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Christmas is a helluva thing. It sneaks up onlyjaithe June Taylor Dancers at a state funeral,ya
you somehow never notice until there’s a spike-Blek in your eggnog. | had just e-mailed the last
issue ofBroken Toysvhen | realized that if | wanted the next issuelmfore Christmas, it was already
nearly too late to start! And I still haven't faied work on the Halloween issue!

Truth be told, I've done very little work on it, Yiag been distracted by other chores, includéngken
Toys 33 One unscheduled detour was a final issueost Toys.Number 8 was more or or less to have
been the last, but it turned out that | had a f®@esé ends | wanted to tie up as | left Arnie Katitgtral
apa,TePe So you completist collectors out there shouldvkithatLost Toys 9s now thereal final

issue. A second unplanned demand on my time cémabged on Guy Lillian, who is editing the
program book foSasquanthe Seattle Worldcon next year. He sent outldarafanart relating to the
Hugo award, and | foolishly responded. In retraspledon’t know why | did it. | have stopped gig

a damn about either the Worldcon or the Hugos, lspam | wasting the sweat of my brow on flattering
them in a publication that I've always regarded@sething that goes unnoticed and nobody ever
reads? For too many years, I've been eager fapppertunity to illustrate ... well ..anything! It has
created a bad habit of volunteering, as thougldlahhuge “use me” sign pinned on my back that no
amount of twisting and stretching can reach.

Still, I might have handled all this better if Idvat felt tired a lot of the time of late. It'sdiculous. |
can't even sleep unless | rest in bed for a coapl®urs first, sitting up and letting my mind wandso



that I'm relaxed enough to doze off. At times, tieezessary rest period has stretched dpuohours. |
read, of course, but that has the drawback of hgnidi keep my mind active. And only after | have
rested long enough can | begin a necessary eigins tod real sleep. That this has played havoc migh
daily schedule goes without saying.

But not all distractions over the past
month have been unwelcome. I've had
the final phone conversation about my
Power Chair, and I'm pleased to say that
it will be delivered on Monday, a mere
three days from now. Its arrival will
mark the end of a year-long effort to
have the Ontario Disability Support
Program to agree | was eligible and
recommend my application to the
Ontario government. Then wait longer
until the government approved. That'’s
all over with now, which means that
shortly I will be on wheels. Just in time
to need skis instead... Oh well, I'll be
ready as all hell for next Spring!

I've had a minor affinity for games all my lifeThey didn’t make much of an impression on me when |
was very young — | was an only-child whose familgued often, and made few friends — but | admit to
a certain fascination with games that came and.wéfften | was around 12, my parents went through a
phase of playing Clue or Monopoly with their friendl was never invited to sit in, but kept the rosa

and the markers for decades, finally giving thenayaanly a few weeks ago! When | was in school, |
met a few fellow classmates who were also into ganigut we didn’t play them so muchiasent

them. We spent all our time making up boards anting rules. They tended to be gory fantasies,
where a misstep could lead to falling through alidtrap door into a vat of acid, or cannibals woul

turn you on a spit over a fire. After a while, tigh, the sudden explosions, man-eating plants,
vampires, spring-loaded spikes and other formslofescent Hollywoodesque mayhem grew tiresome.

| remember a few years later, when | was a frestihted science fiction fan, there was a fad going
around Midwest conventions. Fans would sprawlhanfioor, hunching over sheets of graph paper,
consulting Xeroxed sheets of rules and rolling dideater, Dungeons & Dragons would have
commercially printed boards, real cards, professitooking rule books and specialized, 12-sided,
hexadecimal, low-friction, glow-in-the-dark dice numbered in Hebrew if you so desired. But |
remember when D&D was still do-it-yourself.

| had little to do with gaming during the years D&ew into a national pastime. Arcade games, when
they came into fashion, failed to coax the dimes qurarters out of my pocketd?acman, Donkey Kong
andSpace Invadergiere merely an exercise in hand-and-eye coordinatvith no sense of adventure.



Early computer games were somewhat similar, intthey emphasized targeting moving spaceships,
trolls, tanks or lemmings in order to tote up adnggore. The graphics grew consistently more
impressive with time, but the basic idea tendegttoain the same — target practice.

There were a couple of games that caught my imagmahough. Both were adventure games that
were set in imaginative worlds that could only Bplered by solving problems from one end to the
other. Some puzzles were trivial and amusing,retdewnright baffling, but solve them you must. eOn
of the games waBhe Neverhogdvhose stage was a vast, clay landscape of stepabuntains, crazily
constructed bridges, mysterious tunnels, leaniniglibgs and goofy characters who were animated by
stop-motion. The soundtrack was a memorable miiddish folksong and brazen jazz. When |
finally came to the end of the game, and was dfféine choice of restoring “God” to his throne, or
succumbing to evil by taking “His” place, | was igoit was over.

The other game waSircle of Blood: Sword of the Templar# was a more serious, if less visually rich
game, whose backgrounds were reminiscent of thedlags of UPA animation. You played the game
as George Stobbard, a journalist visiting Parisy Wappens to be in the wrong place at the wrong tim
... alot. A clown passes George while he is haemifee in an outdoor café. The clown rushes out of
the café again, seconds before an enormous explasios everything black. George comes to in the
midst of a mystery whose solution he pursues allad Paris, as well as in Spain, Ireland, Syria and
finally Scotland! One must be careful of Guido &glid, though. If they kill you, you are really

killed! The mysterious Templar who had been disgdias the clown-bomber is no less dangerous. But
the real treasures of the game are the offbeaactes you meet along the way. Many are there to
provide clues, but others just to pique your irgere finally battled my way to the end, saving th

world from a hideous conspiracy to use mystic ferieconquer the planet. It took a surprisingrefio
get all the way to the end, figuring my way throughmerous failed attempts not to be sealed alie in
desert cave, or jailed for burglarizing a museurardfquities, but when all was done | felt almast a
though | had done all those things — raced aloaddp of a speeding express train, thrown knives in
seedy Middle Eastern bar, exchanged barbs witkde Feench desk clerk, searched an abandoned
archeological dig in a castle in Ireland for cluesen battered by a goat, chatted with a battyeald

who played piano in a rundowensionand many, many other things.

The game has become almost as much a real memong & some Worldcons.
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7Jim Mowat’s article reminded me of some of my owperiences either entering or leaving Canada.
On one occasion, | was getting off the plane ind¢aver. The official-fellow asked me why | was
entering Canada. | had a momentary urge to rdpgrhe to collect welfare, man.” On second
thought, | realized that wasn’t such a hot ide@stdad, | replied “I'm attending a conference at th

University of British Columbia.” Strangely enoughat was true. Westercon is officially the West
Coast Science Fantasy Conference, and | was aitptitk Westercon.”
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hristmas is coming around again. It does thatyeyear, unsurprisingly. What does catch me off
guard every time, though, is how soon the Holidegs®n arrives. No sooner have we finished the
arguments over whether Thanksgiving is in Novenaoédctober, and whether we ought to celebrate
Columbus’s discovery of America or not, than thawal round of complaints about Christmas begins.

“Oh no, the decorations are going up already!”
“I'll wish people ‘Merry Christmas’ instead of ‘Ssan’s Greetings,’” and if they don't like it, fuckrh!”

And my personal favourite,: “There’s too much materialiswe’ve forgotten the spiritual meaning
behind the holiday.”

Well, maybe the stores and malls do jump the gomite. Putting up the lights and trees to create a
festive mood before December first risks turningnthinto background static that is no more “joyous”
than advertising throughout the rest of the ydtacould be argued that puttng them up any timeigef
December 18 ruins the “specialness” of the holiday.

In recent years, hysterical religionists have gberabsence of “Christ” in several traditional
expressions as a secularist plot to remove thaelifvom their religious holiday. In a responsd tha
short enough for a Hallmark Card, “Bull Shit.” Whkwas a kid, more than 50 years ago, people said
“Happy Holidays,” “Seasons Greetings,” “Merry Chines” or “Joyous Noel” without distinction,
usually followed by “and a Happy New Year.” Nobatgpped to parse exactly what was meant by it.
No one concluded they were short-changed becaasebtlief in the divinity of Jesus wasn’t
acknowledged. What kind of Grinch would mess wihr head like that, anyway?

Similarly, religionists have tried to claim Chrisisias their own by objecting to the commercially-
stimulated materialism of the season. It mustdeeded that Christmas certainly was a religious
holiday once — literally “the mass of Christ.” Buot the last century, the holiday has grown a kgcu
identity as well, which appeals to those of us w@h®not Christians — atheists, Jews and otherss Th
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side of Christmas is wholly materialist? What elsaldit be? Take away our holiday materialism, and
what's left? Hymn. Prayer. The bible. Hell, ewsaying at home with the family and over-indulging
with turkey is a pagan tradition, and no less nialist than ordering in all the pizza you can eat.

Personally, | revel in the material culture thatrsunds Christmas. | love the lights, the treesl the
wrapping paper. | enjoy fretting over what to gebple and wrapping it all up at the last minute.
treasure the hokey, sentimental, insincere holidayies. | even cheer up hearing cheesy songs like
“All I want for Christmas is My Two Front Teeth,The Chipmunk Song,” “White Christmas,”
“Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer,” “Silver BellsGdod King Wenceslas,” “You're a Mean One, Mr.
Grinch” and dozens of others. | draw the line®ié Little Drummer Boy,” though.

But most of all, | used to love lying on the livingom floor with the new Eaton’s catalog, meticidiyu
examining each and every new toy the departmere &ad in stock. | would compare the cap guns and
wind-up cars, or measure one HO train set agamghar, consider the actual-flying-helicopter, even
look at the goalie’s pads and skates briefly befl@@ding that a board game was more to my likiimg.
short order, the sheet of foolscap | was writingrauld fill up. Then I'd start over, eliminatinbe
genuine usable microscope as too expensive, @pitireg-operated rocket launcher as just a whim.
Eventually, | would get my Christmas list down tenanageable length ... and bloat it up again with
books and model kits that | thought of later. #saAours of fun ... almost more fun, in fact, tham th

toys themselves would turn out to be.

| was a little old for that by the time | was 4@tlgot to relive the pleasure of Christmas mornivgen
| was a kid by spending the day with my sistertsifg. Her two boys, Matthew and Michael, tore
through the mountain of gifts under the tree likeoat-of-control Renault through the crowd of
spectators at a French road race. Only a smalbeuof those gifts were from me, but it gave me
pleasure to add what I could.

It was too brief a time, however. The boys grewanf no longer wanted Hot Wheels alarm clocks or
model jet planes, but adult things like power taotsl game boxes that | couldn’t remotely afford to
give. In fact, they are now old enough to havesjo®ne or both have to work on Christmas Day, so
that the family get-together has to be on anothgr d

This shouldn’t really matter, since one day is miiikch another most of the time. But when | celébra
Christmas on the #or 27", I'm at home by myself on Christmas itself, anell fe little blue. This
year, I'll open a couple of presents that came bil,;rand I'll eat the Christmas pudding | have put
aside. | have a cake, too. Maybe I'll buy a leottf sherry if | get the opportunity.

The days remaining before Christmas are few. &het to put up a tree, indeed cannot put up mglusu
tree because it is too big and | can’t decorabefibre total exhaustion forces me to stop. I'vaedid a
tiny, plastic tree for this year that only cost & The tree is under two feet tall, so it shoiilde too
difficult to decorate it — assuming the cheap catston doesn’t collapse under the weight of even a
single string of lights.

While | won’t have a huge pile of gifts under mymaiture tree, I'll have a Big One in the hall. Thst

‘t' has been crossed and the last ‘i’ dotted. Mwpr chair will be delivered on the ®2 If | put a bow
on it, | can pretend it's from Santa.
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But I'm thinking it wouldn’t hurt to revert to a ddhood practice this year. | don’t have an Eason’
catalog and there isn’t a pad of foolscap nexh&keyboard, but | can pretend...

Dear Santa,
Here's what | want for Christmas.

A silver denarius— | saw this at the last coin show. It isn’t jasty old Roman Coin from 2,000 years
ago. This one was minted by Gnaeus Pompeius Juviar was the son of Pompey the Great. His
father had been murdered in Egypt and Julius Caessimopping up the last resistance to his so& rul
of the Roman Empire. One of the last bits to b@ped up was Junior, who was confronted in battle at
Munda, in Spain, in 45 BC. Junior lost and wasssgloently executed, ending the Civil War.

Car 54 Where Are YouPBoth Complete Seasons} This is a landmark situation comedy that ran on
television from 1961 to 1963. It was created by Niken, who had previously creat@&tie Phil Silvers
Show. Car 54tarred Fred Gwynne as officer Francis Muldoom, doe E. Ross as officer Gunther
Toody. For cornball humour, it could sometimesabeazingly funny, even a little surreal. Two of the
cast, Gwynne and Al Lewis, went on to stafflre Munsters.

Grand Marnier — The ligueur made from orange peels and CogNaxt.a small bottle. Not krge
bottle. A HUGE bottle.Cointreau would do as well.

An Indoor Grill — something to do hamburgers or a steak on tregrdomean standing out on the
balcony in the snow. | used to have a tiny eledtiibachi, but the coil burned out and that was.tha
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A Couch —Anyone who has sat on my present couch knows tietdss comfortable that a stack of
riveted boilerplate. The one | have is a heavg reith a cast-iron folding bed inside. The custsi@are
shot, the material threadbare and the corners bardnd wood by years of cats sharpening their €law
on them. I no longer expect to need a foldout Bedyhat I'm looking for is a simple wooden frame
that is light enough to move, and permits storaggetneath. Somethirigeaish.

The Completelnvader Zim (Two Seasons} One of the most outrageous adult cartoon seviess e
made. Zim is the shortest Irkon from a planet wheur position in the hierarchy is determined lsole
by height. Zim, however, has an ego entirely dutlace for his miserable stature and is a congtaint
the ass for The Almighty Tallest. So Zim is sentite most obscure and undesirable planet known,
under the impression that he is being dispatcheshaslvance scout for an invasion. In realitg, jii'st
a ploy to get rid of him. That planet is the Eartaturally.

8-Inch Figures of Hockey Players- These sports figures made by McFarlane Toysugrerb, and
while | don’t watch NHL hockey, they evoke pangsostalgia for the days of the Original Six, when
the game was always on TV and the Leafs were ablert the Stanley Cup. | especially want Phil
Esposito (Bruins), Tony Esposito (Blackhawks), JBefieveau (Habs), Yvan Cournoyer (Habs), Tim
Horton (Leafs) and Frank Mahovlich (Leafs), allrfrdhe 1960s.

1961 Lincoln 1/18 Scale Diecast (by Welly) One of the most elegant classic American cara fmy
youth. Yat Ming’s 1962 Oldsmobile Starfire would & good alternative, as would the 1958 Studebaker
Golden Hawk, also made by Yat Ming.

PS And by Christmas,do mean the 28
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