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FROM THE
CENTER SEAT

If all went well with our production schedule, you
picked up this issue of Warp at the MonSFFA table at the
Montreal Science Fiction Festival II, or, if you did not
attend the MSFF II, you received it shortly thereafter in
the mail.

I am pleased to report that the MonSFFA group
registration for the Festival was a great success. A total
of 25 people participated; that was 10 over and above
the required 15-person minimum. All of these MonSFFA
members and their friends saved $10 off the at-the-door

rice.
P Group rates and special discount programs are part
of the advantage of belonging to a club. Lately, the cost
of attending fannish events has escalated quite a bit, and
the executive of MonSFFA will always attempt to get
special deals for members whenever possible.

On that note, Cone®Cept ‘95 will take place on March
31st, April 1st, and April 2nd, at the Holiday Inn Crown
Plaza Metro Centre. The guests include authors Spider
and Jeanne Robinson (Stardance, Starseed; Spider alone,
Mindkiller, Time Pressure, Time Travellers Strictly Cash, and
the Callahan’s Crosstime Saloon series), artist Vincent
DiFate, author Brian Daley (Star Wars and The Empire
Strikes Back NPR radio scripts, the Han Solo trilogy), and
others. The regular pre-registration rate is $24 before
March 15, 1995, and the at-the-door price is $29. The
special group rate being offered to MonSFFA members
is $18 for the weekend for a group of 12 people or more.
The deadline to sign up is the October 16th meeting.

Yes, we have added an October 16th meeting to the
schedule. It will take place in the Beaupré I room, instead
of our usual room. MonSFFA never used to have an
October meeting, because we were all too busy running
ConeCept. However, since ConeCept is now run by a
different group of people, independent of MonSFFA,
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and since the convention has moved to the spring,
October is available for a meeting.

Also scheduled for October is the Montreal Hobby
Show, which takes place annually at Place Bonaventure.
As usual, it is on Thanksgiving weekend, this year
October 8-10. MonSFFA has been attending this event
for several years, and has again been invited to be an
exhibitor. Therefore, we need about 12 to 14 volunteers
over the course of the weekend to staff our 3-table
display booth. Our table volunteers will get in to the
show free, and the rest of MonSFFA’s membership who
want to attend will get 25% off the door price if they
show their MonSFFA card.

For those who build models, the CapCon ‘94 Scale
Modeling Contest and Show takes place on Saturday,
October 22, 1994, at the Holiday Inn (Market Square) in
Ottawa. This show runs from 9:00 AM to 11:30 PM and
the cost is $4, plus $1 per model entered in the
competition. Plaques will be awarded in over 80
categories. I have attended this show every year for the
last four years and have always had a good time.

ERTL has finally released the long awaited U.S.S.
Excelsior model kit. However, to coincide with the
release of the new film Star Trek: Generations in
November, the model will be repackaged with new box
art and a different set of decals so as to be the Enterprise-
B featured in Generations. So, the pre-release Excelsior
version available in hobby stores now, will surely
become a collector’s item. If you want one, I suggest that
you buy it soon!

As always, I urge you to renew your memberships
on time, to attend the monthly meetings, to read your
Warp, and most importantly, to participate.

Sk [l

Lynda Pelley
President, MonSFFA

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

Membership Card

Your MonSFFA membership card identifies you as
a MonSFFA member, allows you free admittance to the
club’s monthly events and entitles you to certain

discounts at SF/F-oriented retailers participating in
MonSFFA's discount program!

Monthly Events

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

Discount Program

As a member of MonSFFA, you are in a position to
save on your 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
« AADIO CONTROL MODELS

EMFIRE

Ace Lopes

1201 Crescent, H3G 2B1

Empire Hotline:
Tel.: (514) 871-1402 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

+ WOODEN PERIOD SHIPS
« ARCHITECTURAL SUPPLIES

5450 SHERBROOKE 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.
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10% off on all orders (include your name,
MonSFFA membership number and
expiration date when ordering).
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10% off (5% if paying by credit card) on
models and role-playing games, $10.00
minimum purchase.
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[Risk and Sacrifice, Part 2

by Bryan €lers, from a story idea by |4cith Braithwaite

We continue, in this issue, with
Bryan Ekers’s DS9 short story, “Risk
and Sacrifice.” Following is part two of
the story; part one was published in our
last issue, Warp 30 (Summier 1994).

Kira’s fingers touched her scalp
and came away bloody. She tried to
call out to Dax, but her throat felt dry
and painful. She very nearly
vomited from the released tension
and her twisting stomach-ache. Kira
couldn’t see a thing. She briefly
wondered if she’d been blinded.
Crawling back to where she
remembered Dax was sitting, she
hauled herself to her feet bv gripping
Dax’s chair.

Kira coughed painfully. “Dax?”

The sound of Dax’s moan was a
great relief. Kira felt along the
control panel and found the
emergency-lights control. At once
the Operations Center was bathed in
a sickly greenish light. Dax was
slumped down in her chair. She
looked stunned but intact.

“Status,” croaked Kira.
computer did not respond.

Around them, the crew members
were beginning to regain their
senses. Kira grabbed Dax’s upper
arm and shook her awake. “Come
on, Dax.” A moment later, Dax’s
eves opened and focussed on Kira.
The left one was bruised, though
under the poor lighting, Kira
couldn’t tell how badly. Dax shook
her fog away and she ran her hand
across her console. It gave no
response.

“Power’s down. I need O’Brien.
Where’s Benjamin?”

Kira’s eyes panned over the
darkened Operations Center. She
spotted Sisko lying face-up on the
deck a few meters away from Dax’s
station. Kira knelt beside him and
pressed her hand gently to his neck,
feeling for a pulse. It took her
several seconds to find it, faint but
steady. She fted his left eyelid. His
iris response was good, but he
showed no signs of regaining
consciousness. Kira briefly felt along
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the back of his neck for spinal
damage and was relieved to find
i ne. The large bloody mark on his
t.inple probably meant a concussion.
Hopefully there was nothing worse.
She carefully turned him onto his
stomach, so he would not choke on
his own blood or vomit, and moved
back to Dax.

“He’ll be fine,” said Kira to the
still shaken lieutenant, not knowing
one way or the other. Her jaw was
set tightly. She was ready to take
command. “Use your communicator
to contact O’Brien and Bashir. Get
them up here now. Evacuation

Kira knelt beside
him and pressed her
hand gently to
his neck, feeling

for a pulse.

procedures are now in effect.” Kira
turned away from Dax, giving them
both a brief private moment to
compose themselves, and started to
check the rest of the Operations staff.

Miles O’Brien had been
dreaming of the shore near Belfast.
On a barge, out in Belfast Lough,
was a band of Scots in full
ceremonial dress. In his dream,
O’Brien asked the man standing next
to him where the Scots had come
from.

“Have ye forgotten, laddie?” was
the reply. “They’ve come ’cross the
Channel from Stranraer for the
Festival.”

O’Brien nodded, remembering
the annual Saints Festivals of his
boyhood. One summer weekend,
smack between the feast days of
Andrew and Patrick, the Scots would
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send bands, athletes, chefs, dancers
and more for a 48-hour party which
had only two rules: The word
“England” was not to be spoken, and
the flow of whiskey was not to be
stopped.

The band began to play as it
approached the shore. It was a
dramatic marching song, with full
bagpipe, drum and horn
complements. The tune was familiar
to O’Brien, but even in his conscious
state he could not have remembered
the name.

Abruptly, the melody was
drowned out by a hugely loud drone
that blared its deep note over and
over. The Scots panicked and dove
from the barge into the water. The
men and women on the shore near
O’Brien scattered in terror, leaving
him alone on the shore. A huge
black cloud had swept down, blaring
its repeated note. The empty barge
was swallowed up, disintegrated by
the cloud. As it swooped down on
him, O’Brien threw up one arm in
protection and yelled in terror.

The movement of his arm
against the blanket woke him up.
He wiped the perspiration from his
face with his hand and tried to
steady his breathing. The dream had
stopped.

In an instant he realized the
collision alarm, with its blaring
repeated note, had not. With reflexes
conditioned by a long military career,
he flung the blanket away and
lunged for the nursery. His wife
Keiko was there, trying to calm their
young daughter, Molly.

“Miles, what—" she started.

“Get down!” he yelled, leaping
at her. He pushed them both to the
floor and lay over them, offering
protection. Keiko was too shocked
to respond. Molly began her crying
anew.

Within 10 seconds, a huge
impact caused the deck to buck and
sway. The lights failed. A moment
afterward, O’Brien’s engineer
instincts told him the immediate
danger had passed. He got up.
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Keiko clutched their daughter
with an iron grip. Tears on her tace
matched those of the child. “What's
happening?” Her voice was an
equal mix of terror and confusion.

“I don’t know. Stay here.”

“Miles, don’t go!”

He wanted desperately to obey,
but already his panic was lifting and
grim logic was reasserting itself. He
ran back to the master bedroom and
grabbed a uniform. As he hastily
dressed he said: “There could be hull
breaches. The reactors could blow.
have to get to Operations.” As if in
punctuation, his communicator
beeped. He tapped it.

“Dax to O’Brien.
immediately—"

“I know!” he velled, and tapped
the communicator again, to close the
connection.

“Please!” Keiko’s shriek tore at
him. Steeling himself, he turned
away, grabbing a small electric light.
The door to the hallwayv did not
open at his approach. He smashed
away the seal over the manual
override and pried the doors open
enough for him to squeeze through.

As he wused the light to
illuminate his run down the
darkened corridor, it occurred to him
he might not see his family again.

Report

Doctor Bashir’s Starfleet training
had been very specific on the proper
reaction to a collision alarm.
Without thinking, he dove under his
operating table and clutched at one
of the supports. After the impact, he
gingerly crawled back to his
workstation. He pulled himself to
his feet and examined his now dead
monitors. In the center of one of
them, a small scanner had been
propelled with enough force to
smash through the screen.

Had he stayed where he was, it
would instead have smashed
through his skull.

He could hear screaming from
the Promenade. From the shambles
his sickbay had become, he grabbed
a handful of instruments, his
tricorder, his laser bone-knitter, and
ran from the sickbay.

When he first met Kira Nerys,
less than a year ago, he had
described to her how he had wanted
to practice “frontier medicine.”
Confronted now with the fires and
the screams of the wounded, a wish
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for a posting to a nice quiet geriatric
or pediatric facility came to his mind.
The thought was pushed aside as he
began to administer to the injured,
and give comfort to the dving.

Bashir moved along the
Promenade, doing what he could,
telling people “everything is all
right” though he knew it wasn’t. He
passed by a wrecked storefront, and
nearly missed the agonized groan
from within. Peering inside, he
could see a woman pinned under a
heavy piece of furniture. He tried to
clear away the debris blocking the
doorway, but couldn’t. He looked
around frantically for help.

20 meters away, Odo had rallied
his security team. A rot very calm,
but effective evacuation of the
Promenade was underway, as were
fire fighting efforts.

“Odo!” yelled Bashir. “I need
help, over here!”

He could
hear screaming
from the

Promenade.

Odo gave a last instruction to
one of his men, then ran over to
Bashir. “What is it, Doctor?”

Bashir pointed at the woman.
“Can you help me get to her?”

Odo nodded and tried to help
Bashir clear away the debris. Their
efforts were useless. The woman
moaned again.

“This is no good,” growled Odo.
“It'll be easier from the other side.”

“How are you going . . . ” started
Bashir, but he stopped as Odo
melted into a greenish puddle which
oozed through the gaps in the
blockage. Reforming inside the
store, Odo lifted the heavy table from
the woman, freeing her. He then
started to tear away the smaller
pieces of debris, clearing a path for
Bashir. Within a few seconds, the
barrier collapsed, allowing Bashir to
clamber into the store and begin
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treatment.

“T wish I could do that,”
muttered Bashir.

“It would make vour life and
mine easier, Doctor,” replied Odo
tersely.

Bashir’s communicator beeped.
“Dax to Bashir. You're needed in
Operations, as quickly as possible.”

Odo left Bashir to his patient and
his conversation with Dax, and
returned to the Promenade. Bashir
didn’t see the constable leave; his
eves were on his tricorder, taking a
reading of the woman. “I've got a lot
of wounded down here, Dax.”

“We've got wounded in Ops,
too, Julian.”

Bashir dropped his tricorder and
began to push his hand into a gaping
wound in the woman’s chest, all the
time glad Bajoran anatomy was
similar to Terran. She was entering
cardiac arrest, and his electronic
defibrillators were buried under the
debris in sickbay. He gripped the
weakening pump that was her heart
and tried to steady the beating with
his hand. She was weakening,
slipping away from him. He began
to move with desperation, trying to
force life into her. Her heart failed to
respond. Her breathing had quietly
stopped. With his free hand, he
grabbed his tricorder and clumsily
thumbed the controls.

Flat lines, across the board.

Bashir sat back on his heels and
carefullvy eased his hand out of her
chest. He stared at it for a moment,
watching the shaking of his fingers.
Absently, his tried to wipe the blood
from his hand onto his pant leg. He
stared at the woman’s body, and
would have stared for a long time if
not for the interruption of his
communicator.

“Julian, get up here now!”
insisted Dax.

“Uh, y-yes,” he responded,
blinking as if awakening from a mild
daydream. He clambered to his feet.
He started to turn away from the
woman, but returned momentarily to
gently close her dead eyes with his
hand; his clean hand, not the one
stained with her blood.

Odo was a professional, and he
kept a professional staff. His
security teams had very nearly
finished the evacuation of the
Promenade. He was about to do a















the part of Allan Quartermain.

H. Rider Haggard (1856-1925), along with Talbot
Mundv and Edgar Rice Burroughs, was one of the best
adventure writers of all time, certainly the best of his
time. Even literary lights like Henry James and Graham
Greene agreed that in his field, Haggard was tops. An
appreciation of Haggard by Graham Greene is the
subject of the latter’s excellent essay “Rider Haggard’s
Secret” (in Collected Essays, Viking).

Haggard was also remarkable in his treatment of
black Africans. Perhaps because he spent several years
as a government official in the Transvaal (South Africa),
his portrayal of blacks is well informed, and rarely if
ever racist, at least compared to the attitudes of the time.
Some of his writings were actually severely criticized at
the time tor not being sufficiently demeaning of blacks.
Admittedly, his black heroes (like the axe-wielding
berserker-chieftain Umslopogaas) have their limitations
and run into the “noble savage” stereotype at times.

Haggard is the one who brought lost race novels
into the big time. According to Lin Carter in the
introduction to Haggard’s The People of the Mist for
Ballantine’s Adult Fantasy series, Haggard invented the
lost race novel. While this isn’t entirely true, Haggard's
popularity certainly was the benchmark for future lost
race novels.

The tetraology of Wisdom's Daughter (1923), She and
Allan (1921), She (1886), and Ayesha: The Return of She
(1905) is best summarized as a whole.

These were reprinted by Ballantine in the early
1980s, and numerous older editions exist. For Haggard's
works, [ have not indicated publishers since numerous
editions exist. First editions are in particular a source of
great controversy as many of the early novels were
pirated in the U.S.A. and printed as newspaper inserts,
sometimes even before the British edition appeared.
Incidentally, these titles are all four 333 titles.

The first tells of Avesha’s first life as Priestess of Isis
in ancient Egypt, her acquisition of magical powers
under the tutelage of the wizard Noot, and her falling in
love with a Greek priest, Kallikrates. Fleeing from the
invading Persians (of whom she crisps a few by fire) to
the lost city of Kor, once the center of a great white race,
she soon becomes their queen. By bathing in the Fires of
Life she becomes immortal—She Who Must Be Obeyed.
In a jealous rage she kills Kallikrates, and lives as Queen
of Kor for thousands of vears.

In the second, Allan Quartermain seeks contact with
his dead wife (see Marie , a poignant love-tragedy). An
aged black wizard tells him of the lost Kor. He goes to
Kor, meets and befriends She. She offers him
immortality but he scoffs at her and doesn’t believe.
Ayesha guides him to the spirit world where he meets
Marie, but again, he merely thinks that it is a
hallucination. Factions in Kor rebel, and Allan helps
Ayesha in destroying them.

In the third, Leo Vincey finds a manuscript giving
details on how to reach Kor. Along with Holly he
reaches Kor, where Avesha recognizes Vincey as a
reincarnation of Kallikrates, and Holly as that of Noot.
As a preparation to Vincey joining her in immortality,
she steps into the Fires of Life, only to wither and die.
Vincev and Holly flee Kor, but with the memory that
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Ayesha will return.

In the fourth, a strange omen leads Vincey and
Holly to Central Asia. In the Valley of Kaloon they find
descendants of Alexander’s Macedonians. Ayesha is
priestess of Isis, and using her supernatural powers,
destroys the queen of the land. Vincey, wounded in the
battle, weds Ayesha, dies, and Ayesha follows him. They
are joined together in another world.

The spiritualistic elements in Haggard’s works are
attributable to his espousal of spiritualism after the
death (1891) of his young son, Arthur John Rider
Haggard.

King Solomon’s Mines (1885), written in six weeks on
a bet, was a massive best-seller and has never been out
of print since. It is the story of the soft-spoken but
intrepid “great white hunter,” Allan Quartermain, who
along with a party of Englishmen, discover the lost
diamond mines of Solomon, the biblical king.

In Allan Quartermain (1887; Newcastle Forgotten
Fantasy, 1978), the title character, along with the aging
Zulu chieftain Umslopogaas, die heroically defending
the queen of the lost race of Zu-Vendi people.

It is the selfless heroism of Haggard’s characters that
reallv mark him as a master of the adventure novel.
Here follows Umslopogaas” and his beloved battle-axe
Inkosi-kaas” death scene:

Straight up the hall he went, leaving
behind him a track of blood on the marble
pavement, till at last he reached the sacred
stone, which stood in the centre of it, and
here his strength seemed to fail him, for he
stopped and leaned upon his axe. Then
suddenly he lifted up his voice and cried
aloud:

“I die, I die—but it was a kingly fray.
Where are they that came up the great stair?
I see them not. Art thou there, Macumazahn
(Allan Quartermain’s Zulu name), or art
thou gone before to wait for me in the dark
wither I go? The blood blinds me—the place
turns round—I hear the voice of waters;
Galazi calls me!”

Next, as though a new thought had
struck him, he lifted the red axe and kissed
the blade.

“Farewell, Inkosi-kaas,” he cried. “Nay,
nay, we will go together; we cannot part,
thou and 1. We have lived too long with one
another, thou and I. None other shall hold
thee.”

“One more stroke, only one! A good
stroke! a straight stroke! a strong stroke!”
and, drawing himself to his full height, with
a wild heart-shaking shout, with both hands
he began to whirl the axe around his head
till it looked like a circle of flaming steel.
Then, suddenly, with awful force he brought
it straight on to the crown of the mass of
sacred stone. A shower of sparks flew up,
and such was the almost superhuman
strength of the blow, that the massive
marble split with a rending sound into a
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score of pieces, whilst of Inkosi-kaas there
remained but some fragments of steel and a
fibrous rope of shattered horn that had been
the handle. Down with a crash on to the
pavement fell the fragments of the holy
stone, and down with a crash on to them,
still grasping the knob of Inkosi-kaas, fell
the brave old Zulu—dead.

It doesn’t come any better than this. However, Allan
Quartermain was so popular that, like Conan Doyle’s
Sherlock Holmes, he had to be rescued from literary
death and appeared in a total of 14 novels and four short
stories. A complete list of these is included in Allan’s
Wife (Newcastle Forgotten Fantasy, 1980).

The Yellow [dol (1912), The Holy Flower (c. 1920), and
HeuHeu or The Monster (1924) tell the story of lost races
of idolaters, and The [vory Child (1916) tells of a black
lost race with a white priestess; all involve Allan
Quatermain. While they are not as brilliantly executed
as his early novels, these certainly pack plenty of
entertainment. Another similar novel, but without Allan
Quartermain, is The People of the Mist (Ballantine, 1972).

Haggard was so influential that he spawned
numerous imitators and even some direct pastiches of
his characters. The following humorous parodies of
Haggard’s best works are available from Arno Press:
King solomon’s Wives, bv Hyder Ragged (Henry Chartres
Biron); He—A Companion to She, It, King Solomon's
Treasurcs and “Bess,” a Companion to “Jess,” by John
DeMorgan; and He, by Andrew Lang and Walter Herries
Pollock. Not reprinted are the non-fantasy titles by Jacob
R. Abarbanell: Ma and Pa (Munro, 1887).

The only serious sequel to She is Sidney ]J. Marshall’s
The King of Kor; Or, She’s Promise Kept (1903, reprinted
Arno Press), which takes a much more spiritualistic
slant than Haggard’s Ayesha: The Return of She, but is by
far the best of the pastiches.

A number of other lost race novels have been set in
Africa. Of note is Mabel Fuller Blodgett’s At the Queen’s
Mercy (Lamson, Wolfe, 1897), a 333 title which tells of a
pair of African adventurers, Dering and Lastrade, who,
through a banished priest, discover the location of a lost
walled city and a captive white girl. Upon searching the
city they are captured by queen Lah’s warriors. They are
abducted by the local evil priest so that they may be
sacrificed. They are saved at the last possible instant by
the queen’s guard. Lah has fallen for Dering, and defies
the priesthood with the aid of the two outsiders.
Lastrade leaves with the captive white girl, but Dering
stays behind as the palace is attacked by the priest-led
rabble. Lah dies and Dering escapes to join the others.

An excellent ancient Egyptian lost race novel (a 333
title) is Baroness Orczy’s By the Gods Beloved (Greening,
1910), originally published as The Gates of Kamt (Dodd,
Mead, 1907). Orczy (1865-1947) is best remembered for
The Scarlet Pimpernel and it's eight sequels. By the Gods
Beloved tells of an Egyptologist’s son, Hugh Tankerville,
and his friend deciphering an ancient papyrus which
tells of a lost city in the Sahara. They get there,
Tankerville passes himself off as one chosen by the
Gods, and soon he must marry the evil priestess-queen.
She, in a fit of jealousy over the younger and lovelier
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princess Neit-akrit, kills her son and then goes mad.
Neit-akrit succeeds to the throne but the two outsiders
are forced to leave. A prettv well done ancient Egypt
novel, though not on par in terms of
archaeological/societal detail as Georg Ebers’ (1837-
1898) historical novels Uarda (Hurst, late 1800s; the tale
of an ancient Egyptian embalmer’s daughter) and An
Egyptian Princess (late 1800s). These two are excellent
and well researched, but somewhat tedious; on the other
hand, Orczy’s novel is a heck of a lot more exciting, but
less detailed.

Arthur A. Nelson’s Wings of Danger (McBride, 1915),
a 333 title, tells of a group of explorers, including Ingulf,
a Norse amnesia victim (!) who sets off into deepest
Africa. After joining the expedition of Raoul de
Rocquefort, they defeat a tribe of Marabele warriors
holding white prisoners. These join the expedition,
which then discovers a lost race of Vikings at the base of
a volcano (which, of course, later erupts to destroy the
race). The king welcomes them, but makes unwelcome
advances on a female member of the group. Ingulf
recovers his memory, in particular that he is a member
of this lost race. He leads a revolt and establishes himself
as king, but that nasty ol’ volcano isn’t pleased. The
group escapes, with, of course, the entire Viking treasure
n tow.

At least half a dozen of Edgar Rice Burroughs’ 24
Tarzan books (Ballantine, most originally McClurg, 1914-
) have lost races of various sorts. Considering the plot
similarities of these books, and the fact that [ read them
all in sequence in one, huge binge (burp! Or should [ say
ERB?) over 10 years ago, [ fail to recall them all. They
include Tuarzan and the Jewels of Opar, Tarzan and the
Forbidden City, Tarzan and the City of Gold, Tarzan the
Untamed, Tarzan the Terrible, and Tarzan and the Ant Men.

Several of the later lost race novels involve aircraft.
One in particular which is quite entertaining is The
Pirate Aeroplane (Henry Frowde/Hodder & Stoughton, c.
1915), by Captain Gilson. It tells of an evil American
adventurer who uses a plane to terrorize the inhabitants
of a lost city in the Sahara so that he can steal their
treasures. A platoon of British forces, an eccentric
professor who convenientlv knows the language of the
lost race, and a heroic member of the local army manage
to defeat the American and then escape in the plane.
While it is predictable at times, and considering it was a
“juvenile novel” (written for youngsters), it is still an
excellent read. Graham Greene, in his essay “The Lost
Childhood,” mentions that he read this book “six times
at least,” and used one of its scenes in one of his own
novels. Unfortunately, I think that it is probably
relatively rare nowadays.

Gilson also wrote a couple of other titles which are
likely candidates to this category: The Lost Island: A
Romance of the East and The Lost Empire: A Tale of Many
Lands.

Charlotte Perkins Gilman'’s Herland (1915; Pantheon,
1979-) is a lost race novel as well as an early feminist
utopian novel. While not stated, it is apparently set in
Africa, where three young men travel deep into the
interior to find a lost race of Amazons. From here on it
becomes pretty ludicrous, with the race perpetuated by
virgin births and a host of other anti-male drivel like the



“taming and training of men.” Highly recommended for
the die-hard feminist crowd.

Louis Moresby’s The Glory of Egypt (Doran, 1926), a
333 title, tells of Ross and Soames, who find an ancient
manuscript describing a lost race in northern India.
They lead an expedition into remote Tibet, all the while
having premonitions of what is to come. A priestess of a
lost race of Egyptians that had migrated there 3000 years
before leads them to the city, where her desire is to
marry Ross and impose Egyptian rule on the world.
Ross becomes enthralled by her, but Soames attacks him
in a fit of madness and is killed by the priestess, who is
in turn pushed off a cliff by the restored Ross.

John Wyndham (1903-1969; author of The Day of the
Triffids) writing as John Benyon wrote The Secret People
{Coronet, 1977; originally 1930s), a tale of a lost race of
pygmy-like men living underground, below the Sahara
desert. Nothing to write home about, but a tolerable
read.

2. Arctic, Antarctic, and Hollow Earth

At the turn of the century, people were trying all
sorts of crackpot wavs to reach the Poles—boats,
dirigibles, planes, as well as the standard dog-sled
technique. Theories of there being warm, open seas in
the far north and south, possibly based on the
observation of volcanic activity in Antarctica and
Greenland, were rampant. Another theory proposed and
maintained by many was that of a hollow Earth,
including a navigable passage from the North to the
South Pole. For example, in the British publication The
Norwood Review (May 10, 1884) we find “We do not
admit that there is ice up to the Pole—once inside the
great ice barrier, a new world breaks upon the explorer,
the climate is mild like that of England, and, afterward,
balmy as the Greek Isles.” One influential title of the
time is William F. Warren'’s Paradise Found; or, The Cradle
of the Human Race at the North Pole.

All this gave science-fantasy writers a perfect
location to put a lost race. (But not all inner Earth novels
are lost race novels. Some are utopian (e.g., Lord
Lytton’s The Coming Race ), while Edgar Rice Burroughs’
Pellucidar series is more science fiction meets the
prehistoric novel.)

Edgar / en Poe’s The Narrative of Arthur Gordon
Pym of Nantucket (1837) tells of a voyage into the waters
of Antarctica and the savages met there. While it isn’t
strictly a lost race novel, Jules Verne’s 1897 sequel Le
Sphinx des Glaces certainly has several elements of the
lost race novel.

One of the first modern lost race/inner world novels
was Jules Verne’s (1828-1905) Vovyage au Centre de la Terre
(1874). The discovery of a manuscript written by an
early Icelandic explorer, which describes a voyage to the
center of the Earth, leads Professor Von Hardwigg, his
nephew, and their guide to caves in Iceland. They follow
a labyrinth of underground passages until they reach an
underground sea. They launch a raft and are attacked by
ante-diluvian monsters and wrecked on a distant shore.
There they meet a 12-foot man who shepherds wooly
mammoths. They escape back across the sea, and while

attempting to blast their way out with explosives, are
thrust up to the surface near Mount Aetna. The 1959
film version has Pat Boone singing; need I say more?
Another version (1909; nine-minute running time) was
made by the earlv Spanish silent director Segundo de
Chomon, but no print is known to exist.

Ah! At last a lost race novel by a Canadian, and a
333 title to boot. James de Mille (1837-1880), a professor
of English at Dalhousie University in Nova Scotia,
anonymously wrote A Strange Manuscript Found in a
Copper Cylinder (Harpers, 1888; as de Mille, McClelland
Stewart, 1985-), which tells of a sailor stranded in
Antarctica finding a land-locked sea with a tropical
climate. The people are unusual in that they despise
wealth, death is desirable, and one absolutely never
marries the one one loves, but rather the contrary.
Besides this, the people raise, train, and ride around on
pterodactyls (similar to Anne McCaffrey’s Dragonriders
of Pern series). As the ultimate honour, the people are
going to sacrifice the sailor and his gal, Almah, but he
pulls out his gun and honours a few of the locals. He is
then elevated to a deity, and they live happily ever after.

One of the raciest of these novels is Frank Cowan's
Revi-Lona: A Romance of Love in a Marvelous Land
(privately printed c. 1890; reprinted Arno Press). A
husky sailor, the last survivor of a whaling expedition,
drifts near the South Pole and discovers a civilization of
white Amazons. The onlv men are small and effeminate.
Much in demand, his presence results in a huge
population boom. He introduces “civilized”
innovations, but eventually disease, alcohol, and civil
strife disrupt the civilization. Horrified at the
consequences of his acts, he manages to escape when the
local volcano destroys the entire civilization.

Charles W1111ng Beale’s The Secret of the Earth (F.
Tennyson Neely, 1899), a 333 title, tells of the two
Attlebridge brothers, who from America go to England
to finance and build an anti-gravity airship. When it is
built, they head off (naturally) to the North Pole and
discover, beyond an unknown sea, the entrance to the
inner world. The world inside the Earth is chock full of
treasure. They are given vast wealth by a lost civilization
which believes them to be Gods. While crossing a desert
on the way towards the South Pole exit, they have a
mechanical failure. They are rescued by huge birds
directed by human intelligence from a mysterious
monastery. They fix the ship and return to the surface
world by way of the South Pole.

Considered one of the greatest lost race novels is
Robert Ames Bennet’s (1870-1954) Thyra: A Romance of
the Polar Pit (Henry Holt & Co., 1901; reprinted Arno
Press). This 333 title tells of arctic explorers in a balloon
who drift past the North Pole and discover a new land.
There they save the girl Thyra, one of a race of lost
Norse people. They return to her people and, eventually,
one party member is captured by a race of semi-humans
and will be sacrificed to a gigantic dinosaur (the
identical themes also crop up in Bennet’s 1916 lost race
novel The Bowl of Baal). The Norsemen, led by the
remaining members of the party, save him and destroy
the semi-humans.

Other Norse/Viking survivals in the polar regions
include the following (very rare) titles: Reached at Last

LA<P



(1886), by RM. Cutter; The Paradise of the North (1890), by
David Johnstone; Rafnaland (1900), bv R. Wilson; Ninety
North (1899), by E. Western; and Bu/ond the Palaeocrystic
Sea (1895), by A.S. Morton. There are only 10 known
copies of the latter, and while I have seen (but not
touched) a copy, | have not read it. Something to look for
in Aunt Irma’s attic.

Frank Savile’s Beyond the Great South Wall (New
Amsterdam Book Co., 1901; reprinted Arno Press), a 333
title, tells of Captain Dorincourt, who sails to Antarctica
to find a lost Mayan race. Near the Pole they find a
massive wall and turn back. On the way out they meet a
ship carrving Gwen Delahay, the woman Dorincourt
loves. A tidal wave carries them back south and over the
wall, where they discover the ruins of a Mayan city and
oodles of treasure, and a few nasty dinosaurs. The ever
convenient volcano releases them by destroying the
wall, and they get away, with all the treasure of course.
This too is considered as one of the benchmark lost race
novels.

William Wallace Cook’s Cast Away at the Pole (1904;
reprinted Arno Press) tells of two explorers attempting
to reach the North Pole. Their sleeping bags are caught
in a drag-line of their chief rival’s balloon, and they are
carried along until the rival cuts the rope. They find
themselves in a tropical land, and are captured by
seven-foot tall, hairy, red cave men (the Churs). They are
saved bv the beautiful Caucasian princess, Prmcess
Ylma (of the Nylls race), who brings them to the palace.
There they are given metal caps which immediately give
them command of the local language. They give a flask
of bourbon to the king, but when he demands more they
decide to escape. They steal a magnetic car and escape to
the land of the Churs, breaking through the wall around
their country. An imminent invasion of the land of
Nylls, who are now all intoxicated from booze supplied
by their evil ballooning rival, is quashed, and peace re-
established.

Willis George Emerson’s (1856-1918) The Smoky God;
or, A Voyage to the Inner World (Forbes, 1908; Amherst
Press reprint, ¢. 1990) is also a 333 title. A Norwegian
fisherman and his son sail into the northern seas. They
eventually reach a body of open water leading to an
inner world. There they meet and are befriended by a
race of Sanskrit speaking giants who worship an inner
sun of reddish gases: The Smoky God. After two years
they leave and return to the surface through an opening
in the South Pole. An entertaining inner Earth novel.

Harris Burland’s The Princess Thora (1904, reprinted
Armno Press) tells of an expedition financed by a bachelor
book collector (Silex) under the direction of John Silver.
Along with the latter’s ward, Princess Thora, and a huge
arsenal, they head towards the North Pole. Sailing
through a fissure in the ice caused by huge earthquakes,
they reach the new continent of Asturnia, peopled by
12th century refugees from Normandy. Thora, with the
help of the expedition, regains her throne through war
and stratagem.

Fitzhugh Green’s ZR Wins (Appleton, 1924;
reprinted Arno Press), a 333 title, tells of an international
dirigible race to the North Pole. Welchor, the evil pawn
of Japan, sabotages several of the vessels. The heroes
McAlford and Eppley stowaway on one doomed
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dirigible (the ZR 5), ending up in an unknown land of
lost Vikings. Welchor arrives and tries to gain all of the
Vikings’ vast mineral resources, turning the Vikings
against the pair. Nevertheless, the heroes regain the
Vikings’ friendship, and establish the land as a U.S.
territory.

Maurice Champagne, a noted French SF/F writer
(e.g., Les Sondeurs d’Abimes, 1911), published La Cité des
Premniers Hommes: Quatre Vingt-Dix Jours au Centre de la
Terre in the French weeklv L'Aventure (June 21, 1928-
October 4, 1928). While I don’t know if it ever reached
book form and the original pulp magazine is probably
pretty hard to find, since I have read it, I'll throw it in for
good measure. It tells of two Australian criminals, who
while escaping the authorities, fall into an underground
cavern. There, on an underground lake, they meet a
group of French scientists. Once on their boat, the water
level suddenly goes down and the group ends up deep
in the Earth in a maze of passages. They eventuallv meet
the last survivors of an ancient race who lead them back
to the surface. While it is typical pulp fiction of the time,
it is nevertheless still a good read, if vou can find it.
(There are of course numerous other lost race novels
buried in the old pulp magazines, both French and
English.)

Eric Temple Bell (1883-1960) was a world-renowned
mathematician at the California Institute of Technology
for many years, and wrote science-fantasy under the
pseudonym John Taine. His title The Greatest Adventure
(Dutton, 1929; Ace and Dover, c. 1960), on the 333 list,
tells of millionaire Eric Lane, who is presented a
perfectly preserved pterodactyl by a whaling captain.
The latter relates a trip to Antarctica and the discovery
of numerous giant lizards after a subterranean eruption.
Lane, the captain, and his crew return to Antarctica and
discover living examples of the prehistoric monsters.
They also find the records of an ante-diluvian race who
created the monsters through genetic engineering and
were destroved by their creations. Taine's work stands
out because of its attention to scientific detail and
accuracy, particularly in his description of genetic
engineering.

Edison Marshall (1894-1967) wrote several historical
and contemporary romance novels with adventure
elements (Yunkee Pasha, etc.) published in the "50s and
'60s, which, if you like that sort of thing, are not bad.
Pretty much forgotten are the 15 or so adventure novels
he wrote before 1935, mostly set in Alaska and northern
Canada. In 1935 he published Dian of the Lost Land
(Kinsey; as The Lost Land, Curtis Books, 1966). Another
333 title, this tells of an eminent anthropologist who
kidnaps a tropical disease expert to keep alive a sailor,
the only survivor of a crew which has discovered a tribe
of blond cromagnons surviving in Antarctica. The tribe
worships Dian, the beautiful daughter of a member of
the crew. The pathologist is also blond, and is accepted
by the tribe and becomes Dian’s mate. He and the
anthropologist help the cromagnons fight off
neanderthal hordes, and they then live happily ever
after. Overall, an entertaining story.

Georges continues s look at Lost Race novels i the next
issue of Warp.









Star Trek: Voyager is set in the
same time frame as Next Generation
and Deep Space Nine. The two-hour
premiere will see the Voyager
dispatched to a little-known area of
space, called “The Badlands,” to
locate rebellious Federation outlaws
the Maquis, whose ship has
disappeared there. Janeway and
crew find the Maquis ship and the
rebels are brought aboard the
Voyager. Then, a quirk of physics
{(kind of like a Bermuda Triangle in
space) sends the Voyager spinning off
into a distant, unexplored part of the
galaxy. Lost in space (the return trip,
it’s calculated, would take some 70
years at warp speed), the Voyager’s
crew and the Maquis must team up,
and together they’ll explore this
unknown region of the cosmos for
the duration of the series, all the
while searching for some kind of a
shortcut back to Federation space.

The list of other ST:V cast
members begins with Robert Beltran,
who plays Chakotay, the Native-
American leader of the Maquis.
Janewayv appoints him first officer
when the two crews merge. Robert
Duncan McNeill is Lieutenant Tom
Paris, a troubled officer whose
attempt to live up to his family name
{(he comes from a family of decorated
Starfleet officers) resulted in tragedy.
Janeway has taken him under her
wing to help him deal with his past.
Tim Russ is Tuvok, a Vulcan noted
for his wisdom and vitality.
Described as sort of like Spock with
an attitude, he keeps the peace
aboard ship as the Voyager’s security
officer. Roxann Biggs-Dawson is cast
as the half-human, half-Klingon chief
engineer, B’Elanna Torres, who allied
herself with the Maquis. Ethan
Phillips plays Neelix, a new Trek
alien who serves as the ship’s cook
and handyman, and Jennifer Lien is
his lover, Kes, of the Ocampa race,
another new alien species. An
Ocampa’s life span is nine years, but
that’s 189 in human years. Kes is one
year old, or 21. Robert Picardo is Doc
Zimmerman, a holographic medical
officer called into service as needed,
and lastly, Garrett Wang plays
Communications Officer Harry Kim.

Other Trek News

Producers are planning to have
Sisko take on a more heroic stance in

season three of Deep Space Nine, and
they’ll be bringing a new ship, the
Defiant, to the station. Probably
much on the strength of Patrick
Stewart’s acting, TNG was
nominated for a 1993 Best Dramatic
Series Emmy Award (it didn’t win),
the first time ever a science fiction
television series has been so
honoured. .M. Dillard will novelize
Star Trek: Generations.

ROBOCOP TV SERIES IN LIMBO

The Canadian-made TV series
RoboCop will be dropped by its
largest U.S. broadcasting group,
United Chris Craft, following the
airing of existing episodes.
Disappointing ratings are cited as the
reason for the decision. United Chris
Craft have stations in New York City
and Los Angeles, critically important
markets which represent about 20%
of total U.S. viewership. The bean
counters say that without
distribution in these markets,
RoboCop ceases to be a financially
viable property.

RoboCop’s producers, Skyvision
Entertainment, are now searching for
a new major American broadcaster
to carry the series, and in the
meantime, production has been shut
down, and sets dismantled and
stored. Industry insiders don't rate
the show’s chances for survival as
very high. Chris Craft’s pull-out,
many believe, will likely spell the
end for the tledgling series.

Produced out of Toronto,
RoboCop starred Richard Eden as the
futuristic  bionic  policeman
popularized in three feature films. It
was budgeted at $36.5 million,
making it, to date, the most
expensive Canadian TV series ever
made.

The show didn’t get much help
building an audience here at home,
where rocket scientists at some
Canadian TV outlets scheduled it
opposite Star Trek: The Next
Generation.

SEAQUEST

seaQuest DSV opened its second
season with a two-hour special this
month, bringing us a few new cast
members, a new seaQuest, and a
bearded Bridger (pulled a Riker, he
did).
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With seaQuest only just treading
water in the ratings, NBC decided on
a new direction for the show in
season two and had producers
institute a few changes. Most
noticable is the major turn-over in
the cast. Also, writers will be taking
more of the stories off ship this
season. And, they’ll be shifting the
show’s focus away from the science
fact of season one, in favour of
bringing viewers more science
fiction. The network is hoping that
this revamp will help boost those all
important ratings.

But the move away from sci-fact
to sci-fi does not sit well with series
star Roy Scheider (Captain Bridger).
While praising the cast and crew in a
recent interview, he blasted the
second-season episodes produced so
far, calling them “childish trash,”
and going on to say that he’s
ashamed of the reworked show.

Following up on last issue’s
notes about several of seaQuest’s
first-season cast leaving the show, we
add John D’Aquino (Krieg) to the
list. He followed Stephanie Beacham
(Dr. Westphalen), Stacy Haiduk
(Hitchcock), and Royce D. Applegate
(Crocker) in exiting the series. Why
the cast shake-up? NBC, gambling
that viewers will better respond to a
vounger, sexier seaQuest crew,
reportedly insisted on dumping
D’Aquino and Applegate, who were
hoping to stay aboard, because
they’re too old Beacham is also too
old for the network’s liking, but was
leaving anyway, we’re told,
reportedly dissatisfied with the
development of her character. (She
was also unwilling to leave L.A. and
relocate to Orlando, Florida, where
the series is now shooting.) Only
Scheider was unaffected by the axing
of older cast members. The age thing
wasn’t a problem when it came to
Haiduk; her reasons for departing
are not entirely clear, but rumour has
it that she wasn’t interested in doing
any wet T-shirt stuff as part of this
new, sexier approach to the show.

EARTH 2: THIS TIME, WE ARE
THE ALIENS

Earth 2 is a new SF show from
Amblin Entertainment, who also
produce seaQuest. NBC has it down
as their lead-in to seaQuest on their
fall sked.
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another vyear, but that it will
probably be his last. While he has
enjoved his stint doing BCSFAzine,
he’s beginning to feel a little burned
out. He’d like to be free of the
fanzine’s demanding monthly
deadlines, and lately, he has been
“dreaming about getting back to
writing fiction on a regular basis.”
Should someone be interested in
taking over as editor “come the
Annual General Meeting,” Graeme is
“willing to step aside now.” He
intends that his handle of “God-
Editor,” adopted when he first
became BCSFAzine's editor, retire
with him.

Wanting to keep his hand in at
fan writing following his departure
from BCSFAzine, Graeme plans to (of
course) contribute articles to that
publication from time to time, and to
launch a perzine (personal fanzine),
which he’ll call Space Cadet. He
doesn’'t want “to be tied to
deadlines,” and savs that his perzine

“will be a quarterly, essentially
appearing whenever 1 feel like it.”
Why Space Cadet? “1'd like to revert
to the mood of my SF formative
years, when SF books and movies
were rare and exciting, and space
cadet was a fresh and evocative
term,” explains Graeme. And, he
adds, “It sounds better than The
Aging Old Fart Nostalgic Time Waster
Gazette.”

TIDBITS

Quantum Leap’s Scott Bakula
stars as a detective investigating a
supernatural case in the upcoming
film Lord of Illusions. British horror
writer Clive Barker is directing from
his own screenplay, which he based
upon his short story, “The Last
Hlusion.”

Michael O’'Hare has left Babylon
5 while remaining on good terms
with the producers. So, seeing as

Far Side

By Gary Larson

XM -9

“Well, actually, Doreen, | rather resent being
called a ‘swamp thing.’ ... | prefer the term
‘wetlands-chalienged mutant.
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there are no plans to kill off his
character (Commander Sinclair), it’s
anticipated that he’ll make at least
one cameo appearance in this
coming second season of the series.
He may even end up coming back to
the fold at some point down the
road, suggest rumours.

Bruce Boxleitner will play B-5s
new commander.

Steven Spielberg e .pects to have
a Jurassic Park sequel in theatres by
June of 1997. And, rumour is that
Sean Patrick Flanery (TV’s Young
Indy) will play Anakin Skywalker to
Kenneth Branagh’s Obi-Wan Kenobi
in the next Star Wars film (the first of
a new trilogy set prior to the
adventures of Luke and company),
which is expected in theatres by
American Thanksgiving, '97.

Season two of the Fox network’s
genre hit The X-Files got rolling this
month without Gillian Anderson
(Scully). She’s on maternity leave at
the moment and will return to the
show as soon as she can following
the birth of her baby.

Meanwhile, series-creator Chris
Carter has been asked by Fox to
develope an X-Files spin-off.

The X-Files has been picked up
bv CFCEF-12; watch for it Friday
nights at midnight.

35-year old top-gun fighter pilot
Chris Hatfield, of Sarnia, Ontario,
has wanted to fly in space since he
was a child, and now comes word
that he will be the next Canadian in
space. He’ll fly aboard the space
shuttle Atlantis as the first Canadian
mission specialist on a shuttle flight.
The Atlantis mission, STS-74, is
scheduled to dock with the Russian
Mir space station in October of next
year, and so that will also make
Hadfield (who speaks a little
Russian) the first Canadian to visit
Mir.

DS9 gets TNG’s old seven
o’clock Saturday evening slot on
CFCF’s schedule this season. Fans
can also tune in the local CTV
affiliate for Earth 2 and X-Files (as
already mentioned), as well as for
Lois and Clark (Sundays, 8:00 PM),
and beginning in October, the
Toronto-produced TekWar TV series
(Saturdays, 10:00 PM).
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THE THIRTEENTH ANNUAL COSTUMER'S CONVENTION
PRESENTED BY

TORONTO MEDIA FAN CONVENTIONS CLUB

MAY 26 - 29, 1995
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Sheraton Toronto East
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2035 Kennedy Road,
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(416) 299-1500 or 1-800-325-3535
Fax: (416) 299-8959
Room Rate: $87.00 Cdn
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$CDN  $US
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September 11, 1994 - ‘ Toronto, Ontario Canada M5J 1E6
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(at all times) 25.00 20.00 Canada Remote: Martin Miller
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City: Province/State: Postal/Zip: membership $
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In what area:

Make Cheque or Money Orders pay-
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- | am interested in being on a panel(s) at Costume Con 13. 0116, Box 187, 65 Front Street West.
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