMICS CARDS
Hobby
- HO & N MODEL TRAINS
- e - DOLL HOUSE MINIATURES
= - - RADIO CONTROL MODELS
- WOODEN PERIOD SHIPS
MEMORABILIA & COLLECTIBLES + ARCHITECTURAL SUPPLIES
Ace Lopes Grace Wong & RuthAnn Raycroft
P.O. Box 80005, Broadmoor P.O.
1201 Crescent, H3G 281 Empire Hotline: 82 Athabascan Avenue, Sherwood Park, AB T8A 5T1 ;‘g’gf::iszgo“ ST WEST
B 71. 345.5544 . . .
Tol.: (514) 871.1402 5-554 TeL: 1-403-449-6936 Fax: 1-403-467-4931 e 2 FAX. 5144816488
15% off on SF/F merchandise and on back 10% off on all orders (include vour name, 10% off (5% ying by credit card) on

issues of comics; U.S. cover price on new
comic books.

AP

MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).
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a
models and roF plavm;, games, $10.00

minimum purchase.
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1,000,000

COMIX

« NEWAND OLD OMICS
-« OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

3846 Jean Talon E.
Montreal, Qc.,H2A 1Y4
(514) 725-1355

Paul Bennett

Box 17 R.R.2
Dunnville, Ont.
N1A 2W2 Canada
Tel:416-774-8337

Importers of Fine
Sci-fi Model Kits,
Toys and Collectibles
Fax: 416-774-8495

Fred Albert

OAS Rocketery Diston,
Suite 606, 116 Albert Street.
OQuawea. Oniano KH 563
1613) 233 1159 fax (613] 830 5811

20% off on most merchandise.

10% off on most items (include your name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).

10% off on all orders (include your name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).

LOIMNPOCEN TTRE

Fairview Shopping Centre
6815 Trans Canada Highway G-19
Pointe Claire, Quabec H9R 5V1
Telephone: (514) 695 3620

EL PASO KOMIX

LENOROIT OU LHOMME -ARAKGNEE
LiT LES MISTOIRES OF SES
SUPER-HEROS FAVORIS

WHERE SPIDEY READS THE
STORIES OF HIS FAVORITE
SUPER-HEROES

Ouven 7 pours/semaine
Open 7 days a week

2432 Sauveé E., Montreal  (514) 385-6714

2100 GUY STREET, MONTREAL

TEL. 514-937-3904

i QUEBEC H3H M8 e

10% off on computer game and video game
software not otherwise on special. Fairview
store only, see Mike Maselia.

15% off on most merchandise; does not apply
to "series discounts" already offered to
customers of this establishment.

10% off (5% if paying by credit card) on most
merchandise, $10.00 minimum purchase.

The New Frontier
Science Fiction & Space Model Kits

Send $1.00 for our latest catalogue

P.O. Box 26076, 62-64 Robertson Rd.,
Nepean, Ontario, K2H 9R0

JOUETS

angourou

HOBBIES

: New & Old Comics
S Bags & Supplies

/Relail & Wholesale

4210 Decarie
Montreal Que. H4A 3K3

489-4009

KOMICO

One Block South of Viila Mars Metro

10% off on most items, 15% at cons and shows
(include your name, MonSFFA membership
number and expiration date when ordering).

10% off (5% if paying by credit card) on
models and role playing games, $10.00
minimum purchase. Applies to all locations.

LIBRAIRIE ASTRO e

USED AND COLLECTIBLE BOCS « COMICS « RECORDS

[in

(514) 932-1139
(514) 484-0666
(514) 637-0733

« 1844 St Catherine ouest. Montreai Que
* 5345 bou! Decarie. Montreal, Qué
e 1070 rue Notre-Dame. Lachine. Que

LI v~
-MARS -
COMICS \f\.u / BANDES DESSINEES

RECORDS (IMPORTS)
COLLECTOR'S ITEMS
CARD'S

SCIENCE FICTION
CASSETTES VIDEOS
POSTERS

537 A St.Catherine' W
metro McGill

844.4329

10% off on most merchandise.

1,000,000
COMIX

1418 Pierce Street
Montreal, Quebec, 989-9587

Between 10% and 15% off on most

10% off on new issues, 15% off on back orders.

T~ o3 B0 BN =) 51
LA NEBULA NELS
ISCIENCE-FICTION

Xmetro Guy S5 14) 832-3930

10% off on everything except imports and

82D (acnat-vente;
veux ce rdie 4
Comans o s P

ANTiSie
7180, St-Hubert Montreal ®uebec H2R 2N1 B (514) 273-0081
METAO JEAN TALON

merchandise. Tagatines.
s e
e o || 1,000,000
o 71277414\" COMIX

5164 Queen Mary Road
Montreal, Quebec

20% off on most merchandise.

10% off on most merchandise. Does not apply
to discounts already offered by this
establishment. :
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20% off on most merchandise.
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MonSFFA and Warp welcome letters of
comment and inquiry. Mail letters to: P.O.
Box 1186, Place du Parc, Montreal, Quebec,
Canada, H2W 2P4. Unless otherwise
instructed, we assume all letters are
intended for publication. Published letters
become the property of MonSFFA. Warp
reserves the right to edit letters where
deemed necessary.

Dear Sir or Madame,

Please send me any information
concerning events that your
organization sponsors or attends.

I am the director of the Science
Fiction and Fantasy in Literature
program at the University of
Vermont. The program is designed
and run by students of the
university, who live in a group suite
and read and write sci-fi/fantasy
material. We are very active in role-
playing, the Society for Creative
Anachronism (5CA), and games
such as Magic: The Gathering. I am
sure none of this is a surprise to you.

I made contact with your
organization during a pledge drive
for WCFE, the public television
station based in Plattsburgh, New
York. The reason I am writing is that
we would like to attend a convention
or event in Montreal. We have been
to ConeCept for the past two years
and are thinking of trving something
else.

Adam E.E. Huff
Burlington, Vermont, U.S.A.

In recent years, Montreal has found
itself hosting, annually, some half a
dozen or more SF/F conventions and
events. Con*Cept is probably your best
bet if you're looking for a well-rounded,
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multi-interest con (slanted a little to the
literary side of things). But as you're
looking to try something new, might we
recommend Conv-iction.

It isn't the kind of a con that you
may be familiar with. It’s more of an
exhibition. Panel discussions and other
fixtures of the average North-American
con take a back seat to rooms full of
displays mounted by various clubs from
in and around Montreal and Quebec
City. Themes covered include science,
SF, and fantasy. There are regqularly a
couple of first-rate medievel-recreation
clubs in attendance, and several gaming
clubs, too. (MonSEFA has participated
since Conv-iction was founded, about
five years ago, but unfortunately, we
won't be able to take part in '95’s con.)
Take note: We are assuming that few, if
any, of you are conversant in French,
and Conv-iction takes place largely in
Erench (largely, but not exclusively).
Even so, we think your group will find it
an interesting outing, and the cost of
weekend-admission is around $15, half
the price or better of most cons. 1995’
Conv-iction is scheduled for February
18 and 189.

MonSFFA and several other
Montreal-area clubs get together
annually for a mini-con which we call
TransWarp. It’s a day-long party, and a
chance for the clubs to intoduce
themselves to SF/F fandom's newcomers.
It also serves as a fund-raising vehicle
for the clubs, and for a couple of local
charities. Programming includes six or
seven panel discussions (each club hosts
at least one of these), a track of videos, a
little gaming, and an SF/F books and
collectibles auction. There's no firm date
yet for 1995’s TransWarp, but it'll
probably take place on either May 14 or
June 11.

You are, of course, always welcome
to drop by one of MonSFFA's monthly
meetings (see our 1995 schedule, page
2). As Montreal’s one truly omnibus
SF/F club, we cover many diverse genre
topics at our meetings. Do pay us a visit.

Contact us again if you need further
info.—Ed

Dear Warp,

Thank vou for the V/orldCon
report in the September ‘94 issue of
Warp (number 31). We thank Sylvain
St-Pierre for taking the time.

We are very pleased that many
Montrealers managed to make the
convention. We are sorry there were

not more of you.

Some follow-ups to what
Sylvain’s review had to say:

1) I understand the comment
about our restaurants versus
Montreal’s. And you wonder why
we all want to go out to eat at
ConeCept, or why the Montreal
Smoked Meat Party was so popular.

2) There was almost no wait to
get into the Masquerade. A line did
form, but we opened the doors
almost an hour before the event, and
at that time there were maybe 50
people in line, and they waited
maybe 10 minutes. They got into line
believing that there would be a long
wait; there was not. We seated in that
room everyone who showed up,
even those arriving after the
Masquerade started.

3) Dealers’ sales varied as at any
con in any given year. We still all
come back, don't we?

4) We agree that there was a
communication problem between
Conadian and Canvention (Canada’s
national science fiction convention).
The WorldCon chair travelled to
both Alberta and Ontario, but no
Canvention member met him or
travelled to Manitoba. A pity.

5) The Air Canada deal was a
solid one, but there were some
problems. Air Canada and Canadian
Airlines have a real problem in this
country, which you may not be
seeing in Montreal. Two competing
airlines, PS Holidays and Canada
3000, have cut their prices for flying
within Canada. Their Toronto-to-
Winnipeg prices, for example, are
about 20 percent less than the best
that either Air Canada or Canadian
Airlines can do. Thus, the discount
was not practical when flying from
some Canadian cities. However,
people coming in from the U.S.A., or
people flying in at the last minute
from those Canadian cities, certainly
took advantage of the deal. (By the
way, some 127 Air Canada tickets
were passed in for our draw.)

6) We still do not have exact,
final (attendance) numbers for
Conadian, but we are working with
what looks like about 5100
memberships, all types, and 3600
actually on site.

We are verv glad people enjoyed
themselves at the con.

Please pass on the fact that [ plan
to attend ConeCept ‘95 as a dealer,



and am prepared to do
programming if they wish.

some

Thank You Again,

John Mansfield
Chair, Conadian
Winnipeg, Manitoba

Good to hear from you, John. Kudos
to you and your team on the tremendous
success of Conadian. All of the feedback
that we've been hearing regarding the
con has been very positive. We've run a
Conadian photo gallery in this issue,
which may interest you.

We've passed on your offer to do
programming at Con°Cept to the
appropriate people. We're sure your
experiences as a WorldCon chair would
make for a most interesting panel.

So, we look forward to seeing you,
beginning of April, at ConeCept. Until
then, go and get some well-descrved
rest!—Ed

Madam /Sir,

Could you please send me
information about your association. I
am a stage director and a fan of SF
stories. I would be interested in
becoming a member of your club.

Sincerely,

Elie Men
Montreal, Quebec

Dear MonSFFA,

Please send me any material
concerning your club. Also, I'm a
beginner-writer and am wondering if
you could refer me to local and other
Canadian magazines or (book)
publishers who accept to trv new
authors of sci-fi.

Thanks a lot in advance.

F. Pujol
Rawdon, Quebec

Thanks, both of you, for asking
about our club. We've sent you the
information requested and hope that
you'll find MonSFFA to be of interest to
you.

As to Canadian publishers of SF,
two magazines come immediately to
mind. On Spec 1s based out of
Edmonton, Alberta, and the French-
language Solaris is published here in

Quebec. Most of the big players in SF
publishing are American; you might
want to look south, as well as here at
home. Get hold of a recent market guide
for writers (should be available at a good
library or bookstore), find out who
publishes the kind of stories you write,
and take it from there.—Ed

Dear Editor, Warp:

I would appreciate it if you
could review the enclosed 'zine,
Futures Past, in the pages of Warp.

With Regards,

Dale Speirs
Calgary, Alberta

Thanks for the copy of Futures
Past, Dale. I've put it on the “In" pile,
and will definitely take a closer look at it
in a coming issue of Warp.

A quick initial glance reveals that
FP lives up very well to its self-
description: A visual guidebook to
science fiction history. The idea of
covering the events of a single year
(1929 in the case of the sample you ve
sent) in science fiction is probably the
best way of looking, overall, at the genre
from an historical perspective

[ get from the editor’s letter that
three issues of FP, covering the years
1926, 27, and 28, preceded this
installment, and that plans are to do one
for each subsequent year up until the
present. Such a series will make an
excellent addition to an SF-historian’s
reference library.—Ed

Dear MonSFFen,

My apologies for not writing
sooner, and allowing three Warps to
pile up. My time has not been myv
own. Anyway, | have issues 29, 30,
and 31 here.

29: There have been many
comments (including those in letters
published in “MonSFFA Mailbag,”
Warp 29) about what to do with a
literary SF con in Montreal and other
places.

I have stepped down as chair of
Ad Astra effective with this last one,
14, and changes are in for AA 15
with the new chair, Steve Wilson.
And now that I have stepped awayv
from the con, I can see how difficult
it is for literary cons to stav alive,
given how interest in SF books seems
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to be on the decline. There’s so much
competition, now, from Trek cons,
general media cons, specialty cons,
etc., which overwhelm the lit-cons
and push them into a small ghetto.
This is a shame because these (lit-
cons) were the original kind of
science fiction con, going back to the
1930s. Lit-cons now have to enlarge
their area of market appeal by
including activities that appeal to
other groups, like Trekfen, filkers, etc.
But in so doing, the readers feel left
out, and many lit-cons have folded
because interest has dissipated.

If ConeCept matters to you, save
it, and keep it going. If the literary
interest is dying, ConeCept may still
act as a general-interest con, where
all interests may meet. (This is what
has happened to many literary cons.)

30: Hoovers from outer space (on
the cover)! Alright!

I'm glad Sylvain St-Pierre
enjoyed Ad Astra this past June. One
of the reasons that Yvonne and I
decided to leave the committee was
that there were some complaints of
stagnation that the con suffered from
in terms of administration,
programming, and some other areas.
We felt we needed a rest, too, but we
believe in the con and were
beginning to feel that our presence
on the committee was actually
hurting the con. So, we announced
our retirement, confident that the con
would get some new blood,
thoughts, and ideas in its operation,
and that’s what has happened. The
committee has lots of new faces on it
(Yvonne has the satisfaction of
knowing that it took six people to
replace her) and AA will now take
some new directions.

The Winnipeg WorldCon
(Conadian) was a true blast. [t was a
pleasure to go to a WorldCon and
not have to purchase American
dollars or travellers cheques, but to
spend vour own money, or hit an
ATM for more.

The con started out as being very
disorganized the day before the first
day of operation, but afterwards
went very smoothly. Yvonne and |
ran the fanzine lounge and we had a
great time, finally meeting folks we
knew only through fanzines, like
Dale Speirs (publisher, Opuntia;
Calgary) and Alan Stewart (editor,
Thyme; Australia). Add to all this that
I won an Aurora, awarded at the
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ceremonies outside the main library
the Saturday of the con, and the
whole week was just great. I couldn't
have asked for more or better.

John Mansfield ran a great
WorldCon, and we all know how
much time that takes, so we
shouldn’t be too surprised to see that
he couldn’t give CUFF (Canadian
Unity Fan Fund) the advertising it
needed to work. Few people in
Toronto knew about the opening of
the CUFF race, and it flopped.
Through the sales of fanzines we
raised nearly $200 for CUFF, only to
find that the fund had been put into
hibernation by John. Strange...few
people get his fanzine (ConTRACT),
but he expects all of Canadian
fandom to have read it. Is anyone
willing to re-launch CU]  in time for
the next Canvention in Ottawa this
coming May?

31: The cover (“Bwade
Wunnuh”) is great. Some years ago,
someone else also thought of this. In
a progress report for a WorldCon, a
cartoon depicted Elmer Fudd
standing over the broken body of a
Bugs Bunny android, with the
caption reading: “Hawwison Fudd is
the Bwade Wunnah!” The cartoon
balloon said: “Be vewy, vewy quiet.
I'm hunting wepwicants.
Heheheheheheheh!”

More on Conadian: I found the
dealers room small, as did Sylvain
(who reviewed the WorldCon in
Warp 31), but I also found that many
of the American dealers there were
unable, or unwilling, to take
Canadian money, even though they
were told that the Canadian dollar
would be the official currency of the
con. Many of them lost heavily on
sales because of this. I have no idea
what they were thinking.

I'll finish off here; take care and
see you next issue.

Lloyd Penney
Brampton, Ontario

It would, indeed, seem that lit-cons
are not the draws they used to be, in
large part because, as you mention
Lloyd, interest in the literary—and not
onlu SF, but pretty mucl all of
ople in
this modern age of communzcatton are
just not into reading!

ConeCept, of course, does matter to
Montreal fandom, and particularly to we
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at MonSFFA, who founded the con. The
ConeCept that MonSFFA built was the
first consistently successful (both
critically and financially) SF/F
convention created by this current—and
most active, ever—crop of Montreal
SF/F fans.

But you've got it backwards:
ConeCept isn't a lit-con which must
broaden its appeal to survive the reality
of the new fannish market, but rather a
multi-interest con which, if it's to have a
future, must get back to being what it
started out as.

MonSFFA's ConeCept was not a
lit-con, even though the principle
guests—because  of  budgetary
limitations—iwere usually authors, who,
as we all know, are infinitely more
affordable than TV and movie stars.
Now you rightly put forth that lit-cons
today must expand their programming
to appeal to a wider variety of fandom'’s
interests in order to survive. They must,
in effect, become multi-interest SF/F
cons. Well, that was our approach to
ConeCept right from day one! We
wanted to make it a con which appealed
to as many diverse SF/F interests as
possible. We knew that our market lere
in Montreal consisted of not only readers
of SF/F, but Trekkers and other mediafen,
artists, scale modellers,
film/videomakers, costumers, gamers,
etc. We designed the con to serve all of
their interests. And that it did. Rather
well, too, we can say with a certain
measure of pride.

Then, in ‘93, MonSFFA removed
itself from any official and active role in
organizing ConeCept. The con-com that
year, many here believe, made an
unfortunate mistake in moving the con
away from its established mix-of-
interests approach to a decidedly

more lit-oriented approach. As a
result, attendance dropped drastically as
many of the non-literary fans, feeling
left out, stayed away.

The financial fallout from ConeCept
‘93 nearly sunk the con for good, but it
has rebounded and will return, after just
over a year's hiatus, on the weekend of
March 31-April 2, 1995. The '95 con-
com are pledged to getting ConeCept
back to being the multi-interest con that
it was before. Montreal fandon: supports
their efforts and we all wish them
success.

The Montrealers who regularly
make their way to Toronto for Ad Astra
have always found it to be a very
enjoyable convention and a lot of fun.

You and Yvonne have been a part of the
AA team for many years, and you can
take your measure of pride in knowing
that you've contributed a great deal to a
fine convention (ome of the best,
certainly, in all of Canada). Let the new
blood run with it, now; enjoy your
“retirement.” And please pass on our
best wishes and encouragement to the
rookies on AA’s con-com.

The Winnipeg WorldCon was a
blast. The Montrealers who attended
came back with much praise for the con,
and for the efforts of chair John
Mansfield and his crew. That crew, of
course, included you and Yvonne; your
fanzine lounge has often been
mentionned positively in reviews of
Conadian. Congratulations on a job well
done. And congratulations to you,
Lloyd, on your Aurora Award.

This  whole CUFFuffle is
unfortunate. The practice of funding,
each year, a worthy fan’s visit to the
Canvention (the annual Canadian
National Science Fiction Convention)
helps not only to promote CanFandom,
but to establish connections amongst
SFans across this vast land of ours. It
seems, lowever, that while most fans
would jump to take advantage of the
funding offered, few are altruistic
enough to pitch in and see to it that the
CUFF is effectively run. And those who
are, perhaps, find themselves facing a
limited-resources situation. Canadian
fandom’s apathy, here, is why we in
Montreal, you in the Toronto-area, and
other areas didn’t get the word about the
‘94 CUFF until it was too late, or at all.
It seems to us that John did what he
could to promote CUFF '94; 1f it wasn't
enough (and it, obviously, wasn't), the
blame should not fall upon him, but on
all of us.

Glad you enjoyed my Hoover-
vacuum-cleaner-inspired spaceships on
the cover of Warp 30; I'll pass on your
accolades on his Warp 31 cover to Kevin
Holden.—Ed

Dear Mr. Braithwaite,

Thank you for the copy of Warp
31 (September 1994). I have enclosed
a copy of the latest issue of Fast-
Forward, the newsletter of the
Fredericton Science Fiction Society
(FSFS), in exchange.

We are a relatively new
organization, and we are growing at
a moderate pace. At present we have
40 members.
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enthusiastically open to the
possibilities were tempered by those
more cautious, who questioned, first,
exactly how much tar and how many
feathers would be required for
Kevin, and second, whether
Montreal fandom had yet developed
to the point where it could
successfully embark upon such a
gargantuan, long-term project.
Everyone was in agreement, though,
on one point: Montreal would likely
be seen favourably by SFandom as a
WorldCon-host city. The discussion
closed with the suggestion that a
more reasonable course, to start with,
would be to look at the possibility of
Montreal hosting a Canvention (the
annual Canadian national SF
convention), a decidedly smaller-
scale, more easily manageable event
than a WorldCon.

Following a 10-minute break, the
meeting continued with our look at
animation. The guest speakers
planned for this track of
programming, regrettably, did not
pan out, and so at the last minute,
several MonSFFen, each with a
certain knowledge of the subject,
were prevailed upon to fill the bill.

Kevin Holden gave an overview
of the topic, examining the
animation field from a broad
spectrum of perspectives. He
compared such animated fare as the
Bugs Bunny/Looney Tunes cartoons;
Disney features like The Lion King,
Aladdin, and Fantasia; contemporary
television’s pop-culture offerings The
Simpsons and Beavis and Butt-head,
and 1993’s stop-motion picture The
Nightmare Before Christmas.

Taking his cue from Nightmare,
Keith Braithwaite zeroed in on the
avenue of stop-motion, or 3-D,
animation. He screened a few video
clips in illustration of his explanation
of some of the different stop-motion
animation techniques used to bring
us the mythical monsters of Ray
Harryhausen’s Sinbad movies, the
AT-ATs of George Lucas” Star Wars
films, the claymation comedy of
Britian’s Nick Park, and the
characters populating George Pal’s
classic Puppetoons.

And, Dominique Durocher
covered the area of Japanimation, or
anime, screening many examples of
the first-class animation produced
out of Japan. Much of the prolific
output of Japanese animation is done

without the use of computers, savs
Dominique, and in half the time that
Disney would take to do the same
thing. Animation is a big thing in
Japan, and anime is growing in
popularity here in North America.
That is, in part perhaps, because the
stories, themes, and images offered
in most of anime are aimed not at the
Saturday-morning kiddie set, but at
adult audiences.

The September meeting included
those two fixtures of all MonSFFA
meetings, the raffle and the snack
table. The club thanks those
members who pitched in with prizes
for the raffle, and those who stocked
the snack table. A special thank-you
goes out to Bill Strople, who has
been co-ordinating the set-up of the
snack table at our meetings. We also
thank Sylvain St-Pierre, Kevin
Holden, Keith Braithwaite, and
Dominique Durocher for doing the
programming this meeting. And
lastly, to all who attended, thanks for
taking part.

OCTOBER "94 MEETING

Added to our 1994 events
schedule was an October MonSFFA
meeting, which took place on the
16th. The Artimon I, the room which
we usually use for our meetings,
was, on this day, booked by another
group, and so we moved to an
alternate room, the Beaupré I. 30
people, give or take a few, attended
the meeting, including a handful of
fans visiting from Ottawa, who came
down to do a little 11th-hour
promoting of their relaxicon,
Concinnity, which would take place
at the end of the month.

The bulk of the meeting was
given over to the recording of a radio
play that had been prepared over the
previous six months by MonSFFA’s
Special-Interest Group for Writers.
Joseé Bellemare, André Poliquin, and
Yolande Rufiange had each scripted
a short, humourous, SF/F vignette.
Collectively, the stories were dubbed
Spaced Vignettes. Dave Legault, the
project’s producer, drew upon
MonSFFA’s greater membership to
round out his production crew and
cast.

Equipment set-up, sound-effects
and recording tests, and rehearsals
began at about 11:00AM and ran for
about an hour and a half. It took
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about two and half to three hours to
record the whole production. All
went fairly well, with a not
unexpected number of retakes
needed. The production experienced
only one major glitch: recording
engineer Keith Braithwaite failed to
notice that a switch had been
incorrectly set at one point, and as a
result, several scenes went
unrecorded. Fortunately, the error
was discovered during playback and
the scenes were redone.

The MonSFFolk not involved in
the recording session observed
quietly from their seats, or left the
room to carry on their conversations
outside in the hallway, out of range
of the microphones. The writers group
wishes to express its appreciation to
these folk for their patient co-operation
during the recording of the radio play.
Everyone was a really good sport about
keeping quiet and this allowed the
recording session to proceed without any
disruption.

Editing and the post-production
addition of a little music are all that
remain to be done, now, on the radio
play project. The completed
production will be premiered at a
club meeting soon.

Thanks go out to the cast and
crew of Spaced Vignettes: Dave
Legault (producer, director, sound
effects), Joseé Bellemare (writer,
actress), André Poliquin (writer,
sound effects), Yolande Rufiange
(writer, director), Mike Masella
(actor, announcer, sound effects),
Vince Yeoman (actor, sound effects),
Bill Strople (actor, sound effects),
Liza Marcotte (actress), Dominique
Durocher (actor, sound effects),
Lynda Pelley (actress), Catherine
Gervais (actress), Gilbert Martin
(actor, sound effects), Keith
Braithwaite (recording engineer,
sound effects, editing and post-
production sound mixing, actor),
Marc Durocher (music, sound effects,
actor), Cathy Palmer-Lister (sound
effects).

What with Halloween just a
couple of weeks away, the closing
hour or so of the meeting featured a
discussion of the horror genre.

Kevin Holden hosted and began
by asking if, in this day of inner-city
street-gang warfare, violent psycho
murderers, and other such real-life
horrors, the average person can
really be scared anymore by vampire
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are not all that scrupulously policed.
Once online to a U.S. service, your
monthly subscription fees are
payable in (naturally) U.S. dollars.
Lastly, the American services offer
few, if any, Canadian channels.

Montreal-based Power
Broadcasting have been trying to
start up a Canadian DBS service,
Power DirecTV (affiliated with
DirecTV in the States), but are
running into CRTC regulations
covering the use of non-Canadian
satellites. Stephane believes that the
CRTC will, eventually, loosen its
rules to allow for DBS in Canada,
and he suggested that another
Canadian DBS service, Expressvu
(which expects to begin operating
this fall, dishing up some 35
Canadian and 15 American
channels), will end up offering
Canadian subscribers the best value
for their money.

Mention of Canada’s
telecommunications regulator, the
CRTC (Canadian Radio-television
and Telecommunications Com-
mission), raised the ire of more than
a few people in the room. The
CRTC’s purview includes the
granting of operating licenses to the
country’s television broadcasters,
and several MonSFFen practically
foamed at the mouth as they railed
against our federal government’s
intrusion into what we watch on our
TVs. There was a great deal of
resentment towards a system which
sees a bunch of civil servants
deciding what Canadians can and
cannot receive on their TVs, and who
will deliver their TV signals to them.

It was put forth that the idea of
protecting Canadian TV-program
producers from the big, mean open
market (read: Americans) in order to
buoy our homegrown industry,
while perhaps well-intentioned, has
proven to be of questionable success.
Some people felt that the special-
interest groups, politicians, and
bureaucrats have sold our TV-
production talent short; Canadians
are quality producers, and they’re
quite capable of competing
successfully on the open market. A
few suggested that our government’s
protectionist policies have actually
impeded the development of the
industry in Canada.

It was concluded that the CRTC,
in any case, is an outmoded
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institution, soon to be made entirely
impotent by the technological
advances of the modern
telecommunications age.

A brief break followed. The
meeting’s raffle was held at this
juncture, and people had a chance to
hit the snack table in earnest.

We reconvened for our look at
Babylon 5. Stephane screened a half-
hour TV special on the making of the
hot, new SF series, set aboard a huge
space station which serves as a
diplomatic center for human and
alien civilizations. Dave Legault then
read a few paragraphs by B-5 creator
J. Michael Straczynski, written as the
series was being developed and
outlining the producer’s vision of the
show.

The meeting was opened to
comments on Babylon 5’s characters,
storyline, and special effects. B-5's
characters were generally praised as
interesting, real, and entertaining,
although the recent “humanization”
of Minbari ambassador Delenn
didn’t sit well with a few people. The
show’s computer-generated space-
ships and starscapes met with much
approval, with one fan commenting
that B-5's outer space scenes come
across as so much more striking than
Star Trek’s. And when compared to
Deep Space Nine, which is also set on
a space station, B-5 was favoured by
many over the Trek show. Trek has
gone stale, opined a few folks, and
much appreciated is the refreshingly
different sci-fi universe which
Babylon 5 offers.

After the meeting was closed, a
good half of the crowd headed out to
supper at a nearby restaurant, where
the day’s topics were further
discussed.

MonSFFA thanks Stephane and
Liza Marcotte, and Dave Legault for
hosting the January meeting’s
panels. Thanks also to those
members who donated the items
which were our raffle prizes, and to
those who stocked our snack table.
And, of course, thanks to all who
attended.

MEMBERSHIP RENEWALS

Please be sure to renew your
MonSFFA membership on time
when your time to renew comes up.
Without your continuing support,
your club won'’t be able to continue!
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THE PUPPET MASTERS:
NOVEL AND MOVIE
REVIEWED
review by Sylvain St-Pierre

A copy of Robert A.
Heinlein’s The Puppet Masters had
been lying around the house
since about 1952 (my father had
bought it, back when a paperback
cost only a quarter) and by sheer
coincidence I happened to read
the book only a few weeks before
I saw the recent movie
adaptation. I offer, here, a
comparison of both renderings of
the story.

The basic story is this:
Hideous parasitic aliens come to
Earth and try to take over the
world by attaching themselves to
the backs of people, tapping into
the nervous system and gaining
complete control over the victim.

In the book, the action occurs
about a generation after World
War III. Heinlein seems to have
thought that a nuclear war would
not be so bad, and in fact, a good
opportunity for urban renewal!
But the post-WWIII setting isn’t
essential to the plot and the
movie’s time  frame is
contemporary.

The screen version is very
close to the original, something
that you do not see too often. The
aliens of the movie are slightly
different than those of the book,
but the difference is for the better.
And, the plot had to be fitted to
the pace of the silver screen, so
some elements were dropped out
of cinematic necessity. (One scene
that I was sorry to see deleted is
the part where half the world’s
population goes around virtually
naked to show that they have not
been taken over by the parasites.)
But again, the movie sticks
amazingly close to the book.

Lastly, the book makes a big
point of the fact that men who do
not react to the sexual aura of the
lead female character must
obviously be alien-controlled, and
should be shot on site. In the
movie, this is only grounds for
suspicion of alien influence.

I strongly recommend both
the book and the movie; see the
film first, though, so as not to
spoil the ending for yourself.
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[Risls and Sacrifice, Part 3

by Bryan €lkers, from a story idea by ISeith Braithwaite

Bryan Ekers” DS9 story continues;
parts one and two ran in, respectively,
Warp 30 (Summer '94) and Warp 31
(September "94).

When power was restored, it
was almost anticlimactic. In the
better lighting, Kira could see the
damage to Ops wasn’t as bad as
she’d feared. She looked over at
Bashir. “How is he?”

Bashir checked the dressing he’d
placed over Sisko’s head wound.
“It’s a serious concussion, Major.
There’s no brain damage, though.
He’ll be all right, but I need to get
him to sickbay.”

She stared briefly at the
unconscious Sisko. “Do it.” She
called over two security personnel to
help Bashir carry Sisko. “And inform
the Commander’s son.”

Bashir nodded, and continued to
minister to Sisko as the guards
carried him to the turbolift.

Kira took another glance at
station two. In under 12 hours,
they’d have a disaster on their hands
that would make this look like a
drill.

“Continue the evacuation,” she
ordered coldly.

Dax and O’'Brien glanced at her,
then at each other, then at her again.

“We have power now—" started
O'Brien.
“Continue evacuation?”

repeated Dax, simultaneously.

“Both of you, come here,”
ordered Kira. As the two junior
officers crowded Kira at station two,
she called up the data on the anti-
matter cloud.

“This is why I didn’t want Sisko
to fire on the runaway treighter,”
said Kira. “The entire station would
have been sprayed with anti-matter
if the ship had exploded before the
collision.”

“My God,” whispered Dax. She
reached around Kira and began to
manipulate the controls. “That’s
about 3 million metric tons.”

“Well,” said Kira. “We’ve gotta
get out of the way.”

“Sorry, Major,” interjected
O’Brien. “There were too many
secondary explosions from the
collision. We lost four reactors. We
don’t have the power to go
anywhere.”

“The station can’t be that
seriously damaged,” muttered Kira.
“Whoever designed DS9 must have
built in a system to handle collisions.
What if we were hit by a meteor?”

O’Brien shook his head. “The
Cardies removed a lot of the
equipment when they abandoned
the station. And the shields did
work, absorbing most of the impact.

"We lost four
reactors. We don't
have the power to

g0 anywhere.”

If not for them, we’d have lost the
entire docking ring. It was when the
ship exploded that most of our
systems failed. The hard gamma
radiation,” he shook his head. “We
weren’t prepared for it.”

“Something else,” started Dax,
calling up more information, and a
few projections. She paused,
glancing almost shamefully at Kira.

“What is it?” prompted Kira.

“Uh, the anti-matter from the
first ship will fall into Bajor’s sun
eventually, but this second cloud . . .

“Go on,” said Kira.

“About 90 percent of it will be
consumed when it destroys DS9. The
remainder will keep going.”

“And ... ?”

“It’'ll fall into Bajor’s gravity well
within three days. There’ll be
widespread gamma contamination
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of the planet.”

Kira’s mouth hung open for a
moment. “Well . . . ” she started.
“Won't the upper atmosphere protect
the planet?” she asked quickly.

Dax bit her lower lip before
answering. “If this was just a wave
of gamma rays, I'd say yes. But the
radiation is only created after anti-
matter collides with matter. When
the cloud meets the wupper
ionosphere, the explosion will knock
a hole in the protective layer. Gamma
contamination of the planet’s surface
is almost certain.” Projections began
to file across the monitor, of
thousands of immediate deaths,
millions ot slow ones, whole
agricultural regions sterilized for
generations.

Kira rubbed her eyes. “Damn,”
she said quietly.

Odo, wisely, had provided extra
security for Ops during the crisis; he
didn’t want any panicky civilians
being underfoot. Now, one of the
securitv officers called to Kira.

“Major? Two personnel want in.”

“Tust a moment,” she called. “I
want a way out of this,” she said
softly to O’Brien and Dax. “And
keep it quiet.”

QO’Brien looked doubtful. “Major,
we have to alert Bajor. Thev need
to—"

“They need to what?” hissed
Kira. “There’s nothing on the planet
that could shield them from
something like this. All we’ll get is
panic. Extremists will see this as
Preta’s tirst step in destroving Bajor.
We’ll have mass suicides and
destruction. No one, I repeat, no one
is to know about this. Get started.”
She called to the security officer:
“Who are they?”

“Some Starfleet ensign named
Ro Laren, and a man who says he’s
the Assistant Secretary of Science
and Technology.”

“Laren?” said the lieutenant at
the engineering station, the one
O’Brien had introduced to Kira as
Barclay.

“Ro Laren’s okay,
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muttered O’Brien. “Another old
Enterprise shipmate.”

Kira smiled. “Tell me, Chief, how
many old friends of yours can we
expect?”

O’Brien did not smile in return.
His voice dropped to a low whisper.
“I never said they were my friends,
Major.”

Kira nodded. “Let them in,” she
ordered the guard. “I’ll see the
Secretary in Commander Sisko’s
office.” She casually picked up her
shoulder bag and started to climb
the steps to the upper deck.

Ensign Ro stepped over to
Barclay. “Is everything all right up
here?” she asked quietly.

He nodded. “We, well, we had
some trouble, but it’s fixed now,
mostly. Say, Chief O’Brien’s here.”
He started to turn awayv trom her, to
get O’Brien’s attention, but she
caught his shoulder.

“It's okay,” she whispered. “We
don't get along.”

He seemed surprised for a
moment. “But—"

“Shhhh.” She planted a soft kiss
on his right cheek.

“You know,” he added, “another
10 minutes and the reactors would
have blown.”

“Oh,” Ro replied flatly. Her eyes
dropped to Barclay’s console and
remained there while she spoke.
“I'm sorry, Reg. When I invited you
to come along for the Jalani, I never
expected—" She stopped when she
saw his broad smile. “Something
funnv?”

“How could vou have known?”
he said, a little quickly. “Besides, this
is just another of Preta’s tests, isn't
it? To see how good we are?”

She looked straight at him and
frowned. “Don’t try to analvze it,
Barclay. Bajor had a codified set of
beliefs while your race was walking
on all fours. There’s only one thing
vou need to know about the Jalani.”
Under the console, out of sight, she
placed her hand on his left knee. Her
voice dropped to a murmur. “That
it’s my first as an adult. Bv Bajoran
custom, I’'m not a real woman until
I've . . . 7 The rest she whispered
directly into his left ear, and she
punctuated her sentence with a brief
lick of his earlobe.

[t was not warm in the Ops
Center, but a sheen of perspiration
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began to show on Barclay’s forehead.

Kira’s face was frozen in an
expression that displayed calm,
intelligence and, she hoped, respect.
“Secretary Jelenik, we are
honoured,” she said in a loud and
cordial voice. “I'm Major Kira Nerys,
Bajoran Liaison Officer.”

The man stared at her, bemused.
“You're out of uniform, Major.”

Kira blinked. Her civilian
clothing and shore leave had been
completely forgotten over the last
half hour. She stared at Jelenik,
sizing him up as he was evaluating
her. He was a small person, almost as
short as Quark, but with remarkably
fine, almost gaunt features and a
whipcord body, despite his late-
middle age. His sharp blue-green
eyes zoomed in on Kira like camera
lenses, making his cold, hard
examination. Kira was almost

“By Bajoran
custom, I'm not
a real woman
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until I've. ..

amused by the man, all of his natural
control, his economy of form and
movement.

With a mild rising of his
eyebrows and a movement of his
eves, Jelenik indicated the Ops
Center, the entire station, and for all
Kira knew, life in general. “Collision
with an anti-matter freighter, was it
not?” His voice was gravelly, as
sometimes happened to Bajorans
who spent most of their lives
breathing the thinner atmospheres of
other planets.

Kira was surprised. “Yes, it
was.”

“What about the other ships?”

She felt no need to give an
evasion. “Destroyed. The one that hit
us must have warped here ahead of
the others. May I ask how vou come
by vour information?”

Jelenik nodded. “I always carryv a
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portable sensor array with me.”

Kira was disbelieving. “A
portable array.”
“Yes, with a small fusion

powersphere as an energy source.
I've been tracking the Ferengi vessels
ever since they entered the system. I
probably knew what happened
before you did, but I wanted your
confirmation. What steps have been
taken to salvage the anti-matter?”

“Secretary,” she said tersely, “it’s
against regulations to bring a fusion
powersphere aboard the station.”

His eyes locked on hers and did
not waver. “Major, [ wrote those
regulations. Salvage status, please.”

“Salvage? My first concern was
keeping the station in one piece.
Right now, salvage is the least of our
problems.” She tapped a com panel
on Sisko’s desk. “Computer.”

“Working.”

“Relay the medium-range sensor
reports to this station.” She backed
away from the desk, allowing Jelenik
to see the monitor. She watched him
intently, for his reactions. She’d
heard stories about Jelenik, how he’d
been hounded off the planet by the
Cardassians almost 30 years ago.
Details were sketchy after that; he’d
been placed at various scientific and
technological centers—the Daystrom
Institute, the Vulcan Academy of
Sciences, the Andorian First
Polytechnic. When the Occupation
ended, he was among the first to
return, establishing himself as the
leader of one of the many political
factions that struggled and
squabbled and had only been
uneasily merged into the provisional
government. Jelenik’s followers were
atheists and agnostics; technological
extremists.

Jelenik had enemies, but in the
enemy-of-my-enemy political
scramble of Bajor, he was a friend of
Deep Space Nine. At the moment,
anyway.

Jelenik finished reading the
summary. He leaned away from the
desk, deep in thought.
“Unfortunate.”

Kira was not going to lose her
temper. “Yes, it is,” she replied icily.
“You like directness, Secretary. So do
. Until Commander Sisko recovers
from his injuries, I'm in charge. |
want a team of the best engineers
you can get on short notice to help in
our repairs. We'll also need at least









appeal to God requires three members of the royal
family. Conveniently, the orphan Neville is actually the
long-lost son of Lyostrah’s and Manzoni’s long-lost
brother, so the trio is complete. They do the ceremony,
knock off the evil Alloyah, save the beautiful girls (to
later marry them), and Lyostrah destroys the zombies
with one of his super-technology weapons using the
Red Ray, dying from exposure after having atoned for
his sins.

Chock full of lost race clichés, this is one of the best.

Aubrey’s real name was Frank Atkins, but he also is
credited with writing some juveniles, under the name
Fenton As(c)h. Otherwise, there appears to be very little
known about him.

Like Aubrey’s Devil-Tree of El-Dorado, Arthur Conan
Dovle set his The Lost World {Doran, 1912, many modern
reprints), a 333 title, on an isolated plateau in South
America.

Professor Challenger (whose complete adventures
can be found in The Complete Professor Challenger Stories;
John Murray/John Cape, 1982), along with another
scientist, a reporter, and a rich adventurer, venture to the
plateau. They fight off dinosaurs and cavemen,
conveniently finding heaps of huge diamonds. (See
Keith Braithwaite’s article, in Warp 25, Summer 1993, on
dinosaurs in SF/F fiction.)

While not strictly lost race novels, I will include here
what are probably the best adventure novels set in
Amazonia. They may have been omitted by the 333
compilers because they are straight adventure, with
essentially no SF/F elements, but at least one involves a
gun battle inside the ruins of a lost city. They are Arthur
O. Friel’s The Pathless Trail (Harper & Bros., ¢. 1920;
Centaur, c¢. 1972), Tiger River (Harper, 1923; Centaur, c.
1972), The King of No Man's Land (Grosset and Dunlap,
1924), Renegade (Penn Publ., 1926), and The Mountains of
Mystery (c. 1925).

A friend of mine who has read them, and had also
worked with the Peace Corps in Amazonia, compared
the quality of Friel’s description of the mood of vastness
and mysterv of the Amazon to that of Robert W.
Service’s poems on the Yukon. Friel was part of an early
(1910s) expedition to the upper reaches of the Amazon,
which he chronicled in The River of Seven Stars.

In The Pathless Trail, old college buddies Colonel
Roderick McKay, Meredith “Merry” Knowlton, and
Timothy Ryan start up the Amazon in search of their old
friend, Rand who has disappeared into the interior and
is heir to a fortune. Besides the treacherous von
Schwandorf, they meet with nasty crocodiles, poison
arrows, and cannibalistic tribes on their search for Rand.
[ronically, Rand didn’t want to be found in the first place
as he was in a deep depression over unhappy events in
his life.

The foursome and related characters reappear in the
subsequent novels.

Colonel S.P. Meek’s (1894-1972) The Drums of Tapajos
and its sequel, Troyana (in Astounding Stories, 1930, 1932;
Avalon, 1961), tell of a lost race in deep Amazonia.

The first tells of Ray Willis, a white man who has
penetrated into the “tierra prohibitiva” beyond the
Tapajos River and witnessed the supernatural effects of
the strange drums: the terrifying to death of another

white man. From the latter he receives a 1000-year-old,
jewel-encrusted knife and directions to more treasure.
Willis, along with three ex-military men and Pedro, a
native, go out into the jungle towards the lost city. They
encounter some carnivorous dinosaurs, “Guardians of
the Jungle.” In the night they are spied upon through
high-tech devices. They are taken into Troyana and after
some romance with the local princess and fighting
against the nasties, Willis leaves so that he may
replenish the lost race’s supply of radioactive cobalt,
depleted during the civil war.

His return is presumably chronicled in Troyana.

Another novel of South America, but Patagonia this
time, is Alan Sullivan’s Inn the Beginning (Dutton, 1927), a
333 title. Here, Professor Caxton is furnished evidence of
a prehistoric sloth by a Chilean colleague. Caxton leads
an expedition into unexplored Patagonia, where they
find prehistoric creatures and a race of cavemen.
Burden, a member of the expedition, goes native,
teaches the natives about fire, and they promptly,
inadvertently, torch the entire lost land.

3b. Mayas, Aztecs, Incas, Toltecs, and Their Relations

One of the first in this genre dates as far back as
1805! Robert Southey’s epic poem, Madoc, comprising
“Madoc in Wales” and “Madoc in Atzlan,” tells of
Madoc, the son of the king of northern Wales, Owain
Gwynedd (d. 1169).

Madoc, rather than get embroiled in the civil war
following his father’s death, takes to sea. According to
legend, he drops off about 200 Welshmen in America,
and goes back for more colonists; at this point he
vanishes from history. The Welsh settlement was
allegedly where Mobile, Alabama, is today.

This myth was so popular that it was included in
several early American history texts, and the Daughters
of the American Revolution even put up a bronze
plaque inscribed “In memorv of Prince Madoc, a Welsh
explorer, who landed on the shores of Mobile Bay in
1170.” This legend also was used in getting Arthur’s
sword, Excalibur, to Mobile in Sanders Anne
Laubenthal’s Excalibur (Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series,
1973).

Southey improves on the Madoc story by having
him also visit Mexico and get mixed up in Aztec politics.
Southey’s massive poem is a little hard to plod through
nowadavs, and the historical notes, which are almost as
long, are even worse; however, it is probably the only
reasonably accessible version of this legend.

Richard Porson, a literati of Southey’s time, said
“Madoc will be read when Homer and Virgil are
forgotten.” Perhaps he was a little too over-enthusiastic?
Here is a little snippet from “Madoc in Aztlan™:

Meantime from Aztlan, on their
enterprise,
Shedder of Blood and Tiger of the War,
Ocellopan and Tlalala set forth.
With chosen followers, through the
silent night,
Silent they travell’d on. After a wav
Circuitous and far through lonely
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tracks,

They reach’d the mountains, and amid
the shade

Of thickets covering the uncultured
slope,

Their patient ambush placed.

An excellent historical novel on these civilizations is
James A. Porter’s A Prince of Anahuac (The Crawford
Co., 1894), a novel which actually influenced a couple of
noted archaeologists—who’s names, unfortunately,
escape me—to enter that field of study. T.A. Willard’s
333 title, Bride of the Rain God, is an excellent tale of war
between the two ancient Inca cities of Chichen Itza and
Mayapan, with a little romance between beautiful
princesses doomed to sacrifice and strong brave warrior
princes. Willard was himself a part time
archaeologist/anthropologist. H. Rider Haggard’s
Montezuma’s Daughter and Kenneth Morris’ The
Chalchiulite Dragon (written c. 1935, first published Tor,
1992) are also excellent.

Thomas A. Janvier’s The Aztec Treasure House
(Harper, 1890; a 333 title) is perhaps best known because
it was illustrated by the famous western painter Frederic
Remington.

Professor Thomas Palgrave, suspecting a lost Aztec
race exists in western Mexico, leads a group of two
American adventurers, a priest, and a young Mexican to
find it. Pressed into a cave by bandits, they find the
secret entrance to the valley of Atzlan and the city of
Culhuacan. They fall in with the revolt against the
priest-king Itzacoatl, but are captured. The priest is
foully murdered by Itzacoatl, who is in turn killed by
the Americans, who lead an escape through another
secret tunnel, of course not omitting to bring along
heaps of raw gold.

Quite a tasty piece, especially since Janvier was
himself a dabbler in the archeology of this region. It is
somewhat unusual in that there isn’t a single woman
character in the plot.

Another early piece and 333 title is Charles Sumner
Seeley’s The Lost Canyon of the Toltecs (McClurg, 1893).

A mining engineer and two friends set out to join a
party of explorers in Central America. After crossing a
desert and huge gorges, they find a lost Toltec city
where the explorers are being held captive. Rather than
be sacrificed, thev all promise the king to stay forever in
the city. Unfortunately, the priests aren’t quite so keen at
having their sacrifice rudely taken from them. Besides,
these newcomers are just a little too technologically
advanced and knowledgeable for their liking. The white
men are eventually forced to leave the city, with the
king’s permission; naturally the nasty priests go after
them, only to be destroyed by a huge, cyclonic storm.

George Griffith was, before the advent of H.G.
Wells, the most popular and prolific SF author in Britain,
yvet he is now largely forgotten. (Griffith’s SF will be
discussed in a future article.)

His The Romance of Golden Star (1897, reprinted Arno
Press), tells the story of an archaeologist’s doctor friend,
Djama, who revives, through a mixture of occult and
scientific manipulations, the 360-year-old mummy of
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Vilcaroya, an Inca prince. In so doing, Djama is
corrupted by evil Vilcaroya then narrates the remainder
of the novel. Vilcarova leads them to the Inca treasure
chambers in Peru, promising them mountains of gold if
they can revive his sister-bride, Golden Star. She is the
spitting image of Djama’s daughter, who is disgusted
with Vilcaroya’s incestuous intentions. Vilcaroya realizes
that he must abide by modern conventions and soon
falls for Djama’s daughter. This scientist revives Golden
Star, becoming yet more debased by his evil lust for the
vast Inca treasures. He then attempts, unsuccessfully, to
betray Vilcaroya and stop his plans for the recapture of
Peru. The scientist commits suicide through mind power
and Peru is returned to Indian rule.

Nothing fantastic, but an enjoyable romp.

Another book which involves the discovery of
Indian gold is St. George Rathborne’s A Bar Sinister (The
Hobart Co., 1897).

In the first half of the book the good guys and bad
guys fight over an ancient map. Meanwhile, one of the
heroes is rescuing his bride from a nunnery, where she
has been incarcerated by her family. They eventually get
the map, sail off to Peru, and find the treasure, not
without, of course, running across the meanies a couple
more times.

A pretty enjoyable, light read. Rathborne later wrote
material for young juveniles.

His novel, A Goddess of Africa: A Story of the Golden
Fleece (The Hobart Co., 1897), besides being grossly
racist, has fleeting elements of the lost race novel.

Both titles are probably pretty rare.

Miles Sheldon-Williams’ The Power of Ula (1906,
reprinted Arno Press) tells of three young Englishmen
(Bob, Richard, and Patrick) enlisted to serve a
mysterious woman, Ula Valdien. She claims to be the
wrongfully exiled heir to a lost matriarchal kingdom of
Amazons in South America, the Valdi, an offshoot of the
Aztecs and survivors of Atlantis! They worshiped the
goddess Artaven and the Golden Snake until the
revolution in which she was ousted. After the usual
traipse through jungles and swamps, they reach the lost
race, ruled over by Lady Valma. She explains that Ula
was ousted because she led an evil religion that
demanded human sacrifice. After numerous battles the
evil Ula wins and is going to sacrifice Valma, Bob, and
Richard to the hideous, living Golden Snake (Patrick
having become her thrall). Lightning destroys the idol of
Artaven, and the terrified snake kills Ula instead, then
dies. Valma and Bob become rulers, and live happily
ever after.

Described as fast-paced and action-filled by its
reviewers.

James Paul Kelly’s Prince Izon (McClurg, 1910; a 333
title), tells of a goofy scientist, an educated American
Indian, and two women who enter the Grand Canyon
looking for a hidden tribe. They meet Aztec warriors,
led by Prince Izon, who treat them as honoured guests.
They are attacked by another party of the same race,
pawns of the evil high-priest. Only Izon and the original
party are left alive to be sacrificed in the Red City. The
scientist’s daughter is first on the slate as she has refused
the attentions of the high-priest. Fortunately, Izon’s
forces arrive in the nick of time to save them and destrov



the evil Red City.

Gaston Leroux is best remembered for The Phantom
of the Opera (1910) but he also wrote L'Epouse du Soleil
(1913; Marabout, c. 1980), i.e. The Bride of the Sun (Arno
Press reprint), and several notable mystery novels.

This title tells of Dick and uncle Francis
Montgomery (the latter an absent-minded
archaeologist), who go to Peru so Dick can marry his
fiancée, Maria. Because of insolent behaviour, Maria
must banish a group of Quichua Indians, including
Huascar, who have been associated with her family for
many years. Maria is kidnapped by the Indians to be the
virgin bride of the sun, a ceremony preceding the
resurgence of the Inca monarchy. Dick and Maria’s
father give chase but in vain, however Huascar
suddenly appears and promises to save Maria. By luck
Dick finds the site of the sacrifice only to see Maria
entombed alive. Dick tries to save her but fails; Huascar
keeps his vow and saves them at the cost of his own life.

Rex Stout (1886-1975) is best remembered for his
numerous Nero Wolfe mysteries, and while he himself
despised SF literature, he did, very early in his career,
pen a lost race novel. Under the Andes (All-Story
Magazine, Feb. 1914; Penzler [Mysterious Press], 1986) is
commended as “extraordinarily vigorous and well-
written” by the noted student of early SF/F, Sam
Moskowitz. It was also highly praised by no less than
Edgar Rice Burroughs, who was worried about the
competition at the time.

It tells the macabre adventures of three travellers,
two American brothers (Paul and Harry), and a
gorgeous, international adventuress, Desirée Le Mire,
who visit a lost world of troll-like descendants of the
Incas, living underground in the Andes. There are
numerous captures, imminent tortures, escapes and cliff-
hanger endings.

A very enjoyable book.

Leo E. Miller’s The Hidden People (Scribners’, 1920)
is, according to E.F. Bleiler, one of the more historically
accurate lost race novels of this sort. It’s sequel, In the
Tiger’s Lair (Scribners’, 1927) is supposedly of much
poorer qualitv. I have the first at home, but have yet to
read it. (I'll reserve comment for now; details in a later
article.)

Quién Sabe’s (Jackson Gregory) Daughter of the Sun:
A Tale of Adventure (1921, reprinted Arno Press) tells of
Kendric, a handsome adventurer/soldier-of-fortune
who wins a large amount of money from an old enemy
(Rios) through gambling. However, the enemy’s
mysterious wife, Zoraida, challenges Kendric to a single
dice toss for all the money. He loses every penny he has,
and later she offers to give it all back if he becomes her
bodyguard. He refuses, and goes on an expedition to
Baja California to look for Aztec treasure. But she draws
him, with her occult powers, back to her hacienda. She is
insane, believing herself to be the direct descendant of
Montezuma, and plans to reestablish the Aztec empire
over Mexico as soon as she finds the lost treasure.
Kendric again refuses to follow her plans and escapes
with a captive American girl. They are cornered in a
cave by Rios and Zoraida, but the latter die in a booby
trap, conveniently revealing the lost treasure.

Harry E Halev s Immortal Athalia (Dorrance, 1922; a

333 title) tells of soldier-of-fortune Wilder McDonald,
and an archaeologist (Professor Drexel) and his nephew
(Tom), who go off to Peru to find the lost Inca city of
Loretto, based on an old manuscript. They reach Loretto,
where the immortal sorceress Athalia reigns supreme.
She falls for Tom Drexel, but hates McDonald, whom
she condemns to fight in the Inca arena. Loretto’s high
priest wants to sacrifice the outsiders (always poking
their noses in where they don’t belong, those high
priests), but Athalia learns of it through her black arts.
She destroys the entire city in order for the outsiders to
escape (aren’t we overreacting a bit?).

Edwin L. Sabin’s The City of the Sun (Jacobs, 1924; a
333 title) tells of Robert McClung, who ventures near the
Mexican desert. Here a beautiful girl, Dona Felisa, begs
for help, as her uncle wishes to sell her to be a sacrifice
to the priests of the legendary City of the Sun. She is
kidnapped and McClung trails her to the fabled city,
where he finds a lost Aztec civilization which has a
yearly virgin sacrifice. He saves Dona Felisa, kills the
great serpent which guards the Aztec temple, and
returns to civilization to marry her. (Don’t you just love
those perfect endings?)

Henry Carew’s The Vampire of the Andes (1925,
reprinted ‘Arno Press) tells of a young girl, Quitu, left at
a couple’s doorstep in Peru. She is the focus of attention
of a strange cult who eventually kidnap her. Will
Wootton, who loves her, mounts an expedition into
Amazonia, where he enters a mysterious cave. In order
to save Quitu, he must become an initiate of the
Muchacaraps tribe, who have kidnapped the girl.
Having passed the initiation, he finds out that the day
when the sacred birds will fly forth, drink the blood of
seven virgins, and reestablish the supremacy of the old
Gods is very near. The Gods wake and berate mankind
for its evil ways, saying that if it does not abandon its
current course, the Day of Reckoning will be soon. The
Gods then all fall asleep again, Quitu is saved, and
everybody lives happily ever after.

This book was specifically intended as a sequel to
Rex Stout's Under the Andes.

T.A. Willard, mentioned above, also wrote a fine lost
race novel of the Maya: The Wizard of Zacna (Stratford,
1929; a 333 title).

Thomas Cranton strikes an acquaintance with a
wealthy planter, Pedro Cocom, as both are interested in
the ancient civilizations of the Yucatan. Cranton falls for
the elder of Cocom’s two daughters. Cranton’s
investigations lead him to a ruined city where he saves
the life of an ancient Indian of Mayan stock. The Indian
tells him how in his youth he was captured and taken to
Zacna, the hidden city of the Mayas. There he became
blood-brother of Canich, second only to the king, but
was betraved by the princess Ixkan, whom he was
infatuated with. He was saved from a grisly death by
sacrifice by the vounger princess. The old man dies, and
Cranton realizes that he is actually in love with the
vounger daughter of Cocom.

One of the better researched works on the Maya.

Herbert Clock and Eric Boetzel’s The Light in the Sky
(1929, reprinted Arno Press; a 333 title) tells of a young
Allied soldier during World War I who pursues a
mysterious girl. Before he can speak to her, he is
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drugged, kidnapped, and taken to the lost city of Atzlan,
located in a huge cavern under Mexico and extending
far under the Atlantic. He meets a man claiming to be a
companion of Cortez who clues him in on the immortal
Aztecs, and the fact that they are headed by the high-
priest Tizoc, who uses light to control them. He meets
the girl, Tinemah, daughter of Montezuma, who tells
him that they will soon return to the surface and destroy
it with the “Eighth Ray” of light. Through his love for
her, he becomes friends with Tizoc, who tells him why
he was kidnapped: to release his soul so that it can
explore the stars. During this experiment, Tizoc’s evil,
ambitious son kills his father, intending to use the light
to rule the world, but he cannot control the power and
the whole place comes crashing down (just like the end
of James Bond movies). Naturally, the soldier and
beautiful princess escape.

A. Merritt’s The Face in the Abyss (a novel set in the
Andes with Inca survivals) and his other works will be
discussed in greater detail in the third and final
installment of “The Lost Race Novel.”

Juanita Savage’s The City of Desire (Dial Press, 1930; a
333 title) tells of Nora Warwick’s attempt to find her
father, lost in the Mexican interior while searching for
Toltec remains. She leads an expedition, and while
exploring a cave in the Sacred Mountain, discovers a
valley within the mountain range, with a lost Mayan
race. They are led by an English speaking (!) leader, El
Rey, who believes himself descended from the gods. He
falls for Nora and forces her into marriage. She grows to
love him. When an attempt is made on El Rey’s life, the
conniving help of a mysterious high-priest saves him
and the throne. It is then revealed that the priest is
actually Nora’s father. Naturally, they live happily ever
after.

George B. Rodney’s Beyond the Range (Clode, c. 1930;
a 333 title) tells of the desecration of an Apache holy
cave by a U.S. cavalry officer, and the return of the
artifacts by his friends. While in the cave, the Apaches
arrive and drive them deeper inside, where they find a
secret passage that leads to a lost valley peopled with
Toltecs. They are captured—the men to be living
sacrifices, the women to become slaves—but they escape
across a burning desert.

Rodney also wrote Edge of the World (Ruffield and
Green, 1931), another 333 title, wherein Quintus
Tertullius, escaping the wrath of Nero, sails for Spain,
along with some troops. A violent storm eventually
strands them on the coast of South America, near the
city of Conal. This is the intellectual center of the Mavan
civilization, but is threatened by the more barbaric
elements of the race. The queen of Conal gets help from
the Romans, but the enemy is too numerous and she is
captured. The Romans begin making pirate raids against
the Empire’s coastal cities until the queen is freed to flee
with Tertullius.

C.E. Scoggins’ The House of Darkness (Bobbs-Merrill,
1931; a 333 title) tells of archaeologist Sylvester Maring
and blond Christopher Kane, who fly to a remote region
of the Yucatan. When the plane fails to take off from a
remote lake, they go off into the jungle, where they find
a lost Mayan city. The inhabitants have degenerated
from a once proud race, but recognize Kane, who has

LR P

30

been amongst them before, and has been summoned by
an ancestral calling, as their god, Kukulcan. Maring is
given the key to Mayan hieroglyphics, which allows him
to read documents from the “House of Darkness,”
storehouse of ancient knowledge (what an awful name
for a library!). Turns out that the Maya are actually a
bunch of lost (surprise! surprisel) Atlanteans.

In his follow-up, The House of Dawn (Appleton-
Century, 1935), also a 333 title, Scoggins tells of an
eccentric adventurer and dabbler in Incan archaeology,
Red McDougal, whose lifelong dream has been to find
the lost treasure of the Incas. An ancient manuscript tells
of the location of the treasure, Iscacinga, in the
Amazonian hinterlands. With his son, Malcolm, an
American millionaire named Hall, and his daughter
Joan, they reach Iscacinga, where strange, cleft-nosed
Indians guard the treasure. An archaeologist, O'Leary,
and his daughter have preceded them. They drain an
artificial lake and find thousands of tons of gold and all
sorts of archaeological goodies. The elder McDougal
dies saving the expedition from unscrupulous white
men trying to muscle in on the gold.

In the sequel, Lost Road (Doubleday, Doran, 1941),
again, a 333 title, O'Leary has married Joan Hall, and
along with Malcolm (who has married O’Leary’s sister),
they run the Iscacinga Gold Mine. He hires Howard
Massey to fly him to a remote plateau, archaeological
evidence of which has been found amongst the treasure.
Stranded there, they discover a degenerate white race
with beards, clearly contradicting any suggestion that
they be Indian. They apparently migrated there eons
ago, possibly from (yes, you guessed it) Atlantis. Massey
joins the natives and O’Leary is eventually saved by a
random plane expedition.

A. Hyatt Verrill’s The Bridge of Light (Fantasy Press,
1950; a 333 title) tells of a young American archaeologist
who obtains an ancient Mayan manuscript while
travelling in Spain. Later in Guatemala, an old priest of a
surviving Mayan religion translates it for him. The
archaeologist follows the directions to a lost city, which
he reaches after a number of trials. He passes all of
these, and this qualifies him, according to the
“Scriptures,” to be a divine ruler. Naturally, the high-
priest is plentv pissed at having God’s right hand man
show un, so he leads a revolt, which he of course loses.

Anv, J.A. Lath’s The Lost City of the Aztecs (Cupples
& Leon, 1934) is one of many juvenile lost race novels.
One that can safely be ignored.

Georges wraps up his look at lost race novels in the next
issue of Warp.
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BOOK REVIEWS

The Mote in God’s Eye

The Gripping Hand

by Larry Niven and Jerry Pournelle
reviewed by Joe Aspler

When Robert A. Heinlein gives
you a cover blurb stating that vour
book is “Possibly the finest science
fiction novel I have ever read,” you
have accomplished something.

In 1974 Larry Niven and Jerry
Pournelle managed that achievement
with The Mote in God's Eye. It took
nearly 20 years, but they’ve followed
it with a top-notch sequel, The
Gripping Hand.

One of the oldest problems in
science fiction is the question of how
to create good aliens. How do you
give them motives that are not
merely inhuman, but trulv non-
human? Real aliens can’t simply be
Nazis, Communists, bank robbers, or
other human bad guys in strange
make-up.

Star Trek created a few good
aliens. Most Trek aliens, though, are
plainly people from the 20 century.
Klingons, for example, are very
obviously Russians. Any doubt on
that score was removed in that Deep
Space Nine episode featuring a
Klingon playing a Klingon version of
a balalaika and singing the Klingon
version of the Volga Boat Song.

In The Mote in God’s Eye Niven
and Pournelle introduced the Moties,
one of the best alien races in all of
science fiction. They are alien,
believable, and as non-human as a
human can make them. Motie
culture, physiology, and psychology
elevate both of these books from the
level of better-than-average space
operas to that of SF classics.

Just over 1000 years in the
future, the human race rules a chunk
of the galaxy under the Empire of
Man. This is an empire with
something for everyone: free trade,
popular assemblies conbined with
feudal titles, a convenient—but not
instantaneous—faster-than-light
drive, and lots of scientific research.
What this empire does not have,
however, is a tolerance for separatist-
minded planets. Such things, they
reason, led to the destruction of
Earth and to the collapse of the First
Empire.

After putting down a rebellion,
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Captain Lord Blaine of the
battlecruiser MacArthur is called to
investigate the arrival of a space
probe, driven by the light pressure of
a gigantic laser. The aliens do not
have faster-than-light travel, so they
had to go the long way, through real
space.

Such was the power of this
driving laser that it was visible from
a human planet, and influenced local
astronomy, politics, and even
religion. The spacecraft came from a
group of stars called Murcheson's
Eye, so the laser light was known as
The Mote (read your Bible). The alien
crew—xkilled in a mysterious fashion
just at the first contact—become,
naturally enough, the Moties.

Lord Blaine is sent to the Mote
system to investigate. Along with
him comes a beautiful young
aristocrat, Sandra Fowler, whom he
rescued from that rebellion; a
(possibly traitorous) trader named
Horace Hussein Bury; and a whole
shipload of the usual SF characters.

Now the Moties are not your
usual, earthly, biaxially symmetric
species (that’s us: one more or less
equivalent eye, ear, arm, and leg on
each side). The Motie left arm is for
power, while the right side has two
smaller arms for delicate
manipulation. Also, the Moties are
genetically directed towards
different professions—mediators,
engineers, doctors, and so on.
Imagine a soldier genetically trained,
from birth, to kill. That’s nasty.

I can’t say anvthing more about
The Mote in God’s Eye without giving
things away. Suffice it to say that 25
vears later, in The Gripping Hand, the
Moties are a permanent headache for
the Empire of Man.

The Gripping Hand is not just a
title. “Gripping hand”—referring to
the mighty Motie left arm—is also a
favourite curse within the Empire.

Lord Blaine is back, along with
Horace Bury, and we find that the
Moties are trying to break out of
their system. Should humanity go for
accommodation or genocide? In the
sequel, the Moties are familiar to us,
and perhaps that familiarity leads us
to view them as, if not human, then
at least not as alien as before. Natural
in a sequel, but regrettable
nonetheless.

Do I have any problems with
either book? Just as the Moties are an
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amazing race, manyv of the humans
are little more than caricatures: loval
retainers, servants, and spacemen;
less-than-honourable types; and that
SF standby, the scientist who puts
research above good sense and
loyalty.

In an essay written shortly after
Mote, Pournelle side-stepped the
question of a feudalistic space
empire with a statement to the effect
that a writer is not responsible for
the actions of his characters. Fair
enough. But at a WorldCon about 10
vears ago | also heard Pournelle say
that “one man, one vote” was not
going to solve South Africa’s
problems. We are learning whether
or not that’s the case right now. But
then, I'm a believer in Churchill’s
adage that representative democracy
is “the worst possible form of
government—with the exception of
every other form of government ever
tried.”

Anyway, quibbles aside,
Heinlein was right: Mote is one of the
best SF novels ever written. That's a
hard act to follow, but The Gripping
Hand is a worthy successor.

Warlock Rock
by Christopher Stasheff
reviewed by Josée Bellemare

This past summer I rediscovered
a paperback I'd bought a few years
ago. Warlock Rock is an unusual and
entertaining blend of fantasy and
rock and roll.

One of the many titles in the
Warlock series by Christopher
Stasheff, Warlock Rock takes you
through the history of rock and roll
music (everything from Bill Haley
and his Comets to discos!) using
bizarre imagery and plenty of puns.

Nothing and no one is safe.
Stasheff takes a stab at just about
every cliché ever associated with
rock and roll: that parents can’t stand
it, that it’s loud enough to wake the
dead, that hidden messages are to be
found when the music is played
backwards, and so on.

A great many performers and
song titles are mentionned or hinted
at in very strange ways, some more
obviously than others, but Ill refrain
from mentionning any here because
looking for them is half the fun.

This is one book I definitely
recommend.









and John sees this as indicative of
CanFandom’s complete lack of
interest in CUFE.

But fans and fan groups in a few
cities, including Montreal, say they
did not hear of the offer until it was
too late to do anything about it, if
they heard about it at all. The offer
was announced in the January 94
issue of ConTRACT, which allowed
for plenty of time for word to
circulate, and for CanFandom to
respond. Most of CanFandom, it
seems, for whatever reasons, didn't
get the message.

The main reason that much of
CanFandom didn’t know about the
CUFF offer, according to Llovd, was
that, ConTRACT being “a limited-
distribution fanzine,” the
announcement published just wasn’t
enough in the way of promoting
CUFF. “The whole of Canada’s
tandom  didn’t read” the
announcement, so “no one bid for
CUFF in '94.” While acknowledging
that “John had little time to promote
CUFE"” busy as he was preparing for
the WorldCon, Lloyd puts forth that
John's “agents...did not spread the
word about this offer” and so “few
people knew that it was in
operation.”

Lloyd maintains that there is an
interest in CUFE.

John counters that he did what
he could “within the existing
Canadian tannish community” to
boost CUFF, and challenges Llovd’s
view that ConTRACT is a limited-
distribution fanzine. He goes on to
say that Lloyvd “attended
the...meeting” at which
arrangements were made to have the
CUFF “get a fan free to WCon,” and
so “was aware vears in advance” of
what was planned. “We wish he had
remembered that,” writes John.

Lloyd asks if someone will “pick
it (the CUFF) up, promote it the way
it needs to be promoted, and make it
work in time for the next
Canvention, in May 1995 in
Ottawa?”

But “since the matter was not
brought up at the Canvention biz
meeting and will never be a program
item at anyv con,” John believes that
“CUFF has died.”

Apathy Attacks Sci-Fi Clubs

“The disease of apathv is

rampant among us,” writes OSFS
Statement editor Lionel Wagner in his
“EDITed tutORIAL” (OSFS Statement
1ssue number 209, November '94).
He bemoans the diminishing interest
on the part of the Ottawa Science
Fiction Society’s members in putting
on their bi-weekly social, held at a
different member’s home each time
and known (now, it would seem,
appropriately) as the “Who Cares.”
Laments Lionel: “For the tirst time in
10 years no one was willing to host a
"Cares.” People seem to want to stay
home and watch TV, or turn “to their
computer screens to interact with
others.”

Lionel also reports that OSFS
apathy has forced him to pad the
pages of the Statement (The monthly
OSFS fanzine) with an increasing
amount of “material from outside
sources to fill in for lack of our own.”

Lionel warns that he may become
desparate enough to publish the
OSFS constitution!

OSFS (a club roughly the size of
MORSFFA) indeed seems to be
awash in apathy these days. The
club’s  president, Hildegarde
Henderson, noting that monthly
meeting attendance had plunged to a
paltry average of 12, requested of the
membership ideas for an “overhaul”
of OSFS, but received “no unsolicited
opinions.” And so, the OSFS
executive has, “regretfully,” decided
to cancel monthly club meetings
effective 1995.

In this column’s look at
CanFandom in last summer’s Warp
30, we reported that the Warp 9
media-SF fan club here in Montreal
had experienced a drop in

attendance (an over 40 percent drop,
apparently) at its regular meetings
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and was thinking of cutting back on
the number of meetings it annually
holds. This they have done. An
“Important Notice,” published in
WO9’s club newletter, informed the
club’s members that “meetings
would now be held every two
months,” and that if attendance
continues to decline, “we’ll have to
scale back further.”

Bottom line: Members of both
OSFS and Warp 9 have to support
their respective clubs by participating,
or (quite possibly) see their clubs
disintegrate. (Incidentally, while
MonSFFA is—thankfully—thriving
today, we survived, only a few vears
ago, a period of membership apathy
which nearlv saw MonSFFA shut
down. The participation of its
membership in its activities is
essential to the health of any club.)

The Once and Future King

Chris Chartier served as
president of Warp 9 from the day he
founded the club, about four or five
years ago, until he stepped down
from the post in mid-1994 (covered
under “CanFandom” in the
“Sensors” column, Warp 30). He
explained his departure as a
temporary break, during which time
he’d decide if he wanted to return to
the job, or get out of fandom
altogether.

Ultimately, he decided to return,
and won re-election. MonSFFA
extends its congratulation to Warp
9’s “new” president.

WorldCon
Conadian, the 52nd World
Science Fiction Convention

(WorldCon), was held in Winnipeg
September 1-5, 1994. It was only the

third ever Canadian-hosted
WorldCon.
Estimates put 3600 SF

enthusiasts on site; a total of 5100
memberships—all types—were sold.

Reviews of Conadian in a
sampling of North American and
overseas fanzines suggest that the
con was very well received by
SFandom. Gripes were few and
confined largely to trivialities.

When will Canada host another
WorldCon? We’ve just gotten word
that a group in Toronto have
launched a WorldCon bid tor 2003!
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We wish them success.
Montreal Science Fiction Festival

The second installment of this
con drew about 700 people, less than
anticipated, but (just) healthy
enough to cover the cost of staging
the con. The latest word is that the
Festival’s organizers, having made
no appreciable profit with Fest II,
have cancelled Fest III for lack of
start-up funds. Plans are for the
Festival to return, perhaps, in 1996.
(See our reviews of Festival II, page
18.)

NEW HOLLYWOOD
SUPERSTUDIO

Three of the entertainment
industry’s biggest players have
founded an as vet unnamed
production studio. They are
superstar director Steven Spielberg,
former Paramount and Disney
executive Jeffrey Katzenberg (who
revitalized Disney’s animation
division in the past decade with hits
The Little Mermaid, Beauty and the
Beast, Aladdin, and The Lion King),
and record mogul David Geffen.

The three will finance the
fledgling studio’s start-up
themselves, to the tune of some %2
billion. Other investors may become
involved, most notably Bill Gates, co-
founder and chair of Microsoft, the
world’s largest computer-software
company. Gates, who reportedly
harbours an ambition to direct
movies, 1s said to be worth $9.35
billion. He is in discussions with
Spielberg, Katzenberg, and Getfen
about coming aboard as a technology
advisor.

The new studio is expected to be
a major force in Hollywood and will,
no doubt, create its fair share of top-
flight SF/F properties. The studio
will cover pretty much all of the
Hollvwood bases: film, television
(one of the first undertakings
announced was a $200 million joint
venture with Capital Cities/ABC to
develop TV programs), music, and
animation (it’s speculated that
Disney will be given a run for its
money). Also ot interest to the studio
will be new technologies and their
entertainment-field applications.

Spielberg’s Amblin
Entertainment company will likely
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be absorbed by this new superstudio.

PARAMOUNT GOES AFTER
TREK SCRIPT BOOTLEGGERS

It is a simple matter of course at
Star Trek conventions across North
America for Trekkers to acquire
unauthorized copies of Trek movie
scripts well in advance of the release
of the movies. Dealers at these
conventions have, for years now,
profitted from a market of fans eager
to be the first to learn of the plot
details of an upcoming Trek film. Trek
movie scripts, as well as the scripts
to TV episodes, typically sell for
between $15 and $30.

But these scripts may be harder
to come by in future. Paramount
Pictures, who own Star Trek, has
decided to get tough with at least
two alleged script bootleggers and
has tiled a copyright-infringement
lawsuit against Omega Zone, a New
York City sci-fi store, and Trek/SF-
convention organizer Joe Kindle.
(Montrealers may recognize Kindle
as one of the promoters of the K&L
media-SF convention which took
place a couple of years ago out in
Pointe Claire.) Paramount has
accused these plaintiffs of selling
copies ot the Star Trek Generations
script and the Star Trek: Voyager pilot-
episode script, and is seeking
unspecified damages and attorney’s
tees, or $100,000 for each script that
was sold.

PATRICK STEWART
EXPERIENCES CLOSE
ENCOUNTER OF THE L.A. KIND

While in L.A. to promote Star
Trek Generations, Patrick “Captain
Picard” Stewart found himself short
of cash late one night. He drove to a
bank machine and, while standing in
the dark waiting for the machine to
spit out his money, noticed that a car
was circling him. His transaction
completed, Stewart sprinted back to
his car.

It was then that the circling car
pulled up and flicked off its lights,
recounted Stewart, and a “huge
man” got out.

“Captain Picard?” called the
man.
“Yes,” replied a nervous Stewart.

“I love this town!” velled the
man, dropping to his knees.
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THINGS TO LOOK FOR:

Panels

Art Show and Auction
Videos

Dedalers' Room
Masquerade

Dance

Readings

Workshops

Lunch

Gaming

Consuite

Mcde! Show and Contest
Filking

Autographs
Wearable Art Display
Furries

Anime

and more...

HOTEL

Holiday Inn
Toronto Yorkdale

1- 800-465-4329
SCDN 76/night

Guests of Honours

Editor/Agent Guest of Honour
SHAWNA McCARTHY
Artist Guest of Honour

WAYNE BARLOWE

JUNE 16 -18,
1995

MEMBERSHIPS
CDNS$20.00 until
Nov.1
CDN $28 until
May 1
$35 CDN
after May |

INFORMATION
AD ASTRA 15
P.O. Box 7276
Station A
Toronto, Ont
M5W 1X@






Convention hotel:

This yvear we are again situated at the
Holiday Inn Crown Plaza Metro Center,
within walking distance from downtown
Montreal and directly above Sherbrooke
Metro Station. The hotel has promised us
convention space that is less spread out than
last year’s and an elevator will be reserved
for the convention’s use.

Holiday Inn Crown Plaza Metro Center

505 Sherbrooke St. East, H2L. 1K2,

Tel.: (514) 842-8581, 1-800-561-4644,
room rates are:

$85 for single and doubles

$95 for triples and quads

Mention ConsCept when making your
reservations.

Arntwork Copyright © Vincent Difate

lll:--
y/

i
¥

Directions to the Convention Site:
Coming from Toronto/Ottawa: Once past the
Quebec border, follow signs to Highway 40.
Take 40 into the city, until the 15 South/Sud.
At the bottom of the 15, the road splits, take
the right-hand lanes (Autoroute Ville-Marie,
or the 720). *Get off the expressway at the
Berri Street exit then turn left on Berri Street,
continue until you reach Sherbrooke Street.
The hotel will be on the corner.

Coming from_the South: Take the 10 North,
when approaching Montreal, follow signs to
Pont Champlain/Champlain Bridge. Follow
the bridge and ensuing highway until signs
for the 720 East/Autoroute Ville-Marie
/Downtown Montreal. Once on the 720, fol-
low the directions marked with an *,

Yes! I want to register for a weekend of fun at Con=Cept ‘95!

Name:

Address:

City/Town: Province/State:
Country: Postal/Zip Code:
Telephone No.: Fax No.:

E-mail address:

I would like more information on: [ Art Show
M| Display Area
(1 Model Exhibition and Competition

Q Gaming
(1 Want to Volunteer

Q Masquerade
(] Dealer’s Room

Will you be taking a room at the convention hotel?.................. Uves...... «a No

May we have your permission to exchange this information

with other non-profit, volunteer organizations? .........c.cccceeuenene Uves...... [ No

When communicating with me please use: .......

......................... a English....D French

Convention schedule:

Programming will run all week end long
and will bring you something different to do
every day.

Programming will run

Friday: 6 pmto 12 pm
Saturday: 9amto 12 pm
Sunday: 9amto 5 pm

Dealers room and display area will be open

Friday: Spmto9pm
Saturday: 9 am to § pm
Sunday: 9 amto 3 pm
Registration will be open
Friday: 3 pmto 10 pm
Saturday: 9 amto § pm
Sunday: 9 amto 3 pm

Some activities, including the video room
and the consuite, will run overnight.

Membership Rates:
Week end: $24.00 before March 15%, 1995
or $29.00 afterwards and at the door.
Friday only: $8.00
Saturday only: $18.00
Sunday only: $13.00
Friday and Saturday: $20.00
Saturday and Sunday: $25.00
A special group pre-registration rate is also
available, please write for more informa-
tion: Con=Cept
P.O. Box 405, Station “H”
Montreal, Quebec
H3G 2L1 Canada
To pre-register, simply fill out our advance
registration form and mail it to the above
mentioned address, along with a cheque or
money order in the correct amount, made
out to Con=Cept.
Thank you for pre-registering early.












