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  Do you dream of gracing the silver screen? 
Or directing the next hot Netflix series? Or 
even fetching some coffee for the guy or gal 
directing said series? Well pack your bags! It’s 
time to head down to Hollywood, right? Not so 
fast, doofus! Why jet set all the way down there 
when Alberta has a burgeoning film industry 
right here in our own backyards! Don’t believe 
me? Well, Scott Lepp is living proof. An Alberta 
native and a product of Vancouver Film School, 
Lepp soon found his way back to his home 
province and cut his professional teeth on the 

set of Heartland - a little old Canadian show 
that has been on the air for a minute or two. 
Before he knew it, he was head hunted by the 
fine folks at Prairie Dog Film & Television and 
became a pivotal part of a booming industry.

  “The Alberta film industry is having a bit of a 
revolution right now.” Lepp states as he refer-
ences COVID issues down South and recent 
relaxed government regulations here in Alberta 
as catalysts for the explosion. “It’s never been 
better in my career here. Now’s the time! The 
only issue is that it’s so busy that we’re having 
trouble finding people to work!” So if you’re 
looking for a change or a chance to work in an 
exciting industry, you’re going to wanna slide 
in Prairie Dog’s DMs stat! But, BRD, I can’t act 
nor can I operate one of those fancy cameras! 
Well, don’t get all grumpy; outfits like Prairie 
Dog can train you up to speed and set you on 
your new path. Even Lepp, himself, didn’t re-
alize the epicness of the Alberta Film Industry 
before he went off to school. 

  “I didn’t even know there was an industry in 
Alberta when I moved to Vancouver. That’s 
how naive I was,” Lepp laughs as he ponders 
his own ignorance at the time. “I didn’t know 
that Legends of the Fall, Brokeback Moun-
tain, Open Range, and Rat Race and all these 

great movies were done here.” By the time he 
completed his education, it became clear that 
his skill set would be best served in a produc-
er role. But what exactly does that mean? “A 
producer is just a glorified project manager,” 
quips Lepp. “We’re in charge of everything 
and you just make sure that everything hap-
pens on time and on budget!” So basically, 
you gotta be thinking 5 steps ahead so the 
director, actors, and everyone else can simply 
focus on the task at hand!

 And there can be no doubts that Lepp has 
certainly kept it together. With his first feature 
film, Ice Blue, already under his belt, he plans 
to produce his sophomore effort in Nova 
Scotia this Summer - a film entitled Hailey 
Rose. And oh, did we mention he’s also the 
executive producer of APTN’s Tribal - a drama 
focusing on First Nation’s crime stories? Yeah, 
the dude keeps busy! And he doesn’t horde 
his trade secrets either! “The easiest way to 
get involved is to start following industry ac-
counts on Twitter, Instagram, and Facebook.” 
And if you’re ready to work, you’re gonna have 
to join a union. But Lepp has some bad news 
for you Edmontonians - “Calgary’s where 
everything happens. That’s where you wanna 
be!” Well, at least you still have the Oilers!
-JH

A QUANTUM LEPP

What’s kickin’ chickens,

  The matrix returns! The Toyota variety. There’s 
been a hint of warmth in the air which means 
I’ve ditched renting and back to vehicle 
dwelling and boy oh boy it has already been a 
ride. Being that we live in a place that refuses 
to stick to one weather pattern, I decided to 
go the route of kitting the vehicle out with a 
diesel heater to make it through the tail end of 

the chill and manage colder nights along with 
a few adjustments to the current set up for 
ease. A luxury really, my stove slides out the 
back now! 
  
  I had also planned to leave for Penticton 
for a bit before the craziness of tourist town 
summer returns, the same place that stands 
pretty high for the best spots to pee with a 
view, so warm weather was in the works. 
I left my home behind and joined in on the 
#vanlife to simplify the amount of vehicles 
headed that way and snuck a ride back with 
a few folks leaving early. Weather? Amazing. 
People? Too cool. Climbing? Harder than I 
remember. I’m a little out of practice being 
the first time back on rock for the season, but 
boy was it lovely to wrestle some pebbles in 
the sun. 
  
  After a week of becoming desert stained 
and smelling much like firewood, chalk, and 
lake water, it was a very sad goodbye and 
a slow return to Canmore, just in time for a 
bitter snow storm of a welcome back. That 
and actually rocking without a home. I wish 
to have had more fun and exciting news, 
although I went into this knowing vehicle-liv-
ing would come with its challenges, and not 

just fighting the passive aggression from old 
suburban ladies who have it out for climbers. 
Long story short, the kerosene used for the 
heater had leaked and pooled in the matrix 
and has made it quite unliveable...incapable of 
driving even. It fricken sucks! 

  But I’m also not here to try and make how I 
live seem glamorous by any means. So, my 
current state, actually couch surfing while I 
research how to remove fumes and sticky 
kerosene from metal, upholstery and all sorts 
of varied belongings. Not exactly my favourite 
to-do list, but a necessary one if there’s any 
hope of sticking it out for another summer 
romping around the backcountry. 

  Another tick to enjoying the suffer-fest I’ve 
created for myself. And I know it may not 
seem obvious because there’s no tone to 
these little blurbs I throw in here, but I swear 
it’s all in good fun, eventually. Maybe a 
potential re-location? Seems like we’re in for 
another wonky year, just enough time to 
continue to question what the heck it is I’m 
doing.

Stay hydrated!



The Sexiest Video Game Character

  I’ve talked about the best boy Repede, I’ve 
talked about the Mad Dog Majima, I’ve even 
talked about the anime boy that gives me 
PTSD, Yozora. But now, let’s talk about HIM. 
The tallest, coolest, thiccest, sexiest man in 
all of fiction. The man who gets your clothes 
to drop, makes you sweat till you need a mop, 
and causes your dick to pop. The man who 
has so much thicc he has his own gravitational 
pull. The man who sends the entire internet in 
a frenzy whenever he is shown. The one, the 
only, THE WEEG! He may be Player 2 in the 
games, but he’s Number 1 where it counts. 
Luigi is raw sex appeal the character. Between 
his gorgeous ‘stache that puts Tom Selleck to 
shame, his absolute dump truck rear, and his 
god-tier package, The L Man has got it going 
on, and I’m not the only one who thinks so.

  In 2018, Luigi was shown off in his Mario 
Tennis Aces gear, and the whole world took 
note of his Racket (if ya know what I mean). It 
was not long before the internet did the math 
and figured Luigi was the Milton Berle of the 
Mushroom Kingdom. But alright, clearly Luigi 
got enough package to put Amazon outta 
business, but that only matters if you know 
how to use it. Hoo boy does the Weeg know 
how to handle his hose.

  Play any Luigi’s Mansion game (they all rule 
and some were made by a Canadian studio), 
and you’ll see a Luigi rocking a horse-sized 
hose like a champ. Which is important for 
him as he’s the man equivalent of Seabiscuit. 
Speaking of Luigi’s Mansion, when Luigi gets 
spooped by the ghosts and ghouls in the 
mansion, he gives his pipes a workout and 
hoo boy, you could drown in the collective 
sploosh everyone lets loose after listening to 
that scared, sultry, squeal!

  All of that is good enough, but that doesn’t 
even include what this boy can do. He can fill 
his stomach like Kirby and gain insane levels 
of thicc. His mustache has the elasticity of a 
rubber band. He has mad hops that could put 
every Nike sponsor to shame (and he has the 
skills to pay the bills as well). He can throw 
a fiery fastball that you got no chance of 
hitting deep. When you anger him behind the 
wheel, he can give you the look that’ll make 
your heart melt or give you a death stare to 

send fearful shivers down your spine. Hell, in 
Smash Bros he can even propel himself side-
ways and stick into walls, at no cost because 
his body is as rock hard as I am just thinking 
about him. Luigi is ALL MAN.

  Luigi Is just the ultimate man. He has no 
shortcomings. He can do anything, and any-
one, perfectly well. He don’t need no phony 
abs, vanity muscles, or some pansy-ass 
hairdo to win over someone. He just exudes 
sexy to such a high level it should be illegal. It 
just ain’t fair when you think about it, you and 
I will NEVER compare to Luigi. We’ll never 
reach his level. He is, LUIGI, and he’s gonna 
Wahoo on your grave after he steals yo’ love 
and ruins yo’ life!
-PV

Look at this absolute icon. And then, go 
ahead and change your pants because 

WOW!

1. Rational Anthem- Nine inch nailed it
2. School Damage - I seen you in the obits
3. Samiam - Regret
4. The Offsailors - Tickets to ride
5. Boltergeist- Glory daze
6. Professional Againsters - I don’t belong
7. The Bad Ups - Bob villain
8. Primetime Failure - Home
9. Screeching Weasel - Bleed through me
10. The Good the Bad and the Zugly - Nowhere to go

www.deviantart.com/lanerx



  Battle of Alberta bus ride? You’re telling me 
that for $150 you get transportation to and 
from the game, nosebleed seats, free beer 
and appetizers at the host bar before depar-
ture and free booze on the bus!?!?  A better 
deal is unheard of and I found a few buddies 
who were interested.

  Piling 40 Flames and Oilers fans on one bus 
with as much booze as you could stomach 
might seem like a bad idea but the ride to the 
game went rather smoothly because the term 
“Free beer” seemed to draw the focus off the 
rivalry. Something about being able to double 
fist a Smirnoff ice and a Kokanee without the 
exchange of cash makes one think to him/
herself “Let’s get to guzzling” and guzzle we 
did! Quite amazing how much booze can be 
consumed in an hour and a half bus ride and 
garbage bags of empties were piled in the 
back.

  Arriving at the arena, a large number of 
passengers seemed to have partaken a little 
too excessively, as a couple streams of vomit 
splashed on the cement coupled with barbaric 
cheering and profanities as we made our way 
to the entrance. Security did not welcome us 
with open arms and promptly turned away a 
handful of people, including one of my friends 
who was wobbling around like Boppo the 
clown and could no longer speak English.The 
bus driver remained on the bus so at least they 
had somewhere to go and more free booze. 
I guess they got to listen to the game on the 
radio anyways.

  Our seats presented an explanation for the 
small price tag as you could practically bump 
your head on the arena ceiling if you stood up. 
The beer continued to flow along with chirping 
back and forth as the teams exchanged goals. 
Another friend got the boot in the first intermis-
sion. Apparently he staggered through a crowd 
and into some security guards on his way to 
the pizza hut kiosk. My brother and I made it to 
the 2nd intermission where we got into a phys-
ical altercation with some Flames fans in the 
line up to the bathroom. The security guards 
said we could stay and finish the game if we 
stopped drinking.... we agreed and immediate-
ly walked around to the other side of the arena 
and grabbed a couple beers from a different 
vendor. Convinced we pulled a fast one on se-
curity, we laughed and drank like we were the 
smartest drunk dudes in the place. When we 
arrived back at our seats security was waiting 

for us and quickly confiscated our beer and es-
corted us to the exit. Who knew they used their 
radios to communicate with each other?

  The bus was bumping when we got back and 
still lots of booze to be had. We finished the 
game on the radio and the Oilers won 8-2 so 
it was a celebration. We heckled the Flames 
fans, all in good fun, and continued partying. 
At this point, everyone was full to the eyebrows 
with the liquor and you could almost hear 
the sloshing of everyone’s insides as the bus 
bounced down the highway. The bus driver, for 
some reason, refused to stop on the high-
way for a much needed bathroom break until 
about 20 people started threatening to relieve 
themselves on the bus at which point he pulled 
over and everyone piled out and lined the ditch 
for a much needed release. Unfortunately, that 
drew the attention of a highway patrol officer 
he pulled over and a few people were still mid 
stream. He threatened to give everyone tickets 
but decided to be a nice guy and let it go. 

  The host bar was not as fortunate. Appar-
ently they chose not to buy a liquor license for 
the bus and were hit with a large fine in the 
thousands from what I’ve heard. I guess there’s 
no point to this story- just a fond memory of 
the things we took for granted before all this 
lockdown nonsense crept into our existence. 
Here’s to hoping life will carry on with our free-
dom restored. Cheers and stay safe. 

  Bring on the sunshine, bring on the 
heat. I’d be doing tae kwon do shirtless in 
the bush just like Patrick Swayze in Road 
House if I could, but I don’t know how to do 
tae kwon do. I would like to know how. This 
whole health situation has been terrible for 
those of us who are trying to get deeper 
into martial arts, because that’s the kind 
of discipline where there is absolutely no 
substitute for doing it. It’s about the red-hot 
close-range action and that demands a lot of 
heavy breathing and sweating in somebody 

else’s personal space. It’s probably the least 
social-distance-able activity there is, besides 
the obvious...you know, CPR.     

  Since there haven’t been many strangers 
who are down with me breathing on them 
anymore, I’ve pretty much iced my kickbox-
ing practice for over twelve months. This has 
obviously left me with a lot of spare time. How 
have I spent this spare time? Drinking quarts 
of Dayquil and marathoning Kevin Costner 
movies? No, of course not. I haven’t seen 
a Kevin Costner movie for ages. I like them 
though, they’re memorable, like that time 
when he gets sucked up by a tornado in 
Prince of Thieves, or that time he rides a 
jetski through a sea battle in Dances With 
Wolves. Wait...maybe that was Keifer Suther-
land. But yeah, I’ve caught up on other 
movies. I watched The Birds the other day, 
which was kind of relatable, I got attacked by 
a starling one time at summer camp.

  I went to summer camp once, only once. I 
didn’t like it, just like I didn’t like school. The 
difference was that my parents couldn’t send 
me to camp again, unlike school where they 

didn’t really have a choice. I think I was there 
for a week or maybe more, but I can barely 
remember it. My favourite memory from it is 
that one day they got everyone in the camp to 
go out onto the lake in a fleet of thirty canoes 
and we had a giant war, flipping each other’s 
canoes over until only one remained float-
ing. That was great. If we’d done that every 
day for a week, that camp would’ve been one 
hundred times better.  

  Maybe you’re thinking that I had a lot of 
juvenile aggression that just needed to be let 
out in a useful way. Maybe you’re thinking 
that I’m still like that. Maybe you don’t know 
anything, that’s what I’m going with. So it’s 
back to the movie collection. One perk about 
being grown up, nobody can tell you to turn 
down the volume, or that you can’t make six 
pounds of chicken fingers to eat while you 
watch the Indiana Jones trilogy. Yeah, I said 
TRILOGY. You know, chicken fingers remind 
me of a rainy night in Spokane, Washington, 
when I walked into a diner and ordered some 
chicken fingers.  I asked for plum sauce 
on the side. They’d never heard of plum 
sauce. Can you believe that?



Awful Movie Reviews
Words by Pert

  What happens when a producer decides to 
promote a DP to direct an extremely 
hurried sequel to a surprise summer hit? 
What happens when that same producer 
promotes himself to writer and the script 
is so horrible only two of the stars from the 
original film are slow-witted enough to return? 
What happens when the production of a 
movie is relying heavily on CG characters and 
locations then runs out of cash for special 
effects?  What happens when I find a copy of 
this movie at the local Sally Anne for less than 
99 cents?  All questions will be answered my 
kittens as we share the pain and bewilder-
ment of watching…….

Mortal Kombat Annihilation

  The realization of how problematic this 
production is hits you like a metric tonne of 
bricks. Within the first few seconds of the 
start of the film I wanted to drink and drug 
myself into oblivion. The aesthetic is extreme-
ly dark with a blue hue. I assume done to help 

hide some of the worst CG effects ever 
released on the big screen.  You can actu-
ally see parts of characters bodies cut out 
and missing when they were trying to key 
out the blue screen. The character Sheeva 
is actually killed off by having a large cage 
fall on her halfway through the picture only 
because they ran out of money to animate 
her 4 arms.  Some backgrounds are ani-
mated then some are just static pictures 
of people or clouds. the jarring abhorrent 
visuals taking a viewer completely out of 
what little story there is.

  Every choice made is a terrible one. 
The terrible acting, the terrible script, the 
terrible effects, and the fact they killed 
off the best character in the series, nut 
punchin’ Johnny Cage, in the first five 
minutes.  The continuity is butchered. One 
scene knightwolf tells Liu Kang he must 
pass three tests to learn his animality. 
Afterward he passes one test and that’s 
good enough.  Also, you see a Character 
killed in one scene, and then I assume he 
was resurrected by the MK elder gods in 
an unrevealed scene just to be killed again 
in a later scene. One character is later 
on revealed to be evil and the audience 

can tell because she now has huge pointy 
evil eyebrows. The lesson here kiddies is 
all people with big eyebrows are evil and 
must be stopped immediately by any means 
necessary.  Apparently they did do a rough 
first edit and showed it to a test audience 
who loved it so much that the production 
company said “You know what my fellow fat 
cats. This movie is testing so well why pay 
for a complete edit and clean up these ef-
fects and story continuity errors. Why I ask, 
why waste the cash when we can simply 
put it on our pockets to buy our expensive 
cheeses and large silk lined hats. What say 
you fellows?”

  I could ramble for pages about the abom-
inable problems with this talking picture. 
People front flipping into frame from another 
dimension, the use of stock footage, Liu 
Kang literally fighting a camera, Jax and 
Sonya jumping away from a low res gif of an 
explosion. It’s an endless list of what not to 
do in a motion picture. Don’t watch it. Ever! I 
give it 54 flips.

Best line in the movie; Raiden: I am proud 
to die... a mortal.

LIVE ON FACEBOOK
EVERY WEDNESDAY

AT 8 PM MT



Artist Spotlight

  Is there storytelling in the craft of paint-
ing? Gordon Klaassen believes there is. “Sto-
rytelling and painting are all together...they are 
definitely entwined. Every painting is telling 
a story of some kind.”  Even in the simplest 
painting, “you are trying to create a mood, and 
it’s not hard to put yourself in that landscape in 
some manner, and make your own story within 
there.”  

  Originally from Manitoba and a household of 
seven siblings, Klaassen moved out when he 
was 17 and spent the next forty years “slug-
ging away in the mines” (as he puts it) working 
in cabinetry and architectural millwork. He 
always recognized his artistic side, but it was 
not until after he retired that he decided to fully 
commit himself to artwork. He began by in-
vesting a solid year working on his fundamen-
tals (practicing techniques from The Natural 

Way to Draw by Kimon Nicolaïdes), working 
on it for three hours each day. The results 
were dramatic. Keep in mind that he began 
his art career in 2016 and take a good look at 
his creations. The result is truly amazing and 
a tribute to the power of daily investment in 
oneself. This isn’t some motivational fluff: the 
proof is right there to see, and it should be very 
encouraging to anyone who wants to develop 
their artistry.  

  His personal style defies a simple label. “It’s 
not your traditional portraiture, it’s not land-
scape, it’s not abstract, I’m not sure where it 
fits - it’s highly imaginative,” he observes. For 
him, the key is allowing his imagination to run 
free. On his use of watercolours, Klaassen 
explains: “Mine is quite controlled and quite 
detailed. What I like about it is, it’s great for 
blending colours and flowing from one to 
another and showing the light, it has kind of a 
luminosity and a life to it I really like. It shines 
through.”

  Klaassen sees himself as the servant of his 
projects, literally. “The paintings have de-
mands,” he says. “In some way, it is quite 
the master.  I serve the painting. This painting 
wants something, and I need to give...what it 
wants.” He has a unique perspective on inspi-
ration: when the spark of a creative idea strikes 
him, he imagines that somehow, somewhere, 
the finished creation already exists in its fin-
ished state, and is compelling him forward to 
meet it.  This intuition encourages him to keep 
going, bridging the gap between the empty 
canvas and the final work.

  While working on a project he eventually 
titled The Endless, he felt an impulse to 
include an elephant. He resisted this impulse 
at first, telling himself: “That makes no 
sense, that’s just silly, why would there be an 
elephant on there?” He tried to carry on, but 
the idea kept coming back. “At one point I 
actually sketched it on there,” he confesses, 
before erasing it and dismissing the idea 
once again. And then...he redrew it. Ulti-
mately, the final decision did not feel like 
it was his to make. “That elephant worked 
hard to get on there!  It insisted.”

  In one of the strange contradictions of art, 
he’s occasionally found himself disliking 
a painting more and more as he nears its 
completion, so that by the time he com-
pletes it, he doesn’t even want to look at it 
anymore. Yet, a week later he’ll walk by and 
stop in his tracks at the sight of it, thinking: 
“I wish I could do something like that!” It’s 
almost a test of will, discipline versus 
emotion, where the art rewards the perse-
verance.  

  Check out our conversation with Gordon 
on BRD’s Artist Highlight podcast, coming 
this May on Spotify and Soundcloud! (See 
brutalrealitydigest.com for details.) See 
Gordon’s work on Facebook (Gordklaasse-
nart) and Instagram (@gordklaassen), at A+ 
Art Gallery and Unique Collections on 49th 
Street downtown, and at the Kiwanis Art 
Gallery.  
-S.O

Punk Pup of the month

Name: Little Lu, Li’l Luce, Lucy goosey, or sometimes just Lucy 

Interests: Food, I’m a pug! 
Walks on the beach. I like to kick the dust up. 

Dislikes: My feline sister Skye likes to pick on me... can’t say I’m a fan of her swatting my back. 

Favourite album: Nirvana, Nevermind. (I have an old soul) 

Words of wisdom: Guilty looks at dinner time. Works every time.
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Hi there, my name is Tracy.Hi there, my name is Tracy.  I am a Psychic Medium / SpiritWoman in Red Deer, Alberta.  I have been focused on exploring and exercising my 
abilities since 2007 and providing professional readings and energy work since 2014.  I work directly through energy when communicating with 
Spirit, occasionally using cards.
It is always an honor to provide these services for people, to work with a person’s Spirit Team, and to help assist individuals while they move 
forward on their personal journeys.
General Reading 1 Hour ($110)General Reading 1 Hour ($110)
Your personal strengths and challenges are explored, how they help and/ or impede your journey, what needs your immediate attention, what 
can be done to optimize your situation, with some time at the end to ask a few questions.  Every now and then passed loved ones, including pets, 
will pop in to pass messages and I always give them the mic and floor as the priority.
General or Three Question Reading as an email ($35)General or Three Question Reading as an email ($35)
This reading is a condensed version of the 1 Hour General Reading without the questions, or it can be done as a three-question reading.
Passed Loved Ones Reading over the ($110)Passed Loved Ones Reading over the ($110)
This is where we knock on the doors across the veil to see if our loved ones want 
to have a chat with us.
***Bonus Reading******Bonus Reading***
Sacred Seeker 45 Minutes ($75)
With this reading we explore a past life that holds a message for you here in your 
current life, what helps and what hinders and what can be done to move you 
forward. 
Sacred Seeker as an email ($35)Sacred Seeker as an email ($35)
This is a condensed version of the 45 Minute reading.
If you would like to book a reading for the month of May and want to learn how 
you can easily save $10 on one of the $110 readings make sure to send the code: 
BRD29 with your message.  Have an Excellent Month Happy People.


