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COVER UP: Our cover this
issue welcomes Terry
Pratchett to Montreal. The
ConeCept "96 Guest of
Honour rides into town with
Death, atop Binky, in a pencil
rendering by MonSFFA's
Kevin Helden. Kevin counts
himself among the many
enthusiastic fans of the British
author’s Discworld series.
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1996 MonSFFA EVENTS SCHEDULE

ALL MonSFFA MEETINGS HELD SUNDAY AFTERNOONS, 1:00PM
TO 4:00PM (SOME MEETINGS INCLUDE MORNING ACTIVITIES,
WHICH BEGIN AT 11:00AM) IN THE ARTIMON I ROOM OF THE
MARITIME HOTEL, 1155 GUY STREET (CORNER RENE
LEVESQUE), DOWNTOWN MONTREAL
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EVENT PROGRAMMING (APRIL-SEPTEMBER)
Programming subject to rescheduling and/or change
APRIL 21 MonSFFA MEETING

1:00PM—We’ll look at the SF/F movies coming our way this
summer and try to pick out the probable best-bets.

FEBRUARY

FMARCH

APRIL

2]
12

MAY 12 MonSFFA MEETING
1:00PM—With our Ed Wood Video Project fresh in mind, and with JUNE
Sylvain St-Pierre set to premiere a computer-animated short
(featuring digitized images of MonSFFA members!), we offer a
how-to course on amateur video production. Also on the agenda:
future club video-projects.
AUGUST
JUNE 16 MonSFFA MEETING
(Programming to be announced)
SEPTEMBER
SUMMER BREAK 1 5
AUGUST 18 MonSFEA MEET™™"
(Programming to be announcea) OCTOBER
SEPTEMBER 15 MonSFFA MEETING 2 0
1:00PM—We celebrate the 30th anniversary of Star Trek! NOVEMBER
Programming details are currently being worked out; stay tuned. 1 7
NOTE: MonSFFA is considering a field trip to the space camp
inLaval; feedback from the membership on this proposal is X-MAS
requested. Should sufficient interest be demonstrated, your BoA | PARTY:
will get to work organizing the outing. DECEML.....
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Warp is published five or 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. A subscription to Warp is a benefit of membership in MonSFFA. MonSFFA is a not-for-profit
organization dedicated to the enjoyment and promotion of science fiction and fantasy literature, film and
television, comics, fanzines, art, music, costuming, model-making, gaming, etc. 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—yes, we know—verboten, 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. “That cabbage is plotting to take over the world!”"—Special Agent Meddler in Plant 9 From Outer Space
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Greetings MonSFFA members.

First, let me apologize for the poor printing quality
of the last issue. I don’t know how many of you noticed
the very dark, heavily contrasted photos, as well as the
spacing variations in the upper and lower margins.

I, however, noticed quite a bit, particularly the photos
since 1 am the one who is responsible for Warp’s photo-
scans. I give every photo my attention, adjusting each one
in Adobe Photoshop to achieve the best possible quality.
So I was very disappointed upon viewing the final
printed result. In some of the costume photos, I couldn’t
tell the difference between the Federation people and the
Klingons!

But such is the hazard of changing printers after the
demise of Club Biz, which had received all of MonSFFA’s
business for the past couple of years. Apparently there
was a misunderstanding with regards to our printing
instructions. The good news is that we did get a
substantial discount on the printing job! We will be more

ecific with our instructions in future. I hope that the
ssue you are now holding in your hands is up to our

In This Issue:

usual standards of quality.

The release of this issue has been timed to
correspond with ConeCept ‘96. If you picked up your
issue at MonSFFA's club table, congratulate yourself for
both saving your club valuable postage, and for
supporting a convention that in return supports fandom.

ConeCept began as the only show in town, and is
now, once again, alone. All of the other conventions that
arose in recent years have been disbanded by greed or
poor financial planning or a contemptuous attitude
towards the local clubs and fandom. Cone®Cept’s secret
to success, if there is one, has been in recognizing that the
primary attendees that conventions attract are we, the
local fans. Fandom and its organizations, if treated well,
form a core group of repeat members who provide
volunteers, panelists, displays, and free advertising
through word-of-mouth and fanzines. It is not surprising
that conventions which pass over fandom and instead
cater to pseudo-fans (in an attempt to draw higher
numbers of attendees) fail. To attend a convention, a
pseudo-fan buys a ticket, while a true fan buys a
membership. It's the difference between being a spectator
and being a participant. The latter is mutualiy bencticial.

MonSFFA appreciates that ConeCept providus trec
club tables and a free membership for the person
responsible for those tables. I would like to take this
opportunity to thank Wayne Glover for volunteering to
be in charge of the MonSFFA tables this year. For the rest
of you attending ConeCept, please stop by our tables
and help out for a little while.

Enjoy the convention everyone!

E

Lynda Pelley
President, MonSFFA

An introduction to Terry Pratchett..........
Visions ‘95 Reviewed ....................
The Complete Plant 9 From Outer Space Script
Plantd Memories...........cvvvivnnnss
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The Montreal Science Fiction and Fantasy
Association (MonSFFA) is a Montreal-based non-profit
organization dedicated to the enjoyment and
promotion of all activities which engage and support

the interests of science fiction and fantasy fans. The
benefits of membership in MonSFFA include:
Membership Card

Your MonSFFA membership card identifies you as

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

Monthly Events

Attend MonSFFA's regurlarly scheduled events,
held about every month (except during the summer),
and meet other 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 SF/F purchases, and your membership
pays for itself within the year! If you buy an average
of only 5400 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 vou general news from
around the greater SF/F community! Warp is also a
forum for you, the members—we want vour book and
movie reviews, opinion columns, short fiction and
humour, artwork, etc! And, as a MonSFFA member,
vou 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 behalt of all of 1ts
members, by an executive committee, who are
empowered to appomnt otficers and advisors to assist
them with the operation or the club. Executive
committee members are elected annuallv by vote ot
the general membership; any member in good
standing may run for office.

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

MonSFFA,
Quebec,

Please address all correspondence to:
P.O. Box 1186, Place du Parc, Montreal,
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.)

coMmICS

EMPIRE

CARDS

oulﬂ&m\[ﬂk |

MEMORABILIA & COLLECTIBLES

TEL 514-481-5434

RO & N MCOEL T3ARS

- DOLL HOUSE MINIATLRES
+ RADIO CONTRCL MCDE .S
« WOODEN PERIOD SHIPS

« ARCHITECTURAL SUPPLIES

Ace Lopes

Grace Wong & RuthAnn Raycroft

1233 Crescent
Tel.: (514) 871-1402

Empire Hotline:
345-5544

P.O. Box 80005, Broadmoor P.O.
82 Athabascan Avenue, Sherwood Park, AB T8A 571

Tel: 1-403-449-6936

5450 SHERBROOKE ST WEST
MONTREAL. QC
CANADA H4A 1V

Fax: 1-403-4674931 FAX §514-4B1-5468

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

LAIP

10% off on all orders (include your name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).
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10% off (5% if Faymg by credit card) on
models and role-playing games, $10.00
minimum purchase.
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Paul Bennett

1,000,000

COMIKX

« NEW AND OLD COMICS
- OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

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

Bax 17 RR.2
Dunnville, Ont.
N1A 2W2.Canada
Tel'416-774-8337

Importers of Fine
Sci-fi Model Kits,
Toys and Collectibles
Fax 416-774-8485

Fred Albert
OAS Koene ey Diisat
Sttt 6061 o Alhen K
Otivaea, Onoano. K2 568
(RSN S IS BN T N TR RIS I PR SRR N S

10% off on most 1tems (include your name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).

20% off on most merchandise.

10% off on all orders (include yvour name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).
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2432 Sauvé E., Montreal

Duven 7 muts, semens
Open 7 Cavs 3 wees

(514) 385-6714

Fairview Shopping Centre
8815 Trans Canads Highway G-19
Pointe Claire, Quebec H9R SV1
Telephone: {514) 895 3620

O GUY STREET. MONTREAL

QUEBEC HIH IM8 e TEL. §13-937.3904

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

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

ing by aedit card) on most

10% off (5% ifga
10.00 minimum purchase.

merchandise,

The New Frontier

Science Fiction & Space Model Kits JOUETS

Send $1.00 for our latest catalogue

angourou

HOBBIES

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

. Bags & Supplies
f Retail & Wholesale

/ 4210 Decarie

4894009

KOMICO

One Block $0uth of Yilks Marta Matro

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

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

e P ¢ o
-MARS -
comics 47 BANDES CESSINEES

SCIENCE F'/CTION
CASSETTES vIDEOS
POSTERS

RECORDS (IMPORTS)
COLLECTIORS iTEMS
CARD S

911, Decarwe
St-Lawrent (Quebe)
H4L IM)

(514) 744-3494

537 A St Cathennew
metro McGilt

Comics, Magazines, D & D

Science-Fiction, “Posters”, Etc. 8444329

10% off on most merchandise, 20% off on back ~ Between 10% and 15% off on most

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

SULX “NFOUTA “RET)
(More than alESCIENCE-FICTIONI

1832 St. Catherine W. (514) 932-3930 &

10% off on SF, video culture, adventure and
COmics.

issues of comic books. merchandise.
].000,000 Comomie 55
AN7dSizad ke
0

COMIX

1418 Pjerce Street
Montreal, Quebec, 989-9587

L enarot o zout , /m-
83 d

BO l.:cmt-m\ul
ANTAIS/E

oOTaNs et phs

7190 St-Huoert Montrest
780 JLAw TaLON

e ot row
wenec H2R 2N1 T 1514 2730081 J

10% off on most merchandise. Does not apply
to discounts already offered by this
establishment.

20% off on most merchandise.

5

1,000,000

COMIX

5164 Queen Mary Road
Montrea!, Quebec

20% off on most merchandise.
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“ALL THE CLUB NEWS THAT FITS,

ELECTION 96

The first MonSFFA meeting of
1996 opened with the club’s 1995
Executive returned to office for ’96,
by acclamation. MonSFFA’s Exec-
utive remains: Lynda Pelley
(president), Cathy Palmer-Lister
(vice-president) and Sylvain St-Pierre
(treasurer). The club congratulates
this long-serving Executive on again
winning the confidence of the
membership for another term of
office.

JANUARY 21 MonSFFA MEETING

MonSFFA kicked off its 1996
programming with a debate on the
space program. The questions:
Should we be spending billions of
dollars in space while we’re closing
down hospitals? Has the space
program really been worth the money
we’ve invested in it, and has the
average Joe benefited in any
appreciable way?

Kevin Holden quarreled with
conventional wisdom, suggesting
that much (though not all) of the space
program has little, if any, positive
impact on our lives. How has the
moon shot improved anyone’s life?
he asked rhetorically. Kevin argued
that the space program has been
driven not so much by any high-
minded, noble quest for scientific
knowledge, but by crass politics. The
space industry, like the military
industry, stands to lose a great deal if
governments cut back on the
program, or get out entirely. The
space industry, therefore, has a
vested interest in keeping man in
space and lobbies politicians
accordingly. Kevin agreed that near-
Earth space projects—communi-
cations satellites, RADARSAT, and
such—have their useful applications.
He targeted mostly the kinds of
programs which study things like
distant stars and galaxies. How will
knowing whether or not some far-off
star system might be able to support

LASIP

life matter much to us here on Earth?
While the scientific elites may be
excited by this stuff, most of us are
just trying to pay our bills on time. In
these days of fiscal restraint,
wondered Kevin, should we really be
spending the kind of money we're
spending to find out about things
which, while interesting, have no
practical value?

Countering Kevin’s arguments
were guest speakers Daniel Biron
and David Shuman, visiting from the
Montreal Centre of the Royal
Astronomical Society of Canada.
Both agreed that, yes, political
considerations have polluted the
space program. But so what? Political
considerations pollute just about
everything. Daniel and David
stressed that a great many of the
smaller, lesser-known space projects
not only benefit us, but in fact, pay
for themselves. The space program, in
general, must be viewed as an
investment which delivers dividends
in the long run. The early going in
any new field of endeavour tends to
cost more than it returns, but viable,
profitable applications will come.
What may, today, seem an
impractical exercise will, tomorrow,
yield plenty in way of benefits. We
are investing in our future! Not to do
so would be folly. And, of course, it’s
always worthwhile to expand our
knowledge of the universe around
us.

Tongue-in-cheek, the debate was
dubbed “Kevin vs. the Scientists,”
and was quite spirited, with both
sides scoring points while the 35 or
so MonSFFen in attendance inter-
jected regularly to challenge/support
one or the other position.

The afternoon’s raffle prizes
included several space program-
related posters and a scale-model kit
of the Hubble Space Telescope.

The latter part of the meeting
saw the Ed Wood Video Project get
underway in earnest. Spearheading
the project, Keith Braithwaite
outlined a production plan and the

6

WE'LL PRINT!”

group drew up a schedule which
would have the project completed in
time for ConeCept '96. (See also “Ed
Wood Video Project,” this column.)

MonSFFA thanks guest speakers
Daniel Biron and David Shuman, as
well as club member Kevin Holden,
for their participation this meeting.
Thanks, also, to club V.P. Cathv
Palmer-Lister for setting up the
debate. A nod to Keith Braithwaite,
too, and to those members who took
care of the raffle and snack table.

FEBRUARY MonSFFA MEETING

MonSFFan John Dupuis took
center stage for the first half of the
club’s February 18 meeting. He
expanded upon his recent Warp
article, “SF is in Great Shape” (IVarp
36, December '95), dealing with SF's
best new writers and how to find
them.

John contends that probably the
best SF ever written has been written
in recent years! He considers the
genre to be in the middle of a Golden
Age, one far more deserving of the
monicker than the Golden Age ot
yesteryear. Crack open many of SF's
“classics” again, says John, and
you’ll find that they aren’t as good a
read as you remember them being.
Today’s writers, he insists, are
generally better at their craft than
were Asimov, Heinlein, etc. But
finding these better writers in the
contemporary market, amongst all
the 10-book fantasy series and movie
novelizations, is the difficulty. John
offered a few helpful hints that
included using the book reviews in
SF magazines as a guide to what's
good and asking your local book
dealer for a suggestion or two. He
also figures that you won't often go
wrong reading Hugo- and Nebula-
nominated stories.

Novels by some of the writers
John highlighted in his talk were
handed out over the course of the
presentation to audience members
who correctly answered a skill-
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Warp proudly presents:

PIANT @ FROM OUTEFR SRPAGE

The Complete Script!

Story by Edouard Dubois, Jr.
Script by Keith Braithwaite

PI9FOS was recently shot, over a 16-hour stretch, on location at the Maritime Hotel. Some 20 MonSFFA members
and friends of the club participated. Editing and post-production work was completed about two weeks after the
shoot. A world premiere is scheduled for the ConeCept ‘96 weekend (March 22-24). Warp editor Keith Braithwaite
penned the script from his own story outline, which was augmented by André Poliquin, Bryan Ekers, Krikor
Ajemian and others (the pseudonym Edouard Dubois is used to represent all those who contributed story ideas or
lines of dialogue). P9FOS is the result of MonSFFA’s Ed Wood Video Project, which aimed to produce, in two or
three days, a cheap and cheesy sci-fi flick along the lines of those classically bad examples made by 1950s
writer/producer/director Edward D. Wood, Jr. (Plant 9 From Outer Space; copyright February 18, 1996, Keith
Braithwaite.)

OPENING TITLES VOICE-OVER, NIMOY
(Continuing)
FADE IN: ...that as men busied themselves about their various
concerns they were scrutinized and studied, perhaps
SCENE 01 almost as narrowly as a man with a microscope might

EXT. - AFTERNOON; ACROSS THE STREET FROM A
DOWNTOWN HOTEL

As pedestrian and motor traffic pass by in the fore-
ground, a scroll appears across the screen, bottom left, as
on The X-Files. It reads: Friday, 2:15PM, Montreal,
Quebec. Camera slowly zooms in, centering on hotel’s
main entrance.

SCENE 02
EXT. - AFTERNOON; THE HOTEL, JUST OUTSIDE
MAIN ENTRANCE

People are entering the hotel, some dressed in odd
costumes. They are science fiction fans arriving for an SF
convention taking place at the hotel this weekend.
Camera zooms in to follow them as they enter. In voice-
over, Leonard Nimoy begins reading from the opening of
H.G. Wells” War of the Worlds.

VOICE-OVER, NIMOY
No one would have believed...that this world was being
watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater than
man’s and yet as mortal as his own...

SCENE 03
INT. - HOTEL'S LOBBY

Camera moves through the bustle of activity in the lobby.
Peor @ are checking in, gathered in small groups
conversing, etc. A handmade sign welcomes attendees to
the “Annual ConQuest Science Fiction Convention.”
Another sign directs folks to the convention’s registration
desk.
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scrutinize the transient creatures that swarm and
multiply in a drop of water.

Camera zooms in to follow several fans as they enter an
elevator.

SCENE 04
INT. - AN UPPER FLOOR CORRIDOR

NEAR ELEVATORS

These fans exit the elevator, joining the flow of others as
they head off to their hotel rooms, or to one of the
convention’s panels or parties.

VOICE-OVER, NIMOY
(Continuing)
With infinite complacency men went to and fro over this
globe about their little affairs, serene in their assurance of

COMGins S\ [T
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their empire over matter. It is possible that the infusoria
under the microscope do the same. No one gave a
thought to the older worlds of space as sources of human
danger, or thought of them only to dismiss the idea of life
upon them as impossible or improbable....

OUTSIDE ROOM 2001, OCCUPIED BY LYLE TALBOT

Camera picks 1 a couple of fans coming down this
corridor, abandoning them as they pass Talbot’s room
and slowly zooming in on the room'’s door.

VOICE-OVER, NIMOY
(Continuing) '
Yet across the gulf of space, minds that are to our minds
as ours are to those of the beasts that perish, intellects
vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded this Earth
with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their
plans against us.

SCENE 05
INT. - LYLE TALBOT’S HOTEL ROOM

Talbot, a salesman, is seated on the bed and speaking on
the phone.

TALBOT
Johnson? It’s Lyle. I'm in Montreal.
(A beat as Johnson replies)
Yeah... Okay, listen...I think they’re ready to give us a
big order—I mean really big!—but they need delivery
fast, and they want us to make a few modifications—
(Two beats as Johnson interrupts with a question)
No, no... Won't be a problem. But I'm going to need to
revise our pricing, and I'll need a new sample to show
them.
(Shuffling through papers)
I'm meeting with Breckinridge Monday morning, so I'm
going to work out the new pricing here, over the
weekend. Tell Tom that he’s putting in some overtime
tonight; get him working on the new sample. He’s got to
have it ready by tomorrow afternoon, the latest. As soon
as it’s ready, ship it to me here—Federal Express, same
day delivery. I'm in room 2001.
(A beat as Johnson acknowledges these instructions)
Okay... I'll fax you the changes they want right away.
Call you later.

He hangs up then sorts through his papers. Selecting the
sheet to be faxed, he heads for the door.

SCENE 06
INT. - THE CORRIDOR

JUST OUTSIDE TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot comes out of his room. Walking towards the ele-
vators, he passes a group of Star Trek and Babylon 5 fans
(some in costume) engaged in a heated debate. The
Trekkies are defending the merits of their favourite show
while the B-5ers are pointing out its failings and singing
the praises of their own obsession. We catch just a
snippet of their discussion, as one of the B-5ers opines:

LR<P
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SCENE: 5 DESCRIPTION:
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You Trekkies are stupid! Stupid, stupid, stupid!

SCENE 07
EXT. - AFTERNOON; HOTEL, AS SEEN FROM ACROSS
STREET

SCENE 08
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot is on the phone to his office again.

TALBOT
Did you get my fax?... Okay, does Tom foresee any
problem with the modifications they want made?
Good.... I'm gonna get going on the revised pricing; 1'll
need Tom’s parts and labour costs as soon as he’s got ‘em
figured. Have him call me.... Okay, bye.

He hangs up. There is a knock on the door. Talbot
answers it, finding several fans standing outside. One of
them holds a map of the convention layout.

FAN WITH MAP
Umm... We're looking for the con suite. This isn’t the con
suite, is 1t?

TALBOT
No, it isn’t.

FAN WITH MAP
Okay. Sorry.
(Flashing the Vulcan hand-salute)
Live long and prosper!

They depart and Talbot shuts the door.

SCENE 09
EXT. - LATE AFTERNOON; HOTEL, AS SEEN FROM
ACROSS STREET

SCENE 10
INT. - TALBOT’'S ROOM

Talbot is seated at the small table in his room, busy
working on his pricing revisions. He shuffles papers,
scribbles notes, and after a moment, puts his pen down
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and rubs his eyes, leaning back in his chair. He is tired. A
can of Coca-Cola sits on the table and he reaches for it. It
is empty.

TALBOT
(To himself)
Time for a refill.

He gets up out of his chair and heads for the door.

SCENE 11
INT. - CORRIDOR

JUST OUTSIDE TALBOT'S ROOM

Talbot comes out of his room and heads off to get himself
a drink from the Coke machine at the end of the hall. A
couple of costumed fans walk towards him. He turns to
look at these strangely attired folk as they pass.

NEAR THE COKE MACHINE

A trio of male fans (really geeky looking types) are
working up the courage to approach two attractive,
provocatively-dressed female fans. Talbot walks up to the
machine, pops his change in and selects a Coke, obser-
ving as the scene unfolds. Prodded on by his buddies,
one of the geeks makes first contact. The girls gives the
three a quick, disdainful look—as if to say “only in your
dreams!”“—before walking away. The rejected lads hang
their heads and start to exit the scene. Another male fan
suddenly enters our field of view. He seems panicked. He
glances behind him, wild-eyed, and then runs up to the
geeks, positioning himself to intercept them.
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PANICKED FAN
Stop and listen! Stop and listen to me!

The geeks, wanting none of this, try to ignore him and
continue on their way.

PANICKED FAN
(Continuing)
Listen... Listen...
He grabs one of the geeks.

PANICKED FAN
Listen to me! They’re not human!

The geeks shake him loose and accelerate their gait.

PANICKED FAN
(Calling after the geeks)
Can’t you see?
(Then to anyone who happens to be in the corridor)
Everyorne...

The panicked fan turns and, seeing Talbot by the drink
machine, runs up to him. Talbot has failed to slip away
unnoticed and the panicked fan accosts him.

PANICKED FAN
They’re here already! You're next!

The panicked fan suddenly spies something at the far
end of the corridor. Staring, terror-stricken, he backs
away from Talbot, who turns to see what has so upset the
fan.

FAR END OF THE CORRIDOR

A group of militaristically-clad fans have just rounded a
corner. Their leader spots the panicked fan and, raising
his arm and pointing at their quarry, lets out a strange,
guttural screech. The group strides forward in pursuit of
the panicked fan.

NEAR COKE MACHINE

The panicked fan turns and runs like hell in the opposite
direction. Talbot watches, stunned by all this, as the
pursuing fans march past him after the panicked fan.
Stone-faced, eyes fixed straight ahead, they move robot-
like. Talbot notices that one of them is carrying a cabbage.
These fans do not seem to be of the harmless-loon variety
that Talbot has encountered thus far; they are darker in
nature, unsettling and a bit scary. Talbot hurries back to
his room.

SCENE 12
EXT. - EVENING; HOTEL, AS SEEN FROM ACROSS
STREET

SCENE 13
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot returns to his room with his drink. He sits down
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and continues with his pricing, sipping from the Coke as
he works. After a moment, the phone rings. It’s Tom.

TALBOT
Hello.... Tom! How’s the sample coming?... By
tomorrow afternoon. Good. You got the costings for me?
Yeah, just a second.
(Reaching for pen and paper)
Okay, shoot.... Uh-huh...
(Scribbling down the information)
Uh-huh... Yeah... Uh-huh... Good work, Tom. Thanks....
Bye.

There is a knock on the door. Talbot gets up to answer it.
He opens the door and is met with a trio of fans—a
Klingon, a Cardassian and a Romulan.

KLINGON FAN
(In a bombastic, aggressive tone)
Iam Klaatu. This is Barada...and Nikto.
(Indicating his companions)
We are mercenary warriors in need of food and drink. We
have been told that this is the con suite.

TALBOT
Well it isn't.

KLINGON FAN
We have been misled! We shall wreak vengeance upon
the filthy targ who has deceived us. His blood will flow
like Ex-Lax through a pigeon! Qapla’!

They salute from the chest in unison, turn and march
away.

TALBOT
(After the departing mercenaries)
Gesundheit.

Talbot closes the door. Returning to his table-full of
paperwork, he hesitates, checking his watch. Tired as he
is, he decides that he’ll finish the pricing tomorrow. He
opts to watch a little TV, then hit the sack. He clicks on
the TV using the remote, but nothing happens. He tries
again, then gets up and tries the knob on the set itself.
Still nothing. He is not pleased. He picks up the phone
and dials the front desk.

TALBOT
This is Lyle Talbot in room 2001. My TV isn’t working.
Could you send someone up to fix it?... Thanks.

He hangs up.

SCENE 14
INT. - CORRID(

A few fans walk by.

SCENE 15
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot is sitting on the bed flipping through the TV

5

program listings, killing time while waiting for the hotel
staffer to come up and fix the TV. There’s a knock on the
door. Talbot leaps up to answer it. He opens the door
expecting the hotel staffer but is faced, instead, with an
Animé fan.

ANIME FAN

(Badly dubbed)
Hello. I'm taking a break from the Mecha marathon
running in the Animé video room. I wonder if you might
be able to direct me to the con suite so I can get a drink,
and maybe a hot-dog?

Talbot has, thus far, quietly abided these interruptions by
con-suite-seeking fans; now his exasperation surfaces.
But while, at the sight of him, we can see that he is ticked
and is letting the Animé fan have it, the overdubbed
voice speaking for him is calmly polite, belying Talbot’s
true emotional state.

TALBOT
(Badly dubbed)
I'm sorry. I wish I could help you, but I do not know
where the con suite is located. Perhaps someone at the
front desk can help you. Goodbye. Have a nice day.

Talbot ends the conversation by slamming the door on
the fan. He returns to his TV listings only to be
interrupted by another knock on the door. This time he
stays put, instead yelling at the door:

TALBOT
This isn’t the con suite! I don’t know where the con suite
is!
(Quietly, to himself)
I don’t even know what the con suite is.

A voice comes back from the other side of the door:

HOTEL STAFFER
You called about your TV, sir?

Realizing that it’s not another annoying fan, but the hotel
staffer come to see about his TV, Talbot jumps up to
answer the door.

TALBOT
Yes, yes... Just a second.
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Talbot opens the door and lets the hotel staffer in. The
man begins checking on the TV. Talbot remains standing
at the open door.

TALBOT
It won't turn on. I thought it might just be the remote, but
the switch on the set doesn’t work either.

Just then, a bearded fan wearing a propeller beanie and
holding a fanzine appears at the open door.

BEARDED FAN
Hi! We're selling this special-edition fanzine...
(Holding it up)
...as a fund-raiser for CUFF, the Canadian Unity Fan
Fund—

Talbot cuts him off in mid-pitch by shutting the door.

TALBOT
(To the hotel staffer)
Who are these people?
HOTEL STAFFER
They’re science fiction fans.
TALBOT
They’re wingnuts is what they are.
HOTEL STAFFER
Yeah, they are a bit weird...
TALBOT
A bit weird? Like Michael Jackson is a bit weird!
HOTEL STAFFER
(Chuckling)

They’re mostly harmless. They're here for their big,
annual weekend convention. They’ve been coming to this
hotel for ye: .
(Returning to the business at hand)

Don’t seem to be getting any power. [ can’t fix it here; I'll
see about replacing it with a set from another room, but,
uh...the hotel is full this weekend—the science fiction
convention—and I can’t say for sure we'll be able to find
you another set.

TALBOT
(Sighing resignedly)
Never min I'm bushed anyway. Think I'll just call it a
night.

HOTEL STAFFER
All right, sir. Good night.

He moves to leave.

TALBOT
Thanks.

SCENE 16

EXT. - NIGHT; HOTEL, AS SEEN FROM ACROSS
STT =T
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Again, an X-Files-like scroll appears across the screen. It
reads: Saturday, 3:00AM

SCENE 17
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot is in bed, trying to sleep over the muffled sound of
music (the Time Warp) coming through the walls. His
expression is one of great displeasure. He covers his head
with his pillow in an attempt to shut out the music.

SCENE 18
EXT. - LATE AFTERNOON; HOTEL, AS SEEN FROM
ACROSS STREET

A scroll: Saturday, 5:24PM

SCENE 19
INT. - TALBOT'S ROOM

Talbot is on the phone. He is angry.

TALBOT
Look, all I know is that the package was supposed be
here by now. This is a very important package. Where the
hell is it?

(A couple of beats while the person at the other end responds)
Yes, I checked with my office. They sent the package out
first thing this morning.... Yes, Federal Express, same-
day delivery.... I saw your truck pull up an hour ago
from my window. Then I saw it leave—no package!... If
you've lost this package you better find it. I've got a
major sales contract riding on what’s in that package, so

get your people on this right away!

SCENE 20
INT. - HOTEL'S LOBBY

NEAR MAIN ENTRANCE

As she enters the lobby, Special Agent Scurry, red-haired
and sporting a long overcoat, scans the room for her
partner, Agent Meddler. She and Meddler work for
Federal Express. They are assigned the task of invest-
igating the conventionally-unexplainable circumstances
surrounding damaged/misdirected/lost packages.
Scroll: Saturday, 5:25PM

AP



NEAR ELEVATORS

Meddler, also wearing an overcoat, spots Scurry coming
in and motions to her.

NEAR MAIN ENTRANCE

Scurry sees him . d moves to join him.

NEAR THE ELEVATORS

Meddler is holding an elevator as Scurry approaches.

SCURRY
I got your message, Meddler. What's up?

MEDDLER

Salesman by the ime of Lyle Talbot reported a package

missing.
They enter the elevator.

SCENE 21
INT. - THE ELEVATOR

SCURRY
So how is this a FedEx File?

MEDDLER
There’s a science fiction convention going on here this
weekend. I've come across reports of unusual package
tampering in the past few months, always at a hotel
where there’s a science fiction convention going on.

SCURRY
Something unusual going on at a science fiction
convention.
(Sarcastically)
Gee, Meddler, don'’t see that too often.

SCENE 22
INT. - CORRIDOR

NEAR ELEVATORS
They exit the elevator and head towards Talbot’s room.
SCURRY
You don’t think aliens are involved, here, do you
Meddler?
ROUNDING A CORNER
MEDDLER
I don’t know. But what better place for them to blend in
than at a science fiction convention?
SCURRY
Meddler, not every lost package or shipping anomaly has

to involve extraterrestrials.

OUTSIDE TALBOT’S ROOM
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They arrive at Talbot’s door. A note has been taped to the
door, covering the room number. The note reads: This is
Not the Con Suite! Go Away! Meddler checks under the
note for the room number.

MEDDLER
2001. This 1s it.

He knocks.

SCENE 23
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot answers the door.

MEDDLER
Mr. Talbot?

TALBOT
Yes. You from Federal Express?

MEDDLER
Yes. I'm Special Agent Meddler.
(Pulling out and flashing his I.D. as Scurry does the same)
This is Special Agent Scurry.

TALBOT
Have you found my package?

MEDDLER
Not yet, sir. Can we come in?

Talbot motions them in.
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We're investigating the disappearance of your package,
Mr. Talbot.

SCURRY
Where did the package originate, sir? And when were
you told to expect it?

TALBOT
My office sent it out this morning. It was supposed to be
here by 5:00PM. There’s a product sample in that package

that I need for a very important sales meeting Monday
morning,

MEDDLER
Have you noticed any unusual activity in the hotel sir?

TALBOT
Unusual activity! Have you seen some of the loony-tunes
around here this weekend? Yeah, I've noticed some
unusual activity—people dressed up in funny costumes,
making strange hand gestures, playing music 'til all
hours, walking around carrying cabbages—

MEDDLER
{(Interrupting him)
Did you say cabbages?

TALBOT
Yeah. A gang of these yo-yo’s were chasing a guy, and
one of them was carrying a cabbage.

MEDDLER
Thank you, Mr. Talbot. We'll be in touch.

He gets up to leave. Scurry, unsure why Meddler has cut
the interview short, moves to follow him.

TALBOT
What about my package? When am I going to get my
package?

Meddler doesn’t answer as he quickly exits the room,
Scurry on his heels.

SCENE 24
INT. - CORRIDOR

Meddler strides down the hallway, Scurry calling after
him:

SCURRY
Meddler?

(As she catches up to hini)
Meddler, what—

MEDDLER
(Interrupting her)
Scurry, listen. Those reports I told you about. In each case
witnesses reported seeing science fiction fans carrying
cabbages.

SCURRY
So? Maybe they were making a salad for lunch. Or
maybe they were acting out a scenario from one ot those
weird role-playing games.

MEDDLER
Kinky.

SCURRY
Weird, kinky... Use whatever adjective you want.

MEDDLER
No. I mean it’s kinky that you can imagine that there’d be
a role-playing game involving cabbage.

He turns and heads for the elevators; she pauses a
moment in reaction to the Meddlerism, then follows.

NEAR ELEVATORS
Their conversation continues as they wait for an elevator.

SCURRY
Meddler, how does any of this tie in to an alien presence?

MEDDLER
It's just a theory, but I believe we may be dealing with
sentient plant life from outer space.

Her expression is one of disbelief.

MEDDLER

(Continuing)
In 1951 a UFO was discovered buried beneath the ice
near an Arctic outpost. An alien was removed from it,
perfectly preserved, frozen in the ice. The alien was
revived and scientists described it as “an intellectual
carrot.” In 1956, Santa Mira, California, was overrun by
plant-like, alien-pod creatures who took human form.
And a meteor shower in 1963 caused people to go blind
and brought with it seeds which grew into man-ecating
plants capable of uprooting themselves and walking.

SCURRY
But there’s no evidence to support any of these stories,
Meddler. The intellectual carrot was conveniently fried to
a crisp. The citizens of Santa Mira were simply paranoid,
imagining communists under their beds and extra-

LA2P

19



polating that into the belief that a few unusually large
eggplants in someone’s greenhouse were space invaders.
And if people were blinded by that meteor shower, how
could they have been witness to any walking, man-eating
plants? Besides, the existence of intelligent,
extraterrestrial plant life contradicts Cole’s Law.

MEDDLER
What’s Cole’s Law?

SCURRY
A salad of finely chopped raw cabbage.

It’s her turn to get one in, and she enjoys his reaction to
her Scurryism.

MEDDLER
(Back to business)
These incidents have been explained away as part of a
cover-up, Scurry. But the evidence is there to support the
existence of intelligent, extraterrestrial vegetation. The
question is, why are they here?

SCENE 25
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot is just finishing up a little room service meal,
which included a salad. He answers a knock on his door.
It’s a group of fans.

TALBOT
Can’t you people read?
(Indicating the sign he’d posted on the door)
This isn’t the con suite and I don’t know where the con
suite is.

Talbot begins to close the door in their faces when the
lead fan suddenly juts an arm out, preventing the door
from being closed. Talbot is taken aback by this. The
group of fans, their expressions blank, advance into the
room. Talbot backs away.

TALBOT

(Angrily)
Hey! What are you doing? This is my room! Who do you
think you are?

As they push further into the room—Talbot retreating,
starting to be scared now—we see that one of them is
carrying Talbot’s missing package.

TALBOT
Is that...? That’s my package! What’s this all about?

The fans form a semi-circle, cutting Talbot off from
escape.

TALBOT
(A hint of panic in his voice)
Who are you!

LEAD FAN
We are the future of humanity.

LA2P
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The fan standing next to the fan holding the package
opens it and takes out a cabbage. He hands it to the lead
fan.

LEAD FAN
(Continuing)
Our master...
(Indicating the cabbage)
...came to this world from a dying planet. He was the
ninth chosen for a mission to seek out a new world for all
of plantkind.

TALBOT
You mean he’s—

LEAD FAN
(Completing Talbot'’s sentence)
Yes...Plant Nine from Outer Space.... He is the only one
who made it to Earth. The others were destroyed, sucked
into the gravity well of this solar system’s giant gas
planets, shredded on the sharp rocks of the asteroid belt,
or burned up entering Earth’s atmosphere.

Scenes of the cabbage’s fellow space-faring plants meet-
ing their doom as described are intercut with this scene.

TALBOT
But if space plants want to take over Earth, why are you
helping them?

LEAD FAN

(Continuing)
We have become one with the botanical. We were human,
like you; harmless science fiction fans. One of us found
the master after he fell to Earth. He was joined with the
master...

Inserted here is a scene of this joining.

...now, we have all been joined with the master. We have
been spreading our seed from city to city, assimilating
more and more fans at conventions like this one. In the
end, our seed will be spread across this whole planet.
Earth will be ours.

TALBOT
No! No, it can’t be!

LEAD FAN

(Continuing)
But we have discovered that science fiction fans are the
underbrush of your society; they hold no real
importance, exercise no influence. As such, it is necessary
for us to branch out, assimilate those humans who can
best allow us to carry out our conquest of
Earth—politicians, policemen...businessmen.

TALBOT
(Panicked, realizing what they have in mind for him)
I'm a businessman.

LEAD FAN
You will be assimilated. You will then assimilate two of



your peers, and they will assimilate two of their peers,
and so on, and so on...

Talbot grabs a salad fork from off of his tray.

TALBOT
Stand back! I've got a salad fork and I'm not afraid to use
it!

LEAD FAN
Resistance is futile.

They advance on him. The lead fan raises the cabbage
before him. The room is suddenly awash in a green light,
emanating from all around the cabbage. A jagged bolt of
green energy leaps from the cabbage and strikes Talbot,
who collapses on the bed. The lead fan tears a leaf off of
the cabbage and places it on Talbot’s face.

FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN:

SCENE 26

EXT. - HOT! , ASSEEN FROM ACROSS STREET

Scroll: Monday, 9:35AM

SCENE 27
INT. - CORRIDOR

OUTSIDE TALBOT’S ROOM
Meddler and Scurry are about to knock on the door.

SCURRY
No theories about space vegetables, Meddler. Stick to the
plausible.

She knocks.

SCENE 28
INT. - TALBOT’S ROOM

Talbot is packing, readying to check out, when he hears
the knock. He answers it.

MEDDLER
Good morning, Mr. Talbot.... I'm afraid we’ve got bad
news.

SCURRY
We worked on the case all through yesterday, sir, but we
haven’t been able to track down your package. The trail
goes cold after the package arrived here at the hotel.

MEDDLER
Agent Scurry thinks a rogue FedEx employee may have
stolen it, maybe with plans to sell your sample to the
competition. Of course, that’s just one theory—

Scurry shoots him a look, a warning not to pursue his
space-plant hypothesis with Talbot. Meddler takes her
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meaning and says nothing further.

SCURRY
We're sorry, Mr. Talbot.

TALBOT
That’s all right. I've got my package right over there.
(Pointing to it)
Thank you.

He begins closing the door. Meddler and Scurry look at
each other, puzzled that the package seems to have been
returned to Talbot, yet they know nothing of it. Meddler
reaches out and stops Talbot from closing the door.

MEDDLER
Mind if we take a look?

He quickly pushes past Talbot, into the room and over to
where the package rests. Scurry enters after him, but
stays with Talbot just inside the door.

SCURRY
We'd just like to...
(Searching for a reason)
...check the shipping paperwork.

Meddler examines the package.

SCURRY
(Continuing)
Standard procedure.

Meddler opens the package, finding a cabbage inside.

LRIP



MEDDLER
Where do you intend on taking this package, Mr. Talbot?

TALBOT
I've told you; I'm going to see an important client this
morning.

MEDDLER
(As he draws his gun and points it at Talbot)
Just the kind of person whose mind an alien vegetable
from outer space would want to control; a respected
businessman like yourself, an influential person who
could facilitate the alien take-over of the whole planet?

SCURRY
(Astounded)
Meddler!

MEDDLER
Look in the box, Scurry.

She does. Suddenly, a voice is heard from the doorway. It
is that of the mysterious Gum-Chewing Man, a man
whom Meddler and Scurry know to be at the very top of
Federal Express’ management. He is silhouetted in the
doorway.

GUM-CHEWING MAN
Put the gun down, Agent Meddler.
(Pulling out a stick of gum and bringing it to his mouth)
Mr. Talbot, and that package, will be coming with me.

MEDDLER
That cabbage is plotting to take over the world! Talbot is
under its control! He could be FedExing the seeds of
humanity’s destruction to cities all over the globe!

GUM-CHEWING MAN
Put the gun down.

MEDDLER
You're part of this, aren’t you? You're in collusion with
them! You know about the existence of these aliens, but
you're hiding the truth.

GUM-CHEWING MAN
Nothing is as it seems, Agent Meddler.

MEDDLER
I want the truth!

GUM-CHEWING MAN
(Growing impatient)
You can’t handle the truth!
(Threateningly)
Now put that gun down or you’ll be out of a job! I can
and will order the FedEx files shut down!

SCURRY
Meddler, he means it.

MEDDLER
I'don’t care, Scurry. The truth must be revealed.
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But how will you do that if the FedEx files are shut
down, Meddler? The search for the truth is part of your
work, the thing that keeps you going. If Talbot and his
package don’t leave with him now...

(Indicating Gum-Chewing Man)
...you’ll regret it; maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow,
but soon, and for the rest of your life.

Tense moments pass as Meddler considers his partner’s
words, then, slowly, he brings his gun down, picks up the
package and tosses it to Gum-Chewing Man, who exits
immediately with Talbot. Meddler is silent; after a
moment, he, too, exits. Scurry is about to follow when
she notices something on the floor. She stoops to pick it
up. It is a small piece of cabbage leaf.

SCENE 29
INT. - SCURRY’S OFFICE

It’s late; the office is dark. Scurry is at her PC, typing an
entry into her journal. We hear in voice-over what she is
writing:

VOICE-OVER, SCURRY
Mr. Talbot has been reunited with his lost package and
the office has officially closed the case. I can’t help but
feel, however, that there’s more to all this than meets the
eye. The piece of cabbage leaf that I found on the floor of
Talbot’s hotel room likely came from the salad that Talbot
had been eating. But I wanted to be sure. Using my
employee discount card, I FedExed it to a lab in Van-
couver for analysis. If it proved to be of extraterrestrial
origin, Agent Meddler would have proof of his theories.
(Long beat)
The lab never received my package.

FADE TO BLACK

ROLL END CREDITS
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to the group, who then weighed in
with a few of their own story ideas.
The concocted end result was Plant 9
From Outer Space, a botanical take on
alien-invasion flicks, seasoned with
an X-Files spoof and set at a science
fiction convention! Following our
story-idea session, I went home and
wrote the script.

Now, the day of the shoot has
arrived and I stand for a moment in
the hotel lobby, wondering if I'm up
to the task of directing this movie
within the time we’ve allotted
ourselves. I've made a few amateur
video-films before—solo, or with one
or two other people—but never
under these kinds of time
constraints, and never with a cast
and crew of some two dozen.

I see only a few of the project’s
people waiting in the lobby.
Everyone had been instructed to
meet here at 11:00AM ! People are
late—not uncommon in fandom—and
I experience a touch of panic, fearing
that this tardiness will throw off our
day’s schedule. Worse, I fear that
maybe not enough people will show
and we’ll have to cancel. But then
Berny Reischl spots me and walks
over to tell me that most of the crew
are here already (relief!), unpacking
gear upstairs in the hotel room I'd
booked for the occasion. A few of the
guys come with me out to my car
and help me unload my gear and
carry it up to this room, which will
serve as our principle set.

The room is a bustle of activity,
and it’s small—smaller than I'd
anticipated. I'm instantly thinking
about how we can work around the
size of the room. Everyone is
commenting on the episode of The X-
Files which aired last night. The
opening shot was of a grocery-shelf
full of cabbages. We interpret this as
a good omen. Questions come, now,
from several people: Where do you
want this equipment? Do we have a
production sche ile? What costume
do you want me in first? I oversee
proceedings as best I can while I
unpack the camera and begin setting
up. Dave Legault and Yolande
Rufiange are the project’s co-
producers; he starts to get people
organized into something resembling
a film crew while she arranges her
production clipboard. Yolande will
be keeping track of the order in
which scenes/shots are committed to
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tape. I hand her my storyboards,
which will serve as a guide. Copies
of the script are handed out and I
scan the room looking for our
principle actors. Two of them are
absent! We can’t proceed without
them and, again, I fear that we’ll
have to cancel. Within half an hour,
though, they have arrived and are
rehearsing their lines.

I call for everyone’s attention
and outline the day’s schedule. I
explain that we’re shooting a 20- to
30-minute script, and that if all goes
well, we should be done by supper
time. I caution, however, that we’ll
probably run into a few (inevitable)
snags, and that we could find
ourselves working into the evening.
At four o’clock in the morning, some
17 hours later, I'll be driving home,
exhausted, thinking about just how
far off my completion-time estimate
was!

The room is full of gear and it
has to be cleared out before we can
set up the first shot. We stack some of
the stuff in a corner of the room, out
of range of the camera. But we end
up carting the bulk of it out into the
corridor. We are able to do this
because the hotel has arranged to
isolate us on an empty floor so that
we can work without disturbing
other guests. 20 minutes later, the
room has been cleared and we’re
rolling tape on the first shot of the
day.

Lighting is a problem; the room’s
lamps provide only very dim
illumination. We remove the shade
from one of them and, in addition,
position a small utility light that
someone has thought to bring along
over the scene. Better, but not
enough of an improvement. Some of
the shots remain too poorly lit, and
consequently unusable. We do have a
500-watt photographer’s light,
courtesy Berny, but not the fixture for
it. We decide to pop the bulb into one
of the lamps and try it, hoping it
won’t blow a fuse. And then there was
light! The poorly lit scenes are reshot.

Over the next hour or so we get a
half-dozen shots in the can. Things
are proceeding well, if not quickly. At
any given time, most of the cast and
crew are killing time out in the
corridor, awaiting their call to the set.
They will prove to be phenomenally
patient over the course of the shoot,
and I take this opportunity to thank
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them all for that patience. We run
into minor difficulties as we work,
and always concious of our ticking
clock, we keep retakes to no more
than three.

At about 2:30PM we break for
lunch. While most of the group go
out to grab a bite at a nearby
restaurant, I and three or four others
view our first series of rushes on the
hotel room’s TV. Everything looks
pretty good! Checking our work by
periodically playing back the footage
we’ve shot proves to be a wise
practise. A viewing later in the day
will reveal that the camera was, in a
few instances, mistakenly left in
standby mode—we thought we were
filming, but in fact, we were not!
While we can manage without minor
missing shots, the part of a vital scene
which has been lost because of this
error must be restaged 10 hours after
it was orginally shot.

With everyone back from lunch,
we tackle the script’s most complex
scenes, those most difficult to block.
We’re filming in the corridor, now,
and for about an hour, downstairs in
the lobby of the hotel. For one of the
lobby shots, Berny quickly slaps up a
prop sign which welcomes people to
the story’s fictional convention,
ConQuest. We film costumed extras
walking past this sign. Hotel guests
are witness to this and some of them
ask us where the science fiction
convention is.

While in the lobby, we burn out
our 500-watt light—or so it would
seem. It takes us about half an hour
to discover that the light is fine, the
lamp fixture is not. We switch
fixtures and continue. Our lighting
systems (not to mention a very
finicky power bar!) will continue to
plague us until the end of the shoot.
Indeed, in the waning hours,
Stephane Marcotte will find himself
called upon to save the day by
rewiring a faulty plug!

By mid-evening or thereabouts,
all but a couple of those scenes
requiring multiple actors and extras
have been completed, and some of
the group are free to go home. About
10 of wus—roughly half the
group—will finish up. I've been on
my feet almost non-stop, now, for
nearly 12 hours. I am very tired. The
rest of the remaining cast/crew are
begining to sag, as well. At this
point, we begin to cut corners,









T ycu wouid like to join, please fill in the
memupership 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
Applicatic

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

Postal Code

Interests
1 Science Fiction
) Fantasy
d Horror
O Movies/TV
0O Writing
O At
J 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 4 I'adresse si-dessous avec un chéqgue
ou un mandat-poste, payable a I'ordre de
I’AMonSFF, au montant de 20,00S. N’hésitez
pas 4 nous écrire si vous avez besoin de plus
amples renseignements,

AMonSFF

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

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

Nom
Date de naissance (optionelle)
Adresse
App.
Province/Etat
Téléphone (rés.)
(trav.)

Ville

Code Postal

Intéréts personnels
QO Science-Fiction
O Fantastique
Q1 Horreur
3 Films/TV
Q Ecriture
O Art
O Jeux de rdles

Autres

Il arrive que d’autres organismes nous demandent
la liste de nos membres afin de les contacter.
Veuillez indiguer ci-dessous si vous nous authorisez &
tfransmetire les renselgnements Inscrits sur ce
formulaires & ces organismes.

O Je vous authorise & transmettre ces
renseignements.

0O Veuillez ne pas transmettre ces rensignements.

LRA2P



THE MARITIME
SCIENCE
FICTION
FESTIVAL

APRIL13-14, 1996

Pre-Registration Form

Name

Address
Province/State
Postal/Zip Code

Telephone _{ )

Make cheques’money orders pavable to the
Maritime Science Fiction Festival
Canadian funds please

Festival T-shirts are $20. Order now to
have yours waiting for you at the door.
Check size: S_ M__ L__ XL__ XXL__

Festival Mailing Address:
Maritime Science Fiction Festival
PO Box 46021, Novalea RPO
Halifax, Nova Scotia

B3K 5V8, Canada

Weekend Pass:  $45 before March 15/96

Day Pass: $25 Saturday
$25 Sunday

Family $75 for either day (2

Day Pass: aduits/2 children 12 and
under) Chiidren under
five get in free,

accompanyed by an
adult. Proof of age

required.
Group/Society S35 per person, 10 or
Rate: more people. Book
before Feb. 28/96. Call
for more info.

Games Room  $15 limited access,
Weekend Pass: Games Room and
Dealers’ Room only

The Festival is proud to
acknowledge our sponsors

MITV
Micmac Mall
Exhibits Plus

Le Print Express
Kaya Books
Hallmark Store
Animax
PCPC Computer Store
ISIS Incorporated
Avis Rent a Car

Featured Guests

Majel Barrett Roddenberry: Nurse
Christine Chapel, Star Trek and Lwaxana
Troi, ST: The Next Generation (TNG). She
is known and adored by fans across the
globe. This “first lady of Star Trek” will
keep you on the edge of your seat with new
and exciting tales from the ever expanding
Star Trek universe.

Robert O’Reilly: Gowron, ST: TNG and
Deep Space Nine. This Klingon Supreme
Commander is also a Star Trek fan himself.
He first appeared on the set of ST.TNG as
a gangster in the episode ‘Manhunt’.

Robin Curtis: Saavik, Star Trek III and
1V. This pointy eared Vulcan has been a
part of the science fiction (SF) universe for
around 11 years. She has played both Star
Trek and Babylon § characters.

Robert Llewellyn: Kryten, Red Dwarf.
Fans of the British comedy SF series are
faniliar with the antics of this oddball
android. Fans will enjoy speaking with
Robert about this quirky series.

Mike Cuneo: Mike is a model builder who
has done landcapes for Bajor and Romulus
and built various Star Trek ships. Mike was
also a Borg in ‘The Best of Both Worlds’
episodes. He has also created models for
several movies such as; Indiana Jones and
the Last Crusade and Schindler’s List.

Ngaire Genge: This guest is the author of
the much talked about Unofficial X-Files
Companion. This Canadian documentary
scriptwriter is & regular contributor to the
London Times Her fiction has also been
published in well known publications such
as, Asimov’s Science Fiction, Story and

Bev Richardson: Fan Guest of Honour.
Bev is a long-time SF fan. She is an avid
convention attendeee who has participated
in several panels during her convention
career. She enjoys meeting fellow fans and
discussing mutual interests

Larry Stewart: Toastmaster. This comedic
gentieman is best known as ‘the Doctor’ on
the Canadian convention circuit. This
nickname arose from his avid interest the
British SF series starrng guess ‘Who'?

Dealers

Lincoln Enterprises - LA
Wilkie's Wonderful World
Klingon Assault Group
Entitlement Books
Galaxy Enterprises
Mainstreet Collectables
Sci-Fi Card Company
Seaside Books
PCPC Computer Store
ISIS Incorporated
Gord's Comics
Comic Retief
Steve Foster
Musashu Productions
Collector’s Edge
Hobby Wonderland
and more...

Hotel Information

The Ramada Renaissance Hotel,
Park Place Plaza, 240 Brownlow
Ave., Dartmouth, Nova Scotia

Room Rates:
$85 + taxes per night for up to four people

When booking rooms, please state you
are registering for the Festival.

Call and make your reservation:

Toll free: 1-800-561-3733
Local calls: 468-83888

Festival Information

Need more info?
Call the Festival Hotline
between 7 p.m. and 10 p.m. ADT

Out of town?
Call our toll free line:

1-800-622-6199

Live in or around Metro?
Please dial:

454-5548
or e-mail our intemnet address:
marfest@ra.isisnet.com
You can also check out our Home Page:

bttp://www.isisnet.com/marsf
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