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The Fine Print: WARP is a publication of the Montreal Science Fiction 
and Fantasy Association (MonSFFA), a nonprofit organization of 
fans interested in sharing their love of science fiction and fantasy. The 
opinions expressed in WARP are those of the individual writers and 
do not necessarily reflect those of MonSFFA or the editor. To reprint 
any article, please contact us first. The use of copyrighted material is 
generally discouraged, but sometimes unavoidable: our apologies to 
the copyright holders, no serious infringement is intended. This is an 
amateur production, and your tolerance is appreciated by your fans.

MonSFFA Calendar of Events

MonSFFA usually meets on the second Saturday of 
every month at 13:00h. There are exceptions, so please 

check our website for updates.

We meet via Zoom and in person at the Nouvel Hotel, 
corner of René Levesque & St Mathieu.

Email president@monsffa.ca for a Zoom invite. 

  Upcoming meetings:
 

Sep 20, 2025
Oct 25, 2025 (BOOK SALE)

Nov 8, 2025
Dec 6, 2025 (Party: Location to be determined)

Dec 13, 2025 (Zoom only)
Jan 10, 2026 (Zoom only)
Feb 14, 2026 (Zoom only)
Mar 14, 2026 (Zoom only) 

Stay safe and follow us on the internet!
Website: www.monsffa.ca

Facebook: www.facebook.com/MonSFFA

This issue of WARP is dedicated to the memory of 
Guy H. Lillian III (20 July 1949–23 August 2025), who 
probably read more issues of WARP than anyone who 
isn’t actually part of MonSFFA.
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Dear MonSFFen:

	 I got issue 115 of  WARP, and thank 
you, Danny. I know it takes a while to come 
about, but I am glad it’s here. It’s a bit of a 
time capsule in itself. There’s my loc from 
May 2024…
	 Going to Anime North… we do 
plan to attend Anime North, but this time, 
not as vendors in the Artists’ Alley. We have 
decided to shut down Penney’s Steampunk 
General Store, but will probably sell what’s 
left of our goods online. We are exploring 
our options. In the meantime, we still 
want to help out with the con, and we have 
volunteered to work in the main office in the 
hotel, and we suspect we may not be needed 
on the Sunday of the event.
	 At age 65, I am almost fully retired, 
although I do have a one-day-a-week job in 
the east end of Toronto, and it makes it easier 
to save for travel coming up in the summer. 
Last year, I celebrated my first anthology of 
stories, Amazing Stories: Best of 2023, and 
my second anthology, Amazing Stories: Best 
of 2024, should be out in a month or so. I will 
relay the cover artwork as soon as I get it.

	 Scintillation… I have heard so 
much about it, but I must ensure that both 
of us would enjoy it. I have yet to meet Jo 
Walton, I might be able to provide some 
programming, I am not sure. We do plan to 
go to Can*con this year, and take a table to 
promote Amazing Stories, same as we did 
at last year’s NASFiC and World Fantasy 
Convention. As soon as we are set up, 
Yvonne will be off to meet up with friends in 
Ottawa, and perhaps do some shopping and 
sight-seeing.
	 I think I am done for the moment, 
so I will toss this into the ætherstream, and 
see where it lands. Many thanks for this, and 
I wish there was a convention nearby where 
we could all meet. Everyone, take care.

Yours, 
Lloyd Penney
Etobicoke, ON

Editor’s Note: Lloyd’s anthology, Amazing Stories: 
Best of 2024, was published in May 2025. If we had 
enough content to do more regular issues, this note 
would be more timely!
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Blast From the Past
By Cathy Palmer-Lister

WARP 28, March 1994

	  The shuttle Tydirium which graces this issue's cover was 
rendered on an Amiga computer by member John Matthias. 
	 In her editorial, Lynda Pelley explains how the club found 
a better and less expensive printing deal at Club Biz. The quality of 
the print is markedly improved! The cover looks amazing. Lynda 
also tells us how this issue of WARP was saved by an emergency 
visit to Chris Chartier, at that time president of Warp 9. Chris 
was able to assist in replacing missing photos, the lack of which 
would have seriously affected the articles on the conventions 
we attended. Lynda writes: This is what Montreal fandom is all 
about-friendship and helping one another. She also mentions 
the upcoming TransWarp convention, a one-day supermeeting / 
minicon designed to showcase the major Montreal SF/F clubs and 
emphasize the co-operation between them. 
	 From MonSFFandom, we learn of an especially fun 
meeting dubbed the Great Star Trek Debate. The debaters were 
formed into two teams of three. The first team argued that 
Trek was worthy, the second that it was just a TV show. Trudie 
Mason, a radio personality and long-time MonSFFan, moderated. 
The pro-Trek team were: Lynda Pelley (president, MonSFFA), 
Cathy Palmer-Lister (VP, MonSFFA), and guest Lou Israel 
(communications officer, Warp 9 SF /F club; Montreal’s Trek 

trivia expert). Opposing them were: John Dupuis (MonSFFA’s 
“rafflemaster”), and guests Andrew Gurudata (president, High 
Council of Gallifrey, Montreal’s Doctor Who fan club) and Terry 
Fong (con-com, Con*Cept SF /F convention). Even the munchies 
were Star Trekked; doughnuts became Grenadians of Forever, 
Rice Krispie squares were Borg Cubes, Carrots were doomsday 
machines, and so on. I remember baking gingerbread Klingons. 
Nearly 40 fans were in attendance. Sigh, those were the days! 
	 Next in WARP was Kevin Holden’s article: Roadkill on 
the Information Superhighway, or Really Neat Stuff we Can’t See 
Here. Examples of shows we can’t see on our televisions (Kevin 
blames the CRTC) are Mystery Science Theater 3000, The X-Files, 
Prisoners of Gravity, Ren and Stimpy, and the entire Sci-Fi 
channel. Kevin mentions that the CRTC is considering a Canadian 
SF Channel to be called Space, but he doesn’t think it will happen. 
(It did arrive, eventually, was sold and renamed Sci-Fi. )
	 Kevin’s review of Conv-iction was largely negative. I 
remember Conv-iction as being quite different from cons we 
on the Anglo side are used to attending. It was more a chance 
for many organizations to strut their stuff, so to speak. Kevin 
describes a “hodgepodge presentation of several diverse interest 
groups”.  Being a model builder, he liked the display room and 
was impressed by the medieval room. Keith Braithwaite’s review 
of Creation Con followed. If the con was better than the previous 
Creations, it was largely due to the guest, Marina Sirtis. “She was 
enthusiastic, playful, funny, a bit sassy, told some amusing stories 
of life on the TNG set, and seemed genuinely appreciative of the 
fans who’ve made her a star. The crowd loved her.”
	 Kevin reviewed books he really liked: Forge of God and 
its sequel, Anvil of Stars, by Greg Bear; Hyperion and The Fall of 
Hyperion by Dan Simons; Bimbos of the Death Sun and Zombies 
of the Gene Pool, by Sharon McCrumb. I read all of these, and can 
recommend them. The two by Sharon McCrumb are about us! A 
bit extreme, but very funny!
	 Then Joe Aspler warns us off a few really bad books by 
big-name writers in an article entitled Books to Keep Away From. 
I was surprised he only reviewed three such books, but he did 
mention he left out the later books by L. Ron Hubbard. Two of the 
books he advises you avoid are both by Robert A. Heinlein: The 
Number of the Beast and The Cat who Walks Through Walls. The 
first he describes as the most self-indulgent book he’d ever read, 
and the second was so bad he couldn’t finish it. The third awful 
book is Bio of a Space Tyrant by Piers Anthony.
	 Sensors reports on Conv-iction, the postponement of 
Con*Cept to March, and the autumn SF Festival to be run by 
Warp 9. A new Star Trek Convention, Dream and Reality, was 
coming to town in July. Unusually, the dealer room would be free, 
but attendees would pay 15$ for every guest they wanted to see. 
(It ended badly, guests were not paid. To everyone’s amusement, 
one unpaid guest was the Ferengi, Armin “Quark” Shimerman). 
Also reported is a funny story about why fans are scooping up 
laserdiscs of Who Framed Roger Rabbit. Apparently, if you know 
where to look and can freeze the frame, you will see a full frontal 
nude of Jessica. Also, in another inserted frame, the home phone 
number of  Michael Eisner is given as the number of a brothel 
operated by Allyson Wonderland. 
	 Final pages of WARP are flyers for upcoming conventions: 
Science-Fiction Festival II, Star Trek Space – Dream and Reality, 
and TransWarp.
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MonSFFAndom
By Keith Braithwaite

Covering MonSFFA meetings and events held from February to 
August 2025, as well as club and fannish news, this reporting is 
derived largely from the pages of Impulse, MonSFFA’s news bulletin. 

MonSFFA Website Moved to New Host

	 As part of a move to a new hosting service, MonSFFA’s 
Website went down for a brief stretch in early February, over the 
days bracketing the club’s February meeting. Despite this, the club 
managed and the meeting went well.
	 The club’s Executive had decided to move from our U.S.-
based host to a new, local hosting service operating out of Laval, just 
north of Montreal. In so doing, we realized a modest saving in fees, 
and will henceforth be paying in Canadian rather than U.S. funds. 
The down-time can be attributed to the considerable cache of data, 
accumulated over many years, which was transferred from former 
host to new, as well as to a few “settling in” issues and, of course, a 
certain learning curve on new software.
	 Webmaster Cathy Palmer-Lister tirelessly tackled the task, 
and she is to be commended for all efforts made.

February MonSFFA Meeting

	 February’s MonSFFA get-together unfolded as an e-meeting 
via ZOOM, held on Saturday afternoon, February 8.
	 We began with a discussion of those genres that folk 
thought mixed particularly well with our favourite genre, SF/F. Citing 
favourite books, films, and television series, each participant outlined 
examples of, for instance, good sci-fi/romance, or sci-fi/horror 
stories. The distinct elements of both SF/F and the genre with which 
it was coupled, people commented, lent to the story an extra punch, 
making for an elevated level of enjoyment. Most of us, after all, are 
fans of more than one genre, and so savour a good mix that offers us 
the best of both.
	 Alien (1979) was cited as a great example of sci-fi/horror; 
it is, essentially, a gothic horror or monster movie in space. Sequel 
Aliens (1986) added a third genre: military fiction.
	 Several people mentioned historical fiction as a genre they 
quite enjoyed, made all the more captivating when SF/F is stirred 
into the pot. Similarly, alternate history, with Harry Turtledove’s 
Worldwar series spotlighted, in which space aliens invade Earth as 
World War II rages.
	 And let’s not forget the blending of science fiction with 
fantasy, as in Anne McCaffrey’s Pern series!
	 Danny Sichel followed, putting up a presentation on water 
in SF/F. He began with the basics, the elemental composition and 
different states of water, one of the Earth’s most precious, life-
supporting resources.
	 Tribal man set out to explore that which lay beyond his 
immediate region and traversed the world in ships large and small, 
down rivers and across oceans, discovering new worlds, and new 
civilizations, to borrow a phrase. We have harnessed water for the 
purposes of agriculture, the generation of electrical power, and for 
recreational activities.
	 Danny covered water as employed in SF/F, from water-
based superheroes like Aquaman and Namor to films like The Abyss 
(1989), Creature From the Black Lagoon (1954), and The Shape of 

Water (2017) to stories in which water figures significantly, citing SF 
heavyweights such as Jules Verne, Isaac Asimov, J. G. Ballard, and 
China Miéville. The latter’s YA novel Railsea (2012) pays homage to 
Herman Melville’s classic Moby-Dick (1851). Danny focused briefly 
on Philip José Farmer’s Riverworld series (1971-1983), and such 
as Hal Clement’s Ice World (1953) and Ocean on Top (1973), Mira 
Grant’s sci-fi/horror mermaid tale Into the Drowning Deep (2017), 
and Mary Robinette Kowal’s The Calculating Stars (2018). Farmer’s 
short story “Sail On, Sail On,” published in the December 1952 issue 
of Startling Stories, presented readers with an alternate history in 
which Columbus does, in fact, sail off the edge of the world because 
in this timeline, Earth is not a globe but a disc!
	 January’s meeting had not included our usual raffle draw 
and to compensate for this oversight, two prizes were awarded during 
this February meeting’s midway break. Thanks is extended to all 
those who have donated prize items to our raffles over past months.
	 The afternoon’s final programme item showcased the hobby 
workstations of club members. Each person spoke of their hobbies, 
and of the “hobby space” they’ve set up in their home, some sharing 
photos of the spot with the group. We ran the gamut from corner 
nook to kitchen table to basement or garage workshop!
	 Also, as winter blustered outside, Keith Braithwaite shared 
with the group two lists, one of SF/F’s most memorable winter worlds, 
the second of the top dozen superheroes or -villains themed after 
ice and snow. These were originally meant to be posted on the club 
website during the meeting, but as the site was temporarily down, 
Keith offered them to his fellow MonSFFen through our ZOOM-
chat.

News Briefs Regarding MonSFFA, Local Fandom

	 Impulse informed MonSFFen of postal-service disruptions 
effecting the release/delivery schedule of the club’s news bulletin, 
related to a Canada-wide postal strike on-going at the time, and to 
the sporadic absence of Impulse editor Keith Braithwaite, who was 
then undergoing medical procedures which kept him away from his 
keyboard.
	 Also noted, with sadness, was the passing of Montreal-
based author Nancy Kilpatrick (1946-2025), who had enjoyed a 
successful career as a writer and editor of, in particular, vampire-
themed fiction. She also wrote science fiction, mystery, dark fantasy, 
as well as gothic and erotic horror, the latter under the pseudonyms 
Amarantha Knight and Desirée Knight. Both MonSFFA and the local 
Con*Cept SF/F convention had welcomed Nancy as a guest speaker 
on numerous occasions over the years.

March MonSFFA Meeting

	 MonSFFA met on Saturday, March 8, with astronomy and 
the multiverse on the agenda.
	 The club’s resident astronomy buff, Cathy Palmer-Lister, got 
the meeting started with a look at some of the mythological stories 
associated with the constellations. Projecting star maps on screen, 
she traced the various constellations visible in the night sky, pointing 
out the prominent stars making up each, then spoke of the stories 
behind those constellations. The Chinese tale of the Weaver  and the 
Cowherd, for example, tells of star-crossed lovers separated by the 
Milky Way.
	 Danny Sichel’s look at the “Multiverse” in SF/F was 
extensive, covering not only the most familiar Marvel and DC 
multiverses, but other such concepts across genre literature, comics, 
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and on the screen, including, too, scientific thinking on what exactly 
a multiverse is and how it might work. The best of the many stories 
Danny cited explored the ramifications of travelling through and 
messing with the multiverse.
	 After the mid-meeting break, Cathy, Danny, Keith 
Braithwaite, and Joe Aspler tendered, for the benefit of those who 
might want to take a stab at it, a quick illustrated tutorial on preparing 
and giving a talk at a club meeting.
	 Pick a SF/F topic about which you are passionate, they 
advised. The advantages of including visuals when possible, and 
using PowerPoint or similar software to craft your presentation, plus 
pointers on public speaking were proffered.
	 The club, of course, hopes to involve as many of its members 
as possible in sharing with their fellow MonSFFen that which interests 
them the most in the vast sci-fi universe. Such participation is always 
welcome and encouraged. A more in-depth tutorial was promised in 
the coming months.

April MonSSSSSFFA Meeting

	 “Snakes! Why did it have to be snakes?” Indiana Jones 
famously sighed with resignation and a hint of annoyance in Raiders 
of the Lost Ark. As 2025 is a Year of the Snake in the Chinese 
calendar, Keith Braithwaite set out to answer Dr. Jones’ question with 
a comprehensive presentation on the topic. 
	 In the course of his research, Keith discovered a surprising 
number of snakes appearing in SF/F, from monster constrictors like 
those of the Anaconda film franchise to mythological creatures like 
Medusa to the extraterrestrial, snake-like beings of countless sci-fi 
space adventures.
	 He began by examining the presence of snakes in Chinese 
mythology, and in folklore the world over, spotlighting such 
supernatural entities as Bai Suzhen, China’s legendary White Snake, 
Egyptian gods Wadjet and Apep, the Greek Scylla, Iranian/Turkish 
Shahmaran, Mesoamerican Quetzalcōātl, and the Norse “Midgard 
Serpent,” Jörmungandr. India’s Nagas—half-human, half-snake—
were cited as the stars of several popular fantasy soap operas on the 
subcontinent, and also appear in a series of erotic SF/F books. The 
serpent’s role in the story of Adam and Eve, it was observed, has 
tainted snakes in Western culture as dark and evil creatures.
	 The recently discovered Titanoboa and other giant 
prehistoric snakes were briefly mentioned as providing horror writers 
and filmmakers with ready-made monsters.
	 Snakes were regularly the venomous dangers or deadly 
jungle goliaths of Victorian literature, featured in Penny-Dreadful 

adventures and gothic novels. Early SF/F luminaries from Jules Verne 
to Edgar Rice Burroughs to Robert E. Howard pitted giant snakes, 
sea-serpents, and a variety of snake-men against their heroes, like 
Jean-Marie Cabidoulin, Tarzan, Kull, and Conan. Keith explored 
comic book adaptations of these stories, as well as snake-ridden 
horror comics like Hand of Fate, Witching Hour, and Nightmare, 
plus various superhero adventures featuring such villains as DC’s 
Copperhead and Marvel’s Serpent Society.
	 The Pulps of the 1920s, ’30s, and ’40s were replete with 
slithering menace, showcasing all manner of lethal serpents and 
supernatural snake-women!
	 Keith explored, too, the role of snakes in the men’s adventure 
magazines of the 1950s and ’60s, and the “Jungle Girl” sub-genre of 
comic books, starring such jungle queens as Rima, Rulah, Nyoka, and 
Sheena.
	 The through-line running over all of this snakery: sex and 
danger, which, Keith noted, sell books and magazines!
	 Snakes on the screen were covered, as well, from King Kong’s 
spectacular battle with a giant serpent to the impossibly titanic snakes 
of modern Asian monster movies to mutant monstrosities like the 
Snakeman and Piranaconda!
	 As might be expected, Keith was certain to highlight Ray 
Harryhausen’s cinematic contributions to the genre, screening clips 
of the stop-motion master’s snake-creatures.
	 On television, meanwhile, Hercules and Xena fought 
various snake-demons, as did Buffy Summers and her friends!
	 Depictions of snakes, natural and supernatural, by such 
genre artists as Hannes Bok, Virgil Finlay, Hugh Rankin, Frank 
Frazetta, George Wilson, Norman Saunders, and Mort Künstler were 
featured throughout Keith’s presentation.
	 Among the books Keith mentioned: Vonda N. McIntyre’s 
Dreamsnake (1978), featuring a healer in a post-apocalyptic world 
and her genetically-engineered snakes, one an extraterrestrial; David 
Eddings’ Belgariad fantasy series (1982-1984), which includes in 
its cast Salmissra, Queen of Nyissa, who is turned into a snake by 
a sorceress—a sequel series followed, The Malloreon (1987-1991)—
Bram Stoker’s Lair of the White Worm (1911), featuring snake-
woman Lady Arabella; Sarah Perry’s The Essex Serpent (2016), a 
gothic romance surrounding a legendary English sea-serpent; Lamia 
(1980) and Ludlow’s Mill (1981), both tapping into the ancient 
Greek myth of a demon that devours children, and assorted other 
1970s-’80s horror paperbacks with titles like Fangs, Venom, Rattlers, 
and The Accursed.
	 Films highlighted include Cobra Woman (1944), Cult of 
the Cobra (1955), The Snake God (1970), Night of the Cobra Woman 
(1972), Sssssss (1973), Killer Snakes (1974), and Hisss (2010).
	 Following Keith’s sweeping presentation, the group 
discussed favourite, best-of-the-best SF/F novels, short fiction, 
television series, and movies. Each MonSFFan was asked to list 
their very top three recommendations in one or more of those four 
categories. This was the science fiction and fantasy material that each 
thought others should absolutely read or view before they die, real 
desert-island stuff, the crème-de-la-crème of the genre!
	 The seminal Star Trek series was mentioned by more than 
one of the group. Other recommendations included the original 
Twilight Zone, Buffy the Vampire Slayer, the early-2000s remake of 
Battlestar Galactica, and the alternate-history streaming series For 
All Mankind.
	 Classic novels like H. G. Wells’ War of the Worlds and short 
stories like Ray Bradbury’s “A Sound of Thunder” made the cut, as 
did Andy Weir’s Project Hail Mary, and astronaut Chris Hadfield’s 

Woodcut ornaments made by Cathy Palmer-Lister and raffled off at the March 
meeting.

Photo by Valerie Royall
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The Apollo Murders. Highly recommended were R. F. Kuang’s recent 
novel Babel, and Gregory Benford’s The Berlin Project. Canadian 
authors Michelle Sagara and Dave Duncan were cited as enjoyable 
reads by one participant in the discussion, while another found 
Martha Wells’ book series The Murderbot Diaries quite satisfying.
	 Classic films put forth as among the genre’s very best 
included the original Invasion of the Body Snatchers and The Day the 
Earth Stood Still, and of more recent vintage, the 1972 eco-thriller 
Silent Running and the original Star Wars.
	 This proved a most interesting and illuminating discussion.

Club’s Annual Membership Fees Rise

	 Early in the year, MonSFFA endured an almost 30 percent 
increase in the cost of renting the club’s downtown meeting room! 
While operating costs were expected to rise as 2025 arrived, news 
that Le Nouvel Hotel was tacking on an additional $100 per meeting 
to the price the club had been paying to date came as an unwelcome 
shock. In order to remain within budget, it was suggested that 
MonSFFA consider switching a further meeting or two to ZOOM-
only; the club’s January and February winter meetings were, last year, 
designated ZOOM-only as a cost-cutting measure. The 2025 Executive 
found itself juggling a number of options, ultimately deciding to raise 
annual membership fees, which had not been increased since the early 
2000s! Many MonSFFen felt that such an increase was reasonable, 
and frankly, overdue. Thus, the standard $25 annual membership 
fee was bumped up to $35, with other membership categories seeing 
a commensurate increase, as 
well. Further action may be 
taken, depending on future 
developments.  

May MonSFFA Meeting

	 Keith Braithwaite 
opened our May club meeting 
with “Section 31,” a Star Trek-
themed game in which players 
took on the role of Section 31 
spies gathering intelligence on 
potential targets. They were 
challenged to identify sci-fi 
film and television spaceships, 
aircraft, and vehicles as seen 
through the narrow, limited 
view of a “Secret Spy Scope.” 
Our group scored quite well, 
overall!
	 The main presentation of the afternoon came courtesy Joe 
Aspler, who offered a portfolio of science fiction- and science-themed 
cartoons by prolific Scottish cartoonist Tom Gauld, who publishes in 
various prestigious newspapers and magazines. His work has been 
collected in over 20 books.
	 The remainder of meeting time was devoted to the 
discussion and planning of our June field trip and August “fancraft 
workshops”.

MonSFFA’s Summer 2025 Events: Field Trip

	 During the summer months, MonSFFA eschews its usual 
monthly presentation/discussion-oriented meetings in favour of 

events outside of that format.
	 The first such event this year was a club field trip, set for 
Saturday, June 14. Various suggestions were entertained, discussed, 
and finally a one decided upon by the membership during the club’s 
May meeting, that being the Pointe-à-Callière museum in Old 
Montreal, which was hosting an exhibition on medieval knights and 
the world in which they lived.
	 Both foot and vehicle traffic in Old Montreal that day was 
robust, with the city’s perennial road construction sites closing 
streets and sidewalks, and crowds gathering for Grand Prix events in 
the area. MonSFFen travelling by car found parking a challenge! Our 
group gathered at the museum entrance just before 1:00PM, then 
proceeded to the exhibition floor to view beautifully restored full 
suits of armour and many other artifacts from the period. Descriptive 
panels provided historical information and painted a fascinating 
picture of the life of a knight, from his training to the battlefield to 
the royal court.
	 MonSFFen came away suitably impressed. (For any who may 
have missed the club’s field trip, note that this exhibition continues 
until October 19.)

MonSFFA’s Summer 2025 Events: Barbecue-in-the-Park

	 MonSFFA traditionally holds its annual, summer Barbecue-
in-the-Park in July, inviting MonSFFen, their families, and friends of 
the club to East-End Parc Maisonneuve for an afternoon of fresh air 
and sunshine, the company of good friends, and delectable grilled 

hamburgers, hotdogs, assorted 
snacks, and refreshments.
	Thunderstorms and record 
rainfall—not to mention 
extreme heat—prompted the 
postponement of the barbecue, 
originally scheduled for Sunday, 
July 13. The event was pushed 
ahead one week to our posted 
rain-date of July 20. Rain again 
threatened, forecast in the early 
morning hours with possible 
thunderstorms late in the 
afternoon.
	We decided to proceed, 
nevertheless, and ultimately, 
were rewarded with quite a nice 
day.
	We set up under cloudy skies, 
with a breeze lightly caressing 

our picnic, and cool, comfortable temperatures prevailing, soon 
giving way to summery skies of blue dotted with fluffy white clouds. 
We could not have hoped for better conditions!
	 MonSFFen began gathering about 10:30AM and by noon, 
we had lit the barbecue and begun grilling our hamburgers, hotdogs, 
and chicken. Folk contributed a variety of drinks and snacks, 
including blueberry pie, and we whiled away what turned out to be a 
very pleasant afternoon.
	 The day’s forecast proved inaccurate as not a single drop of 
rain fell!

MonSFFA’s Summer 2025 Events: “Fancraft Workshops”

	 Returning to our Nouvel Hotel meeting hall for MonSFFA’s 
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August 2025 meeting, held on the 16th, the club revived a long-
standing tradition, that of hosting what we have dubbed “Fancraft 
Workshops.” Prior to interruption by the pandemic lockdowns 
beginning in 2020, MonSFFA had hosted these workshops each 
August, dedicating the entire afternoon’s meeting time to hands-
on demonstrations/workshops of SF/F-themed craft projects. Club 
members shared with each other their creative crafting talents, 
as applied to SF/F subject matter, and were thus provided with an 
opportunity to learn about and try their hand at various crafts, from 
woodworking to the painting of gaming miniatures; plastic model-
building to needlecraft; costuming to the creation of sci-fi Christmas 
ornaments; stained-glass work to stop-motion animation; and more! 
But all of that fun—along with pretty much everything else!—came 
to an abrupt halt with the deeply disruptive onset of COVID-19.
	 Only this year, a full five years later, were we able to resume 
hosting these workshops. And for the first time, out-of-town club 
members were able to take in the workshops online via our ZOOM-
chats, which were introduced during the pandemic as a means of 
keeping the membership connected and participating from home at 
a time when physical, in-room meetings were not possible.
	 Josée Bellemare got proceedings underway with a slideshow 
presentation on the crafting of magic wands. Emphasizing that her 
wizardly and witchy wands, a selection of which she had on display 
for all to see, are inexpensive to make, with supplies acquired at a 
dollar store, Josée took us through the process, step by step. Dowels, 
or more natural, organic-looking branches, collected outdoors, are 
sanded smooth and painted. Various soft materials—cloth, felt, wool, 
rope—are used to fashion a handgrip, and plastic beads and costume 
jewellery are applied as decoration. Optionally, hot glue can be used 
to sculpt a gnarled grip or a translucent, spell-casting tip. Finally, an 
overall coat of varnish lends a nice, glossy finish.
	 Before giving a primer on creating PowerPoint slides from 
various images to augment a MonSFFA seminar, and later, a live 
demonstration of Photoshop’s capabilities, Keith Braithwaite offered 
a quick example of the importance of attractive presentation when 
displaying a craft or collectible.
	 To showcase one of Cathy Palmer-Lister’s wooden animal 
puzzles, a snake, Keith used a shadow box frame into which he placed 
various dollar-store plastic plants and dried mosses, set against a 
green construction paper backdrop. No particular crafting skill other 
than the placement of items within the shadow box was required!
	 Additionally, Keith put forth a quick-and-easy craft to 
occupy young kids on a rainy day: making a simple hand puppet 
from a paper lunch bag. When folded forward, the base of the bag 
forms the mouth of the puppet; eyes and other features are added 
with paint, crayons, and markers, and arms are cut from construction 
paper and coloured to match the body of the puppet. Keith’s examples 
were Star Wars’ Chewbacca and the classic Metalunan Mutant.
	 Mark Burakoff began his workshop by laying out his tools 
and detailing for which purpose each is used. Working from patterns 
downloaded from the Internet and printed out on a heavy-gauge 
paper, he began the delicate work of cutting out, folding, and gluing 
together a “papercraft model,” on this occasion, the famous, towering 
TWA Moonliner, signature landmark of Disney’s Tomorrowland. 
Pattern sheets may be sized to the builder’s preference; Mark opted to 
work small. The largest of the tiny, finished examples he brought in 
was not much more than an inch long; most measured less than an 
inch in length!
	 Mark offered a selection of pattern sheets to any MonSFFen 
who wanted to give it a try while Dominique Durocher focused his 
iPad camera on Mark as he worked, broadcasting the demonstration 

to those watching online, and onto the big screen at the front of the 
room, allowing those present a better view.
	 Other club members had brought in examples of their own 
fancraft projects, and these were set out on our display table.

More News Briefs Regarding MonSFFA, Local Fandom

	 MonSFFen were informed that some of the printed copies of 
the April 2025 issue of Impulse had been mislabelled as the “March 
2025” edition. This regrettable error was quickly corrected, but 
unfortunately, not before a few printed copies had been mailed out—
think of these as collector’s items!
	 Also, a quick reminder was published regarding the club’s 
upcoming annual fund-raising Super Sci-Fi Book Sale, scheduled 
to take place on Saturday, October 25. Folk were encouraged to 
mark that date in their calendars! This sale boasts an inventory of 
thousands of titles available at the lowest prices in all of known space! 
MonSFFen were asked to spread the word, and to bring a couple 
friends to the sale.

Thank You

	 All presenters, discussion moderators, and workshop hosts 
were dutifully thanked in the pages of Impulse for their contributions 
to the club’s programming during the several months covered, here, 
with a tip of the hat given, as well, to all those who helped to plan and 
run these meetings and events.

Essay: In Praise of Craft
By Paul Gareau

	 In praise of the craftsmen, model-makers and fan enthusiasts 
at the club…
	 A brief essay...
	 Is science fiction more than just steel, rivets and plastics? Or 
a paean to the model makers, prop masters and fans who add greatly 
to the genre…
	 Tonight, the TV at the “residence” was on full-blast! There 
was, as is often the case, a science fiction film, but what ARE movies 
today, I thought? A mixture which they call “entertainment” for the 
masses, a potpourri to which were added spaceships to blend in with 
the usual shots of guns, men in cowboy hats and car chases… Behind 
the backdrop of the usual heroes with their rugged good looks there 
lurk hints of SCIENCE!  In fact, we owe it to the writers, the real 
“creators” of stories, if there is any real “science fiction” at all…  But 
today, at MonSFFA (Club), they are welcoming some real enthusiasts. 
They are the model makers, those who put their hands and minds to 
the making of “props”. They are the FANS, aficionados to be sure, 
bulwarks of the genre… They have found perhaps their “niche” in 
that activity, they are types of engineers and “futurists” in their own 
right…
	 Some may argue that it is the reign of TECHNOLOGY but 
I eulogize them! … They are craftsmen… They have their right to 
be there, as much as the Harlan Ellisons, Ray Bradburys and Isaac 
Asimovs of this world we know as “Science Fiction and Fantasy”…
	 They have the right to remain creative and, as such, 
they herald the “good” of the genre, as much as the story makers 
themselves… This afternoon, I look forward to the demonstration of 
3D printers, “alien”-like puppets and space ship “replicas”… All hail 
UTOPIA and its bunch or lot of TRUE ENTHUSIASTS!
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	 The War Exchange Conservation Act dictated that 
Canadian Pulps were to be printed in Canada, on Canadian 
paper! To capitalize on demand, most publishers opted for 
the quickest path to putting a magazine on newsstand shelves: 
reprinting stories that had run in U.S. Pulps. Fresh cover-
art by Canadian artists—said art of varying quality—was 
commissioned to distinguish these publications as so-called 
“CanPulps.”
	 The Canadian version of Science Fiction, for example, 
proudly boasted that it was “conceived, edited and written in 
Canada by Canadians,” which was a blatant lie; every one of its 
stories was taken either from the American edition of Science 
Fiction, or from sister publications Science Fiction Quarterly 
and Future Fiction. All three U.S. titles were published by Blue 
Ribbon Magazines and edited by Charles Hornig, who had no 
office, but rather, worked from home under tight budgetary 
constraints, and faced difficulty finding publication-worthy 
material. That dearth of quality, naturally, was reflected in the 
Canadian version of the title.

	 Astonishing Stories’ 
Canadian edition pretty 
much mirrored the content 
of its U.S. parent, which 
was edited at the time by 
a young Frederik Pohl. He 
also edited a companion 
magazine called Super 
Science Stories, the 
Canadian version of 
which drew reprints from 
both of these Pohl-edited 
magazines.
	 The Canadian 
version of Weird Tales 
followed much the same 
game plan, but did manage 
to sport eye-catching, 
original cover art by 

Canadian artists.
	 Only two Canadian WECA-era Pulps actually 
provided readers of science fiction, fantasy, horror, and weird 
fiction with original Canadian content. The first issue of Eerie 
Tales, published by C. K. Publishing of Toronto in July 1941, 
promised “Every Story Original”, and they lived up to that. This 
was, however, also their only issue.

FYI: Surviving copies of that issue are exceedingly 
scarce and to collectors, the most coveted of WECA-era 
publications.

Feature: Wartime Comics Part 3: Uncanny Tales and 
Similar “CanPulps”

By Keith Braithwaite

	 The most successful Canadian Pulp to actually 
feature Canadian content was Uncanny Tales. Throughout 
21 issues, from the first, dated November 1940, to the last, 
dated September/October 1943, Uncanny Tales championed 
Canadian writers of the fantastic while also reprinting stories 
by American and British authors. Adams Publishing of Toronto 
put out the first 17 issues, with the Norman Book Company, 
also based in Toronto, taking the reins for the last four. Though 
uncredited in the magazine, Uncanny Tales’ editor throughout 
its entire run was Melvin R. Colby, a Toronto newspaperman 
who had taken on the extra work to supplement his income.
	 Uncanny Tales is not to be confused with the short-
lived, unrelated American Weird Menace magazine of the 
same name, or with one-issue-wonder Uncanny Stories, both 
published by Martin Goodman, founder of Timely Comics, 
which would eventually become Marvel. Just to further confuse 
things, Timely-by then calling itself Atlas Comics-reused the 
Uncanny Tales title on a horror comic from 1952 to 1957... 
and then, as Marvel Comics, revived the title in the 1970s with 
reprints of the 1950s stories.
	 The first four issues of Canada’s Uncanny Tales were 
64-page digest-sized magazines brandishing spot-coloured 
covers on which were printed a narrow title banner framing 
an off-center table of contents. Initially, stories fell under the 
weird fiction/horror umbrella, but the scope soon expanded to 
include science fiction and fantasy, as well.
	 With the fifth issue, dated May 1941, the magazine was 
reformatted to standard Pulp size and thereafter featured full-
colour cover art by a variety of Canadian illustrators, including 
Ted Steele, Walter Leslie, Wilf Long, Bick, G. M. Rae, and K. P. 
Ainsworth. Page-count was bumped up to 96, with the last two 
issues each at 128 pages. Cover price was 15¢ for all but those 
last two issues, for which the cost was raised to 25¢.

U.S. Uncanny Tales, and the (unrelated) similarly-titled Canadian Uncanny Stories

Canadian edition of Weird Tales



8

THOMAS P. KELLEY

	 Uncanny Tales’ most prolific contributor was one 
Thomas P. Kelley, who was almost single-handedly responsible 
for the entire content of the magazine’s early issues, writing 
under his own name, and as Valentine Worth or Gene 
Bannerman. Billed in Uncanny Tales as “America’s Foremost 
Weird Story Writer,” Kelley was Canadian. He lived and worked 
in Toronto.

		 Thomas Patrick 
Kelley was born in Hastings, 
Ontario, on April 6, 1905, 
and as a teenager, toured with 
his father’s medicine show, 
peddling “magic” elixirs. He 
followed that adventure with 
a stint as a middleweight 
prizefighter.
		 Kelley’s industrious 
career as a Pulp Fiction writer 
began in 1937 with a sale to 
Weird Tales, and thereafter 
he produced, by his own 
account, some 8,000,000 
words worth of stories. He 
favoured the weird fiction/
horror category, but plied 

his trade in numerous genres, for numerous Pulps, under 
numerous pseudonyms-by some estimates, as many as 30! He 
worked quickly, fairly earning the sobriquet “Fastest Author in 
the East,” sometimes turning out a story in a matter of hours. 
Assisted by his wife, Ethel, he was easily capable of producing 
two or three 4000-word manuscripts per day and promoted 
himself as “King of the Canadian Pulp Writers.”
	 Here is a sample of Kelley’s prose, excerpted verbatim 
from the opening paragraphs of his “The Talking Heads”:

	 Oh God! that it were all but a dream! If only I could 
arise to find that it had been some horrible nightmare, 
and that now, safe in my hotel room, I would shortly be 
dining with my Carol. I would shout with joy. I would 
fall on my knees with prayers of thanks for my safe 
deliverance.
	 All is quiet within this great castle of death. No 
sound, no faintest whisper echoes through it age-old 
halls. From the loftiest turret to the deepest dungeon a 
tomb-like silence prevails. Even the squeals of rats have 
ceased. That, of course, is to be expected. They have fed 
well!
	 A glorious moon shines through the open window 
to light the interior of the ancient throneroom. From 
without comes the cool swish of the Atlantic. High 
overhead, and mysterious as the dark continent itself, are 
the burning desert stars. The very night that surrounds 
me teems with a weird beauty.
	 Before me, in a flood of lunar rays, lies Atma, 

the incomparable. The scantily clad body of the love-
maddened Princess makes a picture of beauty and 
passion, while that wondrous face, youthful and 
unchanged by the centuries, still holds the same sensual 
charms that once aroused unholy desires in Thothmes, 
Pharaoh of Egypt, thirty-four hundred years ago.
	 How can I tell my story, how can I ever begin 
the narration of this tale? What words can describe 
the indescribable, or relate that upon which I have 
looked during the past ten days? Sight unbelievable, 
unthinkable, scenes that were never meant for the eyes 
of mortal man.
	 No, I am not mad. This record is not the ravings 
of an imbecile. On the contrary, it is the authentic 
data of one who has passed through the most horrible 
experience a restless fate cold ordain.

	 Not quite Lovecraft, and certainly not Bradbury, but 
I’ve read worse from modern writers! Here’s another snippet, 
a dryly amusing description, I thought, of a dour woman from 
Kelley’s “Murder in the Graveyard”:

	 She appeared in the doorway as I mounted the steps; 
a tall, thin, hard-faced woman in her forties, with a pair 
of eyes that saw everything. Thin, gray-streaked, black 
hair was screwed in the knob at the back of her head—a 
cross between a welfare worker and a small town gossip, 
I thought.
	 But I had come there because I was hungry. I 
removed my battered felt, managed a smile and began 
a, “any chances for some—”, when she broke in with her 
sharp:
	 “You’re wastin’ your time if you expect a meal. 
I know your kind. We’ve jails for ’em.” Her face was 
immobile, the voice about as pleasant as the rasp of a 
file.
	 It wasn’t an encouraging beginning. I mentally 
wagered her name was Abigail and she starved her cat, 
but I said, “I’m not asking for charity, Mam. I’m willing 
to work for it.” One has to expect a certain amount 
of tough sledding in such a spot, but I could feel an 
anger mounting when there came that repeating of: “I 
know your kind. We’ve jails for ’em.” This time it was 
accompanied by her characteristic foot tapping.  

	 By the 1950s, Kelley’s output had shifted to primarily 
action/adventure and crime/detective fiction. He is probably 
best remembered for the two best-selling true-crime books he 
authored about the notorious 1880 murders of members of the 
Irish-Catholic Donnelly family by their Protestant neighbours 
near Lucan, Ontario, north of London. A crime for which no 
one was ever convicted, despite two trials and reliable eye-
witness testimony, the Donnellys’ story entered the ranks of 
Canadian folklore, and Kelley’s 1954 book The Black Donnellys 
has seen more than two dozen reprintings since, its sequel, 
Vengeance of the Black Donnellys, nearly as many.

Thomas P. Kelley, circa 1970



9

	 According to Pulp historian Don Hutchison, who has 
authored four books on the topic, WECA was a blessing for 
Kelley! Those were “golden days for the Canadian freelance 
writer, the days when the demand exceeded the supply,” 
Kelley reminisced when interviewed for a newspaper article. 
Even if you rewrote “the story of Mary and her little lamb,” he 
continued, “you had a chance of selling it!”
	 Kelley died in Toronto on February 14, 1982, 
Valentine’s Day, having lost his beloved Ethel just a couple of 
weeks prior. He was 76.
	 Joining Kelley in the pages of Uncanny Tales were 
other Canadian writers, including Leslie A. Croutch, John 
Hollis Mason, and C. V. Tench, the latter having immigrated 
to Canada from England about 1930. Tench’s “Compensation,” 
first published in the premiere issue of Astounding Stories of 
Super-Science, ran as a reprint in the 12th issue of Uncanny 
Tales; he contributed 
original stories to the 
magazine, as well.

WOLLHEIM AND 
MOSKOWITZ

	 By arrangement 
with American fan/
writer/editor Donald 
A. Wollheim, editor 
Colby obtained reprint 
rights for stories that 
had originally appeared 
in the short-lived, now-
defunct Wollheim-edited 
Pulps Cosmic Stories and 
Stirring Science Stories, 
which had not been 
distributed in Canada. 
Colby also obtained 
reprint rights from Sam Moskowitz, a rival of Wollheim’s. 
Moskowitz later claimed he was never paid for these reprints, 
even as Colby ran the stories! It’s rumoured that a long-standing 
feud between the politically right-leaning Moskowitz and 
leftist Wollheim was a factor, here, with Wollheim apparently 
offering Colby additional stories at no charge, on the condition 
that Colby ceased dealing with Moskowitz.
	 The American reprints began appearing with the 
sixth issue, and over the remainder of the run included 
stories by both Wollheim and Moskowitz, as well as Robert 
W. Lowndes, Denis Plimmer, and Stanton A. Coblentz. The 
work of American authors John B. Michel, C. M. Kornbluth, 
Henry Kuttner, and Frederik Pohl appeared in Uncanny Tales, 
too, under various pseudonyms. Wollheim and Lowndes, in 
particular, under their own names or a nom de plume, soon 
became fixtures of the magazine, contributing original tales in 
addition to their reprinted stories.
	 In all but a few issues, interior illustrations, many 
unsigned, were not credited, and were often lifted from 

U.S. Pulps. Some were the same pieces used to illustrate the 
originally U.S.-published stories that Uncanny Tales reprinted. 
A number of these were the work of eminent SF/F artist Hannes 
Bok.
	 Canadian artist John G. Hilkert has been identified 
by Pulp historians as having contributed a good number of 
interior illustrations, as well.

END OF THE WECA ERA AND DECLINE OF THE PULPS

	 By 1942, war-related paper shortages had begun to 
impede the continuance, let alone growth of the WECA-
spawned domestic Canadian Pulp and comic book publishing 
industry. Mid-year, Uncanny Tales was forced to adopt a 
bimonthly schedule and by the end of 1943, the magazine was 
no more.

	 The war years spelled 
the beginning of the end 
for Pulps, not only in 
Canada, but in U.S., as 
well. Production costs 
climbed, comic books 
had begun to usurp 
the popularity of pulp 
magazines, and the rise 
of the modern paperback 
would ultimately eclipse 
the Pulps, just as the 
Pulps had eclipsed late-
19th-century American 
Dime Novels and British 
Penny Dreadfuls. The 
advent of television, too, 
was a factor, and some 
Pulp Fiction writers 
transitioned to writing for 
TV. Few Pulps survived 

much past the late-1950s, having either folded, moved up-
market as Slicks, or remodelled as digests or men’s magazines.
	 The war came to an end in 1945, Mackenzie King’s 
government lifted the trade embargo in 1946, and within a 
couple of years, the WECA-era Canadian pulp magazines and 
comic books had all ceased publication, unable to withstand 
the return to newsstands of the popular American publications 
absent during the war years.
	 It’s fair to say that, with a few exceptions, the Canadian 
publications of this period were simply not up to the standard 
of the best American examples. History has been kind to the 
Canadian superhero comic books spawned during the WECA 
era, but not so much to the CanPulps.
	 Today, surviving copies of these comic books and pulp 
magazines are a rare commodity and greatly valued among 
collectors. In recent years, there has emerged a renewed 
interest in, and appreciation of, these publications, and modern 
collections of some of this material have been issued for new 
generations of Canadians to enjoy.

All of Uncanny Tales’ full-color covers (restored), from the fifth issue (dated May 1941)
to the final issue (dated September-October 1943)
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CHAPTER 62

	 In a daze, stunned disbelief visible on all faces, Tuvok 
and the guards escorted the Maquis leader to the brig. Even the 
Vulcan’s normally composed demeanor appeared shaken.
	 Chakotay’s mind, whirling round and round, made 
him light-headed as he tried to come to grips with the startling 
and horrifying position he found himself in.
	 Entering the confinement area, Tuvok turned to the 
guards. “Bennet, Durst, remain by the door. Baxter, Andrews, 
by the console.”
	 After taking a pair of leg restraints from a cabinet on 
the wall, he then walked with Chakotay to the cell. “I will have 
a talk with Captain Cavit.”
	 Breathing deeply, trying to clear his mind, Chakotay 
stood just outside the cell. For several long seconds he stared 
down at the deck. Looking up, he shook his head. “No, Tuvok… 
it will do no good.”
	 Glancing up at the ceiling, the Maquis leader found 
it hard to voice the words he knew had to be said. With firm 
resolve he faced the man who had once betrayed him, and 
whom now he must trust.
	 Chakotay took a deep painful breath. “Tuvok, I have no 
wish to die; however, I fear fate has spoken. Cavit is determined, 
he waited for this opportunity. He and Dr. Fitzgerald planned 
this very, very well, making sure the record of the hearing 
would show exactly what they wanted. Both of them making 
a good case, one that under the conditions now existing would 
be supported by Federation officials.”
	 He took a moment to catch his breath. “Cavit set this 
up so that he would be justified in handing down the sentence 
of execution. Evidently, more than once, he has made it very 
clear that should you attempt to come to my aid, he will arrest 
you as a Maquis supporter. DO NOT give him that chance! 
This is what he wants: you were loyal to Captain Janeway, you 
will be a thorn in his side.”
	 “Commander…” Tuvok started to protest.
	 Chakotay interrupted him. “Tuvok… has Cavit done 

anything which enables you to relieve him of command?”
	 “No, Commander,” Tuvok replied reluctantly. “From 
the very beginning I have been watching, waiting to see what 
his plans were. I do not believe he is acting wisely; however, 
just because I disagree, that does not give me a justification 
for overriding his orders. There are at times he has displayed 
intense emotion, but not enough to consider him unfit for 
command. His actions are extreme…”
	 Chakotay’s lips thinned into a small smile as he 
finished the sentence. “But with the facts being what they 
are… his actions are justified. Under Federation laws, I am an 
outlaw and traitor. Already under, what would amount to, life 
imprisonment. If turned loose, I would devote my time trying 
to return home, and if successful would again take command 
of the Maquis. Here in the Delta Quadrant he has no way 
to enforce the sentence of the Tribunal. By the laws of the 
Federation I am an extremely dangerous man.”
	 He gave a small bitter laugh. “Cavit is correct: by being 
who I am, I have signed my own death warrant. Don't forget, 
the Federation has never completely banned the death penalty. 
Under Starfleet General Order Seven, that is the sentence for 
anyone visiting Talos IV. I believe it is also in effect for certain 
other crimes, such as murdering your captain.”
	 Realizing that the Maquis leader was correct, Tuvok 
wanted to clarify one point. “Commander, I did state those 
words to Captain Janeway, but they were taken out of context. 
I also told the Captain you would honor the truce.”
	 Chakotay smiled at the Vulcan. “Thank you! I had 
assumed as much. Cavit made sure we would hear only the 
most damaging portions of any conversations, and therefore 
those segments became part of the official record of the 
hearing. Captain Janeway knew who she was dealing with. The 
same as I knew who I was dealing with.” 
	 For an instant Chakotay’s eyes wandered around the 
brig area. “Tuvok… make sure that when you return to the 
Alpha Quadrant, be it within ten years or seventy… make sure 
that Starfleet knows the truth. Janeway formed the alliance to 
save lives, both crews were important to her. She went beyond 
the uniform, seeing the person inside as a human being, 
irrespective of species or whose side they were on. Tell Starfleet 
the truth, don’t let Cavit tarnish her reputation. Make sure 
Captain Janeway receives the recognition she deserves.”
	 Tuvok looked at the condemned man standing before 
him. “I give you my word, Commander. However, I should 
still speak with Captain Cavit. Even if you accept the sentence 
of execution, it should be postponed. Captain Janeway would 
never sanction such action. Should the captain survive…”
	 Chakotay grew hopeful, and not only for his own sake. 
“Is there any possibility?”
	 The Vulcan replied slowly. “There is always a 
possibility. But it is of extremely low probability. She is barely 

PREVIOUSLY: Remember the first episode of Star Trek: Voyager, 
where Captain Janeway of the USS Voyager chased Chakotay and 
the Maquis into the Delta Quadrant? Very, very bumpy trip. Lots of 
crew members killed-including her second officer, Commander Cavit, 
and her medical officer, Dr. Fitzgerald. What if, instead of Voyager, 
Janeway’s ship was Explorer? And, more importantly, what if Cavit and 
Fitzgerald both survived? No need to replace Cavit with Chakotay, no 
need to activate the EMH to fill in for Fitzgerald. And, much more 
importantly, what if Cavit and Fitzgerald both hated Chakotay? So 
when Janeway is grievously injured in a Kazon attack and likely to 
die, Cavit takes command, cancels her truce with Chakotay and the 
Maquis, has them all arrested, puts on a show trial, and sentences 
Chakotay to death.

Fiction: Starfleet Treachery
By Barbara Silverman
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alive. However… should the unexpected occur… Since Mr. 
Cavit is now captain he is, as you pointed out, acting within 
the law; however, he is in direct violation of Captain Janeway’s 
orders. Due to the emergency circumstances of being stranded 
in the Delta Quadrant, Mr. Cavit had the right to assume full 
command. However, the truce was still in effect when the 
captain was injured. The fact that Captain Janeway is still alive 
may be grounds to call his actions into question. She would not 
hesitate to bring him before a court-martial.” 
	 After thinking over the situation, Chakotay sadly 
shook his head. “Even if there was a remote possibility of the 
captain surviving, I’m convinced Cavit will not wait.”
	 A thought crossed Chakotay’s mind. Something he 
dared not voice, and that he tried to push away as inconceivable. 
But it was nagging at him… did Cavit and Fitzgerald ensure 
Janeway would not recover? “Tuvok, are you aware of any 
special orders the captain might have received from her 
father?”
	 Tuvok raised an eyebrow. “Special orders? No, she did 
not confide in me. Perhaps Captain Cavit. Would they have any 
bearing on the situation?”
	 “Only if you knew,” Chakotay replied slowly, as his last 
possible hope slipped away.
The Maquis leader knew, should Cavit be aware of or if he 
discovered those orders pertaining to the importance of 
arranging a meeting, he would make sure Tuvok never had any 
knowledge of them.
	 Vulcans were experts at asking a question in a 
statement. “You are aware that Captain Janeway is the daughter 
of Admiral Edward Janeway.”
	 A sad smile crossed Chakotay’s face. “Yes, I was curious 
as to their relationship. When I asked the captain, she told me 
the truth. She requested I keep it confidential, explaining that 
you were one of the few who knew. Are you surprised?”
	 Tuvok looked at the Maquis leader. “No, Commander. 
Knowing both you and the captain, I am not surprised.”
	 Suddenly, something dawned on Chakotay. “Dr. 
Fitzgerald must know. It would have to be stated in her medical 
record.”
	 Tuvok shook his head. “No, Commander. There is a 
special file which can only be accessed when the captain is 
officially declared deceased or permanently disabled. The file 
states only to contact the Admiral, nothing more.”
	 His arms numbed from the restraints, Chakotay shifted 
his feet. “Tuvok, promise me that you will not provoke Cavit. 
Both crews, close to one hundred fifty people are depending 
on you. You are their only hope. Do not risk being relieved of 
duty. As far as my crew is concerned, it would not take much 
for him to kill every one of them. As for your crew, with Cavit 
as captain you should become their first officer. They will need 
all the help and support you can give them.”
	 Chakotay looked Tuvok directly in the eye. “It will 
be you, not Cavit, who will get them home. Cavit will never 
be a good captain, one who can be trusted to make the right 
decisions. He will never have the respect that Captain Janeway 
had. She trusted you. Strange as it may seem… I do too. Make 

sure he carries through with the plan to send my crew down to 
the planet. It is not much better than a hellhole, but they might 
have a chance.”
	 For a moment Tuvok remained silent, thinking of the 
captain whom he had served for so many years. Of her actions 
with the Maquis, and of the words of this outlaw whom he 
had come to respect. “Commander, you have my word that I 
will not approach Cavit on your behalf. Unfortunately, you are 
correct: until I have cause to relieve Captain Cavit of command, 
arguing with him will not achieve any beneficial results.”
	 The Vulcan returned Chakotay’s steady gaze. “I also 
give you my word that I will do all that I can for both crews. 
During the confusion of the last couple of days, some weapons 
and provisions have been misplaced. I believe they will be 
found on the planet where the Maquis will be left.”
	 “Thank you!” Chakotay stepped into the cell. Walking 
over to the bench he sat down.
	 Tuvok quickly fastened the leg irons then started to 
leave.
	 “Tuvok!” Chakotay had one last thing on his mind.
	 The Vulcan turned around. “Yes, Commander?”
	 Chakotay voiced the question that had been troubling 
him. “Would you have fired on my ship?”
	 Tuvok looked offended. “Commander, you took the 
only logical course of action.”
	 With that, the Vulcan stepped out of the cell. He 
nodded to one of the guards by the console, and a force field 
shimmered into place.
	 After Tuvok left, Chakotay settled down to wait. 
Composing himself for what was to come.

CHAPTER 63

	 The ship was quiet. The tossing and bucking of a 
fiercely fought battle had ended.
	 Chakotay knew just as the fighting was now over, in 
a matter of minutes so too would be his life. Accepting the 
situation he waited quietly for Tuvok’s return. Making peace 
with himself and his spirits.
	 His wait was not long.
	 Entering the room Tuvok walked directly to the cell, 
at the same time addressing the two guards by the console. 
“Lower force field.”
	 Stepping inside he quickly removed the restraints from 
Chakotay’s legs.
	 With his numbed arms still secured behind his back, 
the Maquis leader stood up. “Tuvok, during the battle was my 
ship destroyed?”
	 Tuvok looked at Chakotay. “No, Commander. Is there 
a purpose behind the question?”
	 Chakotay shook his head. “Just a captain’s interest in 
his ship.”
	 He still hoped his crew might escape; however, the 
Maquis leader also knew that Evans would have set the self-
destruct. But how long was the count-down?
	 Though he remained silent, Tuvok sensed what 
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Chakotay was thinking. “As a precaution I removed the security 
detail prior to the Kazon attack. Since there were no life-signs, 
the Kazon presumed the ship was abandoned; therefore, they 
paid no attention. Logically, I assume the Kazon expected to be 
the victors, and to claim both ships. That did not occur.”
	 Chakotay walked slowly to the entrance of the cell.
	 Tuvok moved to stand beside him. “Commander, it is 
not too late, I can still speak to Captain Cavit.”
	 To Chakotay, hearing Cavit described as ‘captain’ was 
an insult. As far as the Maquis leader was concerned, there was 
only one ‘captain’ of the USS Explorer. “Is there any change in 
Captain Janeway’s condition?”
	 Tuvok looked at the wall of the brig. “Captain Janeway 
has neither deteriorated or improved. It would be advisable to 
wait,” he replied quietly.
	 Chakotay knew he had to make the hardest decision 
any man could be called upon to do. How did one say ‘no’ 
to the only possibility for life. “Tuvok, I fear for the safety of 
both crews, Maquis and Starfleet. The battle gave me time to 
think, time to review the facts. I’m convinced the risk is too 
great. Any attempt to interfere… I’m certain Cavit will take 
action against you, without hesitation. I am only one person; 
intervening will only result in unnecessary hardship for the 
crews, and probably have tragic consequences.”
	 Staring straight ahead, Chakotay stepped out of the 
cell. “Even if the possibility of Captain Janeway surviving 
existed, I strongly believe Cavit would go ahead. He would 
risk court-martial rather than surrender this opportunity, 
basing his defense on the evidence presented at the hearing. 
Claiming he was protecting the Federation, that his actions 
were justified. He believes Captain Janeway was the one in 
violation of Starfleet regulations. And… she was!”
	 The Maquis leader turned to face the Vulcan. “No, 
Tuvok! There is too much at stake, too many lives that would 
be in danger. I wish there was another choice, but I fear there is 
none. Do not antagonize Cavit, it will do no good. I'm counting 
on you to do what you can for my crew. Then get your crew 
home. This is what Captain Janeway would want. This is what I 
want.”
	 With nothing more to say, Chakotay headed for the 
door and the fate awaiting him! 

CHAPTER 64

	 Not a word was spoken during the short trip to sickbay.
	 The footsteps of the guards and the condemned fell 
silently on the gray Starfleet carpet – a color reflecting not 
only the feelings of the Maquis leader, but those of the people 
surrounding him. 
	 Entering sickbay, they found Cavit and Fitzgerald busy 
at a console. Both looked up as the doors slid open, admitting 
the small group.
	 The Maquis leader immediately noticed there was only 
one other person in the room, the critically injured Kathryn 
Janeway. Glancing in her direction he felt a sadness and deep 
sense of loss. Even though knowing her had led to this, Maquis 

Commander Chakotay had no regrets.
	 Cavit moved in the direction of one of the unoccupied 
bio-beds. “Bring Chakotay over here, we have made special 
preparations.”
	 Tuvok and the Maquis leader moved in the indicated 
direction, to a bed equipped with heavy leather restraints. 
	 Cavit glared at Chakotay, daring him to make an 
attempt for freedom. The captain took out his phaser. “Guards, 
keep your phasers ready. Tuvok, release the prisoner.”
	 Once the Vulcan had carried out the order, Cavit 
motioned with his phaser. “On the bed!”
	 Swinging his legs up, Chakotay had the pleasure of 
seeing Cavit take a quick step back.
	 However, not for long. The officer immediately put 
away his weapon then moved quickly to fasten the chest, arm, 
and leg straps… taking great care to pull them tighter than 
necessary.
	 Indicating to the guards to put their phasers away, 
Tuvok walked over to where Janeway lay, quiet and still.
	 Cavit rejoined Fitzgerald at the console, where the two 
worked quietly for several minutes.
	 Silence settled over the room. The four guards near 
the door, Tuvok at Janeway’s side, Cavit and Fitzgerald at the 
console, and the Maquis leader, each lost in their own thoughts.
	 No one talked, no one moved. The silence continued. 
The silence of pending death.
	 Securely strapped to the bio-bed, over and over 
Chakotay’s mind echoed with the inconceivable fateful words. 
The numbing shocking pronouncement that had horrified the 
receiver. “It is the judgement of this hearing that your sentence 
of punishment shall carry the maximum penalty. Death by 
lethal injection, death by lethal injection, death...”
	 Looking up from the console, Cavit glanced over at 
Tuvok. “Chakotay is no longer a threat. You and the guards 
return to your stations. Afterwards, the doctor and I will be 
reviewing personnel files. I am not to be disturbed except for 
an emergency. Maintain orbit, continuous scans for the Kazon.”
	 Tuvok hesitated.
 	 Chakotay’s eyes caught those of the Vulcan’s, and a 
silent message flashed between the two men. No words were 
necessary as both understood the sensor read-outs of the 
comatose patient. As it was with the Maquis leader, Starfleet 
Captain Kathryn Janeway had only a short time to live. 
	 With a slight nod of his head Tuvok acknowledged 
Chakotay’s silent plea. The Vulcan would not interfere, and 
would comply with Cavit’s order.
	 Bidding a silent farewell the security chief looked down 
at the captain. Then, turning, he started for the door, his eyes 
once again locking with those of the Maquis leader. Unspoken 
respect flashed between them. A thank you from Chakotay and 
a wish for eternal peace from Tuvok.
	 Then, along with the guards, the Vulcan left the room. 
	 Thus the stage was set for the final act!
	 The execution!
	 An execution to be carried out by those who would 
show no mercy!
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Book Reviews: Hugo Award Nominees 2025
By Danny Sichel

The Ministry of Time
Kaliane Bradley

	 The Ministry of Time doesn’t 
feel like a science fiction novel. Don’t get 
me wrong-it is a science fiction novel, 
but it doesn’t feel like one. It feels like a 
literary novel, about passing for white 
in England despite being biracial, about 
having a parent who was a refugee from 
a genocide, about generational trauma, 
about having a tedious soul-crushing 
civil service job, about missing important 
social cues and ruining friendships that 
could perhaps have been something 
more, about selling out in order to fit 
in, and… oh yes, about babysitting 
people who’ve been plucked out of the past as a proof of concept (the 
narrator, whose name is never provided, is assigned Graham Gore, a 
real person who was part of the Franklin Expedition).
	 Bradley wrote this novel after she became fascinated by Gore 
while binge-watching The Terror on AMC during lockdown, and 
then writing a bunch of vignettes about “what if Graham Gore found 
himself in modern England”, and… it shows. Which is not necessarily 
a bad thing, but I can’t help being aware that a Cambodian-British 
woman who was obsessed with Graham Gore wrote a novel about an 
unnamed Cambodian-British woman who shepherds Graham Gore 
through modern society and becomes his girlfriend. 
	 I don’t regret having read this book-the characters are 
great, particularly Gore (of course) and Maggie Kemble, and there 
genuinely is a plot, which picks up a startling amount of speed later 
on-but I might have liked it more if it had had a different, and less 
obtuse, narrator.

Alien Clay
Adrian Tchaikovsky

	 The first thing you must know about Alien Clay is that it 
is a grim and brutal book, set in an off-world labor camp run by a 
cruel totalitarian dictatorship. People are beaten, and tortured, and 
executed, and sometimes they die incidentally and the guards don’t 
bother to save them. The second thing you must know is that it is 

full full full of what is known as “body 
horror”. If you can get past those two 
things, then Alien Clay is a fascinating 
scientific mystery with an intensely 
satisfying resolution, as told by a deeply 
insightful character whose running 
commentary blends smoothly with the 
narrative.
	 Back on Earth, Arton Daghdev 
was a brilliant biologist, but he was also 
politically active, or maybe it was because 
his theories didn’t match the Mandate’s 
ideology (praise the Mandate), or 
maybe some informer picked his name 

at random… whatever the cause, he’s now just another prisoner 
on Kiln, one of the few life-bearing planets known to the Mandate 
(praise the Mandate). Well, not just another prisoner-when humans 
reached Kiln, the planet had buildings but no civilization, and so 
the camp commandant has need of skilled scientific minds to work 
on the question of who were the Builders, and how they could have 
vanished so completely.
	 The depictions of the Kilnish biosphere-everything is made 
out of everything else-are amazing (albeit horrific) and the answer to 
the mystery is so outlandish (quite literally) that it’s understandable 
why Daghdev et al didn’t figure it out earlier. The lush, detailed 
prose leads us through a thorough disassembly of the concept of 
“we evolved on a different planet and therefore we’re biochemically 
safe”, but does make it harder to read the brutality scenes (e.g., the 
suppression of the prisoner uprising, which I had to skim).

Someone You Can Build A Nest In 
John Wiswell

	 Someone You Can Build A Nest 
In is a romance novel, about a creature 
who doesn’t experience romantic love, 
written by someone who has stated he 
doesn’t experience romantic love. And 
it’s actually really good. Shesheshen 
is a hideous slime monster who eats 
people and hopes one day to lay eggs 
in a human carcass just like the one she 
hatched in, but the novel is told from her 
perspective so her misunderstandings 
of human culture are adorable and 
sympathetic.
	 Then one day while Shesheshen 
was using stolen recycled human bones to pose as a human and visit 
the local village, she falls off a cliff. She’s found by Homily, a traveler 
who knows a lot about first aid. Homily rescues her, they become 
friends, they become more than friends, Shesheshen realizes that 
Homily is someone wonderful enough that she’d serve as a great host 
for Shesheshen’s eggs… but also she’s so wonderful that Shesheshen 
doesn’t want to do that just yet. 
	 And then she discovers that Homily is a monster-hunter 
sworn to destroy the local slime monster.
	 This is a surprisingly gentle story in some ways, but 
explosively dramatic in others. Shesheshen and Homily are a really 
nice couple, and the exploration of the long-term effects of growing 
up in an abusive family is rewarding if sad. Plus there’s some nice 
narrative parsimony that would be a spoiler to explain. That said, I 
completely understand that it was always for a valid reason, but the 
constant deceit of a partner bugged me. I kept thinking “dammit, 
Shesheshen, that was the perfect time to tell her, here’s what you 
should have said!”

Service Model 
Adrian Tchaikovsky

	 Charles (who subsequently becomes ‘Uncharles’) is a robot 
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valet who kills his master for reasons 
that escape his understanding, because 
he does not remember having done 
it. He tries to surrender himself to law 
enforcement, but law enforcement is now 
composed entirely of malfunctioning 
robots, so he sets off on a journey to 
Diagnostics, in hopes of being repaired 
or recycled. Except something terrible 
has happened to the world.
	 This is a very funny novel-it’s 
partially inspired by Douglas Adams-
but the comedy is very, very, very dark. 
Gallows humor, with every last one of us 
sentenced to hang. Tchaikovsky does a 
remarkable job of making Uncharles into a sympathetic character, 
despite Uncharles’ insistence that he is nothing more than a collection 
of algorithms and lookup tables with no actual sapience, and certainly 
no free will. And, indeed, sometimes Uncharles does things that a 
free-willed entity wouldn’t do… although the thing about free will is 
that sometimes, people (or robots, who Uncharles will tell you are not 
people) will do things that you don’t want them to.
	 It’s not really a spoiler to say that the twin mysteries at the 
heart of the novel-why did Uncharles kill his master, and what 
happened to humanity-are linked, and their resolutions are as 
intellectually satisfying as in Alien Clay (if perhaps more frustrating). 
Every now and then, the narrative takes a sharp turn that I wasn’t 
expecting-except, when I thought about it, there was no other 
way it could have gone. I’m a bit embarrassed that I didn’t realize 
the Wonk’s true nature before it was explicitly stated in the plot; I 
suppose Tchaikovsky did that to prove a point about the way people 
think. (I don’t mean the fact that the Wonk is human, that’s obvious 
despite Uncharles’s beautifully unreliable narration.)

Footnote: If the extent to which the opening section of Service Model 
resembles an Agatha Christie novel bothers you, it’s deliberate – the 
name of that section is “KR15-T”, for ‘Christie’; other sections are 
“K4FK-R” (Franz Kafka), “4W-L” (George Orwell), “80RH-5” (Jorge 
Luis Borges), and “D4NT-A” (Dante Alighieri). 

A Sorceress Comes to Call 
Ursula “T. Kingfisher” Vernon

		 This is probably the saddest 
book T. Kingfisher has written. It may also 
have the lowest stakes-trying to prevent 
a wedding-but, although (per Carrot 
Ironfoundersson) “personal isn’t the same 
as important”, that doesn’t mean personal 
is unimportant. Everyone’s problems 
are real to them. Also there’s a bunch of 
murders, and a vicious shapechanging 
demon. 
		 Growing up with an abusive 
narcissist parent is bad enough, but 
Cordelia’s mother Evangeline has magic 
powers and can make Cordelia ‘obedient’. 

Total control of her movements. In some stories, Evangeline 
would be raising Cordelia to marry her off, but here Cordelia is 
only fourteen, so Evangeline is planning to snare herself a wealthy 
husband, Squire Chatham. And if this requires puppeting various 

people into committing horrible murders, well, so be it. Cordelia 
shares protagonist status with the Squire’s fiftysomething spinster 
sister Hester, who-in the best tradition of Kingfisher protagonists-
combines gentle heartfelt emotionality with ruthless cold pragmatism 
(and also a bad knee), and joins forces with her in an effort to expose 
and depower Evangeline.
	 This is another of Kingfisher’s fairy tale retellings-it’s based 
on “The Goose Girl”-but I’m not sure I would have been able to 
recognize that without being told. Yes, there’s a horse named Falada 
whose fate is similar to the one in the Grimm Brothers version, but 
what about the rest of the story? (Which, I’ll admit, I’m not familiar 
with-but the synopsis on Wikipedia doesn’t seem to match up very 
well with the novel.)
	 One thing that bugged me about Sorceress is that it’s not 
clear where it takes place. There are a lot of little details that feel like 
England, there are a lot of little details that feel like North America. 
I’m sure Kingfisher did that deliberately, but it bugged me just the 
same. I didn’t dislike the novel-it was well made, and I don’t regret 
having read it-but I don’t think I’d say I’m enthusiastic about it.

The Tainted Cup 
Robert Jackson Bennett

	 The Tainted Cup is a Nero 
Wolfe pastiche set in a quasi-Roman 
Empire with kaiju and magic biotech. Is 
that description not enough to convince 
you to read it?
	 Okay then.
	 In the Empire of Khanum, Din 
is an ‘engraver’-someone modified to 
have perfect memory-who’s assigned to 
be the eyes and ears of Ana, a brilliant 
investigator who tries to never leave her 
home. There’s been a very weird murder: 
a tree grew inside someone. And the 
victim was involved in maintaining 
the imperial anti-kaiju infrastructure. 
As were, in fact, several other people who suddenly had trees grow 
inside them. So this is clearly something the Empire needs to solve, 
fast. Because it’s kaiju season soon.
	 I really enjoyed this book. Ana is a great character, 
although not one I would want to spend much time around, and 
the workarounds Din has developed for his severe dyslexia are 
fascinating-when you introduce superpowers into a story, you have 
to be clever about what they can and can’t do, and Bennett manages 
that very, very well.
	 The worldbuilding is a delight. The sheer scale of the kaiju is 
overwhelming, and the consequences of their existence are developed 
in beautifully intricate detail. Khanum is as complex and full of 
internecine squabbling as an empire should be, with the tree murder 
being only the tip of a massive web of corruption and coverup, where 
the underlying motive is depressingly plausible.

Footnote: I’ve decided the biotech is magic because it ignores 
conservation of mass.

My ranking: 
1. Tainted Cup; 2. Alien Clay; 3. Service Model; 4. A Sorceress Comes 
to Call; 5. Someone You Can Build a Nest In; 6. Ministry of Time
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Movie Reviews: Recent Releases & Vintage Classics
By Keith Braithwaite

	 Having largely eschewed movie houses post-pandemic, I 
returned to my local movie theatre fairly frequently this summer—I 
guess I’m finally over COVID-19; I’m trying, anyway. I also made a 
dent in my streaming queue, which included quite a few horror films.
	 Most, if not all, of these films should be available on 
streaming platforms by the time this article is published. So if you 
missed them first-run, you’ll have opportunity to watch them now. 
I humbly offer my brief reviews as guidance. All movies here were 
released in 2025, unless otherwise indicated.

Sinners

	 A beautifully photographed, pitch-perfect vampire film 
set in Mississippi in the early 1930s, the rollicking story centers on 
identical-twin brothers—played in dual roles by an electric Michael 
B. Jordan—who return to their Delta hometown seeking to escape a 
troubled past after years working for Chicago gangsters.
	 With stolen mob money, they open a “juke joint” catering 
to the local black community, recruiting, among others, their young 
cousin, a talented guitarist who yearns to play the blues despite 
admonitions against such sinful music by his pastor father. The 
brothers’ family and friends, along with local townspeople, round 
out a crackerjack cast of characters who grip the audience and draw 
them in to an absorbing narrative that plays out amid family drama, 
the Jim Crow South, and a soundtrack of heartfelt blues “so true, it 
can conjure spirits from the past and the future,” and “pierce the veil 
between life and death,” to pull a quote from the film.
	 A must-see.

Dark Harvest (2023)

	 Teenagers battle a grotesque, supernatural entity during the 
early 1960s in a town harbouring dark secrets. Sounds very much like 
any number of Stephen King short stories.
	 Every Halloween, in order to insure a good harvest, the 
young men of a small, cursed rural town must participate in “The 
Run,” a dark ritual in which the Halloween-masked youths hunt for 
the pumpkin-headed Sawtooth Jack, a demonic and deadly scarecrow 
who rises out of the cornfields and must be barred from reaching 
the town’s church before midnight. The boy who kills Sawtooth Jack 
is declared the winner and celebrated by the town as he is sent off 
to enjoy a new and better life elsewhere, with money and a new car 
provided by the Harvesters’ Guild. His family is also rewarded, gifted 

with a new house and exemption for any of his siblings from future 
participation in The Run.
	 A pretty good ride, offering an appropriately spooky 
atmosphere, a memorable monster, and a few good scares culminating 
in a plot twist, albeit one that is somewhat predictable.

Jurassic World: Rebirth

	 Given the awful and often convoluted mess that have been 
the most recent Jurassic World films, I anticipated more of the same, 
here. I was pleasantly surprised.
	 This “rebirth” of the franchise, benefitting from the 
introduction of a fresh cast, played out primarily as a straight-
forward sci-fi action/adventure movie featuring dinosaurs, akin to 
what were the original Jurassic Park films—uncomplicated plot, lots 
of dinosaur action, and a minimum of shady corporate espionage 
and underhanded monkey business in service of dastardly military 
interests.
	 Not that Rebirth is without its flaws, the most egregious 
being a continuing focus on genetic manipulation with dinosaurs so 
as to produce even more terrifying terrible lizards, as if prehistoric 
predators like Spinosaurus and Tyrannosaurus Rex were not 
sufficiently horrifying in the first place! Would the shark in Jaws be 
more frightening were it some kind of laboratory-created mutant, 
a cross between Great White and giant squid, perhaps, with a little 
electric eel thrown in for good measure? 
	 The theme of tinkering with DNA played as a through-
line across all of the Jurassic World films, and it was completely 
unnecessary overkill, severely diluting the threats Steven Spielberg 
so masterfully established in the original Jurassic Park. That this 
plotline lingers in Rebirth is a mark against the new film.
	 That said, prior to the appearance of the Mutadons—
Velociraptor/Pterodon hybrids—and the Distortus Rex—an obvious 
rip-off of Giger’s alien— the dinosaur encounters depicted were well-
staged, suspenseful action sequences in the mould of Hollywood’s 
finest dinosaur movies.
 
Superman

	 This is a perfectly serviceable superhero movie, replete with 
all the action and derring-do one might expect. And yet, it wasn’t 
quite as satisfying as I had hoped. I’m not entirely sure about director 
James Gunn’s take on Superman.
	 My high bar is the 1978 Donner/Reeve interpretation; the 
Snyder/Cavill versions were too dark—that’s Batman’s vibe—and 
perhaps Gunn and his new star, David Corenswet, are a tad too 
irreverent with the character. That approach may work with oddballs 
like the Guardians of the Galaxy, but Superman is in a league of his 
own. He’s the Big Blue Boy Scout, the classic, square-jawed champion 
in earnest service to all that is good and right; the personification 
of truth, fairness, compassion, and justice, exhibiting strength of 
character as well as physical might. Reeve captured this perfectly, 
with a sly wink, just a hint of self-awareness to keep his Superman 
from becoming a caricature.
	 This new Superman leans a little off-center of that time-
honoured archetype. Gunn was maybe too playful, too flippant 
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with the material. For goodness sakes, Supergirl, who drops in for a 
cameo in advance of her own film, due in 2026, is wobbling drunk 
and comes across as a vacuous party girl!
	 Of course, over the years, there have been countless takes 
on Superman and company in the comics, and with this film, Warner 
Bros. is rebooting DC’s cinematic superhero adventures, so I’ll allow 
that there’s room for some tweaking. More films are to come, and we’ll 
see where Gunn goes with all of this, but I fear his particular sense of 
humour may not prove a good fit for these star DC characters.

Fantastic Four: First Steps

	 Largely carried by a capable cast and a cool, retro-futuristic 
aesthetic reminiscent of the film’s 1960s comic-book source material, 
this latest Marvel superhero movie opens a new phase of the grand 
MCU storyline. But the plot, here, is not particularly remarkable; kind 
of thin, in fact, even a little bland. The whole thing feels like a set-up 
for something greater to come, which, of course, is exactly what it 
is! First Steps is entertaining enough, although far from exceptional; 
Marvel has produced better—much better—in the past, and has been 
straining to recapture that critical and box-office glory ever since.
	 With the sacrifice of Natasha Romanov’s Black Widow and  
loss of Tony Stark’s Iron Man thinning the principal Avengers roster 
as the cost of victory over Thanos, along with the exit of Steve Rogers’ 
Captain America, Avengers: Endgame was peak Marvel, the climax 
of an astonishing story arc like none audiences had ever before seen 
on the silver screen. Few of the Marvel properties that followed, 
in theatres or on television, have equalled Endgame, or excited 
audiences as much. Many paled in comparison.
	 And that’s not surprising. The Infinity Saga broke new 
ground; fresh, exhilarating, culminating in a massive and spectacular, 
sweeping cinematic action/adventure team-up! Hard to top that. 
And now that it’s been done that first time, any subsequent team-
ups, especially of secondary characters, are unlikely to provoke in 
audiences the same level of unique excitement. The Multiverse 
Saga that followed, of which First Steps is part, has not been as well 
received.
	 Plus, now running Marvel, Disney’s insatiable appetite for 
content to fill its streaming library has ignored the wisdom of “less 
is more” and succeeded only in diluting the brand. There’s just been 
too much Marvel! At a time when the movie-going public is tiring 
of superhero movies, First Steps arrives as the 37th Marvel film, not 
to mention all the television series. Folk are looking for something 
new. We’ll see if the Fantastic Four’s coming team-up with the new 
Avengers rekindles the MCU.
	 The only storyline that might result in a level of excitement 
comparable to that generated by the Infinity Saga would be one that 
teams Marvel’s characters with DC’s, and I don’t see that happening 
anytime soon!

Strange Darling (2023)

	 The tale of a woman and man in violent conflict, this one 
subverts expectations. The story is told in six chapters, but out of 
sequence, so that we are first steered in one direction, only to have the 
narrative change course. Anything beyond that would be spoilers—
I’ve already said more than I should have!—so I’ll simply award a 
thumbs-up to the director and cast, particularly the female lead.
	 I found the level of violence depicted wholly unrealistic—
no one could carry on after having suffered the butchery depicted 
here again and again. But that doesn’t really matter with films like 

this. So for fans of such Grindhouse-like oeuvres, Strange Darling 
delivers!

Lowlifes (2024)

	 Featuring a superior cast of almost exclusively Canadian 
players, this viciously brutal and blood-soaked film revels in the 
horror sub-genre of cannibalism, and toys with the common cliché 
of the creepy backwoods hillbilly family, hitting audiences with an 
ironic finale that spits in the face of karmic justice. Again, I can’t say 
more than that without spoiling all the fun!

Heart Eyes

	 Relying almost exclusively on the appeal of its two leads, 
this film succeeds in mixing a slasher flick with a rom-com!
	 Each Valentine’s Day, “Heart Eyes,” so-dubbed, has murdered 
romantic couples in different cities across America, and arrives, this 
year, in Seattle. Ally and Jay are young, attractive coworkers thrust 
together by plot details, and are mistaken for a couple by Heart Eyes, 
which sets them up as prey.  
	 Reluctant working-dinner companions at the outset, Ally 
and Jay gradually fall in love, all while dodging their assailant.		
Drawing from the shopworn formulas of both genres, Heart Eyes 
never takes itself too seriously and has fun with the whole concept. I 
think the audience will, too.

Final Destination: Bloodlines

	 After a college student returns home in search of answers 
concerning a recurring nightmare that has plagued her sleep, 
she finds that her frightful dream mirrors a premonition of her 
grandmother’s, in which the woman was among those horrifically 
killed in the structural collapse of a newly opened observation tower/
restaurant in the 1960s. The grandmother, however, evaded her fated 
demise by virtue of that premonition, and now, “Death” stalks her 
and her descendants!
	 Born of an idea for an X-Files episode, the Final Destination 
horror series includes six films, ten novels, and two comic books. 
This latest entry follows the franchise’s familiar recipe: premonitions 
serve to alert characters of a catastrophe about to unfold, allowing 
them to step away and cheat death. But Death will not be denied and 
ultimately, will claim them, rather gruesomely, one by one. 
	 Known for their elaborate, macabre, Rube Goldbergian, 
cascading chain-reaction death sequences, the Final Destination 
films crank the carnage up to eleven and offer a grim and darkly 
comic series of Wile E. Coyotesque kills. If this is your trip, you 
will enjoy Bloodlines, which makes the most of the formula, has an 
engaging young cast, and splashes blood and gore all over the screen.
	 Genre actor Tony Todd, who passed away of stomach 
cancer in late 2024, was a veteran of this franchise, and makes a final 
appearance here, in which he improvised a parting line for his fans: 
“Life is precious, enjoy every single second. You never know when... 
Good luck.”

The Monkey

	 Twin boys at odds growing up are beset, ultimately into an 
estranged adulthood, by a mechanical, drum-playing toy monkey, 
which mysteriously triggers sudden, random, and bizarre death 
when its wind-up key is turned. With the monkey-induced deaths 
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of family members, including the boys’ mother, and others occurring 
throughout, culminating in that of one of the brothers, the other 
finally realizes that the accursed toy cannot be disposed of, and 
further deaths can only be prevented by his taking ownership of the 
monkey so that no one will ever again turn its key.
	 Here we have more Final Destination-like mayhem. I 
remember having read the short story back in the ’80s, which was one 
of the more haunting entries in King’s top-drawer anthology, Skeleton 
Crew (1985). I was curious as to the cinematic interpretation, which 
I found to be a tension-filled, bleakly humorous, particularly well-
made adaptation featuring the creepiest toy since Chucky!

War of the Worlds

	 Released with little fanfare on Amazon Prime Video, this is 
a so-called “screenlife” movie, where all of the action plays out on a 
computer screen: social media posts, video chats, etc. Unforgivably, 
it is as much a blatant advertisement for Amazon’s products and 
services as it is anything else!
	 With an overwrought performance by the lead actor, a poor 
script, characters spouting computer technobabble throughout, and 
maddeningly unwatchable shaky-cam action sequences, this very 
loose adaptation of the H. G. Wells science fiction classic is, without 
exaggeration, an absolute atrocity. Skip it.

Target Earth (1954)

	 I’m a fan of vintage sci-fi and horror B-movies, but had 
never actually seen this one. I found it on a no-charge streaming 
service offered through my Roku.
	 The story involves a handful of people who come together 
after finding themselves in a deserted city. They have been overlooked 
during an evacuation enacted in advance of some kind of invasion 
by robotic aliens. Soon discovering that electrical power has been 
neutralized and abandoned vehicles fail to start, the small group 
devise a plan of action and move cautiously through the lifeless 
streets, coming upon corpses, and encountering one of the aliens, 
who has a death ray. Meanwhile, the military is analysing a damaged 
robot and preparing a counterattack.
	 This is a survivalist tale coupled with a character study of the 
principals, whose complement includes a woman who had attempted 
suicide, the victim of a brutal mugging, a partying and tipsy man and 
wife, and an armed killer with his own agenda.
	 Arguing over their options and faced with not only the 
danger posed by the invading robotic army, but now the threat from 
within their small band, they finally hatch a plan to get out of the city. 
	 Shot in just one week, a paltry budget did not allow for 
very much—early-morning location shooting on the streets of L.A., 
to capture the deserted streets of the city; studio sets of apartments, 
a cocktail lounge, the military’s command post, and other rooms. 
To represent the entire invading alien army, the production used a 
single, blocky robot suit—we never see two or more robots in any 
shot!
	 Still, cast and crew managed fairly well with their limited 
resources, although the robot was not just ungainly but outright silly, 
with cardboard-box construction supported on dryer-hose legs.

Late Night with the Devil (2023)

	 A 1970s Tonight Show-like late night program is the setting 
of this demonic possession mockumentary, featuring “actual footage” 

and added behind-the-scenes clips. Kudos to the outstanding cast, 
from the fictional show’s ambitious, egotistical host to the young 
girl purportedly possessed and her parapsychologist handler to the 
skeptical, James Randi-like former magician-cum-paranormal-
debunker. It’s a spellbinding ride for fans of The Exorcist and Johnny 
Carson!
	 Be cautioned, however: the film doesn’t quite stick the 
landing. Nevertheless, its spot-on recreation of the era’s late night 
television landscape, minimalist but very effective practical special 
effects, and performances are worth your investment of time.

Below (2023)

	 I often sample a shark movie in the summer, usually to 
coincide with Shark Week. This year, I opted for Below, the synopsis 
suggesting a Stephen King-like scenario: a group of young people are 
trapped on a floating dock in the middle of a reservoir into which has 
swum an aggressive bull shark.
	 Amateurish performances and inane dialogue abound and 
the characters are all thinner than cardboard! Incompetent idiots all, 
only a few are remotely likable, and even those failed to pique my 
interest enough to care whether or not the shark got them!
	 I’ve seen my share of bad shark movies, but Below ranks as 
one of the worst, little more than cinematic chum.

Jaws (1975)

	 It’s been 50 years since the all-time, heavyweight champion 
of shark movies was released theatrically, and it’s still not safe to go 
back in the water! To this day, I will not dip so much as a toe into the 
ocean.
	 I first saw Jaws in theatres in 1975 and have watched it 
many times again, over the intervening years, including just this past 
summer. Below (reviewed above) had left such a bitter taste in my 
mouth that I decided to cleanse my palate.
	 Jaws remains not only the very best shark movie in 
Hollywood history, but one of the finest movies ever produced, 
period. Steven Spielberg was a fresh, young, gifted director in the 
early 1970s, and oversaw a lead cast of award-worthy actors working 
from a first-rate screenplay that expertly balanced drama, the quirks 
and shortcomings of human nature, character conflict, small-town 
politics, social commentary, humour, suspense, and scares. The shoot 
was famously a difficult one, running over schedule and plagued 
with technical issues related to the full-scale mechanical shark that 
had been fabricated for the production. A beleaguered Spielberg 
was convinced Jaws would sink his burgeoning career, but when all 
was said and done, the film launched him into superstardom as a 
filmmaker and initiated the age of the summer blockbuster.
	 The entirely convincing, deadly behemoth of a shark is, 
of course, the monster of the piece, deftly hidden below the waves 
throughout the early parts of the film, with only John Williams’ 
unforgettable score to tip the audience as to its presence. Gradually, 
the menace is revealed, first in quick, terrifying glimpses and finally, 
in full horrific measure as the film reaches its climax.
	 The shark is truly frightening, all the more so because the 
audience knows that such a creature does, in fact, exist; this is a real 
monster, not some imagined, horror-movie creation. There are Great 
Whites cruising for prey right now, perhaps just off the very beach 
you were vacationing on this summer! No doubt, you could have 
used a bigger boat.



While there is much debate over which exoplanet disovery is considered the "first", one stands out from the rest. In 1995, scientists discovered Pegasi b, forever changing the way we see the universe and our place 
in it. The exoplanet is about half the mass of Jupiter, with a seemingly impossible, star-hugging orbit of only 4.2 Earth days. Not only was it the first planet confirmed to orbit a sun-like star; it also ushered in a whole 

new class of planets called Hot Jupiters: hot, massive planets orbiting closer to their stars than Mercury. Today, powerful observatories like NASA's Kepler space telescope will continue the hunt of distant planets.

NASA's Exoplanet Exploration Program, Jet Propulsion Laboratory, Pasadena CA
exep.jpl.nasa.gov


