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Welcome to the 10
th

 issue.  Who knew I’d persevere this long?  I didn’t.  But here we are, not 

only come to the end of a year, but actually contemplating another 10 or 12 issues in the coming 

year.  To see out 2012, I’ve put together an unusual issue.  It’s longer than any issue of Broken 
Toys so far, and – as you see – has a different sort of banner at the top of the page.  I found the 

photo somewhere or other online and fell instantly in love.  It’s the blue hair and long neck.  Of 

course, I couldn’t just use the unknown girl as I found her – I’ve meddled just a little with her jaw 

line and the bridge of her nose.  I’ve coloured her eyebrows to match her hair, which only seems 

right.  And I silvered her eyes, which makes it official – this is Saara Mar, if she could be shaved 

all over to play Human.  If you could enlarge it, I am reflected in her eye, taking the photo. 

 

Does the special banner imply that I’ve given up the old style from the previous 9 issues?  Not 

necessarily.  But I am considering changes in the coming year.  Covers, for instance.  It seems to 

me that a cover on a fanzine that would only be 6 to 8 sheets long (if printed) is a bit overdone, 

but Brad Foster has been urging me to do it.  I suppose needing covers would encourage me to do 

more colour art … instead of sitting in front of a keyboard, trading insults on FaceBook.  Then 

again, having to produce a cover every issue might just be enough to make doing Broken Toys a 

chore, and might have negative impact on the whole business of publishing an easy, frequent, 

entertaining little zine.  So, we shall not commit ourselves to anything on the matter of covers. 

 

In the coming year, I’d like to focus a little better.  Rather than sweat full-time over a keyboard, 

trying to fill every possible issue of every fanzine with one of my articles, I expect to draw back 
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a little.  I want to continue writing for my favourites – File 770, Askance, Challenger, and 

Banana Wings among them, but I may be somewhat less approachable to other zine editors.  This 

should carve out some time for me to publish the next issue of New Toy – the last time I looked in 

its folder, I was somewhat surprised to find I had enough material for it.  I would also like to 

revise and enlarge on the Reno trip report that was published in the last issue of File 770.  In 

particular, I want to add more of the photos I took, and work up a nice cover.   

 

Finally, I really really ought to make an effort to publish the new edition of Ah, Sweet Idiocy, 

along with the supplemental material I’d gathered.  The original intention was to produce a CD-

Rom, similar to the Energumen disk.  If I publish as a .pdf document, I can still embed the 

additional material, but it won’t seem the same to me.  However, I haven’t the money to front for 

even a small number of disks.  And since I travel infrequently, I have damn few opportunities to 

sell them. A CD is still not out of the question, but I need to make a very hard decision first. 

 

Finally, to summarize the year, Andy Hooper and I are on speaking terms again – which is a very 

good thing, and it was unfortunte that we had gotten under each other’s skin in the first place.  It 

looks as though Rob Hansen is on the verge of scanning the first edition of The Enchanted 
Duplicator, so that the complete collection of every printed edition will finally be available on 

eFanzines.  I am on the verge of writing my 100
th

 article for Drink Tank – which may or may not 

also be the last.  Graeme Cameron has made me “Best Canadian Fanwriter” for 2011, back to 

back with being “Best Canadian Fanartist” the year before.  (I wonder what I’ll be Best Canadian 

for next year? Can I trade it for a FAAn?)  I was actually nominated for an Aurora this year – the 

first time in the history of the award … which boggles the mind.  The pin looks nice next to the 

Hugo pins, actually – though I have no place to wear such things.  And my disabillity tribunal is 

looming closer.  If all goes well, perhaps 2013 will be a more prosperous year for me. 

 

It could hardly be less. 
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They say that the sign of a good writer is that he (or she) can write at length about absolutely 

nothing, yet so entertain the reader that he doesn’t notice that he’s been bamboozled. 

 

I suppose there’s some truth to that.  Myself, I’ve always preferred to have a topic in mind, along 

with ancillary facts and conclusions that pave the way from my opening remarks to final closing 

wisecracks.  But as I have no topic at the moment, I’m thrown upon the less tangible resources of 

improvisation. 

 

So suppose you follow me through a typical day, and we’ll see if any ideas turn up? 

 

To start with, much as I hate going to bed, I love to sleep in.  I may begin my day at virtually any 

hour from dawn to dawn.  There isn’t much ceremony to arising, either.  Rolling out of bed, I push 

the cat off before she starts rubbing against my side.  Strangely enough, for someone who loves 

having a cat, I can’t stand all that affection.  Once vertical, I head for the bathroom.  The cat wants to 

be fed right away, but I listen to my bladder instead.  After flushing, I swallow a fistful of pills for a 

battery of complaints.  Then I schlep twenty feet into the kitchen to put coffee on.  I like to grind 

fresh beans, but lately I’ve been unable to get to the part of town where the farmer’s markets are, so 

I’ve been buying President’s Choice ground coffee instead.  It’s decent, reasonably priced and 

available widely.  I still have to grind it, though, since the claim that it’s finely ground is laughable.  

Medium is more accurate.   The coffee maker is basic, but it does the job. 

 

(No ideas so far.) 

 

About every other day, I have to make bread.  This is not the arcane accomplishment it seems, since 

I use a bread machine that does all the work.  I pour oil and water into the bucket, add various 

amounts of sugar, milk powder and salt that I have memorized, add 3-1/3 cups of flour (white, 

whole, rye or mixed), then top it all off with a small amount of granulated yeast.  I press the “on” 

switch, then –  3 ½ hours later – I have fresh bread.  Almost every time.  Now and then the dough 

fails to rise, for reasons that are impossible to guess, and I end up with a heavy, rubbery, bagel-like 

lump the size of a small cantaloupe.  I slice, fry and eat it all the same.  Most often, however, there’s 

no problem, so I slice off the rounded upper end – the traditional “heel” of the bread – then right 

away eat it hot, with cold margarine.  Nothing like fresh-baked bread – straight out of a machine, the 

way Nature intended! 

 

Usually my coffee pot is full by the time I finish loading the bread maker.  I pour a cup, add a sachet 

of Equal and head for the computer. 

 

(Nothing that looks like an idea there, either.) 

 

Once the system boots up, time comes to a stop. 

 

Now and then, the clock begins ticking again so that I can get up from the keyboard and fill my 

coffee cup.  I usually make some sort of brunch after a couple of hours, too.  I make sandwiches with 

No-Name cold cuts, Yellow Label tuna or the local brand of corned beef.  Until recently, corned beef 
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was cheap, though lately it’s becoming as expensive as a good cut of pork.  What’s with that, 

anyway?  Is that the “global scarcity” that we’ve been warned about for half my life?  Well, it sucks, 

so stop it!  If I’m out of bread and still waiting for the bread maker, I may prepare Basmati Rice 

instead of sandwiches.  I’ve three recipes – a pseudo-Spanish with chili powder, paprika, cumin, 

anise seed, basil, garlic and onion; a routine curry and plain rice with marg.  Now and then, when 

there are eggs, I may fry up a toasted egg sandwich. 

 

Once I’m back at the keyboard, time stops again.  Most days, I tend to my mail, check on groups like 

DeviantArt and FaceBook that I belong to, download a small number of online comics and then read 

the news.  I may decide to play music in the CD drive, but only if I’m in the mood.  The least 
amount of time this modest agenda takes is three hours … but should I find anything of interest to 

absorb my attention, I can easily spend twice that long. 

 

(Still not much go on for a subject.) 

 

On those occasions that I do find an idea, though, It’s not uncommon for me to write a short article, 

1000 or 1500 words, in a single day. 

 

However, it’s usually getting a little late by the time I finish my daily chores online.  Reluctantly, I 

put my good intentions for the day off until tomorrow.   

 

Every day I wake up meaning to do some drawing.   It’s rare, though, that I go offline and shut down 

the system while there’s still plenty of time to pick up my drawing board to make lines on paper.  As 

I grow older, it seems that the likelihood I’ll do any drawing dwindles ever smaller … along with my 

desire to draw.  It isn’t that I’d not like to see finished art in front of me, but the long, patient process 

of creating it has become more than I can endure, I think.  Also, the decisions begin to overwhelm 

me.  A background or no background?  Black here, or not?  A broken camera on the floor, or a left-

over TV dinner?   They’re all good choices, but I can only pick one – unless I want to do the same 

art more than once. 

 

Assuming I have time enough left for some drawing, my usual practice is to throw on a DVD.  I 

have hundreds of used disks, a significant portion of them animated features and cartoon series such 

as The Simpsons, Futurama, Duckman, The Venture Brothers, Powerpuff Girls, Batman and so on.  I 

also have a wide choice of sitcoms, ranging from the inane (Gilligan’s Island) to the sublime 

(WKRP).  More often, I’ll play a movie.  Ever since I was a child, I’ve had to have something on the 

television while I drew, as though working with my hands didn’t use enough of my brain to keep me 

fully occupied.  Another possibility is that TV is as close to human company as I usually have for 

days on end.  In a way, TV is better than having actual company.  Unlike real people – who get huffy 

if you ignore them when they talk to you – I can listen to TV or tune it out, as I please. 

 

(Slender pickings for an article.) 

 

Sooner or later, I notice that I’m tired, or the sun has come up, indicating the end of a long day.  I 

feed the cat again, clean the litter box, feed myself some dinner, then read in my bed until I’m sleepy 

enough to turn off the light.  But … what’s this? 

 

Although I’ve found nothing to write about, I’ve just spent well over a thousand words in the search. 
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It appears that what they say about the ability of a good writer to entertain his readers regardless of 

content is true – to be perfectly honest, I don’t think I’ve said a single thing, from beginning to end, 

to interest anyone.�
               

                                                                                �
 

It had gotten so difficult for me to get to SFContario that, when November rolled around and it was 

time for the third year’s con, I had decided not to attend.  My plans were thwarted, however, by the 

announcement that Chris Garcia was the Fan Guest of Honour in 2012.  I had always wanted an 

opportunity to spend some time with Chris, since both times I’ve met him it was impossible to make 

him sit still long enough to talk to.  So, I went to SFC anyway, despite expecting to have a 

thoroughly miserable time. 

 

In fact, I did have a thoroughly miserable time … but it was the travel to and from the convention 

that was the source of it.  Two hours each way, with three connections.  By day the traffic getting 

downtown was impossible.  The driver actually warned the passengers, still quite some distance 

from the subway entrance, that progress would be so slow that we might prefer to get out and walk 

the rest of the way!  

 

The next day, a would-be passenger tried to board the car with an invalid transfer.  The driver told 

him to leave the car, but the passenger refused to leave.  A radio call to the supervisor brought a 

further warning over the loud-speaker system, but the passenger still refused to leave.  Finally, he 

was threatened with arrest by the police, but … without result.  So the police had to be called.  We 

other passengers were transferred to the car behind, since the one we were in would have to be taken 

out of service while the cops wrestled with their arrest … but still, until the first car moved, we 

weren’t going anywhere.  This added another 30 minutes in getting to the con.  All over a $3 fare.   
 

Going home on Saturday night, I had to wait on the street for all three connections, adding up to 

about an hour in the drizzle and dark as 3 a.m. approached.  The last leg passed a stretch of 

nightclubs, filling the car with happy young men and women in various stages of intoxication, also 

on their ways home.  The driver had to repeatedly remind the crowd not to stand on the rear door 

steps, or else the streetcar wouldn’t start.  By then I was suffering extreme back pain back from 

sitting on hard seats … so much so I began to wonder if I hadn’t developed another kidney stone 

after 30 blissful years without one.  I got home sometime after 3.30 a.m. 

 

All in all, I spent one hour in transit for every one I was at the con. 
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Under the circumstances, I think you’ll understand why I skipped Sunday.  Anyway, people 

customarily leave early Sunday, and all I was likely to miss was the dead dog.  Compared to the 

prospect of a long sleep, and no public transit torment, there was no doubt in my mind I made the 

right decision. 

 

For the first two years, I felt SFContario was a little too small and maybe a bit poky, but this year I 

enjoyed myself virtually every moment.  Whether that’s entirely because the con had reached critical 

mass or not, I’m not sure.  Partly, I may just have been in a more receptive mood.  But I felt 

welcomed from the start, recognized more faces and found more things to say to them.  I ran into 

one of those welcome faces almost immediately.  Jon was one of the guests of the con, and it was the 

first chance in many, many years to catch up since we had last seen each another.  I had arrived late 

enough to miss all the programming, thankfully, and could ease into partying mode right away.   

 

Saturday was much the same.  I arrived late, in spite of trying to arrive earlier.  But among other 

delays, that day there was a police incident on the streetcar.  I barely walked into the con in time for 

my scheduled program event at 6. 

 

The panel was on fanzines and fanzine writing, and the other participants were Chris Garcia (the 

moderator), Neil Jamieson-Williams and myself.  Colin Hinz joined us late, after the panel began.  

The audience wasn’t large, but it was attentive and friendly, which is half the battle.  When I posted 

photos on Facebook that night, I described Chris as “The Wild Man of Fandom” -- which is too self-

evident to need explanation.  Neil I described as the “Punk Academic of Fandom,” which does need 

explanation.  Neil is a sociologist who feels a duty to describe fandom to itself in a way that would 

make his fellow academics happy, using words like “matriliteral,”  “polyfrenetic,” and “diverse 

etherealcentrism,” which mean little more than we already know about ourselves but sound vastly 

more educated.  But he also publishes a fanzine using a type font that literally cannot be read, and 

consciously rejects any illustration or layout tricks that would make the experience of reading Swill 
more pleasurable – a “punk” attitude if ever there was one.  I captioned myself in the photo as 

“Supreme Being of Fandom,” a truism you need not question.  Since Colin came late, he wasn’t in 

the shot and has no caption. 

 

I thought the panel was more successful than most I’ve been on.  We seemed to know what we 

wanted to say, said it, didn’t repeat each other, and avoided name-calling and fisticuffs throughout.  

Afterward, the audience had a few questions that we did our best to answer. 

 

Someone else will have to write about the other programming.  I believe there was some.  Arriving 

as late as I did, I never saw the art show or dealers’ room either, though the program book assures 

me that SFContario had one of each.  For me, it was once again party time.   

 

Highlights among the parties were the Detroit NASFiC bid, the Kansas City in 2016 and Spokane in 

2015 Worldcon bids, the birthday bash for Yvonne Penney and the festivities in Robert J. Sawyer’s 

room (both nights).  Also notable, but not for everyone, was the Mike Glicksohn Memorial Poker 

Game.  I found Chris Garcia, David Clink (a poet), Carolyn Clink (rob Sawyer’s wife) and several 

others deeply immersed in their poker faces when I arrived to take a picture.  Okay … in reality they 

were laughing and gesticulating like madmen, and I didn’t see a poker face among them. 

 

For me, the highlight of the con was Saturday night, when I bought a funny hat from the Kansas City  
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bid people.  It was a dapper little number in black and pinstripes, just like Sammy Davis Jr. used to 

wear, and was supposed to remind one of gangsters of the 1920s.  It was too modern for that – real 

gangsters in the Roaring ‘20s wore snap-brimmed Fedoras, or even Derbies.  I was able to convince 

myself I wouldn’t look too silly in one, though, and since I had sold a small number of my CD-

ROMs, I felt I could afford an extravagance that weekend.   

 

Also, Diane Lacey had brought my Hugo pin to give me.  At last, I had all eleven! 

 

This year Geri Sullivan ran the con suite and was present almost around the clock.  She did step out 

at least once, and when she returned I collapsed at her feet and whimpered something like “Where 

were you, I had to fill the coffee machine with water myself …” which she seemed to find 

excruciatingly funny for some reason.  Geri had bought about 6 flavours of gourmet potato chips and 

a Canadian cheese to put out.  There was hot pulled pork, candies and soft drinks as well, keeping 

everyone well fed.  Unlike some cons I remember, there didn’t seem to be a mass exodus from the 

hotel around dinner time of fans, leaving a few broke unfortunates or alienated loners behind.  This 

was a good thing, as I am both kinds of fan. 

 

I don’t want to appear wildly optimistic, but having had a surprisingly good time at SFContario 3, I 

may have to consider returning next year …  The guests will be Seanan McGuire (author), Dave 

Kyle (fan) and Chandler Davis (science).  Dates are November 29 to December first.  

 

http://sfcontario.ca 
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