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1995 MonSFFA J“,’“”g‘“

MEETING SCHEDULE Ff%ﬁﬂzﬂﬁv

ALL MEETINGS HELD SUNDAY AFTERNOONS, 1:00PM T0 4:00PM | gARcH

(SOME MEETINGS INGLUDE MORNING AGTIVITIES, WHICH BEGIN AT 3 2

T-00AM) I THE ARTIMON | BO0W OF THEMARTIVE HOTEL 1155 — o
GUY STREET (CORNER RENE LEVESQUE), DOWNTOWN MONTREAL 23

1995 MEETING PROGRAMMING (APRIL - JUNE) MAY
Programming subject to rescheduling and/or change 1 4
APRIL 23: 11:00AM, screening of a home-made SF/adventure J“NE
video-movie produced by MonSFFA member André Poliquin.
1:00PM, how to script, prepare, shoot, direct, act in, create

special effects for, and edit your own SF/F video-film! Followed A“G“ST
by a screening of the sequel to the morning’s video-movie. 1 3

MAY 14: 11:00AM, Meeting of MonSFFA's special-interest group SEPTEMBER
for writers. 1:00PM, how to produce fanzines, comic books, and 1 ﬂ

other amateur-press publications, from simple, typewritten cut-

and-paste efforts to slick, desktop-published semi-pro jobs. ﬂﬂTﬂBER
JUNE 11: Programming to be announced. (TransWarp 95, 1 5

announced tentatively in this spot last issue, has been bumped

NOVEMBER

to later in the year, probably August. See “MonSFFAndom” for 1 2

latest on TransWarp; more details to follow.)

Warp is published six times a year by the Montreal Science Fiction and Fantasy Association
(MonSFFA). Address all correspondence to Warp, ¢/o MonSFFA, P.O. Box 1186, Place du Parc,
Montreal, Quebec, Canada, H2W 2P4. Subscription rate is $12.00 per year; however, the subscription
fee is included in the annual membership to MonSFFA, which is $20.00 per year. MonSFFA is a non-
profit organization dedicated to the enjoyment and promotion of science fiction and fantasy in
literature, films and television, art, music, costuming, model-making, comics and fanzines, and
gaming. The opinions expressed in Warp are solely those of the individual writers and do not
necessarily reflect the opinions of Warp or MonSFFA. The use of copyrighted material in this
newsletter is a no-no, but is not intended to infringe on any of the rights of the copyright holders.
Come on people, lighten up. This is an amateur publication, intended for enjoyment only. Trust no
one.—catch-phrase from the television series X-Files
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THE
CENTER
SEAT

Greetings MonSFFA members. Warp is getting itself
back on schedule, however, to compensate for any
future circumstances beyond our control, we will begin
periodically mailing out one-page notices to keep
members up to date.

Take note that this issue of Warp begins a new semi-
regular column about model building. There are quite a
few model builders in MonSFFA, and I have had several
requests about Warp covering the subject. Concerning
format, sometimes the column will be small, containing
information about upcoming shows and competitions or
new kit releases, and in other issues it will be larger,
with kit reviews, how-to articles, and photographs. So
model builders, now is your chance to write some
articles. Warp welcomes your submissions.

As most of you have probably heard by now, the
CJOH television station from Ottawa has dropped
Babylon 5. Those of you fortunate enough to live in a CF
Cable neighbourhood can still get the show on the
Boston superstation, WSBK. Videotron subscribers,
however, are out of luck, as this cable company does not
offer WSBK.

Babylon 5 is worth saving, if only because it is an
alternative to Star Trek. It is well written, has interesting
characters, exotic aliens, plenty of action and special
effects, and has deep and mysterious ongoing thematic
content. I am disappointed that I can no longer watch it.

Perhaps Babylon 5 can be preserved through phone
calls, petitions, or a letter-writing campaign. If you value
high quality SF/F shows, let yourself be heard. You can
write to CJOH, asking them to reinstate Babylon 5; or
you can contact CFCF-12 and encourage our local
station pick up the show. It’s up to us, the fans, to help
return Babylon 5 to our airwaves. Do it right now, while
you're still thinking about it.

CJOH

¢/o Karen Norman, Programming Director
P.O. Box 5813, Merivale Depot

1500 Merivale Road

Nepean, Ontario

K2G 3G6

(613) 224-1320 (touch tone)

(613) 224 1313 (non-touch tone)
1-800-267-3467

CFCF

Attention: Bill Merrill, Head of Programming
405 Ogilvy Avenue

Montreal, Quebec

H3N 1M4

I thank in advance all those who will write in
support of Babylon 5.

Enjoy your issue of Warp and I hope to see you at
our next MonSFFA meeting.

Lynda Pelley
President, MonSFFA

LoNDO on A BAD HAIR DAY

Vil

LAIP



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 SE/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 SF/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 SE/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 year! 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 you up to date
on club activities and brings you general news_from
around the greater SF/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.)

—

COMICS CARDS

TEL.: 514-481-5434

Hobby

Wo +HO & N MODEL TRAINS
- DOLL HOUSE MINIATURES
+ RADIO CONTROL MODELS
+ WOODEN PERIOD SHIPS

EMFIRL

Ace Lopes

1201 Crescent, H3G 2B1
Tel.: (514) 871.1402

Empire Hotline:
345-5544

MEMORABILIA & COLLECTIBLES

Grace Wong & RuthAnn Raycroft

P.O. Box 80005, Broadmoor P.O.
82 Athabascan Avenue, Sherwood Park, AB T8A 5T1

Tel: 1-403-449-6936 Fax: 1-403-467-4931

* ARCHITECTURAL SUPPLIES

5450 SHERBAOOKE ST. WEST
MONTREAL. QC

CANADA H4A 1V9 FAX: 514-481-5468

15% off on SF/F merchandise and on back
issues of comics; U.S. cover price on new
comic books.

LR,

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

4

10% off (5% if Faymg by credit card) on
models and role-playing games, $10.00
minimum purchase.
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1,000,000

COMIX

« NEW AND OLD COMICS
- OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

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

Paul Bennett

IR

Box 17 RR.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 Division.
Suite 606. 116 Albert Street.
Ottawra. Omiano. KI1P 5G3
(613} 233 1159 fax (613) 830-3811

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).

Fairview Shopping Centre
8815 Trans Canada Highway G-18
Pointe Claire, Quebec HIR 5V1
Telephone: (514) 895 3620

LENDROIT OU LHOMME-ARAIGNEE
LIT LES HISTOIRES DE SES
SUPER-HEROS FAVORIS

EL PASO KOMIX

WHERE SPIDEY READS THE
STORIES OF HIS FAVORITE
SUPER-HEROQES

QOuverl 7 purs/semane
Open 7 days a week

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

2100 GUY STREET. MONTREAL
QUEBEC H3H2M8 e TEL. 514-937-3904

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

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

10% off (5% if aoying by credit card) on most
merchandise, :El .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

Role Playing Games
New & Old Comics
Bags & Supplies
Retail & Wholessle

: 4210 Decarie
g' Montre:l Que. H4A 3K3
: < 489-4009

NN

KOMICO

One Block South of Vilia Marla 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 ¢

USED AND COLLECTIBLE BOOKS ¢ COMICS « RECORDS

[iA

* 1844 St. Catherine ouest, Montréai. Que

(514) 932-1139
* 5345 boul. Décarie, Montréal, Qué. (514) 484-0666
* 1070 rue Notre-Dame, Lachine. Qué. {514) 637-0733

* P b oa
= M ﬁ S~
comics N\ 1/ K BANDES DESSINEES
N7/
RECORDS (IMPORTS) * SCIENCE FICTION
COLLECTOR'S ITEMS CASSETTES VIDEOS
CARD'S POSTERS

537 A St-Catherine W
metro McGHl

844-4329

10% off on most merchandise.

_],000,000
COMIX

1418 Pierce Street
Montreal, Quebec, 989-9587

Between 10% and 15% off on most
merchandise.

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

TULX REDLLA SEL)

w A

10% off on everything except imports and
magazines.

Kmetro:Guy )

The place to find it

all comics (buy-sell}
role playing, books
ang more

FMESWIE
;:ﬁ:m oU tout , im-

BD. (achat-vente) A
ANTISiE

Jeux de role.
romans .. et plus.

7190, St-Hubert. Montreal ®uebec H2R 2N1 B (514) 273-0081
METRO JEAN TALON

J, 000,000

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.

5

20% off on most merchandise.

LA2P



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 MonSFFA,

Hiyas from the other side. Thank
you for issue 32 of Warp.

Sorry to hear about Keith’s
accident. He and I met at the Shatner
C-con and he told me all about it.

Well, what did you guys think of
that? Shatner pulled in 5000-plus
over two days. That’s at least $25 a
pop...and some people paid $60 for
“Gold Seating!”

Anyways, some good news:
Warp 9 stands at 111 members as of
March 1, 1995. That’s an increase of
just under 20 members since January
15, ‘95. The Montreal Science Fiction
Festival III has been postponed. But
we have decided to do a one-day
event September 23, ‘95, again at the
Days Inn. Guests are tentative at this
time but include Ed Bishop (UFO),
Arne Starr (comics artist), Marc
Okrand (Klingon Dictionary), and
Larry Stewart. We will be adding
more comics people soon. We are
calling it the Montreal Science
Fiction Festival and Comic Book
Show. Rates are tentative but at-the-
door should be between $10 and $12
per person; pre-reg between $8 and
$10. There will, we hope, be group
rates. I don’t know about you, but
have you noticed more people at
your meetings? Warp 9’s been
drawing 40-plus per meeting. That's

LRAIP

60 percent of the Quebec
(membership) total for us. Anyways,
that’s my good news.

Comments on Warp 32:

Kevin Holden (on Festival II)
points out that Montreal may be
“conned out.” We disagree. At the
Doohan C-con we brought in a good
chunk of our new attendees. In fact,
we signed up five on the spot! Kevin
also pointed out cost. Space: Dream
and Reality was more than us...well,
let’s not talk about them. C-cons
charge $25 per day, and their day is
11:00AM-6:00PM! That’s $50 per
weekend. We were $45. The
Saturday, with the Cabaret, would be
9:00AM-1:00AM—that’s value!
Lastly on Kevin's review, we
advertised our Cabaret as “a variety
show with some of our guests, and
talented fans.” In fact, we had a sign
up at Registration from 2:00PM or
3:00PM with exactly who was
scheduled in the Cabaret. If Kevin
was unhappy (that more of the
guests were not in the Cabaret), I'm
sorry, but we tried, and more were
very happy. Our (Fest II) Cabaret
was longer than the one we had at
Fest I and featured more acts. Some
guests just refused to participate and
that’s that.

On Keith’s review...we did
break even, and even a little profit
was made. We had sponsors
knocking on our door wanting to
help (this year), but what would be
the point if we drew the same
numbers again. We are analyzing the
whole thing to hopefully come out
with a new plan. Keith’s comment on
limited guests was something we
couldn’t have done. That’s what
makes the Festival special: we have
good headliners, and good
secondary guests as well.

We appreciate all your comments
and would love to hear more. This is
the kind of input that will make the
Festival even better in 1996!

One final note: There’s a group
in the Maritimes calling themselves
the Maritime Science Fiction Festival!
No joke...yes, we know the initials
are the same. We want it known,
although they may suggest
association in their advertising, that
we are in no way associated. The
Montreal Science Fiction Festival and
Warp 9 have nothing at all to do with
that show in the Maritimes. We are a
little miffed over a group pretty

6

much ripping off our name, but until
we talk to the chairman of that event,
there’s nothing we can do. We just
want it known we spent years
getting a good name for the Montreal
Science Fiction Festival, and we
would in no way jeopardize our
Montreal event, especially since, in
this case, we’re not even involved.
The funny thing is that we know the
chairman, and some others (on the
Maritime event’s con-com); a letter
or phone call would’ve been nice,
much like I did when we started
Festival I in 1993.
Well, that’s all for now.

Chris Chartier

President, Warp 9

(Also wearing many other hats!)
Montreal, Quebec

Hiyas from this side, Chris. As
always, good to hear from you. Thanks
for the info on the Festival/Comic Book
Show you are planning—keep us up to
date, and let us know if we can help.
MonSFFA's monthly meetings continue
to be well attended, and we’re pleased to
hear that your meetings are beginning to
pull in more folk after that stretch of a
drought you experienced last year.

Miffed? We don't quite understand.
We've heard that the people putting on
the Maritime Science Fiction Festival
were sufficiently impressed with what
they saw here when they came up for
Fest II that they are patterning their con
after yours. Sounds like they are paying
you rather of a compliment: your con has
been an inspiration to them. Yes, the
names of both events are similar, but no
one mistakes the Monterey Jazz Festival
for the Montreal Jazz Festival, and no
one is likely to confuse these two SF
festivals, which are, after all, a couple of
provinces apart.

Let’s face it, fan groups regularly
borrow each other’s ideas. The greater
fannish community is made more vital
when good ideas and successful
endeavours are transplanted from one
region to another. We all benefit from
each other’s experience, and adapt each
other’s concepts to our own, particular
situations. Don't be too ticked at these
Maritime fans: imitation is the sincerest
form of flattery.

Many Eastern Canadian
conventions, like Concinnity, Ad Astra,
and the Montreal Science Fiction
Festival, have adopted the idea of
including model displays/competitions



in their programming. This is something
which MonSFFA first popularized
around here when we founded ConeCept
in 1989. Should we be miffed because
other cons hopped onto our bandwagon?
Should your fanzine, Warp Factor
(originally Warp 9), be required to
change its name because it sounds too
much like MonSFFA’s Warp, and our
‘zine began publishing first? Of course
not.

Now while nobody likes to have

their ideas ripped off, as long as there’s
no maliciousness behind it, and due
credit is given, we, frankly, don't see
anything terribly wrong with this.

Our best wishes to Warp 9 and its
members; keep well and write us
again.—Ed

Dear MonSFFA,

After a friend showed me a
recent copy of your publication, I just

had to write and get more
information on your club. I've
enclosed an SASE.

Thanks,

Jeff DeMerchant
Fredericton, New Brunswick

Thank you, Jeff; we appreciate your
interest in our club. The information
requested is on its way.—Ed
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February’s MonSFFA meeting
took place on the 12th, as always in
the Artimon I room of the Maritime
Hotel. Some 35 people attended.

Club president Lynda Pelley got
the meeting started a little after
1:00PM, quickly covering a few notes
of interest to MonSFFA members
before yielding the floor to our guest
speaker, Emru Townsend.

Emru, an animation enthusiast,
screened clips from an
armful of videos spanning a
decade’s worth (early "80s to
early ’90s) of SF/F
animation. Much of what he
had on hand, like Crusher
Joe, Laputa, the Dirty Pair
movie, and Robot Carnival,
came out of Japan. Emru
touched on North-American
animation with Canada’s
Rock and Rule and the
American Super Secret Secret
Squirrel. He prefaced his
clips with a bit of info on
each, and on the animators
and their styles and
influences. Emru fielded
questions and entertained
comments from the
audience throughout his
presentation, and was
thanked at its conclusion
with an appreciative round
of applause.

The meeting’s 15-minute
break saw our usual raffle
take place and allowed folks
to stock up at our snack
table.

The meeting continued
with a discussion of
romance in SF/F, what with
Valentine’s Day only 48
hours away. Warp editor
Keith Braithwaite moder-
ated the discussion. Most of
the MonSFFen in the room
felt that science fiction, for
the most part, doesn’t

- LAQP
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“ALL THE CLUB NEWS THAT HTS, WE'LL PRINTY”
FEBRUARY MEETING

handle romantic love all that well.
Rooted as it is in adolescent male
adventure fantasies, the genre tends
to treat romantic relationships rather
superficially, if it bothers with them
at all. Fantasy, it was noted,
generally does a better job than SF in
the romance department. Keith held
up the Captain Kirk/Edith Keeler
love story as an example of well-
rendered romance in the area of sci-fi
television or film. But he’s of the
opinion that there are very few other
worthy examples and challenged the

-REWARD-
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audience to come up with just a
handful. Han Solo and Princess Leia,
Lois and Clark, and Beauty and the
Beast’s Catherine and Vincent were
among those cited.

The meeting wrapped up with
an invitation extended to everyone
to do dinner at a new restaurant
nearby, The Deli Planet.

MonSFFA thanks guest speaker
Emru Townsend for taking the time
to participate in our February
meeting. And, we thank the usual
suspects for putting together and
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running the meeting, particularly
discussion moderator Keith
Braithwaite, and Graham Darling
and Kevin He len, who arranged for
the giant-screen TV which Emru
used to show his video clips.

MARCGH MEETING:
MonSFFA, THE
GATHERING

The club’s March meeting was
held on the 12th at our Maritime-
Hotel locale. Over 35 people were in
attendance.

To kick things off, club member
Marc Durocher moderated an hour-
long panel on dragons. Forgoing a
lecture approach, Marc invited
everyone to participate in an open,
freewheeling discussion of the
subject, and folks tossed in their
questions and comments on, and
knowledge of, all things dragon
related. The conversation ranged far
and wide, dealing at various times
with the dragon legends of medieval
and ancient societies, the differences
between Eastern- and Western-world
views of dragons, the evolution of
the role of the dragon in fantasy
literature, and Earth’s real dragons,
the dinosaurs.

The mid-meeting break, as
always, included a raffle. Ticket sales
were quite healthy in response to the
afternoon’s prize: a copy of the
lavish Star Trek coffee-table book
Where No One Has Gone Before: A
History in Pictures.

The second part of the meeting
was devoted to our look at Magic:
The Gathering and other, similar
collectible card-based games.
MonSFFA’s Mark Burakoff and Mike
Masella provided a comprehensive
history of Magic and its
contemporaries, explained how the
various games work, and spoke of
the gaming and collecting sub-
cultures which have sprung up
around these games. They had
brought along some of their own
collections for viewing and at one
point, Mark felt it his duty to warn
the uninitiated that collecting these
cards can, especially if a person is
not careful, become a very expensive
proposition. Mark and Mike fielded
many a question throughout their
presentation, and Mike closed out

the meeting with a demonstration of
the TNG game.

MonSFFA thanks those members
who helped to plan and run this
meeting, in particular Marc, Mark,
and Mike for providing the
meeting’s programming. And
thanks, as well, to all who attended.

NEW WRITERS-GROUP
PROJECT UNDERWAY

Members of MonSFFA’s Special
Interest Group for Writers have
started on a project which has them
each writing an original SF, fantasy,
or horror short story. They have
exchanged amongst themselves
photos clipped from newspapers or
magazines, and these photos are to
serve as the inspirations for their
stories. Each project participant is to
have a first-draft manuscript ready
for April 23rd’s MonSFFA meeting
and supply copies of their story to
their fellow writers. The participants
will written-critique each other’s
manuscripts, then meet to go further
into the critiques at the Writers
Group meeting, morning (11:00AM)
of the May 14th MonSFFA meeting.
The writers may then wish to revise
their manuscripts, taking into
account the critiques they’ve
received, and when satisfied with
their stories, submit final drafts to
Warp for publication.

MonSFFA VIDEO
PROJECT TO BE
REVIVED

MonSFFA  member John
Matthias has taken it upon himself to
try to revive the MonSFFA Video
Project. This project was undertaken
a couple of years ago but,
unfortunately, fell apart about
halfway through when the people
involved seemed unable to
coordinate their schedules and finish
shooting the remaining few scenes of
their production, a short, comedic SF
piece.

John was one of the crew of that
half-completed video-film, and now
he hopes to renew interest among
MonSFFA members in producing
amateur SF/F videos. Step one: the
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completion of the club’s original
video project.

A preliminary meeting called by
John to gauge interest proved
promising, attracting about a dozen
enthusiastic MonSFFen. With some
prep work already underway, John
expects cameras to roll by month’s
end.

Club members who want to join
the video-making crew are asked to
contact John at (514) 484-0470.

ARTISTS CO-0P

MonSFFAn Marc Durocher is
spearheading the formation of an
SF/F artists co-op, the goals of which
include organizing showings of the
work of MonSFFA’s numerous visual
artists and creating quality
reproductions of their work for sale
purposes. MonSFFA’s artists will also
be encouraged to submit more of
their work to Warp. For more
information on the artists co-op, call
Marc at (514) 482-5328.

TRANSWARP "95

The various genre clubs
interested in mounting TransWarp
this year are currently meeting to
discuss the particulars. Consensus so
far seems to be that TransWarp's
standard structure will be shelved
this year in favour of some kind of
an outdoor activity (an “Olympic
Games” /picnic/pub-crawl has been
suggested). TransWarp has, to date,
taken place in April or May; the date
for the 95 event will likely be
pushed into August. Stay tuned for
further details.

Begun in 1992, TransWarp has
been an annual Montreal fandom
tradition which sees a number of the
city’s SF/F clubs pool their resources
to put on a one-day mini-con.

MEMBERSHIP
RENEWALS

As always, 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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[Aisls and Sacrifice, Part 4

by Bryan Elkers, from a story idea by lAcith Braithwaite

Bryan Ekers’ DS9 story continues;
parts 1, 2, and 3 ran in, respectively,
Warps 30 (Summer '94), 31 (September
'94), and 32 (February '95).

Jelenik looked at the long range
scan report, and set the small display
for a large-scale image of the
immediate region; including the
station, the wormhole, the cloud . ..

“What's this?” he asked sharply,
pointing at a fourth point.
“Computer, enhance.”

Kira looked at the monitor.
“That’s the Herald.” She tapped her
communicator badge. “Kira to
O’Brien. Any change in the
reactors?”

“We’ll have two of them back
online in three hours, Major. The
others will take a few days at least.”

“There’s no chance of moving
the station before then?”

“Major, it was a miracle we
moved it the first time. I can restore
the shields.”

“Will it be enough to stop 3
million tons of anti-matter?”

There was a noticeable pause.
“I’lll work on moving the station,
Major.”

“Good. What about your family,
Chief?”

“Evacuated with the others,
Major. There’s only official personnel
on board, except the wounded in
sickbay.”

Kira winced; she should have
checked on Sisko earlier.

“Understood. Kira out.” She
thought for a moment, and tapped
her badge again. “Kira to Bashir.”

“Bashir here.”

“"How is Commander Sisko?”

“Still unconscious, but stable.
His son’s here with him.”

“How long until he wakes up?”

Bashir looked around him. Odo’s
emergency teams had helped him
clean the debris out of sickbay and
set up emergency beds, all of which
were filled with the injured. "Major, I
have 25 patients here, most of them
hurt worse than the Commander.
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He's stable, and that’s all I can say.”

Kira felt like shouting at Bashir,
or going down to sickbay herself, but
she held steady until the impulse
passed. Bashir hadn’t spent most of
his life fighting a dirty war; he’'d
never had to sacrifice 10
unimportant people to save one vital
one. Kira knew she didn’t have time
to change him now. “Keep me
informed. Kira out.”

“Major,” muttered Jelenik. “Look
at this.”

The graphic on the screen still

“The comet is the
only nearby object
massive enough to

deflect the cloud.”

showed the cloud, the station, the
wormhole, and the Herald.

“Computer, give projections,
one-hour intervals,” ordered Jelenik.

The cloud jumped a centimeter,
the Herald jumped a similar amount.
Another hour, another jump. Several
steps into the projection, Kira tensed.

“The Herald’s changing course.”
She tapped a few keys on the
console. “That’s not correct.”

“No, it’s all right, Major,” said
Jelenik. “Just watch.”

As the projected hours quickly
passed, the Herald followed an
impossible parabolic course,
converging on the cloud, even as the
cloud converged on the station.
According to the simulation, roughly
10 hours from now, and well within
sight of the station, the Herald
would meet the cloud to spectacular
effect. A muted glow on the monitor
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marked the demise of each.

Kira rolled her eyes. “You think
the Herald will obligingly change
direction for you? I thought atheists
like you didn’t believe in miracles.”

“It’s not a miracle, Major.
Computer, restore to time index one-
five-one-two. Magnify on the
comet.”

The screen complied. A close-up
view of the Herald destroyed its
beauty, Kira decided. She watched
the screen, clearly bored at Jelenik’s
useless scenario. She suddenly froze.

“No,” she said flatly.

“Yes,” he replied. “The three
runabouts can coordinate their
tractor beams on the central mass of
the comet and—"

“No!” She glared at him. “You're
not gonna destroy the Herald. It’s
insane.”

“Is there an alternative, Major?
Tell me what it is.”

Her voice caught momentarily.
”“I don’t have one. Yet. But
destroying the Herald is just not an
option.”

“You’'re dreaming, Major. The
comet is the only nearby object
massive enough to deflect the cloud.
It's perfect.”

“It is not!” replied Kira
indignantly. “I'll sacrifice the station
before I'll destroy the Herald.”

“That’s unacceptable,” declared
Jelenik. “If Bajor is going to regain its
former scientific prominence, Deep
Space Nine is vital. The comet is not.”

“How dare you?” said Kira
slowly. “When you and others like
you abandoned Bajor during the
occupation, we stayed and fought.
The religion you dismiss so readily,
Secretary Jelenik, was what bound us
together for the common good.
Symbols like Preta’s Herald were
vital. How dare you dismiss it as
unimportant?”’

“The war with Cardassia is over,
Major,” replied Jelenik calmly.

“But the war within Bajor is
not,” she said curtly. “You're aware
of the factional fighting, you’ve even
taken advantage of it.”



“You’re dodging the issue,
Major. The runabouts have to leave
within the hour to intercept the
comet.”

“No. Absolutely not. Besides, the
runabouts don’t have the power for
an operation like this; not even all
three of them together.”

Jelenik paused. “I can get you a
class-eight power source. Over 1500
megawatts. It's enough for a small
city.” He smiled sourly. “It's my
fusion powersphere. The Vulcans are
excellent engineers.”

Kira tore her eyes away from the
display. With a shudder, she stood
up and walked away from Jelenik
and his horrific plan. As she
approached the doors, they started
to hiss open.

“No, close.” The doors closed.
She stared through the window
panes of one door, looking down at
Ops. Her eyes moved from Dax, to
O’Brien. From their posture, Kira
knew they hadn’t found a solution.
Her eyes wandered Ops, and
alighted on the engineer, Barclay.
Close by him was Ensign Ro. Kira
stared at her; a Bajoran expatriate,
like Jelenik had been. Kira would
have hated her, once. She tapped her
communicator badge. “Kira to
O’Brien.”

O’Brien looked up at the office
door, meeting her eyes. She watched
his lips move, and heard his voice on
the communicator.

“O’Brien here.”

“Chief, anything new?” Please
let there be something new, she
thought.

He shook his head slightly.
“Sorry, Major.”

“What about Dax?”

Kira saw O’Brien look at Dax’s
station, then back at her. “I don’t
think so, Major.”

There was a long pause. O'Brien
looked at her expectantly.

“Chief, stand by. Kira to Bashir.”

“Bashir here.”

“How is Commander Sisko?”

“Unchanged. I'll let you know.”

“You do that,” she whispered.
”Kira to O’Brien.”

"Major,” replied O'Brien.

“"How would you rate Barclay as
an engineer?”

O’Brien’s surprise was apparent.
He leaned slightly away from
Barclay, hiding his words. “He’s . . .
competent, Major.”

Kira allowed herself a smile.
“What about Ensign Ro?”

The bewilderment on O’Brien’s
face deepened. “As an engineer?”

“No, as a pilot.”

“The same, Major. A little cold-
blooded for my taste, though.”

”Call Constable Odo for me.
When he arrives send him, Ro, and
Barclay up here. Kira out.”

She turned away from the door,
faced Jelenik again. “I have a few
conditions, Secretary. If you screw up
any one of them, I'll make you pay
for it.” She levelled a finger at him,
stopping his objection. “Shut up.
One, I want you to copy all of your
information onto two Starfleet
datapads. I'll take one with me on
the Rio Grande. The other I'm giving
to Constable Odo. He'll give it to
Sisko when he wakes up, and I
wouldn’t trust anyone else. Two,
you’'ll erase all references to your

“...there’s an
excellent chance I
won't return from

this mission...”

plan from the main computer. Three,
after the problem is . . .” she winced
“. .. dealt with, you will issue a
public statement saying that as far as
you know, the Herald changed
course by itself and acted to save this
station and Bajor.”

She was rewarded with a look of
total shock and indignation on
Jelenik’s gaunt face. “I will not,” he
spat. “A man in my position
mumbling about miracles. It would
ruin me.”

“I don’t give a damn about that,
Secretary. And you deserve to be
ruined after this disaster.” She
narrowed her eyes. “I'm not giving
you a choice, Jelenik. I'll be keeping
your powersphere until I hear your
statement. I swear, I'll tear it apart
unless you do as I say. And unless
you plan another trip to Vulcan, I
don’t think you’ll get a new one
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anytime soon. No one is to know
about this. That’s why I'm taking
two outsiders with me instead of
members of DS9’s crew. They can go
back to their lives in the Federation
when this is over.”

Jelenik glared at her, his eyes
showing layers of hate. “You'll pay
for this, Major.”

She stepped up to him. As with
Quark, she found, she was able to
stare down at the shorter man.
“Secretary, there’s an excellent
chance I won’t return from this
mission, what with all the gamma
radiation from the cloud,” she said
softly. “I hope you’ll consider that
payment enough. Now prepare the
datapads and get the hell out.”

Benjamin Sisko felt the warm
water of Pharos III surround him.
The squidling was harmless, he
knew, even clutching tightly at his
hand. He squeezed back sharply.

The painful shout of his son Jake
caused Sisko to force his way from
the water and subsequently, his
dream.

“Dad! Dad! Doctor Bashir, he’s
awake!”

Sisko tried to force a question
past his stiff tongue. Suddenly,
Bashir was standing over him,
looking carefully at him. “Don’t try
to talk, sir. Just keep still. You're in
sickbay with a concussion, but you'll
be all right.”

Sisko glanced sideways. He
could see Jake standing beside
Bashir. The boy was massaging one
of his hands with the other. “You
were here all along?” he asked
quietly. “Holding my hand?”

Bashir noticed Jake’s sore hand
and scanned it with a tricorder.

“Some mild bruising,” he
commented. “You should be more
careful with your relatives,
Commander.”

Sisko kept his eyes on his son.
“I'm sorry, Jake.”

The boy smiled. “It’s okay, Dad.”

Bashir started to move away
from the table, but Sisko grabbed his
sleeve. “What is going on?” he asked
clearly. Although his eyes were on
Bashir, Sisko noticed the sickbay was
filled to overflowing with wounded.

The voice that answered came
from beyond the head of Sisko’s bed.
“I have all the information you need,
Commander.” Sisko tried to turn and
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look at the speaker, but the attempt
caused a shooting pain to lance
through his forehead. Constable Odo
obligingly stepped into Sisko’s range
of vision. His expression was as
uncomfortable looking as Sisko had
ever seen it, which wasn’t much. “I'd
like to speak to Commander Sisko
alone, please.”

Bashir backed away willingly;
Jake only after Sisko nodded. Odo
watched them leave, then almost
shyly placed a datapad on the bed
next to Sisko’s arm. “Major Kira
asked me to deliver this to you on
her behalf.”

Sisko picked up the datapad and
examined it. A small digital clock in
one corner told him he’d been
unconscious for over nine hours.
“The station is being repaired,” he
noted.

“Yes, Commander.”

Sisko scanned a few lines of the
station’s damage report. “Dax and
Chief O’Brien seem to have things
well in hand. Is Major Kira in Ops?”

“No, she isn’t.”

“Is she overseeing the repairs?”

“No, Commander.”

Sisko frowned. “Where is she?”

Odo’s lips pressed together for
an instant. “She’s left the station,
Commander.”

Sisko was shocked. “What?” he
whispered. He tried to sit up and
was rewarded with more pain in his
forehead. Odo made no move to help
him. “Has she taken her leave? At a
time like this?”

“No, Commander.” Odo took the
datapad from Sisko, and pushed a
few keys, calling up the flight plan
Jelenik had programmed earlier.

“There’s an explanation recorded by
the Major. It will respond to your
voice code. Major Kira wanted you
to be alone when you read it.” With
that, Odo abruptly turned away and
left sickbay.

Sisko pondered the datapad for
another moment, then swung his
legs off the bed and sat up, ignoring
the headache. Bashir was
immediately at his side, gently
pushing him back. Jake was beside
him, looking equally worried.

“Commander, please. Lie still.”

Sisko pushed Bashir’s hands
aside. “You need the bed, Doctor. I'll
be in my quarters.” Sisko put his
hand on Jake’s shoulder. “My son
will help me to my quarters.”

The boy beamed.

Continued in the next issue of Warp

BOOK
REVIEWS

David Weber’s Honor
Harrington Books (Give
this series a dishon-
ourable discharge!):

On Basilisk Station

The Honor of the Queen
The Short Victorious War
Field of Dishonor

Reviewed by Joe Aspler

The Truth in Review-
ing Act states that [ have
to say I've only read the
first and third books of the
above list. But two of
these books was more
than enough!

The old-style adven-
ture story has a respect-
able place in any science
fiction collection. You
could even claim a con-
nection to historical
fiction, and to studies of
history itself. But forget
this series by David
Weber.

The Napoleonic wars
have provided the most
fertile ground for the
nav, saga: the life and
times of a single hero. The
best known is Captain
Horatio Hornblower.

Hornblower was a first, a
hero with genuine human
frailties. Other heroes of
that period include Patrick
O’Brien’s creation, Jack
Aubrey, my personal
favourite. O’Brien has a
real feel for the time, both
on ship and on shore.
Dudley Pope’s Ramage
has all the style of a car-
toon character, but at least
he’s a well-written cartoon
character. The worst is
Alexander Kent’s Captain
Bolitho, a hero whose
adventures are written
without the slightest bit of
originality. Each story fol-
lows the same, standard
formula, with loyal and/
or disloyal superiors and/
or subordinates, a minor
bloody battle in the mid-
dle of the novel, and the
obligatory major bloody
battle at the end of the
novel.

Now along comes
David Weber. His may be
the first SF series to fea-
ture a woman as a senior
combat officer. Too bad
the occasion wasn’t cele-
brated with well-written
books.

2000 years in the
future, the good guys are
at war with the bad guys.

Respectively, we have the
Space Kingdom of Manti-
core (with a social struc-
ture reminiscent of 19th-
century England) and the
People’s Republic of
Haven (with a social
structure resembling a
cross between the Soviet
Union and a very bad
parody of our politically
correct present).

We first meet Captain
Honor Harrington in the
introductory novel of the
series, On Basilisk Station.
In a system where here-
dity and titles mean much
to an officer’s career, she
has resolutely fought her
way up from obscurity
—well, from a
comfortable middle-class
anyway. Rather like Star
Trek: The Next Generation.

Weber seems to have
patterned his saga on the
worst of the Napoleonic
sagas. The characters are
made of cardboard: I
haven't seen so much of
the stuff since my last visit
to a recycling plant.
Everything is written
according to formula.

The bad guys are
predictable, without a
single saving grace. The
way in which one of the

bad guys signs his name
at the end of The Short
Victorious War is particu-
larly revealing of some-
thing: silliness, lack of
originality, or what, I'm
not sure. (I won't give
away the ending by say-
ing what so-called secret
the signature revealed.)

Mind you, the good
guys aren’t much more
interesting. With the ex-
ception of one cowardly
captain, all the good guys
are good: good sailors,
good junior officers, good
senior officers. Any minor
confusion or insecurity is
rapidly transformed into
heroism. Even the good-
guy politicians have
something going for them.

With formula writing,
you don’t have to bother
with tension, conflict, or
other trivial plot devices.

The Hornblower novels
were parodied by Harry
Harrison, who told us of
one Captain Honario
Harpplayer and his
adventures with a little
green man from outer
space. I wonder if Weber
read Harrison’s parody.
Too bad if he didn't: he
might have learned
something!

LRI
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supreme. Deucalion refuses to join forces with her,
resulting in his betrothed (Naia) being buried alive. He
finally escapes and survives nine years in the wilderness
before returning. He joins in the revolt and brings Naia
back to life. The priests realize that Phorenice cannot be
killed or defeated and call destruction down on Atlantis.
Natch’, Deucalion and Naia survive.

L.S. DeCamp, in his Lost Continents, says of it:
“Despite the author’s weakness for plesiosaurs and
other anachronistic Mesozoic reptiles...the novel is a
competent piece of story-telling: fast, well-constructed,
colourful, with the leading characters well drawn and
occasional flashes of rather grim humor. Moreover, the
story is not burdened with the sentimentality and
didacticism that oppress so many novels of this group.”
This may account for why it has so often been reprinted.

David M. Parry’s The Scarlet Empire (Bobbs-Merrill,
1906; Arno Press reprint) tells of John Walker, captured
by inhabitants of Atlantis, which is hidden below the
sea. He finds a socialist society and befriends a free-
thinking doctor. He falls for Astraea, a beautiful girl,
who is part of a group trying to restore capitalism, and
has been recently incarcerated. Walker and Astraea
attempt to escape in a submarine but are recaptured and
jailed. With the help of the doctor they escape again and
destroy the dome over Atlantis using a torpedo.

Not a bad story if you are a rabid capitalist, as the
author, a rich American industrialist, was.

Joseph M. Brown’s Astyanax (Broadway, 1907; a 333
title) is the story of Hector of Troy’s son, Astyanax, who
after the fall of Troy is delivered into the hands of the
king of Assyria. Raised as a prince, when adult he
returns to reunite the remnants of the Trojan race. They
sail beyond the Gates of Hercules (Straits of Gibraltar) to
Atlantis, and subsequently, with a few Atlanteans,
escape the destruction of Atlantis. In the West he falls for
princess Xibalba, and when she is kidnapped by the
emperor of Mexico, he uses cunning and friends on the
inside to save her and accede to the throne himself.

Pierre Benoit’s Atlantida (Duffield, 1920), the English
version of Benoit’s L’Atlantide (France, c. 1915), a 333
title, tells of the adventures of French officers Morange
and de Saint-Avit. Based on evidence of early Greek
explorations in the far south of the Sahara, they are led
to investigate a hidden mountain oasis where Antinea,
direct descendant of the kings of Atlantis, reigns. The
beautiful Antinea keeps the mummified bodies of her
former lovers, who she has killed when bored of them,
in a gallery. Morange’s ability to resist her makes her fall
madly in love with him. Antinea, the woman scorned,
enthralls de Saint-Avit and has him murder his fellow
officer.

Besides d’Esme’s Les Dieux Rouges (see article “F &
SF Before the Double Helix,” Warp 25, specifically page
31), one of the few French lost race novels to ever see
book form.

Olof W. Anderson’s The Treasure Vault of Atlantis
(1925, reprinted Arno Press) tells of a vision wherein the
narrator remembers a previous incarnation as King of
Atlantis, and the site of a hollowed mountain where
Atlantean technology and people are preserved. After
weeks of swamps and jungles they reach the mountain.
They revive about 50 Atlanteans and are shown
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helicopters, and a TV screen which can see anywhere on
Earth. At the narrator’s request they create a machine to
communicate with the dead. A new era is going to begin
for mankind.

Isabell C. Crawford’s The Tapestry of Time
(Christopher, 1927; a 333 title) tells of Astrellon, great
sage of Atlantis. Having prescience of the doom of
Atlantis, he warns King Lumnos, but the latter, under
the influence of the high-priest Memhota, ignores him.
Astrellon moves his kith and kin to Peru, where, with
atomic technology, he builds the super-city of
Delosarian. Memhota’s atomic experimentation sinks
Atlantis, and Lumnos and friends are saved by Cretan
sailors. They establish a base at Athros, in Crete, and
both colonies carry forward the Atlantean civilization.

Muriel Bruce’s Mukara (Henkle, 1930; reprinted
Arno Press) tells of two archaeologists, an
anthropologist, and a physicist who go off to discover a
legendary, pre-Mayan white race in Amazonia. A 333
title, it also falls into this article’s previous two
categories (”Arctic, Antarctic, and Hollow Earth” and
“Amazonia and Aztecs, Mayas, et al,” Warps 31 and 32,
respectively) to a certain extent. They are met by a
vanguard of this race at the base of towering mountains.
Once in Mukara, site of survivors of Mu, two usurpers
attempt by occult means to force princess Clio, rightful
heir to the throne, to marry a member of the party,
rather than her betrothed, King Nubti. The good guys
naturally win the ensuing civil war and fulfill an ancient
prophecy.

Interestingly, the novel was inspired by the author’s
friend, Colonel Percy H. Fawcett, who in 1925
disappeared, murdered by Indians, in the upper Xingu
basin while searching for this very city. Some of the
spiritualistic/occult attacks are a bit tedious but the
remainder of the book is excellent.

Dennis Wheatley is perhaps best known for his
great novels of the occult and satanism (The Devil Rides
Out, Strange Conflict, etc.) as well as some spy novels. He
also edited The Dennis Wheatley Library of the Occult
(Sphere, 1970s), a great series of occult fiction and “non-
fiction.”

They Found Atlantis (Hutchinson, c. 1935; Lippincott,
1936; Arrow, 1970s and later), a 333 title, tells of a
number of rich girls and their suitors out cruising
around on daddy’s (Dr. Tisch) underwater research
yacht. Some mean, nasty hoodlums seize the boat and
dump the whole gang overboard a the bathysphere,
taking care to remove wallets and diamonds
beforehand. Instead of their being crushed to death at
the bottom of the Marianas Trench, the bathysphere is
sucked into a chamber under the ocean floor. After
fighting off some sub-human creatures (Ooh! I broke a
nail, daahlinx), the whole gang are saved by Atlantean
descendants, living in a miniature utopia. Two couples
marry and everything is comfy-cosy until a woman
spurned by Dr. Tisch knocks him off. The whole gang
are banished, escape the sub-humans again, and blow
up the escape tunnel as they leave.

Stanton A. Coblentz’s (1896-?) The Sunken World
(Fantasy Publ. Co., Inc., 1948), another 333 title, tells of a
WWII U.S. submarine sucked into a whirlpool and
down to the bottom of the ocean. There they are saved



by the survivors of Atlantis, who live inside a glass
dome at the bottom of the ocean. Commander Harkness
and his crew are well treated in the utopian community.
Harkness wins an Atlantean girl, Aelios, as his bride,
and only they survive the destruction of the dome,
returning safely to America.

5. Asia, Oceania, and Elsewhere

Several of these novels set in Asia have been
covered in a section on Oriental literature in a previous
article (“F & SF Before the Double Helix,” Warp 25,
section beginning page 27), so I will only include those
not mentioned before.

G.G.A. Murray’s Gobi or Shamo; A Story of Three
Songs (1889, reprinted Arno Press) tells of Mavrones,
who finds a manuscript in an old Greek monastery
telling of a lost race of Greeks in the Gobi Desert. He
organizes an expedition and they reach a river gorge
deep in the Gobi. There they are saved from going over
a waterfall by an Englishman, Trench, king of a
barbarian race called the Sanni. Trench tells them that
the high-tech Greeks live in a utopian city just down
river. The Sanni revolt, using bombs stolen from the
Greeks, but blow themselves up before they can take
over. The Greeks allow the explorers to leave,
electrifying their citadel so they will never be disturbed
again.

Murray was perhaps the preeminent classical Greek
scholar of his time, and my father remembers his books
being used in school when he was a kid.

Percy Brebner’s The Knight of the Silver Star (Fenno,
1907; also as The Fortress of Yadasara by Christian Lys, c.
1905), a 333 title, tells of Clinton Verrall, whose travels in
Turkey bring him to a lost valley beyond impenetrable
mountains. In the valley, called Drusunland, he is
captured by descendants of the Crusaders. Verrall is
recognized as the prophesized Knight of the Silver Star,
destined to lead the people backing princess Daria to
power. At first everything is going like clockwork, until
Verrall is betrayed by one of Daria’s trusted nobles.
Captured, Verrall escapes to free Daria from the
unwelcome attentions of her betrayer, and they both flee
to the outer world.

John Taine’s The Purple Sapphire (Dutton, 1924; a 333
title) tells of General Wedderburn’s search for her
daughter, who was spirited away into India 12 years
before. The only clue is a huge sapphire left behind by
the kidnapper. Wedderburn hires the world famous
adventurer, John Ford, and his trusty assistant/niece
Rosita. They join Captain Joicey, who has also found a
huge sapphire. He leads them across a radioactive desert
to the home of a lost, degenerate race that was
flourishing 10,000 years ago. The daughter of
Wedderburn and the Ford trio are in the prophecies as
those who will return the race to its former stature.
Betrayed by a wandering Tibetan, they must use the last
piece of ancient technology to escape, except they don't
know what the contraption does. Turns out that it is a
tool of mass destruction which destroys the entire
region. Oops!

Gilbert Collins’ The Starkenden Quest (McBride, 1925;
a 333 title) tells of John Crayton and Gregory Hope, who

join Esau Starkenden in a quest to find his daughter,
who has disappeared in Indo-China. The party is
captured by savage dwarfs, led by Starkenden’s brother,
who is a thrall of an immortal, evil Khmer demi-god, the
Undying One. Imprisoned in vast caves, awaiting
sacrifice to the Undying One, they (including the
daughter) manage to escape and kill the demi-god. The
brother’s mind is then released and he leads the whole
family and friends back to civilization.

Collins also wrote The Valley of Eyes Unseen
(McBride, 1924), also a 333 title, which tells of Ronald
Mirlees, who is being hunted down by a Chinese secret
society. He joins an expedition to Tibet, led by a
mysterious man of great mental and physical prowess.
The expedition is led to a hidden valley where
descendants of Alexander the Great’s army are living.
The expedition leader is recognized as the reincarnation
of Alexander. Internal strife endangers Mirlees’ life and
he has to resort to using man-made wings to escape.

E. Charles Vivian’s Fields of Sleep (Hutchison,1925;
reprinted Arno Press, and Donald M. Grant), another
333 title, tells of the adventures of Victor Marshall, sent
by Mrs. Delarey to find her son, Clement, who is to
inherit the family fortune and was lost on an island in
Indonesia three year before. After simulating his own
death to throw off other money hungry relatives,
Marshall eventually journeys to the interior. He is
attacked by giant, flesh-eating crabs and must jump
down an incline which permits no return to evade them.
He is confronted by Tari-Hi, the keeper of the Mah-Eng,
the last outpost of Babylon and also a gold mine. All the
workers, including Clement, down in the valley are
enthralled by the smell of a strange flower, from which
withdrawal causes sleep, then death. Tari-Hi wants
Marshall to marry his beautiful daughter, Aia, and carry
on the line of the keepers, but he refuses. A breach in the
aqueduct floods the plants and the labourers (including
Clement) die in their sleep. Several other subplots are
also interwoven in this great novel.

James Hilton’s Lost Horizon (Morrow, 1933; Pocket
Books #1; a 333 title) is well known to most, and has
even had a decent screen adaptation.

Four British men in a government plane crash-land
in remote Tibet and are guided to the lamasery of
Shangri-La. The huge mountains around the Valley of
the Blue Moon preclude escape, but the special qualities
of the air permit extremely long life and great mental
achievement. One of the men, Conway, soon becomes
attuned to the ways of the place and is groomed to
become spiritual leader. Conway is to maintain
civilization in this small niche as the rest of the world
goes to hell in a handbasket.

Jack Williamson (1908-) is best remembered for his
Legion of Space series and the werewolf classic Darker
than You Think.

His title Golden Blood (1935 magazine; Lancer, 1964)
tells of a lost city in the Arabian desert and the members
of the “Secret Legion,” a group of adventurers who go in
search of it. The lost race are gold coloured, have a huge
golden tiger as a weapon, and use gold in various
technological wizardries.

This is to a certain extent an updated sword and
sorcery novel, a very entertaining one at that.

LASP



The previously mentionned Stanton A. Coblentz
was a poet and occasional writer of SF/F. He was editor
(and founder) of the verse quarterly Wings from 1933 to
1960, and had some training in anthropology.

His classic 333 title When the Birds Fly South (Wings
Press, 1945; Newcastle Forgotten Fantasy, 1980) tells of
an American geologist who gets lost in the mountains of
Afghanistan and is rescued by a strange tribe, the
Ibandru, living in a virtually inaccessible valley. He
eventually falls in Jove with a young woman of the tribe,
Yasma. The Ibandru are not like other people. When the
birds fly south they are transmuted into great birds
which migrate with the seasons. Prescott spends a lonely
winter in the valley. The next summer he marries Yasma,
and she stays behind in the valley at migration time
because of her love for Prescott. She slowly withers
away and eventually dies. Prescott curses the strange,
massive idol at the top of the valley and eventually
escapes back to civilization.

Gertrude Atherton, the popular novelist, considered
the work “a classic.” Excellent stories in the bird-man
tradition also include Angel Island, by Inez Haynes
Gillmore (1914, reprinted Arno Press), a sort of lost race
novel, with winged women, and Edmond Hamilton's
wonderful short story “He That Hath Wings” (included
in The Best of Edmond Hamilton, Ballantine, 1977).

Hamilton’s The Valley of Creation (1948 magazine;
Lancer, 1964) tells of a lost race in Tibet and Eric Nelson,
a soldier of fortune who ends up there after following a
psychic summons. He helps the forces of good against
the bad guys while magically transformed into a wolf.

This book combines sword and sorcery, SF, and lost
race themes. Not great, but a passable read.

Novels set in Oceania (i.e. the South Pacific) include
one by Oliphant Smeaton (forgot the title) written in the
1890s about the lost Roman Legion rediscovered,
complete with triremes and emperors, on a lost island in
the Pacific. Also, there is George Randolph Chester’s
The Jingo (discussed in the section on humour in “F & SF
Before the Double Helix,” Warp 25, see page 23).

Perhaps the best set in this locale is E. Charles
Vivian’s 333 title City of Wonder (Moffat, Yard, 1923;
Centaur, c. 1972). It tells of Watkins, who learns of Kir-
Asa, a lost city in the Pacific, through family records.
With two other adventurers, Faulkner and Bent, he
begins the trek which leads to a massive roadbed now
overgrown with jungle. They reach the outskirts of Kir-
Asa, which are patrolled by gigantic apes under the
control of a woman. They fight their way through to the
city, the last outpost of Atlantean civilization, where
they are welcomed in peace. When Bent is killed by the
city’s mad prince, Faulkner and Watkins overthrow the
government and take over themselves.

Another story set in the Pacific is the 333 title The
Island of Captain Sparrow (Cosmopolitan, 1928), by S.
Fowler Wright. Charlton Foyle is shipwrecked on a
remote Pacific island, where he finds a young French
girl, Marcelle Latour, who has been living off the land
for a few years. They are attacked by satyr-like creatures,
and later by the descendants of pirates whose ancestors
settled there 100 years before. The island also houses the
remnants of a lost white race of ancient origin, who are
slowly dying out. Foyle and Latour take cover with
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them, and are left the sole survivors when the lost race
and pirates kill each other off.

A. Merritt, even though he only wrote half a dozen
or so books, is perhaps the greatest writer of lost race
novels after H. Rider Haggard. A newspaper man most
of his life, and assistant-editor and later editor of the
American Weekly from 1917 to his death in 1943, he had
little time to devote to writing fiction, but what he did
produce was top notch. All of his works are 333 titles.
An excellent and detailed biography of Merritt, by Sam
Moskowitz, is included in A. Merritt: Reflections in the
Moon Pool (Oswald Train, 1985).

His greatest work is The Moon Pool (Putnam, 1919;
Avon, 1944; several other editions). Merritt’s novel does
not have the great courageous male figure of Haggard'’s
novels, but makes up for this in breadth of imagination
and in the poetic prose of his descriptions:

The car came to rest; the portal opened;
Yolara leaped out lightly, beckoned and flitted
up the corridor. She paused before an ebon
screen. At a touch it vanished, revealing an
entrance to a small blue chamber, glowing as
though cut from the heart of some gigantic
sapphire; bare, save that in its centre, upon a
low pedestal, stood a great globe fashioned
from milky rock-crystal; upon its surface were
faint tracings as of seas and continents, but, if
so, either of some other world in immemorial
past, for in no way did they resemble the
mapped coastlines of our earth.

Poised upon the globe, rising from it out
into space, locked in each other’s arms, lips to
lips, were two figures, a woman and a man, so
exquisite, so lifelike, that for the moment |
failed to realize that they, too, were carved of
the crystal. And before this shrine—for
nothing else could it be, I knew—three slender
cones raised themselves: one of purest white
flame, one of opalescent water, and the third
of —moonlight! There was no mistaking them,
the height of a tall man each stooc  ut how
water, flame and light were held so evenly, so
steadily in their spire-shapes, I could not tell.

The Moon Pool tells of Throckmorton, who asks his
friend Dr. Goodwin to help him find his
(Throckmorton’s) wife, who has been abducted by a
“Shining Thing” that moves along moon beams.
Throckmorton is similarly abducted and Dr. Goodwin’s
investigation leads him to the island of Nan Tauach,
where, along with adventurer O’Keefe, they find a
doorway amongst old ruins. They descend into the earth
though the “moon door” to find a strange civilization.
Two factions of elder beings are at odds, that of the evil
“Shining One,” led by the priestess Yolara, and that of
the good “Silent Ones,” led by the hand-maiden Lakla.
O’Keefe falls bigtime for Lakla and their love renders
the “Shining One” impotent, and they are destroyed.
Goodwin returns to the outer world and the door is
forever sealed by an earthquake.

The second such novel by Merritt is The Face in the
Abyss (Liveright, 1931; Avon, 1945; several other



editions) and is really an Inca lost race novel but will be
dealt with here for convenience.

Nicholas Graydon, a mining engineer, joins a trio of
soldiers-of-fortune on an expedition to find Inca
treasure. In the South American jungle their guides
abandon them but they meet the lovely Suarra, hand-
maiden to the Snake-Mother of Yu-Atlanchi, who takes
them to a lost city in the Andes. She brings them to a
huge gold face, the prison of the Lord of Evil of ancient
Yu-Atlanchi. The soldiers of fortune are consumed by
gold-lust, and when they touch the face are transformed
into globules of gold. Graydon is saved by Suarra and
together they defeat the Lord of Evil’s attempts to
escape his prison.

In Merritt’s last lost race novel, Dwellers in the
Mirage (Liveright, 1932; Avon, 1946; several other
editions), Lief Langdon, recently returned from strange
adventures in Siberia, along with his North-American
Indian companion, discover a lost valley in a remote
region of Alaska. It is peopled by the Little People of the
latter’s tribal mythology, a Mongol-derived race which
Langdon had met in Siberia. They worship the
monstrously evil Kraken, called Khalk'ru, which they
invoke from another dimension. Langdon is the
reincarnation of the long dead hero-king Dwayanu,
whose spirit possesses him. After warfare with the Little
People, Langdon throws off the possession of Dwayanu
and defeats the Kraken.

These three novels are amongst the greatest fantasy
works of the pre-WWII era.

John Buchan’s (of The 39 Steps fame) novella, “No-
Man’s-Land,” in The Watcher by the Threshold (1902, later
editions Nelson & Sons), tells of the survival of
degenerate Picts under the hills of Scotland. The hero,
while taking a walking tour of a particularly remote
hillside, discovers a cave and is captured by evil dwarfs.
He escapes but is eventually drawn back by
supernatural means, but again escapes bloody sacrifice.
However, he is now a broken man and dies a laughing
stock as others cannot find any of the nasty little men.

A tasty piece which incorporates much of the
suspense which became Buchan’s later trademark.

Richard Barry’s Fruit of the Desert (Doubleday, Page,
1920; 333 title) tells of Ranor Gaul, who is left for dead in
the American Southwest by an outlaw who has stolen
all he has. Saved by a strange Indian, he is led to a tribe
of sun-worshippers (not the type with the tanning
lotion), the Nahneet. Gaul learns to respect this people,
and when he breaks the greatest law in the city, he is
saved by the high-priestess through an apparent
miracle. She is consequently banished and he becomes
worshiped as a God. He flees into the desert, and along
with the priestess, returns to civilization.

Ella Scrymsour’s The Perfect World (Stokes, 1922; 333
title) is one of the strangest lost race/end-of-the-
Earth/interplanetary travel/utopia novels I have come
across.

The small English mining town of Marshfield is
plagued by a series of strange disappearances when the
mine owner’s son, Desmond Forsyth, and his cousin,
Alan, arrive in town. Locals believe the pair have
rekindled the old curse that strangers bring to their
town. Desmond disappears in a blinding helix of light.

Alan searches vainly, but when trapped in a mine cave-
in he discovers an underground stream which leads to
an inner world, where Desmond is held a thrall by a
seductive priestess of a giant, flaming-radioactive pit.
The pit needs human life-energy to sustain it, and it is
slowly dying out. The underground dwellers use the
power of the pit to transport surface dwellers to their
world where they can be sacrificed to the pit. Legend
has it that if the pit dies out, the end of the world has
come. The pit dies out, the priestess is knocked off, the
lost race is identified as the lost (evil) tribe of Israel, and
the two heroes end up in Australia.

So far so good. But this is where this novel goes way
beyond belief.

On their return to England, the world starts falling
apart, literally. Conveniently, Desmond’s father the rich
industrialist has just had himself built an anti-gravity
ship; the happy family flies off to Jupiter where they
find a utopian civilization where evil is unknown and
everyone is chummy-chummy.

I have to think that this was originally two distinct
novellas that were rather inappropriately stuck together.

Pierrepont B. Noyes’ The Pallid Giant (Revell, 1927;
333 title) tells of two diplomats, Walters and Rudge, who
visit ancient caves in the Pyrénées (where are located the
Lascaux caves, with their caveman paintings). Guided
by an elderly local, they find oodles of treasure and
ancient super-technology. They also meet a beautiful
and mysterious maiden, Mraaya, and see a manuscript
chronicling the end of a super-civilization millions of
years before. A death ray had been developed. Nation
destroyed nation, then faction destroyed faction, family
destroyed family, brother destroyed brother, until only
two men survived. They replanted life on land, and
mated with monkeys to perpetuate the race. The locals
near the cave and Mraaya are those closest to the
original racial type.

This is by far the best novel I have read that captures
the evil and paranoia of disarmament, and the use of
mass-destruction technology in a cold-war situation.
Noyes was American Rhineland Commissioner and
wrote other books on the pre-WWII European military
buildup.

Joseph Bushnell Ames’ The Bladed Barrier (Century,
1929; reprinted Arno Press), a 333 title, tells of two
prospectors, Stillman and Cavanaugh, who find a dying
Mexican. He gives them a large emerald and tells them
of a great treasure in Baja, California. In the desert they
reach a series of mountains and find a tunnel, which
they go through. In the hidden valley, beyond the
sinister “Boca Infierno” (Hell’s Mouth), they are
captured by evil, pagan Chinese priests of a lost Chinese
race. A captive American girl falls for Stillman, and
along with Cavanaugh, they kill the evil Chinese ruler,
Li-Kiang, who had threatened them with torture and
death if they did not return the emerald. Possessing her
knowledge, they escape back through the booby-
trapped tunnel, “the bladed barrier,” with oodles of
emeralds and a beautiful girl, too.

Farnham Bishop and Arthur Gilchrist Brodeur’s The
Altar of the Legion (Little-Brown, 1925; 333 title) is a
historical adventure novel and a lost race novel all rolled
into one. During the early Saxon invasions of eastern
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Britain there is an increasing threat to the Celtic-Welsh
west. The latter send an army to the land of Legionis
Asa, the mythical Lyonesse, where dwell a mighty
people, descendants of the Romans. The native islanders
are joined by disciplined legionaries and for a time, they
keep the Saxon hordes from advancing. The Saxons
drive to the Roman capital but are eventually defeated
by the Romans. However, an earthquake and tidal wave
obliterate all of Lyonesse.

Walter S. Masterman'’s The Yellow Mistletoe (Dutton,
1930; 333 title) begins with the death of rural minister
Shepherd in a crowded subway. His foster child, Diana,
is upset and has strange dreams and sees strange
shapes. When she is abducted, Ronald, Shepherd’s son,
tracks her eventually to a remote location in the
mountains of Bulgaria. Diana has been claimed as high-
priestess of a lost, pure-Greek race who have slipped
into degeneracy and madness due to inbreeding. Ronald
defeats their evil leaders and becomes king. However,
the people are insane and can only be satiated by human
sacrifice. Fortunately Bulgarian mountaineers under
English direction come and save the day.

Masterman’s The Flying Beast (Dutton, 1932), also a
333 title, begins with a murder in ancient Buckhurst
Hall, England. We find that the owners are party to the
discovery of anti-gravity metal in a vast abyss in the
Arabian desert, where a strange race of enslaved cave
men live. The strange atmosphere and events at the Hall
are related to the presence of some of these creatures of
the dark, which have been flown in using an airship
built of the mysterious metal.

Joseph O’Neill’s Land Under England (Simon and
Schuster, 1935; Overlook Press, 1980s; 333 title) tells of
Anthony Julian, son of an English family dating back to
the Roman occupation, whose father suddenly
disappears. After many years of searching, Anthony
finds a door in an ancient Roman wall leading to a
tropical, subterranean world, lit by a strange
phosphorescence. He is seized by human robots, Roman
descendants whose individuality has been destroyed by
years of inbreeding. Their leaders try to force him to
stop all resistance and give himself over to them, as his
father had done. He fights off their attempts to control
his mind and escapes to the surface.

And, Marianne Andrau’s Les Mains du Manchot
(Denoél, 1953; Néo, 1989) is a bizarre novel about a
couple’s trip to a strange, utopian city, Persepolis, run by
a cyclopean, earless and mouthless, all-knowing
Supreme Chief. The husband and wife are isolated into
separate halves of the city, which are divided by a
strange force field that is only lifted once a year for
mating purposes. Since everything (including houses)
can be created by one’s mind, inhabitants have infinite
leisure to consider deep, philosophical questions. The
husband revolts and attempts to reach his wife, but she
is inaccessible and being groomed to one day become
Supreme Chief. He eventually dies in an attempt to
overthrow the regime.

Sort of a cross between Franz Werfel’s Star of the
Unborn and David Lindsay’s Voyage to Arcturus.

—
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SUNG BEEY DISCOTRREDY

by Joe Aspler

Many years ago, so the story goes, a science |
fiction convention held a folk song session. Due to
a misprint, it came out in the program book as a
“filk” song session. In the usual tradition of SF
fandom, that typo became the accepted word. _

A filk song is usually a parody of a well-known §
song, rewritten with a science fiction bent. The
NESFA Hymnal (published by the New England
Science Fiction Association) contains many prime
examples. (It also contains the words of an 18th-
century English drinking song, the tune of which
the Americans took as their national anthem!) ‘

Several years ago I bought The Faber Book of &
Parodies, edited by Simon Brett. My favourite: P.G.
Wodehouse in the style of Mickey Spillane. The
book also contains the following song on statistical
thermodynamics, to the tune of Burns’ “Coming
Through the Rye” (to help understand the poem,
combine a first-year physics textbook with a
dictionary of Scots dialect):

Gin a body meet a body
Flyin’ through the air,
Gin a body hit a body,
Wwill it fly? And Where?

Ilka impact has its measure
Ne'er a’ ane hae |

Yet a’ the lads they measure me
Or, at least, they try.

Gin a body meet a body
Altogether free,

How they travel afterwards
We do not always see.

Ilka problem has its method
By analytics high

For me, I ken na ane o’ them
But what the wuar am I?

Not Shakespeare you say: quite right. But the &
author of that ditty was none other than James &
Clerk Maxwell (1831-1879), the greatest scientist of §
the 19th century, and probably the greatest between
the death of Newton and birth of Einstein.

If he were alive today, would Maxwell be a
guest at SF conventions, participating in their filk £

song sessions?
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Earth from attacks by a sterile, dying
alien race (rarely seen and from an
undetermined point of origin) who
are raiding our world for human
organs they need to keep themselves
alive.

UFO was the first live-action
television series for its creators,
noted puppet masters Gerry and
Sylvia Anderson, and the show’s
plots and characterizations were
decidedly more adult and darker in
mood than the couple’s prior, kiddie-
oriented productions, like
Thunderbirds. Bishop, and George
Sewell and Michael Billington (as
Straker’s two principle lieutenants,
Colonels Alec Freeman and Paul
Foster), were the stars of the series.
But the show is probably best
remembered for its bevy of shapely
female cast members, clothed in
skin-tight jumpsuits and sporting
purple wigs, and for such nifty, high-
tech crafts and vehicles as the moon-
based interceptor spaceships, tank-
like SHADOmobiles, Skydiver
submarine/aircraft combo, and
transparent, cone-shaped, alien
UFOQOs.

PROJECT UFO

U.S.; NBC, 1978-79; a Mark VIII Ltd.
production; 26 50-minute episodes;
colour

In what one reviewer described
as “National Enquirer television,”
two U.S.A.E officers are assigned to
the Air Force’s Project Blue Book, set
up to investigate UFOs. Every week
they looked into flying saucer
sightings and encounters with aliens,
including an encounter of their own
in one episode. The explanations
offered for each of these incidents
were sufficiently open to

interpretation so as to be able to
support either a believing or
skeptical view of UFOs, depending

Project UFO:

unprecedented

ratings for TV SF

on one’s inclination.

In terms of viewing audience
size, Project UFO is one of the most
successful American SF shows ever
made. It managed to do something
that I don't think even the Star Trek
series have managed to do: crack the
Nielsen ratings’ national top 20! SF
shows just don’t ever do that. I think
that it was the U.S. public’s
enormous interest in the show’s
subject matter (an interest which
continues undiminished to this day)
which propelled Project UFO to
unprecedented ratings heights for an
SE TV series.

“V”, V. THE FINAL BATTLE (TV
miniseries), and “V” (weekly series)

U.S.; NBC, 1983 through 1985; both
miniseries, Kenneth Johnson
productions, in association with
Warner Bros. Television; weekly
series, a Daniel H. Blatt and Robert
Singer production, in association
with Warner Bros. Television; first
miniseries, two 100-minute episodes;
second miniseries, three 100-minute
episodes; weekly series, 19 50-
minute episodes; all colour

What began in the first half of
the first miniseries as a pretty decent,
if none too subtle, allegory for the
Nazi takeover of Germany rapidly
deteriorated into clichéd, juvenile
garbage in the second half, and
through the follow-up miniseries
and weekly series.

A race of lizard-aliens, disguised
as humans (in time-honoured
fashion) and led by the evil Diana
(Jane Badler), are our space Nazis.
They arrive over Earth’s cities in
giant spaceships, claiming that they
come in peace and offering to trade
us their advanced technology for a
few minerals they say they need. The
world’s governments agree and the
aliens are quickly among us, setting
up a brown-shirted Visitor Youth
Corp and winning the hearts and
minds of an easily duped human
population  with  insidious,
Goebbelsian propaganda. Before too
long, they’ve taken control of the
media and are herding Earth’s
scientists into concentration camps.
But TV news cameraman Mike
Donovan (Marc Singer), suspicious
of the Visitors from the outset,
discovers that it isn’t a few minerals
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that they want, but Earth’s water.
Worse, they intend to use us humans
as a food source! A resistance
movement is formed, and with help
from a fifth column of good aliens,
humanity battles back. A young girl,
the offspring of a human/alien
coupling, proves to be the key to
defeating Diana and her forces by
the end of the second miniseries. But
the lizard-lady is soon back for more,
aided by human collaborators, and
the battle continues in the weekly
series.

WAR OF THE WORLDS

U.S.; syndicated, 1988-90; a Ten-
Four/Paramount production; 100-
minute pilot followed by 41 50-
minute episodes; colour

This series takes place some
three decades after the events
depicted in the classic 1953 SF film
War of the Worlds. The story picks up
with the revival of the film’s martian
invaders (now referred to simply as
aliens), thought killed by Earthly
germs just as they were about to
conquer the world (turns out they
were not killed, but rather sent into a
state of torpidity). Stored all this time
in barrels at a U.S. military base, the
alien “corpses” awaken when
gunfire from a terrorist attack on the
base ruptures the barrels and frees
them. The aliens adopt the bodies of
the terrorists (sound familiar?) and
set out among us to complete their
mission of conquest. The show’s
heroes discover the alien presence
but are unable to convince
authorities of the danger (again,
sound familiar?) and must foil the
alien plot on their own.

This was a so-so series and the
hardest thing about it to get past was
that Earth’s people, strangely, had no
recollection of the aliens’ original
invasion, which laid waste to
practically the whole planet.

War of the Worlds:
takes place three
decades after film




X-FACTS

Once an avid surfer, X-Files
creator Chris Carter put in 13
years as a writer for a surfing
magazine. | :is amazed by the
runaway success of his show: “I
had no idea this could happen. I
wrote this in my office in my surf
trunks, playing with my dog.”
Carter has said that when the time
comes, down the road, to wrap up
the series, his closing story will
reveal the fate of Mulder’s
missing sister.

The X-Files has nearly doubled
its ratings numbers since its
debut; Canadian viewership alone
now stands at almost 1 million
weekly.

X-Files fans call themselves
“X-philes.” The first X-Files
convention will be held this year,
in L.A.

David “Mulder” Duchovny,
34, holds a master’s degree in
English literature from Yale. His
feature film credits include roles
in Chaplin and Kalifornia, and his
first notable TV appearance was
as a transvestite in Twin Peaks.
Unlike the character he plays on
The X-Files, Duchovny is more
skeptic than believer when it
comes to UFOs and such.
Duchovny’s girlfriend, L.A.-based

Fox Trot

actress Perrey Reeves, played a
beautiful vampire who spends the
night with Mulder in the episode
113.11

The role of Scully is 26-year-
old Gillian Anderson’s first
significant acting gig. Like co-star
Duchovny, she is at odds with her
television alter ego when
speaking of things paranormal.
Anderson recently married
Canadian Errol Clyde Klotz, an
art director she met on the show.
She gave birth to their daughter,
Piper, this past September. They
have bought a house in
Vancouver, where The X-Files is
filmed.

The CBS series Picket Fences
featured an episode this season in
which, supposedly, alien-DNA
experiments were being carried
out on cattle. Originally,
Duchovny was to guest star as
Mulder, investigating the case, but
this proposed crossover never
materialized.

The first season’s enigmatic
Deep Throat character, played by
Jerry Hardin, was inspired by
Donald Sutherland’s character in
the Oliver Stone conspiracy fest,
JEK.

The Media Research Center, a
Virginia-based conservative think
tank, doesn’t much care for The X-

Files. The MRC says that the show
“frequently attacks traditional
values and conservative views.”

Night Stalker star Darren
“Kolchak” McGavin was wanted
for a cameo stint on The X-Files, as
a U.S. senator who supports
Mulder’s efforts to expose the
truth. Unfortunately, scheduling
couldn’t be worked out.
McGavin’s appearance would
have made for a nice little tribute
to Night Stalker, Chris Carter’s
inspiration for The X-Files.
Meanwhile, Topps Comics, who
began an X-Files comic-book
series in January, are now
planning to launch a Night Stalker
comic. These new Kolchak
adventures will spin-off out of a
special Night Stalker/X-Files
Crossover.

X-Files spin-offs include the
above-mentionned comics series
and a line of original-story
paperback novels penned by
noted SF and horror writer
Charles L. Grant. Fans hooked on
Mark Snow’s eerie music for the
show can look forward to the
release of an X-Files soundtrack
later this year. And, the Fox
network are talking—and it’s just
talk at this point—of capitalizing
on the success of their property by
producing an X-Files feature film,
or creating a new television series,
to be spun-off from The X-Files.

By Bil Amend

HELLo, FBI? 1 WAS
WONDERING IF You
CouLD SEND ME SoMt
INFORMATION ABouT
BECOMING AN X-FILES

)

You KNow, LIKE IN THE
TV SHow, THE PEOPLE
WHO INVESTIBATE THINGS
LIKE UFOs AND ALIEN
ENCOUNTERS AND =,

HELLO? HELLO,

ARE You THERE?

\

-~

THEY KEEP
HANGING UP

e

~

DARNED
CONSPIRACY
OF SILENCE.




ZONWYENTIDN REVIENS

A EVIEW OF CONV-ICTION ‘95
by Sylvain St-Pierre

Despite MonSFFA's having had
some problems regarding our
participation in this event (see club
president Lynda Pelley’s “From The
Center Seat,” Warp 32, for details),
Conv-iction has been interesting in
previous years and I felt that it
would be unfair not to at least have a
look. I was pleasantly surprised.

Conv-iction has always been
more of a display/fair type of event
than a traditional fannish
convention. The most striking
feature of the con this year was its
layout, a museum-style arrangement
that I have never seen anywhere else.
The clever use of partitioning created
a series of rooms, each with its own
theme, and even a narrow corridor
that would have otherwise gone to
waste held a stand for a local laser
tag game.

Ingenious lines of strange
footprints pasted to the floor
directed the flow of traffic through a
room full of ghoulish alien and
monster latex props, an astronomical
observatory with creative scientific
displays, and a medieval court
exhibiting swords and armour. The
medieval room was a little more
sparse than last year, but this may
have been because they had to clear
a large area in the middle of the
room for their sword fighting
demonstrations. The path ended in
the main display area for clubs and
dealers, set up as in previous years
in the distinctive saucer-section of
the Maritime Hotel. There, the
spread was also a little less varied
than in past years, probably because
many of the clubs could not afford
the new, rather steep cost of
participation. (I am told that it has
been realized that this pricing
structure was a mistake, and that
organizers will be a little more
reasonable next time.)

There were several dioramas on
displa.  an especially good one was
the rebel’s defensive entrenchment
on Hoth, from The Empire Strikes
Back—and you could have a
computer print out a picture of

yourself against a medieval
background (no charge; part of the
price of admission). A full-size,
double-screen arcade game proved
so popular that it had to be shut
down during major discussion
panels because it was drawing too
many people!

The panels themselves were
mostly of a scientific nature—
Canadian astronaut Ken Money was
back again as a guest—and
alternated with videos shown in the
same room. A Conv-iction tradition
that other cons might consider is the
public announcement of upcoming
panels a few minutes before they
start.

Creation Entertainment brought
in William Shatner on this same
February 18-19 weekend. Conv-
iction’s organizers felt that that
would not hurt them too much, and
that many people would attend both
events, but I suspect that this was
wishful thinking. The con-com
initially had (unrealistic) hopes of
attracting some 1500 people, but by
noon Saturday had revised their
figure downward, to 700, about 100
fewer than last year’s attendance. I
don’t know what their final tally
was. As it is, I suspect that the lower
attendance was a blessing because
for all its cleverness, the layout of the
rooms was simply not amenable to
heavy, two-way traffic and people
would have been bumping into each
other all the time.

I attended only on the Saturday
and it was well worth the $10
admission price, but because of the
nature of the con (everything to see
and do there required only a single
day), I would not have wanted to
pay $15 to attend both days. I was
told, however, that a weekend pass
could be used by two different
persons—a day each—so it’ll be an
interesting deal if they include that
policy next year.

The con’s working language, by
the way, was French, but
anglophones did not have any
trouble enjoying themselves.

It should be again stressed that
the general atmosphere of Conv-
iction was very different from what
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one would expect at, say, ConeCept
or Toronto’s Ad Astra. But I think it’s
a good thing that somebody
demonstrate that there isn’t only one
way to do things, even in the fannish
world.

CREATION’S SHATNERCON
review by Lynda Pelley

Creation Entertainment was back
in town for the February 18-19
weekend, this time with guest
William Shatner. The convention
took place in the Queen Elizabeth
Hotel, and drew the biggest crowd
yet for a Creation event in this town.
The line-up to get in was the longest
I've ever seen for any convention,
and it appeared the show was
severely lacking fan volunteers.

As a venue, the Queen Elizabeth
Hotel had a superior layout to the
Bonaventure Hilton, which
previously hosted Creation. The
dealers room and the programming
room were completely separate, as
opposed to the Bonaventure set-up,
where everyone had to walk through
the dealers room to get to their seats.
With the overcrowding at this
particular  show, such an
arrangement would have been a
disaster. As it was, the people could
only be let into the dealers room in
groups, as it was not large enough to
accommodate everyone.

Content-wise, the dealers room
had quite a variety of items,
considering this was a Creation
convention. About one third of the
tables were storked with Creation’s
licensed Star ..ek merchandise,
however the rest of the room was
composed of several independent
dealers. I was able to pick up an X-
Files T-shirt, an unlicensed resin
model kit, and a pre-script treatment
for Fall Of The Republic (supposedly
part three of the new Star Wars
trilogy). If you want to shop at a
Creation show you have to go on
Saturday, and you have to get there
early. The good stuff sells out fast!

After my brief trip to the dealers
room, I spent the rest of the day
staking out a seat in the
programming room. I was lucky
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decided to allow a budget of no
more than $100 million, not exactly
peanuts but some 30 or 40 million
less than requested by director Jan
De Bont (Speed). De Bont’s plan calls
for some 500 digital effects shots
(Godzilla himself would be CGI in
almost all of his scenes), indeed a
very expensive approach.

Unhappy with the budgetary
restrictions TriStar imposed on him,
De Bont has now exited the project.
The studio nevertheless intends to
proceed with their movie and are
searching for a new director. For the
moment, Godzilla remains on track
for a Summer "96 release.

Dark Horse Comics begins a 13-
part Godzilla series with issue #0
(now available), in which Professor
Yoshiwara builds a special “Killer
Bee” missile tc ring down the King
of Monsters. She is motivated by
revenge, her parents having been
killed during the big guy’s stomp
through Tokyo 40 years earlier. This
story sets the stage for the ensuing
mayhem of issues #1 through #12.

And, Godzilla and all of his
monster pals are the focus of a
Canadian fan magazine, G-Fan,
which promotes “International
Understanding Through Godzilla.”
G-Fan is published by Daikaiju
Enterprises, P.O. Box 3468, Steinbach,
Manitoba, ROA 2A0.

CAM ANDOM

OSFS, Warp 9 Begin to
Beat Back Apathy

In last issue’s look at
CanFandom, we reported on the
stupefying  effect apathetic
memberships are having on two sci-
fi clubs, the Ottawa Science Fiction
Society (OSFS) and Montreal’s own
Warp 9. News of late is slightly more
encouraging.

At least a few OSFS members
have stirred and are now suggesting
ways in which their club might be
revitalized. They’ve begun by
putting on such activities as video
parties and astronomy evenings.

And here in Montreal, Warp 9
founder Chris Chartier has returned
to the presidency of his club after a
half-year’s hiatus and is working
hard to “reorganize the club and cut
expenses.” Chris aims to make Warp
9 more financially self-supporting: “I

-

LAIP

SUPERMAN VS. ALIENS

Comics publishers DC and Dark Horse, who have
successfully pit Batman against the Predator, are gearing
up for the release of their next match-up, Superman vs.

Aliens.

The Man of Steel detects a Kryptonian signal from
space. He follows the signal to its source and finds the
decimated remains of his home planet, and an
infestation of the acid-blooded Aliens amongst survivors

of Krypton’s destruction.

The first of this miniseries’ three issues hits comic-
book stores near the end of May.

won’t put any more of my money
in.” The number of issues per year of
the club’s costly fanzine (Warp
Factor) has been cut and a cheaper-
and-faster-to-produce, 10- to 12-page
newsletter (Sub-Space) has been
introduced to “fill in the gaps.”
Fewer Warp 9 meetings have been
scheduled this year, providing
further savings. On the revenue end
of things, Warp 9 hopes that an
increase in U.S5. and overseas
membership rates will bring in a few
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more dollars.

Chris has also set an ambitious
goal for Warp 9: he wants the club to
boast 200 members by August of this
year. Warp 9, which has at times
billed itself as Montreal’s biggest
science fiction club, and has listed
upwards of 150 members in past
years, currently has a roll call of
about 100.

Attendance at the «club’s
meetings was down considerably in
’94, but turn-out at the first couple









SAMPLE CURRICULUM

A Science Classes

* Linguistics: Klingon 101
* Political Science:
Federation justice

* Computer Science:
Internet communications

* Archaeology: Collecting
Star Trek "“artifacts”

* Fine Arts: Intro. to filking

A Engineering Classes
* Costuming

* Propmaking

* Filksong writing

* Fanzine publishing

* Desktop publishing

* Makeup and prosthetics
* Actors’ workshop

* Artists’ workshop

* Writers’ workshop

A command Classes

* Running fan clubs

* Organizing conventions
* The Con Runners’ Game
* Budgeting for conventions
* Running masquerades

¢ Filing tax returns as a
nonprofit organization

* Bookkeeping for cons
and fan clubs

¢ Liability for cons and fan
clubs

* Advertising cons and fan
clubs

* The art of negotiation

- REGION 13 STARFLEET CONFERENCE -
~ CLASS OF 1996
NORTH*
APRIL 26-28, 1996

HOLIDAY INN YORKDALE,
TORONTO

D.C. FONTANA

Professor Emeritus
Screenwriter, Star Trek & Babylon 5

BJO TRIMBLE

Commandant, Starfleet Academy

OTHER FACULTY:
LARRY STEWART Dean
MARTIN MILLER & BARB SCHORELD Con Chairs, Toronto Treks V-VIII
COLLEEN HILLERUP The Not Ready for Starfleet Players
KAREN LINSLEY & LLOYD LANDA Fitk Singers/Songwriters
URBAN TAPESTRY Filk Singers/Songwriters
KARL SCHROEDER Science Fiction Writer

Additional classes, lectures, workshops and panels to follow
Galaxy Awards for Excelience in fandom © Dealers’ Room
Graduation Ceremony for All Cadets
(degrees will be awarded—con volunteers get honors degrees)

Due to the nature of Fleet Academy North, registration will be capped at

500 students.
ENROLL TODAY!

For more information, send a self-addressed stamped envelope to:
FLEET ACADEMY NORTH c/o Georgina Miles
26 Doddington Drive, Etobicoke, Ontario, M8Y 154

or call the FLEET ACADEMY NORTH HOTLINE and leave a message.
416-588-3817 Long distance calls to the hotline will be returned cc ect.

* A division of Fleet Academy North Conventions Incorporated.
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TORONTO MEDIA FAN CONVENTIONS CLUB

Presents

TORONTO TREK K91’

A Fan Run Star Trek and Media Convention

August 4 to 6, 1995 - Regal Constellation Hotel

900 Dixon Road, Etobicoke, Ontario, Canada.
Hotel Reservations: (416) 675-1500 - mention "Toronto Trek" for special rate.
Con hours: Fri. 6:00pm to midnight - Sat./Sun. 10:00am - midnight.

S AC/UR GUESTS =D

RENE AUBERJONOIS MIRA FURLAN
'‘Odo' - ST: Deep Space Nine '‘Ambassador Delenn' - Babylon 5

MAJEL +
AT Sheneery T, CELEUATIES

‘Llwuxana Troi' - ST TNG & DS9

l AUTHOR GUEST l F/X - MAKE-UP GUEST
TIMOTHY Z2RHN EVERETT BURRELL
Star Wars "The Last Command" Babylon §
i TOAST MASTER | OMHER GUESTS TO BE ANNOUNCED
A//“[[ gé'ﬂ/ﬂ/”f (all guest appearences subject

: \ to professional committments
Lacroix' - Forever Knight P J

ALSO FEATURING — ™

* Klingon Karaoke ¢ Star Trek Play ® Masquerade
¢ Writer's Workshop ® Theme Dance *
* Guest Speeches * Art Show and Auction *
¢ Charity Auction for Ronald McDonald House

MEMBERSHIPS (to June 15th) D

Full Weekend: $35.00 ($32.00 U.S.) - Friday: $15.00 ($12.00 US)
Saturday or Sunday: $20.00 (5$17.00 U.S)) each.

RESERVED SEATING (additional charge)
Full Weekend: $25 ($22 US) - Saturday or Sunday: $15 ($12 US) each.

For more information, write to:
Toranto Trek, Suite 0116. Box 187, 65 Front St. W. Toronto. Ontario, Canada M5J 1E6

Phone: (416) 699-4666 (after 9 pm) (long distance calls will not be returned)
Fax: (416) 699-5512 E-mail: Compuserve 76437,1712; GEnie C.Lyon4

If you can't attend the convention and wish to receive the con publications, which will be maifed out after the event,
we have a supporting membership for $10.00 ($8.00 U.S.) Cheque or money-order payable to: Joronto Trek

TT8L85/061



If you would like to join, please fill in the
membership application and mail it to
MonSFFA, along with a cheque or money order
made out to MonSFFA for the amount of $20.00.
Feel free to write us for more information.

MonSFFA

P.O. Box 1186, Place du Parc
Montreal, Quebec

Canada, H2W 2P4

The Montreal Science Fiction and Fantasy
Association (MonSFFA): Membership
Application

Name
Birthdate (optional)
Mailing address
Apt, City/Town
Province/State
Telephone (home)
(work)

Postal Code

Interests
(1 Science Fiction
O Fantasy

O Horror
O Movies/TV
O Writing
a Art
O Gaming

Others

We are sometimes approached by other
organizations interested in soliciting our members.
Please indicate whether or not you give your
permission to pass on the information contained in
this application to any such organizations.

O You have my permission to pass on said
information.

O Please do not pass on any of said information.

Si vous voulez vous joindre au club, veuillez
remplir le formulaire d’adhésion et nous le faire
parvenir a I'adresse si-dessous avec un chéque
ou un mandat-poste, payable a I'ordre de
I’AMonSFF, au montant de 20,00S. N'hésitez
pas a nous &crire si vous avez besoin de plus
amples renseignements.

AMonSFF

C.P. 1186, Place du Parc
Montréal (Québec)
Canada, H2W 2P4

Formulaire d’adhésion a I’Association
Montréalaise de Science-Fiction et de
Fantastique (AMonSFF) :

Nom

Date de naissance (optionelie)
Adresse

App.
Province/Etat

Ville

Code Postal

Téléphone (1és.)
(trav.)

Intéréts personnels
(1 Science-Fiction
(O Fantastique

O Horreur
O Films/TV
O Ecriture
a Art
O Jeux de réles

Autres

Il arrive que d’autres organismes nous demandent
la liste de nos membres afin de les contacter.
Veuillez indiquer ci-dessous si vous nous authorisez a
fransmetire les renseignements inscrits sur ce
formulaires & ces organismes.

(1 Je vous authorise a transmettre ces
renseignements.

O Veuillez ne pas transmetire ces rensignements.

LA2P








