
Turning the Century
As usual, I am behind the 

times. What better moment to 
reveal, than a new year of the 
21st Century, that I have ret-
rogressed even further back 
to an era before the turn of 
the 20th Century. It is a time 
without television and radio 

and pulp and SF magazines, all 
vestiges of our popular culture in which I choose to 
revel.

Gazing at the late 19th Century through the sci-
entific romance and extraordinary voyage literature 
of the day with the filter of our ever-present and 
overwhelming technological change is disconcert-
ing. Takes the smug right off my face. Captain Nemo 
points out to me we are making the existence of 
whales impossible and polluting the seas that sustain 
him. The Baltimore Gun Club as described by a witty 
Jules Verne, who is a constant source of surprise, is 
the embodiment of the legacy of “crazy gun” in the 
USA. The Time Traveller, or so we shall refer to him, 
shows us the consequences of “the rich shall inherit 
the earth.” All you 1% Eloi may end up a gnawed 
bone on the dinner table of a Morlock.

It is not the vision or the predictive accuracy that 
impresses me but in all that time we paid so little at-
tention. I am not going to bang the drum anymore in 
this article. Science Fiction is predictive and caution-
ary and wrong as much as it is right. It cannot, by its 
very nature, be otherwise. Is there a Verne or Wells 
out there right now? Most likely not, for many of the 
same reasons there is not an Einstein. Not because 
that person is not bright enough or creative enough, 
but because they are lost in the large mass of our un-
curated knowledge. Access to everything is some-

thing that I appreciate every day, but the din is worse 
than the opposing team calling a play at the home 
team’s football game. Possibly as savage as well.

I am an optimist. I feel like we will dig our way 
out of this welter of confusion. If you don’t, I will. 
I have come to realize that ignorance of the past is a 
mistake. I realize personally I must explore and live 
with the times that came before my own existence. I 
am not stating the probable truth, those who do not 
learn from the past will continue to make the same 
mistakes. What is disturbing is that those same mis-
takes bubble up disguised in a new and fresh mantle 
of ignorance. Clearly, there is a lot of devastating, 
dangerous, past opinion. I am saying there is also a 
wealth of knowledge and understanding. The future 
and the past are in the present. Grappling with both 
is important. Time travel? Perhaps.

What will survive in our future? Hard to know or 
predict. I am sure the result will be a matter of inter-
esting serendipity and amusing irony.
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Monthly Meeting Minutes
by William Blake Hall, Secretary

December 12, 2015
It took the final meeting of 2015 a while to realize that 

the library had ripped out the overhead projector.  Such 
ripping had been done neatly, with ends tied off, but we 
had taken the projector for granted for so long that its ab-
sence was startling, and perhaps not noticed right away 
partly because Joe’s neck was hurting very badly, enough 
to convince him to skip the party.

Joe is sounding very busy for next year: speaking at 
some July 22nd event (a week before ours) called Pulp-
fest, and giving classes in March on the history of science 
fiction.  He confirmed that we’ll be in the children’s sec-
tion on the last Saturday in February and the second (i.e., 
the regular) Saturday of March and April.  (Also, this just 
in – Joe is to be married on October 1, at a place yet to 
be determined.)  On the local authors front, Timons Esa-
ias has a poetry collection due out as a book in January 
from Concrete Wolf Press, Larry Ivkovich is putting the 
final touches on his Warriors of the Light, and Mary Soon 
Lee, of course, has published three poems and gotten five 
more accepted, plus she read us one.  Eric Davin told us 
about how Andre Norton, originally setting out to write 
spy stories or historical adventures, made her first plunge 
into science fiction while inspired by A Princess of Mars 
and the work of A. Merritt.  Our new Triangulation theme 
is “Beneath the Surface,” and at present we’re hoping to 
balance its tone with “light” SF that has a bit of a Twilight 
Zone flavor.

Our speaker, Mike Arnzen, won the raffle, which 
raised $17 and netted Mike a biography of Tiptree.  
(Weirdly, the story of this raffle continues into my report 
on the party.)  It must also be noted that one newcomer 
was a swift-witted young woman named Tarsis, evidently 
in honor of the hometown of St. Paul, an association she 
seemed not to enjoy.  When she explained that her name 
was spelled with an I, and not at all as proper “Tarsus,” 
one of us noted the similarity to TARDIS, and for my part 
I noted the similarity to Hebrew Tarshish, meaning “star.”  
Luckily for us, she was able to make it to the party as well.

Mike has been a local (specifically, Seton Hill Uni-
versity) fixture for years now, devoted to horror, and win-
ning four Stoker Awards along the way.  His topic was 
“The Uncanny Valley,” that disorientation we feel often 
known as deja vu.  I offered the idea “I recognize it – and 
I have no idea why.”  He said this is known in German 
as “das Unheimliche,” for “the unhomelike.”  (He also 
said the Unheimliche Maneuver is when you try to make 
someone choke, and if you know Mike then you know 
this is rather typically Arnzenian humor.)  He went into 
the idea of the double, a theme explored by Dostoevsky 
and Joseph Conrad, and the doppelganger.  Asking us for 

examples, Poe and Twain got mentioned, while I noted 
Orphan Black.  He also noted the concept of the severed 
hand, still moving by what appears to be its own power.

As I said, the projector was gone, but Mike had au-
diovisual content, so we were stuck leaning forward to get 
a good look at the screen of his laptop.  As he began to 
talk about figures regularly appearing in commercials be-
ing essentially surreal, I blurted out that Sprite once made 
a “Sun Fizz” commercial – which is exactly what Mike 
showed us, twice in fact.

For anyone who has not seen “Sun Fizz,” it stands the 
ancient gimmick of the cheery chatty brand name mascot 
on its head.  A mom shows her kids that she brought back 
Sun Fizz from the store and sets it on the kitchen counter, 
at which point the anthropomorphic cartoon sun figure on 
the box pops out in 3D form and starts talking about how 
great the drink is.  The kids freeze for a moment, then 
scream their heads off – because, c’mon, if a tiny 3D car-
toon figure suddenly appeared and started talking to you, 
you would freak out and run for the hills, which is pretty 
much what that family tries to do.  (I rank this ad right 
up against Minute Maid Orange Juice’s “Whoa, Robert 
Loggia!”  But I digress.)

The subject moved on to clowns, monsters, and ro-
bots, all as weird eerie reflections of ourselves.  We were 
shown how in Japan, robots are being made ever more 
humanoid so as to function socially in the role of caregiv-
er.  (We also noted the human response to mere fragments 
of such robots, such as the one-armed legless torso of the 
original Terminator which keeps crawling after Sarah 
Connor.)  Roboticist Masahiro Mori notes how human af-
finity tends to turn to revulsion as the robot seems to try 
too hard to pass for human.  Mary Soon Lee also noted the 
case of human seeming like robots, as with prosthetics.

A robot isn’t even necessary to study human response.  
The movie The Polar Express gave us a chance to un-
derstand how an audience feels creeped out by an eerie 
computer-generated likeness of Tom Hanks, as opposed 
to simply Tom Hanks himself.  Such response may be 
rooted in a recognition of the sick and the dead as people 
to be shunned, the better to assure our own survival.  One 
of the strengths of science fiction is how it encourages us 
to empathize with the “unhuman,” and thereby perhaps 
those of us who just seem a bit off.  As he was wrapping 
up, Mike also briefly touched upon the seeming threat of 
something rising up to equal us, which to my mind re-
called everything from Planet of the Apes to an original 
Outer Limits episode in which a bee rather magically be-
comes a human.

Mike had a lot of material left untouched, because 
there was a lot of interaction (hopefully thought-provok-
ing) with us – and I submit that he could sequelize his 
presentation.  However, we did have to wrap up, if only 
because there was a Christmas party to get to.
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Book Reviews
by Mary Soon Lee

A Song for Arbonne by Guy Gavriel Kay
The settings for Guy Gavriel Kay’s fantasies meticulously draw on historical roots and weave them into something 

new. Other books of his have dealt with ancient China, the Vikings, and Byzantium. A Song for Arbonne takes medieval 
France/Provence and the troubadour tradition for inspiration, and creates a magnificent tale with fantasy elements. 
There is an artifice to Kay’s writing style that might be jarring if it were executed less well, but which Kay has mastered 
and which suits this story. And the story ranges from tragedy, atrocity, assassination, and battle, to love, poetry, and 
heroism. The heroes are quite wonderful--perhaps a little unbelievably so, but I like them that way. The villains are ap-
palling, and there are strong, likable and varied women. I first read this novel in the 1990s, and re-reading it now, I still 
enjoyed it tremendously.  5 out of 5 stars.

 A Stranger in Olondria  by  Sofia Samatar
This is a lyrical, beautifully-written fantasy with many smaller stories contained within the larger tale. A major 

theme is the significance of books and of reading, and, in particular, there are two paragraphs that describe the expe-
rience of coming to the end of a book that are quite wonderful. Yet the prose is so lyrical that I was often aware of the 
wording rather than falling into the story itself. Also, for a large part of the book, the first-person narrator didn’t care 
enough about anyone else for me to care about him. Had I liked the narrator throughout, I would have loved the book. 
As it is, I liked it and I admire the writing.  3 out of 5 stars .

 Alif the Unseen  by G. Willow Wilson
A fantasy novel with a contemporary urban Arabian setting that combines computer hacking and jinns in an un-

likely but mostly successful blend. The book also contains romance elements that were, likewise, mostly successful. I 
liked Alif, the young protagonist well enough, and liked several of the secondary characters more, including Vikram 
and Sheikh Bilal. I found the software technobabble a little unconvincing and the book may be in need of a little tight-
ening, but I enjoyed it.  3 out of 5 stars .

 The King’s Blood  by  Daniel Abraham
This is the second book in Abraham’s The Dragon and the Coin fantasy quintet. I found this entertaining, but rarely 

gripping. My feelings toward several of the POV characters are ambivalent, and I think I would have been more firmly 
hooked had I either loved or hated those characters. As it was, I was interested rather than concerned about their fate. 
My favorite POV character remains Marcus Wester.   3 out of 5 stars .

Flesh and Spirit  by  Carol Berg
The first book of a fantasy duology by Carol Berg. I particularly liked the self-deprecating narrator, but also appreci-

ated the dark doomsday atmosphere and the depiction of magic. I did wish that the secondary characters played a more 
sustained role, several of them being either intriguing or likable or both. The book ends mid-adventure, and I   bought 
the sequel on Kindle  immediately  so that I c ould  keep reading.   3 out of 5 stars .

 Breath and Bone by Carol Berg
The concluding book of the fantasy duology that began with Flesh and Spirit. As with the first book, I very much 

liked Valen, the narrator. The secondary characters continued to interest me (Prince Osriel the most) and they seemed 
better integrated into the story this time. The ending, while not unanticipated in its essentials, proved satisfying. I note 
that both books venture past dark fantasy into gruesome fantasy at times. 4 out of 5 stars.

Christmas Party 2015
by Bill Hall

Noted author Larry Ivkovich very kindly provided me with a ride to and from the Christmas party, and it was a bit of an 
ongoing education trying to figure out a route that had not been shut down.  I could not help but note the giant (inflatable) 
winged dragon with glowing red eyes out on Greg’s lawn, which I took as the equivalent of a public sign saying “Science 
fiction event right here.”  (Evidently it was left over from Halloween but can serve other uses.)  Guests and darkness began 
to gather more or less simultaneously.  I had, as I always do, brought Eat’n Park pies, a lemon meringue and an Oreo creme, 
and those vanished rather quickly.  That morning I also discovered the existence of lemon Oreos, so I brought those as well.

Some favorites returned, such as the more or less Swedish meatballs.  After a while Greg was able to get his beef stew 
going.  Though they got slightly squooshed in transit, I was thankful that Sarah brought her deviled eggs.  Reliable Mark 

continued on page 5



Heidi Ruby Miller’s Uncanny Interview
with

Michael A. Arnzen
I’ve known Mike Arnzen for a long time and al-

ways suspected there was something a little different 
about him, something a little…uncanny. After his pre-
sentation at the December meeting and this interview, 
I’m convinced it’s totally true.

WHO are you to think you can write about the 
uncanny?

A madman, I suppose!  I studied this topic during 
my PhD work in English at the University of Oregon, 
where I learned that Sigmund Freud is far more theo-
retical and complex than I ever realized, and where I 
discovered that BOTH psychologists like Freud AND 
literary philosophers like Jacques Derrida had been 
grappling with the phenomena of the uncanny for a 
hundred years...but no one had really been talking about it very much as an element of popular culture.  It’s everywhere in 
the horror genre, but no one was really explaining why.  So I wrote my dissertation on the subject!

WHAT exactly is the uncanny?
It’s a fuzzy word, because we use it to describe an indescribable feeling. Most people compare this feeling to “creepi-

ness” or “deja vu” -- so most scholars refer to the uncanny as a sense of “strange familiarity” (or the opposite: the famil-
iar-made-strange).  But it is not just used for surprising moments of synchronicity or unexpected repetitions -- it is at root 
an attempt to grapple with subtle feelings of dread and paranoia, where it feels like our presumptions about reality are really 
only half-truths or our rational mind is faulty in accounting for the world in some palpable way.  

I have been researching the use of the term in psychoanalytic history. Freud most famously applied it (in an article called, 
“Das Unheimliche,” where he set out to explain why some of the arts disturb us) to formulate a theory of “the return of the 
repressed”:  that is, the feeling of the uncanny really relates to a moment where an unconscious desire that we should not 
have (usually a childish one that we’ve outgrown or “surmounted”)  has breached its bindings and entered into our conscious, 
waking minds, causing a conflict we can’t quite understand.  So, in a sense, the uncanny is like a waking dream, felt like a 
nightmare, that we scramble to try to explain, and end up turning to the supernatural to try to pin it down.  Quick example: 
a doll might creep us out, because when we were children we might have genuinely believed that dolls were alive (like imag-
inary friends); when we’re older, we know they’re just cotton and plastic, but the eyes might creep us out...things like that, 
which end up codified in horror fiction -- doppelgangers (evil twins, or doubles), especially.

WHEN did the uncanny start to become popular?
Horror stories have always held popular appeal, because we’re always fascinated by fear, death and the unknown, and the 

uncanny brings these fascinations and insecurities to life.  But my study of the uncanny looks at how the icons of the double 
and so forth rose to prominence along with the rise of the “mass market” in commercial culture as well as how it has grown 
in power, mostly through the recording and reproduction “magic” of media technology.

WHERE can we find the popular uncanny?
Everywhere! It cuts across all media, from books and poems to 3D movies and robotic toys.  But this is part of my thesis, 

actually:  that the uncanny is really often a primitive belief that invests technology with “magical” properties.
The Popular Uncanny is also the name of a weblog I keep at gorelets.com/uncanny.  And it will also be a book very soon, 

coming out next season from Guide Dog Books!  The book is not a reprint of the blog postings, but rather a revision of my 
doctoral dissertation, outlining my thoughts about all this in relation to literary theory.  So it’s a pretty heady book, rife with 
philosophy and cultural research...but all of it serves to give me a tool to analyze and interpret some strange things that are 
out there that we take for granted.  Like the history of Doublemint Gum advertising. Sounds banal, but when you look at the 
whole “double-double your pleasure” campaign -- with its use of “twins” -- through the lens of uncanny theory, it is eye-open-
ing!  And of course I’m also very interested in that classic icon of the uncanny, the robot that seems to be “alive,” too. This is 
really the most prevalent manifestation of it today; android science and computer game enthusiasts alike probably know all 
about the “uncanny valley” -- the theory that the closer a robot or artificial character gets to appearing human and real, the 
more inhuman or deadly it strikes us as being.  This is a big part of what I am examining as well.
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WHY should we care about the uncanny, popular or not?
The uncanny has been becoming more and more “popular” in academic circles, as a way to explain the weirdness of 

everyday life...so I think the issues I raise in it need to be out there. 
But I think we instinctively do care about it when we experience it.  When we feel the uncanny we are stunned with un-

certainty, intrigued by the puzzlement of experiencing the disconnect between familiarity and unfamiliarity.  The creepiness 
of it can lead to a paranoid feeling that makes us wonder.  And while paranoia is neurotic, it can also be a good thing for cul-
ture to do a “double take” once in a while; I’d like to think that if we focus on instances of the uncanny, we might be answering 
a call from within ourselves to reconsider our popular assumptions -- maybe even to challenge them and “rewrite” the rules 
of the proverbial game in a positive way.

On the other hand, there can also often be a mildly conservative or even dangerously reactionary impulse at play when 
people respond to the uncanny.  It can generate a desire to master or “control” the very feelings it conjures.  Often that desire 
engages in a process of “demonizing” the cause of it as something “monstrous” rather than acknowledging that the feeling 
speaks to something unstable from within.  Freud, treating all this as unconscious, said that the uncanny was “the return of 
the repressed” and when that “return” happens, triggering the dread of the uncanny, suddenly our mind sweeps in and wishes 
to contain or repress the cause of it all over again.  

HOW do we recognize the uncanny in everyday life?
One key element of my thesis in the book I’m developing on the popular uncanny is that advertisers, for instance, ma-

nipulate us all the time by unleashing the uncanny and triggering this desire.  Advertisers promise that their products can 
“magically” quench our desires or almost supernaturally solve our problems.  They use the tropes of the uncanny to make us 
“believe” in their power -- which is really commodity fetishism. I want to look not only at how advertisers do this, but also 
how works of popular entertainment make us do these double-takes and fetishes and try to understand the belief systems 
that underpin them.  

The uncanny has some standard embodiments -- like dolls and doubles and deja vu -- and once you are aware of them, 
you begin to see the uncanny everywhere.  I can’t get through one hour of TV without being bombarded with commercials 
that include doughboys that speak (like Golems), bunnies that “keep going and going and going” (like immortal zombies), 
and human dolls (like that creepy guy in the Burger King mask)!  And that’s just during the breaks, while watching a show 
that might involve robots, monsters or warlocks. And even when the content isn’t “uncanny” there is a sense of uncanny mag-
ic everywhere in media technology.  This, too, is central to understanding the popular uncanny:  the medium is not only the 
message, as McLuhan famously said. The medium is also a magician.  It makes static images “come to life” and resurrects the 
dead actors, sets and more from the past.  The Uncanny is everywhere in everyday life... and the problem is that we’ve grown 
so accustomed to it, we might be living in a dream more than living awake.  My hope is to raise consciousness by confronting 
the creepy and talking about what gives it power.
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Stewart brought his towering chocolate cake and his chili.  There was fudge, there was wine ... there was a good selection.
There was one odd bit of business still left over from the meeting.  After the raffle, President Joe, knowing I was keen 

on getting to the party, handed me the raffle money and said to give it to Greg.  Truth to tell, I stuck it in my shirt pocket and 
forgot about it until shortly before I left, so I very nearly wound up absconding with it, but I did get it to Greg.  I also asked 
Greg how the election was going, and he confessed to not having made up ballots.  Since no one could recall if any post was 
contested, I guess we all know who will do what – still, I found it a little odd for us to pretty much have no election.  (Also, 
if anyone cares, I’ve just completed my ninth year as Secretary and am embarking upon my tenth.)  However, Greg did 
remind me that I owed our library Trevor Hoyle’s The Last Gasp, which I’ve really only read a little of.  I tell you, you’ve 
got to stay on your toes in this ... consortium.

The house got a bit hot, but thanks to our unusually warm December we were able to spread out onto the porch and cool 
off.  Greg noted that Ann Cecil’s place, right across from him, is still unoccupied.  (For that matter, there’s a “for sale” sign 
in front of his own place, but he seems confident that there will be no sale anytime soon.)  The conversation moved on to 
the ConCom, and Greg noted that we really do need an new incoming generation to start taking over our roles and duties.  
Such new blood could, for example, help us to get social media up and going to lure, er, to attract new members.

I’d call it a successful party.  We ate well, we were more or less comfortable, there was gab galore, and we even got to 
touch on substantive topics.  And the dragon remained very polite.

Party continued from page 3



Movie Reviews
by Bill Hall

Rey-Run:  The Force Awakens
For my opening line on the seventh Star Wars movie, 

I defer to a Facebook comment by our own Kenneth B. 
Chiacchia: “The new one is easily better than any of the 
prequels.”  That pretty well sums it up.  Walking out of this, 
I felt a satisfaction reaching back to Return of the Jedi.

Sadly, there is also truth in the Joni Mitchell lyric “You 
don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone.”  Had I known 
the prequels were coming, I might have cherished Return 
a little better.  Disney wants a Star Wars movie every year, 
starting next December with a prequel called Rogue One.  
I hope they’re good.  All I know is that Awakens would 
make a perfect farewell to all this.

In many respects, this is a rerun of New Hope.  Gal-
axy-shaking information entrusted to cute droid: check.  
Evil guy in black mask and matching cape desperately 
seeking droid: check.  Earnest lone youngster eking out 
living on backwater desert world only to get swept up in 
saga: check.  Evil superweapon that needs to be exploded 
by resistance X-wing fighters: check.  I did start out my 
viewing experience feeling a lot of “Aw, not again!”

However, there are twists.  In what I take as a tribute 
to Robert Duvall’s character THX-1138, in the movie of 
that name, getting nicknamed Tex, we meet John Boye-
ga as storm trooper (not to mention former sanitation 
worker)  FN-2187, but we will come to know him better 
as Finn.  He makes a moral break with his profession, so 
swift and clean that it begs to be better detailed.  It falls to 
him, of all people, to complete a crucial mission as the Re-
sistance must now fight yet another immense enemy, the 
First Order.  Poe Dameron (the crazy-mad talented Oscar 
Isaac, who’s showing up everywhere – and whose best sci-
ence fiction movie is still Ex Machina) has Finn go look 
for a cute droid holding onto a secret map leading to Luke 
Skywalker.  Sound kind of familiar?  I did have to wonder 
at this.  Since when is Luke Skywalker a static target, like a 
buried treasure?  Is he now a shut-in?  Only by the end did 
I decide this was somewhat clever.  On the planet Jakku, 
Finn discovers the droid BB-8 in the company of young 
scavenger Rey (Daisy Ridley).  (Finn, Rey – is it just me, 
or are these names ... fishy?)

Suddenly things start looking awfully familiar.  Is that 
... yes, it’s the Millennium Falcon.  Then Han Solo and 
Chewbacca show up – with Harrison Ford looking and 
sounding positively rejuvenated.  In some of his last mov-
ies – Firewall, Crystal Skull, 42, Ender’s Game – I thought 
he began to resemble some gruff harried frump scream-
ing at kids to get off his lawn.  Ye gawdz, I should look 
so good at 73!  Anyhow, after they spend some time in a 
place strongly reminiscent of that old Mos Eisley bar, Rey 
finds Luke Skywalker’s lightsaber, and before long they’re 

off dealing with some gigantic spherical-looking weapon, 
this time called a Starkiller Base.

Once again, sound kind of familiar?  Awakens is not 
so much unoriginal as anti-original.  Yet I feel that’s by 
design more than simple sloth, because the real objective 
seems to be to inject Finn and Rey into something like 
New Hope and transform it into something interactive, a 
fan’s very own private dream come true.  If, for example, 
you always wondered if a storm trooper could switch sides 
and help the rebels, Finn permits you to explore that.

The real journey, however, is Rey’s.  Lucas didn’t ap-
preciate it at first, heaping so much Joseph Campbell upon 
the character of Luke, but it quickly turned out that the 
hero audiences responded to the most was Han Solo.  Like 
Fonzie upstaging Richie Cunningham, Luke may have 
been the go-to hero, but Han was the cool one – and make 
no mistake, as she commands the Millennium Falcon with 
Chewbacca at her side, Rey for all intents and purposes 
becomes Han Solo, and isn’t that what so many of us have 
always wanted?  So what we have here is a kind of ultimate 
interactive fan fiction, with Finn and Rey permitting us to 
vicariously live the adventure.  As that, Awakens is shock-
ingly successful, recalling much of the joy and sheer zip of 
the first trilogy.

As story ... as story, problems on the horizon do I see.  
This script plays minor homage to favorite characters but 
can’t really fulfill them.  I greatly appreciated the fleeting 
character of Maz Kanata (voice of Lupita Nyong’o – say 
what you will about her role in 12 Years a Slave, but her 
voice commands attention), gently worldly-wise in a way 
recalling Yoda – but not Yoda Maz is.  At the very begin-
ning we get to see Max Von Sydow, lending stature worthy 
of Obi-wan, but suddenly Von Sydow vanishes, perhaps 
to go play a game of chess with Death.  We do get Carrie 
Fisher back as General Leia, but she seems to be around 
mainly to smile at Han and hug him, which I suppose isn’t 
a bad gig.  Most troubling of all, Awakens feels compelled 
to offer up a supreme sacrifice, which I think goes to the 
very heart of the survivability of this franchise.  Can it pass 
the James Bond test?  Let’s face it, if Connery could be 
the only Bond ever, of all time, then those movies would 
have died out long ago.  Just as surely as there must be a 
new Bond, or Doctor Who – or roster of Parsec ConCom 
members, for that matter – so there must be a next gener-
ation which can sustain this cosmos on their own merits.  
Finn and Rey make great fan avatars, but how vested am I 
in them?  That, I don’t know.

It also doesn’t help that this cosmos remains bound to 
its cartoonishly simplistic Zoroastro-Manichaeo-Bogomil 
Duality Is All thesis.  As my ride, Commentator Francis 
Graham, asked in perplexity: “Where is the gray side?”  
And while it is very nice to see that Rey is Force-sensi-
tive, her conspicuous lack of surname leads me to worry: 
another Skywalker?  Haven’t we had enough of these peo-

6



ple?  Sure, it was nice to have Luke – but we got Anakin 
in the bargain!  (And why do Han and Leia need to be 
afflicted with such a bad son?)  For that matter, I don’t 
trust this Force.  Light, dark, good, bad, back, forth – this 
is all as clueless and arbitrary as Harvey “Two-Face” Dent 
flipping his scratched coin.  It’s no way to run a galaxy.  
As dismayed as I am by the proliferation of comic book 
superhero movies, I have to concede that even the Marvel 
cosmos wrestles with far more complex issues.  Star Wars 
needs to grow up.

Finally – why is the Force awakening?  I thought it 
was supposed to be on the go-go-go 24-7, binding the uni-
verse together and all that jazz.  Did the Force get tired?  
Did it take a nap?  (Perhaps it was the Sabbath.)  The title 
makes more sense to me if the Force is not itself waking 
up, but reaching out into a new generation and awakening 
in them new hope and energy.  That too ties in with fan 
fantasy, as kids wonder “Mom, Dad, what’s the big deal 
about those Star Wars movies you went to see a million 
years ago?”  Perhaps this can be a chance for the children 
of the original fans to begin to understand all the fuss.  So 
cherish this moment, crystallize it in your memory – just 
in case, once more, it never gets this good again.

Capitol Punishment:
The Hunger Games, Mockingjay Part 2
James Bond has taken the whole hall of mirrors motif 

to its ultimate, making Spectre all about the ghosts rattling 
around in the Daniel Craig Bond’s life and heaping them 
upon Christoph Waltz in the role of no less than Blofeld, 
who just happens to be also a kind of long lost foster 
brother to Bond.  (Shades of Austin Powers, if you ask me, 
with Dr. Evil turning out to be Austin’s long lost brother 
Dougie Powers.)  The Matrix stood very nicely on its own, 
then seemed to simply become bigger and louder with 
each repetition.  With Bond looking to one last Craig proj-
ect and then beyond, and the Siblings Wachowski possi-
bly suffering a nervous breakdown, such franchises may 
do well to analyze the evolution – evolution: how often 
that word gets abused, and so inappropriately – of these 
Hunger Games movies, which genuinely mature while still 
maintaining their basic continuity: unite against the Cap-
itol, kill Snow.  While some movies dally endlessly in the 
self-referential, Mock 2 (as I think of this) not only mocks 
such vanity but holds it to a series of interesting tests, the 
result being that Mock 2 is not merely a satisfying conclu-
sion but a crowning achievement.

Somewhere between Joan of Arc, William Tell, and 
Sergeant York lies Katniss Everdeen, and in the code of 
modern movie making such weighty responsibility means 
she’s pretty much forbidden to ever crack a smile.  Of 
course, J-Law is the master at keeping sullen fury inter-
esting, but luckily other characters get to smile – with 
weariness, irony, even bloodlust.  This movie is fascinat-

ing simply as an exercise in salvaging its footage of Philip 
Seymour Hoffman.  Sadly, its most beautiful writing must 
fall to a letter from Plutarch, Hoffman’s character, read at 
length by someone else, and while Woody Harrelson as 
Haymitch makes a noble go of it, it can never be the same.  
There should have been more of Hoffman, and yet there is 
more or less enough.

It’s all coming down to Katniss versus Snow – or is 
it?  Is it truly Snow that Katniss contends against, or the 
very idea of despotism?  These movies walk an interesting 
tightrope: refusing to commit to any one clear political 
position, yet vying for a smidgen of political sophistica-
tion.  It’s a perversely grownup take on Oz, its Emerald 
City intimidating in its rambling Fascist architecture, its 
Wizard the ultimate Wicked Witch, and no ruby slippers 
in sight.

Things did get particularly weird when, out of no-
where, this movie channeled Aliens.  It was scary and 
rousing, to be sure, but I could only think “Can anyone 
please explain this!?”  It felt a little too neatly ramped-up 
and choreographed, yet it did remind me that this is after 
all not a parallel present but a future, and what’s a dystopia 
without an inventive hellscape?

By movie’s end I came to appreciate all over again that 
trouper who is Julianne Moore.  Quite a body of work: 
Clarice Starling – always in the shadow of Jodie Foster, but 
solid in her own right – Sarah Palin, and now Alma Coin.  
In fiction someone like Katniss must do the hard and dirty 
work, but in Hollywood, it is Moore.  Mock 2 proves to be 
worthy of Moore’s commitment.
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Brief Bios
Marian O’Hearn & Leslie Perri

by Eric Leif Davin
“Marian O’Hearn” (Anita Allen) (?-?):  She was 

married to James Perley Hughes, a prolific writer for 
pulp magazines of various genres.  Likewise, O’Hearn 
wrote in various pulp genres, such as the detective story, 
but primarily Western romances for Ranch Romances.  
Her short story, “Soldiers of the Black Goat,” for John 
W. Campbell’s Unknown (January, 1940), was later ex-
panded into a novel the same year.  

“Leslie Perri” (Doris Baumgardt) (c.1920-1970):  
“Leslie Perri” was the fan name of Doris Baumgardt.  
She and Brooklynite Rosalind Cohen (later long-time 
editor of puzzle magazines for Dell) joined the Futurian 
science fiction club in December, 1938.  They are thus 
thought to be the earliest female members of this fa-
mous New York club.  (Others of the earliest female Fu-
turians were Elsie Balter, who married Futurian Donald 
Wollheim, and Jessica Gould, who married Futurian 
Richard Wilson.)  

Perri wrote prolifically for the Futurian fanzines.  
She was also a founding member of the Fantasy Am-
ateur Press Association (FAPA), created by Donald 
Wollheim for fans to exchange fanzines.  Because the 
Futurians threatened to disrupt the proceedings, Perri 
was one of only five Futurians Sam Moskowitz allowed 
inside the hall at the First World Science Fiction Con-
vention in 1939.  Isaac Asimov, Richard Wilson, David 
Kyle, and Jack Rubinson were the others.

Fellow Futurian Damon Knight described her as, “a 
tall, cool brunette who looked a little like the Dragon 
Lady in ‘Terry and the Pirates’.” She had been the high 
school sweetheart of Futurian Frederik Pohl, who in-
troduced her to the Futurians.  Pohl said she was “strik-
ingly beautiful, and strikingly intelligent, too, in a sulky, 
humorous, deprecatory way...”   Although he first court-
ed her friend, Rosalind Cohen (who married Futurian 
“Dirk Wylie”), Pohl married her in 1940.

In the early 1940s she edited (and mostly wrote) a 
short-lived romance pulp entitled Movie Love Stories.  
According to Richard Wilson, “What she would do 
would be to get stills from the studios, and then she’d 
get a copy of the script and fictionalize it -- turn it into 
a short story or a novelette.”  

As an artist, she also contributed work to Astonish-
ing Stories, a short-lived SF magazine Pohl edited from 
its founding in February, 1940, until September, 1941.  
Another female science fiction artist and author, Dor-
othy LesTina, was also contributing art work to this 

magazine.  Pohl became interested in LesTina and he 
and Perri separated in 1942.  

After Perri divorced Pohl she married Tom Owens, 
an artist and writer.  They had one daughter, Margot.  
When that marriage ended, she married another sci-
ence fiction writer.  This was fellow Futurian Richard 
Wilson, who had previously married Perri’s good friend 
and fellow Futurian, Jessica Gould.  Perri divorced Wil-
son in 1965.  She died of cancer in 1970.

February Meeting
February 27, 2016

Squirrel Hill Branch of Carnegie Library 
1:30 PM

(in the small room off the children’s 
section of the library.)

A long overdue Social Meeting.  No 
structure.  Lots of flapping and yapping. 

Come with an open mind and open 
mouth.

January Meeting
January 9, 2016

Squirrel Hill Branch of Carnegie Library 
1:30 PM

History of Science Fiction, Part 2:  Sci-
entific Romance and Extraordinary 

Voyage.
 by Joe Coluccio

The Concom Is Looking For A 
Few Good Fen

Do you enjoy Confluence?  Would 
you like to help run it?  The con-

com is looking for new members.  
Think you can help?

Talk to Greg Armstrong!


