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Decemeber 2020 Metting Minutes
— Bill Hall - Parsec Secretary

Deadlines

No questions, deadlines are a pain in the dum-de-dum-dum. They do, however, spur you on to complete your work. Or at least be done with it.

It has long been my wish, somewhat unfulfilled, for the members of Parsec to write articles, letters, insignificant posts, intriguing documents, dashing 
diatribes, marveous mangled movie reviews, stellar book crits, you name it (Please) for each month’s Sigma. This month has a bumper crop that I hope you will 
enjoy.

Unfortunately, I must put a cap on the time such wondrous scrivenings can be submitted for their addition to each month’s Sigma.
Yes, a deadline. 

Would it be better if we called it a live line, a direct sparking charge to publication?

I’ve got a problem. I have to compile Sigma each month. It takes time. I like to think that my efforts at layout, mash-up and visual delights are appreciated. 
Even if they are disparaged and derided, I still feel the need to attempt to create a stimulating as well as entertaining rag.

I take upwards of a week. To read. To find pertinent images for mash-up.  To create a cover page.  To layout the various pages. To test and publish. 

If you have something urgent to be included after deadline, first, why did you wait so long, second I will try my best to include it. Problem is, depends on 
when I receive your late flashing information, I may have already laid out everything. There are times when rearrangement is an easy task. If so, most likely the 
hot item of your desire will show up in Sigma. There are times when rearrangement means stripping everything and moving great glops of graphic and text 
information around. Depending on the state of my anxiety or how well I slept last night or the language spell I curse round the house…you get the picture.

FYI
I use Adobe InDesign, which is a wonderful platform with all the quirks of a desktop publishing program, and render to Abobe Acrobat, which has the rest 

of the quirks that are missing from InDesign,  for the final pdf file.

FYE
For your edification, the deadline for inclusion in Sigma is the first Sunday of the Month, so that Sigma can be emailed the Second Sunday to give folks 

enough time to read it by the Third Saturday of the Month - the day of the Parsec Meeting.

Excelsior!

Honest, send something to:
joe@joecoluccio.com
For February 2021
1st Sunday Deadline for submissions -  February 3. 2021
2nd Sunday - Email publication - February 10, 2021
3rd Saturday - Parsec Meeting - February 16, 2021

 The meeting, billed as a “holiday shindig,” of 19 December 2020, saw a total of eighteen attendees by way of Zoom, 
a good crowd even by in-person pre-coronavirus standards, even netting a late (circa 3 PM) appearance by Timons 
Esaias.  Couples became almost thematic as we welcomed Karen Yun-Lutz with Kevin Hayes, Christine Hutson with 
Kevin Geiselman, and Heather Houlahan with Kenneth B. Chiacchia.  (Kate was visible in once and future President 
Joe Coluccio’s screen but elected not to engage.)  We were joined by a Joyce Bevc of the Word (Write or Die) group.  It 
was principally an excuse to loosely talk things over and for each of us to share our ongoing life stories, projects, and 
questions.  I had to duck out before 5 PM but I think I caught most of it.

     Stories for “Triangulation: Habitat” are being accepted by Parsec Ink through 28 February.  While I understand the 
push for “habitat as character,” I tried to get a clearer fix on Diane Turnshek’s “sustainable housing” concept and blurted 
out an  idea of various Peoples: Wind people (wind power), Solar people (solar power), Tide people (tidal power), Earth 
people (geothermal).  Ken Chiacchia has his story “Resonance” available in the “Asteroids!” anthology now available on 
Kindle.  Mary Soon Lee’s “Elemental Haiku” was ranked highly in Locus.

     Timons Esaias misses “write-ins,” where writers are together and tend to subconscioulsy encourage each other to 
spontaneously produce.  (This reminds me a little of old tales of Harlan Ellison sitting in a public storefront window to 
write.)  Joe touched upon the joy of very early SF radio shows with names like “X Minus One” or “Dimension X.”  Diane 
noted that she tends to forget the content of an e-book faster than that of a physical book, that there is something 

about a non-virtual book that reinforces retention.

     The meeting marked the end of Larry Ivkovich’s “emergency” Presidency, which has been appreciated.  The jury seems to be out so far on ever finishing “The 
Phantom Empire.”
   

Cecil vs. Sessile
— Bill Hall     

     “Cecil” is a name which we Americans generally understand as sounding like “sea-sill.”  In Great Britain, however, it is a surname with an esteemed history 
and, because the British always have to do things a little differently, they pronounce it like the word “sessile,” which can be interpreted as “sitting still, not 
moving.”

     “Sessile” is an inadequate description of Parsec co-founder Ann Cecil.  I had occasion to think back on Ann as I looked at old photos from Christmas 
gatherings past.  We of course miss other great bygone Parseckians, such as Phil Klass, better known to the world of science fiction as the great satirist 
William Tenn.  I find it easy to focus on Ann, though, as she left us almost exactly ten years ago on the highly mnemonic date 1/11/11.  I recall her very last 
Christmas party, in 2010, and she was sadly very sessile after all at that gathering, but she seemed to be sustained by an iron determination to get in one last 
party with some bearing of peace and dignity.

     When I recall Ann, I recall someone who strove to be a good host by making sure that every individual got some attention and a chance to interact.  She 
did not want to hold a party just for someone to feel unengaged or alienated by it.  She was a master shepherdess, trying to keep each one of us in Parsec’s 
fold.  This extended to something as simple as her policing of dues, of always making sure that each member was indeed fully paid and up to date.

     Without Ann I might not be contributing these very words.  I have always been and remain a self-confessed cyber-savage, and this extends to my rather 
awkwardly having no camera or microphone to contribute to our Zoom meetings, eventually appearing as a black screen and a disembodied voice over my 
landline.  Yet I realized way back in 2006 that I was in an ideal position to try to act as Secretary, and Ann was highly encouraging.  I will always remember 
one evening when Ann guided me with saintly patience over my phone in how to compose, attach, and send a minutes report.  I would surely have driven a 
lesser teacher mad, but Ann saw me through, and because of that one evening I am now entering my fifteenth year as Secretary.

     I very much hope that the spirit of Ann Cecil has not fled from us, that we are not inclined to write each other off, that we will continue to stand ready to 
give each other the tools we need.  Education is a gamble, based on the hope that all the effort of instruction will pay off when the student is able to perform 
a complex job adequately.  I hope I have been such a student, and I may yet need more patience and guidance in the years ahead, but I also hope that these 
ten years later we are more Cecil than sessile, determined to not merely survive, but thrive.  I suspect that science fiction may be part of whatever power 
winds up saving our world, and to that end I hope that we can encourage new blood and inspire an appropriate enthusiasm.

Parsec Officers

Joe Coluccio (President)
TBD January 16, 2021(Vice President)
William Hall (Secretary)
Greg Armstrong (Treasurer)
Kevin Hayes (Commentator)
Joe Coluccio (SIGMA Editor)
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Triangulation is open for submissions as of December 1, 2020.  We’re looking for outstanding fantasy, science fiction, weird fiction, and speculative horror–
from new and established writers. We are continuing to tackle environmental issues as we did with Triangulation: Dark Skies (about light pollution) and Trian-
gulation: Extinction (about the loss of biodiversity). Tell us a story we won’t forget.

Theme: Triangulation: Habitats. Sustainable habitats, in tune with their surroundings.

Show us places we want to live that never existed or that we don’t know ever existed. Past, present, and future domiciles for humans, aliens, and fantasy crea-
tures.

Ideally, the story plot will hinge on the habitat design. Let us hear about a new way to live, thriving, not merely surviving. What does it mean to live sustain-
ably in outer space, underground, in the sea, floating in the atmosphere?

What does sustainability look like in a fantasy setting? Is the mana running out? Eye of newt getting scarce? Gnomes in the septic system?

Consider an Earthship, a faerie mound, a hobbit house, a generation starship where everything is recycled, a living starship where humans live in symbiosis 
with their environment, a forest city, a treehouse on Yggdrasil.

What will Biosphere 3 look like? A research station on Mars? The first or thirty-first lunar colony?

Flying houses. Tiny houses. Ultrasmart houses. Longhouses. Cave dwellings, cliff dwellings, teepees, igloos, tents, yurts, polystyrene dome homes, sandbag 
homes, straw bale homes.

Moated castles with crenelated battlements, slitted archery windows, double walls, drawbridges, spiral staircases curved to put a right-handed attacker at a 
disadvantage. Spires, minarets, secret passages, dungeons, wells, narrow twisty streets in a surrounding town, so armies can’t march through.

Phase change materials in the walls. Earth tubes. South-facing window walls. Large thermal masses for heating. Greenhouses. Buried root cellars (wine cel-
lars).

Ah, but adding magic in the mix? The hut of Baba Yaga. The treasure cave of Aladdin.

Show us habitats we’ve dreamed about or never even dreamed of. Show us habitats we thought we understood and teach us something new about them.

Submission Requirements

Submissions Open: December 1, 2020

Submissions Close: February 28, 2021

Word Count: We consider fiction up to 5,000 words, but the sweet spot is 3,000. There is no minimum word count. Stories over 5000 words will be rejected 
unread.

Genre: We accept science fiction, fantasy, and horror–and enjoy intelligent blends of the three. Stories without a speculative element will not be considered.

We do not accept unsolicited reprints, multiple submissions, or simultaneous submissions. If we reject a story before the end of the reading period, feel free 
to send another.

We love creative interpretations of our themes, but we do require the stories to be a solid fit.

We run mature content only if we like the story and find the mature content to be integral to it.

Please, no hate-ist stories (or any other -ist), stories with suicide, religious proselytizing or excessive, unwarranted violence. One of the editors is also not a fan 
of guns.

We do not accept fanfic.

Please send a short bio in the cover letter of your submission. We ignore that until and unless we buy your story.

Poetry Guidelines: No minimum or maximum number of lines, but poems of more than 100 lines will have to be extraordinary to find a place in the antholo-
gy. Same Submittable link as prose submissions. Poetry editor: Herb Kauderer

Manuscript Format: Please use industry-standard manuscript format. (For example, https://www.sfwa.org/2005/01/04/manuscript-format/) We’re not testing 
you or trying to make you jump through hoops, but we do want a manuscript that is easy for us to read. We reserve the right to reject a story because it does 
not adhere to our formatting guidelines.

We accept manuscripts in the following formats:

.doc or .docx (MS Word)

.rtf (Rich Text Format — generic document format that most word processors can create)
How We Choose

We are a meritocracy. New authors are as welcome as those with a laundry list of accomplishments. But it’s going to be the story that wins us over. Grab us by 
the lapels, drag us onto that plane, take us for the ride of our lives… but get us back on the ground safely and home in time for dinner.

We aim to read submissions as they are received. If a story doesn’t work for us, we reject it. If we think the story has great potential but isn’t quite there yet, we 
request a rewrite. The ones we love the most, we hold on to for further consideration. Next, the stories fight it out amongst themselves until we have our final 
lineup. At which time, final acceptances are sent out. It’s sort of like Enter the Dragon, but without the nunchucks. When a story is accepted, the changes we 
suggest will typically be minor and/or cosmetic.

Response: Final decisions are made by April 30.

Eligibility: All writers, including those who are known or related to the editorial staff, can submit to Triangulation. That doesn’t mean they’ll necessarily get in, 
but we are happy to consider their work.

If Your Story Is Accepted

Prose Compensation: We pay 3¢ per word. Payment will be either via PayPal or check.

Poetry Compensation: We pay 25 cents per line. Payment will be either via PayPal or check. $5 minimum payout.

Rights: We purchase North American serial rights, Spanish language rights, audio and electronic rights for the downloadable version(s). All subsidiary rights 
released upon publication.

How to Submit

Electronic submissions make our lives easier. Please upload your story via Submittable. If this is your first time using Submittable, you will need to create an 
account with them. Don’t worry, it’s free.

Good luck!

John Thompson and Diane Turnshek (prose editors)
and Herb Kauderer (poetry editor):

Triangulation is an annual short fiction anthology produced by Parsec Ink, Parsec’s publishing wing. We publish 
science fiction, fantasy, horror and any other speculative fiction that catches the editor’s fancy. Since 2003, we have 
had a new theme each year. We pay for the work we select and issues are available online at places like Amazon.
com and Barnes & Noble. We are a small press known to produce a quality product.

Triangulation: Habitats 
— Submissions

https://parsecink.submittable.com/submit
https://www.amazon.com/John-Thompson/e/B0111K7MV2/ref=dp_byline_cont_pop_ebooks_1
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/1946491.Diane_Turnshek
https://www.herbkauderer.com/


Sigma January 2021 Page 4

How I Became an Editor
— John Thompson

	 There are three things I’ve loved as far back as I can remember: food, cats, and music. None of these required any effort on my part. My parents 
put food in front of me. Cats came to me for attention. Music came to me from the portable record players of my teenaged cousins. But there’s a 
fourth enduring love I discovered when I became a toddler and had more agency. Books.

Picture books at first, then books with words. I began to understand the words as they were read to me. Soon I was reading them for myself, assisted 
by my parents with an occasional word or phrase. I discovered authors: Dr. Seuss, Thornton Burgess, Astrid Lindgren, Paul French (who was actually Isaac 
Asimov), Andre Norton (who was actually Alice Mary Norton), Robert Heinlein, Arthur C. Clarke, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Shirley Jackson, J. R. R. Tolkien. I 
discovered I wanted to be an author.

I continued to read and began to write—sporadically. I wrote stories in the style of my favorite authors. I wrote my 
first science fiction short story in the mid-seventies and stuck it in a drawer. For the next twenty-five years, I daydreamed 
about being a writer until I read something John D. MacDonald wrote in an introduction to a Stephen King book. MacDonald 
complained that he was constantly annoyed by people at cocktail parties who simpered they’d “always wanted to be a 
writer,” at which point MacDonald would think to himself, “If you wanted to write, you’d be writing!” I stopped daydreaming 
about being a writer.

But in retrospect, I was still writing. Not fiction, but ridiculously ornate descriptions of solder defects on space shuttle 
circuit cards. I giggled to myself over the thought of someone in the bowels of a huge government warehouse five or fifty 
years in the future reading, “Two occurrences of microscopic cratering caused by vapor outgassing” instead of “2 pinholes” 
and having a WTF moment. As my collar changed from blue to white, I labored over technical documentation and business 
letters, relishing the act of writing them.

My first exposure to the world of publishing came in the form of a late-eighties Learning Annex class with a title 
designed to reel in the bibliophiles: “How to Make Money Reading Books.” I was schooled about slush piles, the reading 
thereof. That night the class learned we could indeed be “paid to read books” if we were willing to share a studio apartment 
in New York with two or three other readers for the privilege of wading through the unsolicited manuscripts (the “slush pile”) 
and filtering gold from the dross.

Shortly after the Y2K crisis was resolved, something in me snapped. I pulled The Story out of its latest drawer, did a little polishing, and submitted it to 
the Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction. It was rejected. I had discovered editors.

I thought I knew about editors from the movies. They were irascible cigar-smoking old men who wore green eyeshades and pounded on their desks 
as they shouted at reporters. Now I learned they’re Choosers of the Slain; they decide who lives on in print and who dies in obscurity. They also explain to 
authors the profound difference between “evacuating” and “being evacuated.”

As I continued writing and began sharing story drafts with other writers, my sympathy and respect for that first editor at F&SF grew. Now, at the age of 
sixty-eight, with my fourteen-year-old inner child on board, Parsec Ink has given me the opportunity to co-edit the 2021 edition of Triangulation with the help 
of a cadre of student first readers. We don’t call them slush readers anymore.

This year’s theme is Habitats, sustainable habitats, in tune with their surroundings. We’re continuing the environmental themes begun with Dark Skies 
and continued with last year’s Extinction. Why focus on environmental themes?

The biologist Edward O. Wilson said, “We have created a Star Wars civilization, with Stone Age emotions, medieval institutions, and godlike 
technology.” This witch’s brew has made humans so wildly successful we’re drowning in our success, sometimes literally. To deal with our success, we have to 
explore unthought-of options. And unthought-of options are precisely what SF authors think of.
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	 Triangulation: Habitats
	 — Diane Turnshek, Triangulation: Habitats Co-editor

The theme of Triangulation: Habitats is sustainable housing. It follows on the heels of two other ecology-minded issues: Dark Skies (about the problem of 
light pollution) and Extinction (about the loss of biodiversity). 

Do you want to live in energy-efficient houses that are both good for you and the environment? Then look into the features of sustainable housing. Affordable, 
cost-effective ways to go green are available in any climate zone. 

Don’t you love new vocabulary?  

Net-zero homes are in balance. They take in as much energy as they use, preferably renewable energy. In order to do this, the energy used in the house has to 
be monitored. It helps to use appliances with Energy Star ratings, including HVAC systems and hot water heaters. LEDs use 
less energy than other lighting. Buy dishwashers, washing machines, toilets and low-flow showerheads that are specially 
designed to use less water. Domestic wind turbines and solar panels can power the house and vehicles. These features have a 
higher upfront cost but save the homeowner money in the long run. 

Smart homes make living in the home more convenient. Energy savings come in from automation that allows the 
homeowner control when no one’s home. Adjusting a thermostat, opening and closing blinds and turning off lights 
saves energy. This improves the quality of life while reducing the impact on the environment.

For passive solar homes, the most important concept is proper orientation—windows face south. Positioning 
windows and skylights properly allows natural sunlight to heat and light the home. Summer sun (in the northern 
hemisphere) rises and sets north of the cardinal points East and West and rises higher in the sky. The summer 
sunlight does not come as deeply into a house as light from the lower winter sun (which rises and sets south of East and West). The point is to maximize the 
winter sun inside the house and minimize direct indoor sunlight in summer. Blinds, awnings and shade sails can be important in summer. Deciduous trees in 
the landscape can be positioned to cool the house in summer but let the winter sunshine in. Windbreaks can be created from rows of evergreen trees. 

In winter, if sunlight heats up a large thermal mass inside the house during the day, that mass will radiate the energy back to the interior through the 
evening and into the night. Brick, concrete, or stone are good for this, water tanks work, also, but the best are phase change materials that change state (ex. 
solid to liquid) and return energy to the interior environment. Particle board can be purchased with embedded beads of gel that change to a liquid when the 
temperature rises. To be effective in a home environment, the phase change materials need to change state in the spread of temperatures humans consider 
comfortable. For example, coconut oil melts around 77 degrees F and palm oil at 95 degrees F. Safe industrial chemicals can be purchased that change state 
at different temperatures.

Passive houses are a slightly different thing. They control the flow of air through a heat exchanger, so the outside fresh air enters the house in only one 
location and is heated or cooled in the process during which the stale air leaves. Windows are typically not used in these active passive houses. 

A sustainable home should be durable and made from materials that aren’t going to harm its occupants or the environment. It should be adaptable since 
family sizes change and carefully planned so construction waste is minimized. This is good for the homeowner and kind to the environment. Consider 
recycled and reused products, locally sourced materials to cut transportation costs and sustainably grown timber. Proper insulation in walls, ceilings, floors 
and double or triple glazing on windows and doors prevents energy loss. Leakages can be detected in winter with an infrared camera. Ventless appliances, 
like compressor dryers, eliminate the need to punch more holes in the walls. Transom windows over doors can govern interior air movement. Good airflow 
and cross ventilation help with indoor air quality, as do paints with low volatile organic compounds (VOCs) and furniture that doesn’t out-gas toxins. 

Daily routines are necessary for houses to work for the inhabitants; windows, doors, blinds and shades need to be opened and closed at different times of 
day. Open skylights allow warm air to rise, drawing up cooler air that has traveled through the earth in an earth tube. Ancient Persians used these 
buried conduits to naturally cool their houses in the desert. Earth tubes need to be at least six feet underground and preferrably 
100 feet long to allow the flow of air in the tube to come to the same temperature as the ground below the frost-line. 
The temperature in the cooling tube changes depending on many factors, like soil type and latitude, 

but it levels off at between 54 and 57 degrees Fahrenheit. A solar chimney is a black tube (with a 
rain shield cap) that emerges from the roof. It is heated by the sun and draws the interior air 
upward, replacing it with cooler air from below. 

Underfloor heat is a useful technology depending on the room. An electrical radiant heat mat 
sits under the floorboards and changes the temperature of the floor. It’s especially nice in a 
tiled bathroom.  

Geothermal heat pumps are tubes filled with water or a water/antifreeze mix and pumped in a 

closed-loop underground, either horizontally or vertically. The pump allows the ground temperature to heat or cool the air flowing through the furnace or 
central air-conditioning unit of the house to allow more efficient operation. 

Around the house, sustainable features can include growing food in a garden or greenhouse (or underground greenhouse, which is sunk half into the 
ground to ameliorate the temperatures) and food storage in a root cellar. Hügelkultur mounds are long piles of dirt, which have logs, branches and mulch 
under the topsoil. The heat of decay warms the mound and extends the growing season for whatever is planted there. A forest garden is a way of growing 
food in a condensed plot of land specifically planted layers with tall trees (like nut varieties), understory trees (generally fruit trees), tall plants (like corn and 
climbing beans), shorter foodstuffs, down to grown cover (like strawberries). Water wasting grass lawns are being phased out as permaculture (strategic 
design that benefits life) takes root. Thoughtful landscaping showcases a variety of groundcovers that are better suited to the space, like clover, crown vetch, 
ivy, oregano, evergreen moss and creeping thyme. Native plant species use less water, don’t have to be mowed and are hardy and resistant without the need 
of fertilizers, pesticides and herbicides.  
Thinking about wastewater treatment and reuse is important for using natural resources effectively. Capturing rainwater (in rain barrels and cisterns) and 
storm water management (designing raingardens and swales in the landscape) prevents the rain and snow melt from overflowing sewers and polluting 
rivers and lakes. Permeable concrete lets water flow through it to be dispersed underground yet is strong enough for moderate vehicle traffic. 

Earthships are sustainable homes made out of garbage. Old tires filled with dirt, bottles and cans form the basis of the earth-berm walls. Large thermal 
masses covered with concrete hold onto the heat of the earth. Cooling tubes are great sources of chilled air in the summer. Water is captured from the roof, 
filtered and used four times (in the sink, shower, interior greenhouse and bucket flush toilet) before passing far outside into a septic system. 
A worm box (yes, a dirt box full of worms) cleans food particles from the water after dirty dishes are washed in the 
sink. Shower water is pumped up to a raised black box to heat using solar energy. Solar panels and a 
system of batteries keeps the power on in these off-the-grid houses.   

What else? Straw bale homes, dirt bag homes, yurts, shipping container homes, 
geodesic dome homes, cob homes, hemp concrete homes, treehouses, homes with 
thatched roofs and live roofs. 

And, finally, tiny homes. The principle is: the smaller the square footage, the lower the 
outlay for utilities and maintenance. The material for construction costs less. The 
parking spot can be rented or purchased for a modest sum. Real estate taxes 
are low. Every square inch of space is used wisely, including loft bedrooms, cabinets inside 
the walls, convertible furniture like Murphy beds and compact appliances (drawer dishwashers). Outdoor spaces are highly 
valued. Minimalism is encouraged, creating a culture of with a lower focus on materialism. Affordable housing never looked so good.

Sustainable houses are designed intentionally to care for the inhabitants, be in tune with their surroundings and be kind to the planet. I hope this article 
generated some story ideas for Triangulation: Habitats. Part of Parsec’s mission statement is to teach through science fiction. Let’s change some minds and 
bring alternative housing into the light. We would love to see exciting science fiction, fantasy and horror stories that deal with sustainable housing. 
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“Let Us Now Praise Famous Men...”
— Eric Leif Davin
 
...and famous women, too, while we’re at it. The quote comes from the Bible, as so many great titles do, this time from Ecclesiastes 44:1. It’s also the title 

of James Agee’s shattering and saddening 1941 account, with photographs by Walker Evans, of Southern sharecroppers during the Great Depression. And it’s 
also an example of artistic emulation, of an artist becoming inspired by a previous work to reproduce some aspect of it. Perhaps an even better example of such 
artistic emulation is Pete Seeger’s song masterpiece, “Turn, Turn, Turn,” which became a big hit for the Byrds in the Sixties. Almost all of the lyrics come from 
Ecclesiastes 3:1. 

Usually, the original artist has no idea that his or her creation served as the inspiration for a later work. This is obviously the case with the Bible, whose 
unknown authors died millennia ago (unless one accepts that it is the Word of God, who is still, one assumes, in His heaven). Thus, these writers never knew that 
their words inspired a myriad of subsequent work, or at least numerous titles. For example, T. E. Lawrence (“Lawrence of Arabia”) took the title of The Seven Pillars 
of Wisdom, his memoir of leading the Arab Revolt against the Ottoman Empire in World War I, from Proverbs 9:1. Marcia Davenport’s The Valley of Decision, a 
novel about class conflict in the Pittsburgh steel industry in the 1880s, became the 1945 Greer Garson and Gregory Peck movie of the same name, but Davenport 
took the title from Joel 3:14. James Cagney’s 1953 film of a Huey Long-type politician, A Lion Is in the Streets, borrowed from Proverbs 26:13 which reads, you 
guessed it, “A lion is in the streets.” 

Sometimes, if you’re familiar with the original source, it adds to the meaning of a title. This is the case with the Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. Lee play 
about the Scopes Monkey Trial, Inherit the Wind, which became a great 1960 Stanley Kramer movie of the same name, starring Spencer Tracy, Fredric March, 
and Pittsburgh’s Gene Kelly. Although the title is reworked from the source, Hosea 8:7, “He who sows the wind shall reap the whirlwind,” the full passage adds 
nuances to the title. The same is true with Horton Foote’s 1983 movie, Tender Mercies, which won a screenwriting Oscar and also garnered a best actor Oscar for 
Robert Duvall. Foote took his title from Proverbs 12:10, which reads, “The tender mercies of the wicked are cruel.”  

Nor are such mainstream writers alone in lifting their titles or inspiration from the Bible. Science fiction writers also often find inspiration therein. For 
instance, Robert A. Heinlein lifted the title of his 1962 Hugo Award winning novel, Stranger in a Strange Land, from Exodus 2:22. Moses, Prince of Egypt, fled to 
the land of Midian after slaying the Egyptian taskmaster he saw whipping an Israelite worker. There, the Midians took him in as one of their own, even though 
he was “a stranger in a strange land.” 

Music has also sometimes been a source of titles. John Varley, for instance, took In the Hall of the Martian Kings, the variant title of his 1978 short story 
collection, from “In the Hall of the Mountain King” by Edvard Grieg, from his suite, Peer Gynt.  

Not surprisingly, however, poetry is perhaps the most frequent source for borrowed titles. Maya Angelou took the title of her 1970 memoir, I Know Why 
the Caged Bird Sings, from a line in Paul Lawrence Dunbar’s poem, “Sympathy.” Ray Bradbury, who has written several books of poetry, took the title of his 1973 
poetry collection, When Elephants Last in the Dooryard Bloomed, from Walt Whitman’s famous poem, “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloomed.” 
 

And here is one our secretary, William Blake Hall, no doubt knows. The mystic English poet William Blake wrote, “If the doors of perception were cleansed, 
everything would appear as it is, infinite.” That sounded good enough for Aldous Huxley to borrow for the title of his 1954 memoir, The Doors of Perception. The 

book is about his experimentation with mescaline in order to bring on drug-induced mystic raptures. And the Sixties rock group The Doors thought that was 
such a good idea that they borrowed it for the name of their band. Rock on, Bill Blake! 

Speaking of mystic experiences, Lewis Padgett (Henry Kuttner and C. L. Moore) took the title of “his” 1943 Science Fiction Hall of Fame story about 
toys timeslipped from the future, “Mimsy Were the Borogoves,” from the Lewis Carroll (Charles Dodgson) poem, “Jabberwocky.” The poem comes from Alice’s 
Adventures Through the Looking-Glass and, if you know the poem, you know the line and can recite along with me: “Twas brillig, and the slithy toves / Did gyre 
and gimbel in the wabe....” The Padgett story, in turn, became the inspiration for the 2007 movie, The Last Mimzy, starring Joley Richardson and Timothy Hutton. 

In his poem, “Oft in the Stilly Night,” Thomas Moore wrote, “Fond memory brings the light / Of other days around me.” Perhaps the line is more familiar, 
however, as the title of Bob Shaw’s emotionally wrenching 1966 story, “Light of Other Days.” This story introduced us to slow glass, one of the most profound 
science fiction inventions of all time. It also shows us how much can be done in fewer than 4,000 words.  

Thomas Hardy established his reputation with his 1874 novel, Far From the Madding Crowd, which was made into an unjustly neglected 1967 Julie 
Christie and Alan Bates film of the same title. Hardy lifted that title, however, from the line “Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife” in Thomas Gray’s 1751 
poem, “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard.” (“Madding,” BTW, means “frenzied.”)  

Again, if one is familiar with the context of the original, it adds much to one’s appreciation of the subsequent author’s theme, as with Bob Shaw’s title. 
Thus, it’s from the same Thomas Gray poem that Humphrey Cobb took the title of his powerful anti-war novel, Paths of Glory. Stanley Kubrick then turned the 
book into an equally powerful 1957 film of the same title starring Kirk Douglas. “The paths of glory,” Gray wrote in his poem, “lead but to the grave.”  

In the same vein, a familiarity with Thomas Nashe’s poem, “A Litany in Time of Plague” helps illuminate the theme of James Tiptree, Jr.’s (Alice Sheldon’s) 
1985 novel, Brightness Falls From the Air. Death is all around us, wrote Nashe, “Brightness falls from the air / Queens have died young and fair.” Likewise, Nobel 
laureate John Steinbeck took the title of his 1937 novel, and then play, Of Mice and Men, from the famous Robert Burns poem, “To a Mouse.” In his poem, Burns 
notes that, “The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men / Gang aft agley” (often go wrong). And so they did for Steinbeck’s sad protagonists. 
 

“And no birds sing,” from “Le Belle Dame Sans Merci” by John Keats, was the reworked source for And No Birds Sang, Farley Mowat’s searing memoir of 
World War II combat in Italy. The same famous Keats poem was also the source for James Tiptree, Jr.’s 1971 story, “And I Awoke and Found Me Here on the Cold 
Hill’s Side.” And, if you know the theme of the Keats poem, you also know the theme of the Tiptree story. 

Meanwhile, Ernest Hemingway borrowed the title of his classic 1940 novel of the Spanish Civil War, For Whom The Bell Tolls, from the poetry of John 
Donne. “Never send to know for whom the bell tolls,” John Donne warned us. “It tolls for thee.” In his poem, “At The Round Earth’s Imagin’d Corners,” John Donne 
also gives us, “arise / From death, you numberless infinities / Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go.” No doubt To Your Scattered Bodies Go is more familiar as 
the title of the 1972 Hugo Award winning novel by Philip Jose Farmer, who died in 2009 at the age of 91. But Farmer lifted and reworked the title of his 1968 
Hugo winning novella, “Riders of the Purple Wage,” from Zane Grey’s most famous Western novel, Riders of the Purple Sage. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s wonderful poem, “Kubla Khan,” has inspired its own share of genre writers, as befits its fantastic imagery. One of these was 
science fiction historian I. F. Clarke. He lifted the title of his 1974 Pilgrim Award study of British Victorian Era future war novels, Voices Prophesying War, from the 
poem’s lines: “And ‘mid this tumult Kubla heard from far / Ancestral voices prophesying war!” Ray Bradbury also likes “Kubla Khan.” He turned to the lines, “It was 
a miracle of rare device / A sunny pleasure dome with caves of ice!” for the title of his story, “A Miracle of Rare Device.”  

Bradbury was also fond of Irish poet William Butler Yeats. For example, Bradbury lifted the title of his 1953 short story collection, The Golden Apples of 
the Sun, from the Yeats poem, “The Song of the Wandering Aengus.” In that poem Yeats invites us to join him “And pluck till times and times are done / The silver 
apples of the moon / The golden apples of the sun.”  

There is much more I could write about authors who have borrowed from William Butler Yeats, including, for instance, Robert Silverberg, but perhaps 
I’ve written enough.
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Hominid Tales - Reviews
— Larry Ivkovich

Bigfoot and the Abominable Snowman (aka Sasquatch and the Yeti) have long been two of the more familiar and popular 
cryptids recorded throughout history. Depicted in film and literature numerous times, and becoming part of our collective 
imagination, you may think you know all there is to know about these legendary, secretive, apelike creatures. That is, as 
much as the “evidence” for their existence allows. 

But three recent works of fiction (two novels and one short story) shed distinctly different and, in my reading experience, 
unique lights on these elusive beasties. They’re all well-written, exciting, suspenseful and, in their own ways, very, very scary.
The first of 3 Bigfoot stories written by Jim Butcher as part of his Harry Dresden series is “B is for Bigfoot.” Published in the 
2018 collection Brief Cases: More Stories from the Dresden Files, this story finds Chicago wizard Harry Dresden being hired by 
Bigfoot to work on a case. That’s right – hired, complete with a gold nugget as a retainer.

Bigfoot is a huge, hairy, monstrous critter named Strength of a River in His Shoulders, of the Three Stars Forest People. He’s 
intelligent, well-spoken (communicating “in a rich, mellifluous, Native American accent”) with the Forest People on equal 
terms with the local Indian Nation.
Bigfoot’s son, Irwin, is the product of an inter-species union, his mother being one Dr. Helena Pounder (why is it the human 
woman is the one who almost always gets involved with the monster? I guess that’s the subject for another article.) River 
Shoulders suspects Irwin is in some supernatural danger and wants Harry to find out what that is.

Full of humor and, yes, danger, this is the first of three River Shoulders and Irwin stories in the collection.
 

The Abominable by Dan Simmons is his 2013 follow up to his “creature feature” 
novel, The Terror. Whereas both novels involve actual historical events, The Terror 
immediately lets the reader know there’s a horrible monster on the loose (an 
Inuit mythological creature called the Tuunbaq), The Abominable is much more 
circumspect and ambiguous.  

But no less frightening as it follows the fictional account of a 1925 Mt. Everest 
expedition to find their patron’s son, who accompanied the very real lost climbers 
George Mallory and Sandy Irvine. Simmons sets this up as a “true” story, based 
on his interview and written account of one of the survivors of that second 
expedition.

Simmons did a lot of research for this (as he did for The Terror), describing in 
great (sometimes excruciating) detail the mountain climbing techniques and 
equipment of that time period and the rise of the Nazi Party, among other things. 
All very interesting and compelling, if a little too long-winded at times.
But the rescue party is being pursued and killed by someone or (dare I say it?) 

something. The book’s divided into three parts – The Climbers, The Mountain, and The Abominable. The third part is where all hell breaks loose and is as an 
exciting a thriller as you’ll ever read. 
But who or what is the abominable? I can assure you it’s not what you think. Or is it?

Devolution: A Firsthand Account of the Rainier Sasquatch Massacre, the 2020 novel by Max Brooks, author of World War Z, is absolutely frightening and un-put-
downable. While reading this I found myself looking out of the windows after dark to make sure nothing lurked around out there. I hadn’t done that since 
reading Midnight by Dean Koontz thirty years ago.

But it’s deceptive, starting out slowly for the first few 
chapters, then rising in mystery and suspense until… 
Well, let me just say, if you think you know how this will 
end by the word “massacre” in the title, think again. This 
novel is full of twists and surprises and features some of 
the most powerful and courageous “alpha females” on 
both sides of the evolutionary aisle I’ve read about in a 
long time.

Brooks posits the idea of a high-tech, isolated, planned 
eco-community called Greenloop nestled in the 
mountains surrounding Mt. Rainier in Washington state. 
The twelve residents have all the comforts of civilization 
while living and communing with nature. But they 
become completely cut off from civilization after 
Rainier violently erupts. Their wi-fi and other electronics 
go down, their drone deliveries of food and supplies 
stop, their cell phones don’t work except for a few apps, 
the only road in and out is blocked by mud slides.

And wildlife is fleeing the slides, fires and ash clouds 
caused by the eruption in a path intersecting with 
Greenloop. And some of the wildlife is searching for a 
new, um, food supply.

Uh oh.

Brooks sprinkles a lot of science and cryptozoology facts and theories here, describing a very reasonable explanation of how and why Sasquatch, along with 
the Yeti, could really exist. He also posits this story as true. It’s mainly told from the found journal of Kate Holland, one of the residents of Greenloop and 
chronicles the frightening events and their startling aftermath.

A movie adaptation was made of World War Z. This book needs one too!

We Can’t Get No R E S P E C T

Source - NY times January 8, 2021

The Royal Mint In Britain launched a new two-pound 
coin this week. It is a homage to H.G. Wells. Among 
other mistakes, the Martian Tripods have become 
Quadrupeds. I am hoping for a Poe Silver Dollar 
displaying a Cask of Ripple.
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Another Friday Night
— Joe Coluccio

It’s akin to lucid dreaming,
but you have no directed part in the outcome.
You are interacting with the reality we consider in our existence
with the reel you find in the lines of a novel or short or poem.

It’s quarter to midnight.
Two pillows tucked behind your back.
Outside the window the world is waving
The dwindling light from a streetlamp,
The blink of traffic on a distant freeway
The snap of a tree limb against wood cladding

Everyone in the house is asleep. Dreaming dreams just and unjust.
Your psyche has long since muffled and nullified the tick of the clock of the bedside alarm. It has worked against the irregular drip of water in the 
bathroom sink.
A book of some considerable heft is sitting opened a third on your lap.
Your nose is clear of sniff
Your eyes have skimmed
the page
It is the time immediate and adjacent from sleep in reading.

It is comfortable. The night light spots a fading oval on the page. Covers warm over your legs. A palliative drink on the table. Smells strong with 
spirit.
As your eye moves from word to word, your lids begin a droop. The world slips out from you. A conjured story creeps up mid-sentence.

One moment the plot of the story of the volume before you is formulating in your mind, the next your mind has penetrated and separated the 
lines of the second paragraph from the top of the page and is building another line of plot altogether.
Which you chase down into closed consciousness.

It is an intricate tale with more hops of imagination than you could ever imagine. There is a delightful meter spilling in each line. Puns unfold, a 
deep sense of humor swells, then droops. The entire universe in tragic illumination is spread out. Open to all  possibilities.

A second, year, a century later you awaken.

Look down at the paragraph wavering before you.

You search in some desperation for that section of story you have just experienced, but it is nowhere to be found. You flit over the page to make 
sure you have bookmarked the correct paragraph. The story is plain. Unadorned. The work of the author before you is nothing like you imagined. 
Solid in disappointing black set over in white

If memory allows, the tale formed inside you in residual resides. The incredible significance of story washes away like the tide washes out at ebb. 
The tick tick tock of the clock is back. You look at the face as it shifts back to a moment or two passing. The drip drip drop of the leaking faucet 
which you said you would call for a plumber for over two months ago sounds like a symphony of steel drums, then dulls. Recedes to annoyance.

You dip back for another session. Until you sleep.

For Your Listening Pleasure 
—Ed.

“Lulungomeena” has long been one of my favorite X-1 radio adaptions.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/X_Minus_One

The Gordon R. Dickson novelette appeared in the January 1954 edition 
of Galaxy Science Fiction. It is the first story with a mention of the Dorsai 
Mercenaries. Come on along to frontier outpost Station 563 of the Sirius 
Sector. Be careful what you say around a Hixabod.

https://archive.org/download/OTRR_X_Minus_One_Singles/
XMinusOne56-05-29053Lulungomeena.mp3

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/X_Minus_One
https://archive.org/download/OTRR_X_Minus_One_Singles/XMinusOne56-05-29053Lulungomeena.mp3
https://archive.org/download/OTRR_X_Minus_One_Singles/XMinusOne56-05-29053Lulungomeena.mp3
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	 Brief Bios
	 — Eric Leif Davin

Catherine (Adelaide) C. (Crook) de Camp, (1907-2000)
 

She was a 1933 graduate of Barnard College, Columbia University, with a double 
major in English and economics.  She later did post-graduate work in economic 
history, consumer economics, and psychology.  Although she taught as adjunct 
faculty at Temple University, it was as a teacher at a secondary prep school that her 
sister introduced her to L. Sprague de Camp (1907-2000), whom she married in 
1939.  Thereafter she officially collaborated with him on several non-fiction works, 
including one of the earliest books on how to write science fiction, The Science 
Fiction Handbook (1953, 1975).  Other collaborations included Ancient Ruins and 
Archaeology (1964), which surveyed 12 sacred ancient sites; Spirits, Stars and 
Spells (1966), a survey of magic rituals; and The Day of the Dinosaur (1968).  

With her husband she also co-authored the definitive biography of Conan creator 
Robert E. Howard, Dark Valley Destiny: The Life of Robert E. Howard  (1983).  She 
also collaborated with him on his short story collection, Footprints on Sand (1981), 
as well as on the anthologies 3000 Years of Fantasy and Science Fiction (1972) and 
Tales Beyond Time (1973).  She was also the co-author of the novels The Bones of 
Zora (1983), The Incorporated Knight (1987), The Stones of Nomuru (1988), The 

Pixilated Peeress (1991), and The Swords of Zinjaban (1991).  She was perhaps the unofficial collaborator on many others.  She 
was also the solo author of The Money Tree: A New Guide to Successful Personal Finance (1972) and other books on financial 
affairs.  

Dorothy Salisbury Davis (1916- 2014 )  

Davis was born and raised in 
Chicago.  She later moved to 
New York City, the setting for 
many of her short stories.  She 
was a prolific mystery writer of more than 20 novels who won many awards and 
received four Edgar Allen Poe Award nominations for best novel.  The Mystery 
Writers of America also voted her a Grand Master in 1984.  She also served as 
President and Executive Vice President of that organization. 
 
Her first novel was The Judas Cat (1949), which features a small town newspaper 
fighting powerful corporate interests.  Her novel A Town of Masks (1952) is set 
in her home state of Illinois.  The Clay Hand (1950), however, takes place in the 
impoverished coal regions of Appalachia.  Her most famous and most critically 
acclaimed novel, A Gentle Murderer (1951), is sensitive to the impact of poverty 
upon character and features an Irish Catholic priest hunting for a murderer for 
whom he has much compassion.  Noted crime writer Sara Paretsky termed it “one 
of the best crime novels of the post-World War II era.”  Paretsky also praised her for 
“an enviable reputation for her ability to write...[about] both believable rural and 
urban settings.”  Her crime story “The Puppet” can be found in the famous 1991 
anthology, A Woman’s Eye, edited by Paretsky. 

Only in A Death in the Life (1976) did Davis finally create a series character, and such 
tardiness may have contributed to her neglect by readers.  The series heroine is 
a New York reporter who appeared in three more novels, the last being The Habit 
of Fear (1987).  In 1989 she was awarded a lifetime achievement Anthony Award, 
named after “Anthony Boucher”, at that year’s Bouchercon.  A notable late novel is 
The French Collection (1993).

Author of picture books and mysteries for 
children and adults. She also publihsed books 
uner the name Wendell Farmer.

Lavinia R. (Riker) Davis, (1909-1961)
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Epiphany Of The American Id
— Bill Hall
	   “Guilty!  Guilty!  My evil self is at that door, and I have no power to stop it!”

     I like to think I have some capacity to be a daring dramatist, and yet I could scarcely have imagined that one of the all-time classic climaxes of science fiction 
cinema would play out in our Capitol in a kind of naked power play not seen since the War of 1812.  We all know about Forbidden Planet, or if any of us don’t 
we should.  In that movie Dr. Morbius lives alone with his daughter on Altair IV, learning more and more of the secrets of a bygone alien civilization, the Krell.  
Those secrets lend vast power to the savage drives of his subconscious, summed up as “monsters from the id,” and as his own monster threatens to bear down 
upon his newly defiant daughter he cries out in repentance when it comes melting down the door.  It’s melodrama done right, heartbreaking pathos and 
tragedy, and Walter Pidgeon is ideal for the role.

     Sadly, Mitch McConnell is a whole other matter.  It is easy to dismiss him as a man-turtle, except that I take even that as a bit of a swipe at my favorite kaiju 
monster, Gamera.  As the President’s mob gathered, McConnell gave what was easily the best speech of his career, but it was too little far too late after the fact.  
Worse, his speech never matched the honesty or power of Pidgeon’s.  Lindsey Graham’s repentance was less statesmanlike but more entertaining in its open 
squirminess.  “Enough is enough!”  Ya think, Lindsey?  Ya think?  Do tell.

     I’m not much inclined to listen to Katy Perry for any reason, but I appreciated her idea that last year did live up to the open joke of its name.  It suggested 
20-20 vision, and it looks like we got that, an unflinchingly sharp clear look at the monsters of our own id.  Just as we thought we could chuck that aside as 
easily as an old calendar, the lingering monstrosity came regurgitating back at us, refusing to die.  January 6 is the feast of Epiphany, and “epiphany” has come 
to be a commonly used term expressing a jolt of newfound insight.  January 6, 2021 was the epiphany of our mercilessly clear sharp vision, and I thank God 
that it was very nearly bloodless.

     Everyone knows that for romance you go to the vocal stylings of Barry White, but for sheer wisdom I recommend Barry Black, chaplain of the Senate, who 
got the final word that long strange night.  “These tragedies have reminded us that words matter, and that the power of life and death is in 
the tongue.”  It’s a lesson as old as the Epistle of James, and yet we go on needing to relearn it.  Just a little over two years ago I felt 
obliged to meditate on the power of words in these very pages after the mass shooting over at the Tree of Life synagogue.

     I am not going to shake my head and moan “How did we get here?” because I saw this, or something like this, coming 
even before the 2016 election.  I recommended as far and wide as I could the song “Can’t You Tell” by the great Aimee 
Mann – if you see the video of it, I prefer the one with the lyrics and the still photography.  Anyone with any genuine sense 
of meritocracy, as opposed to a lazy sloppy superstition that any billionaire must surely be some genius wizard, could 
anticipate that this 45th President was a dumpster fire waiting to happen.  He showed off his vicious tongue, his open 
prejudices, his cavalier and dangerous cynicism.  We laughed, we excused, we coddled – and now here we are.

     What truly enrages me about all this is that our city of Pittsburgh was once visited by an airplane of historic importance.  
The time was September 11, 2001, and on board United 93 the innocent passengers slowly began to understand that some 
terrorists wanted to turn their vehicle into a kamikaze weapon.  Todd Beamer, Mark Bingham, and others rebelled, most likely keeping 
that plane from slamming into the Capitol.  It deeply sours me that their sacrifice should be so easily dishonored by this new siege.  We could fight 
off foreign terrorists with our very lives, but for a mob of homegrown insurrectionists we more or less stood down and maybe even took a selfie with them, 
Senator Josh Hawley signaling them with a raised fist.       

     In the face of such madness, where do we turn?  It is an abiding faith of mine, a hope, that science fiction may yet somehow save the world, or at dead 
minimum our sanity.  I am astonished that the metaphor of Forbidden Planet sprang so readily to my mind.  Meanwhile, I worry that some science fiction 
may now be closed to us.  I recall the cheesy old TV miniseries “V,” which briefly became an actual show, in which we are visited by alien fascists who are 
cleverly disguised lizards who want to eat us in true “To Serve Man” fashion.  It wasn’t great, but it was an okay metaphor for patriotism.  But then I think of the 
conspiracy theories of a man who blew himself up in Nashville on Christmas, and I worry.  Could we really air “V” again – or would too many people regard it, 
not as a mere idle entertainment, but a documentary?

     We are stuck with the uncanny feeling of a space-time continuum unfairly hijacked.  We reflect on Ray Bradbury’s “A Sound of Thunder” and wonder which 
damn fool among us stomped on a butterfly millions of years ago.  Before that terrible stomp, there was an election between a wild candidate, known first 
as Lyman but later as Deutscher, and a more pragmatic one named Keith.  (Offhand I don’t know it Bradbury ever got to meet our own Bill Keith.)  After the 
stomp, the election turned – and who among us doubts that this particular President would go back and stomp on all the butterflies he could, to wrest a 
second term from Fate?

     In a world immersed in future shock, science fiction can help keep us sane, or at least help us to find our bearings.  I do regret, however, the sad wide divide 
between drama and reality.  “Guilty!  Guilty!” cried Dr. Morbius, but there is no such lusty Shakespearean flair to be found in so many of these meek, feeble, 
craven politicians, these hacks and dolts, uninspiring and uninspired, clinging to whatever votes and privileges they can still muster.      

     Dr. Morbius was wrong.  But man, he rocked it.

President’s Column
— Joe Coluccio

It’s 2021. 
At this point I considered writing something like , “Welcome!” But that would be overstepping my bounds. I didn’t invite you into this new decade. Or drag 
you screaming. Although I have heard a plenty of screaming lately. A lot of blame stuffed into the year 2020. As if passing into a new year will change the 
difficulties we face, or make more available the wonder. I believe we all know the external events that either ruffle our feathers, or cause us discomfort, or 
downright put us in danger, are out of our hands and our reaction to the strife and the good caused us by the world is within us. Not something to be picked 
off a passing Apple as the year tumbles from on high into a new time.

I was born on the last day of the year in 1944. I am, by the reckoning of our Gregorian order, seventy-six years old. As a kid, being a science fiction fan almost 
my entire life, I wondered what the world and I would be like in 2000 AD. I can’t say I didn’t hope I would still be alive in 2021, but I did not deny myself the 
fantasy either. 

So this my friends is the future I inherited and own. Did not envision. If I think about it, much has changed. A large glop of marvel greets from my 1950s eyes, 
but even more did not take a very talented prognosticator to conjure. I can’t say our quotidian existence is all that much different than it was sixty or seventy 
years ago. I get up in the morning and have a breakfast drink, eat some cereal, an egg. The milk man and the bread man no longer deliver. The huckster truck 
doesn’t appear on the street loaded with produce from the Strip.  I go to work or school or my desk. I eat a baloney sandwich for lunch. Captain Video is on a 
dinner time as is Howdy Dowdy… (okay, some things have changed). I had more spring in my step, but my step took me to many of  the same places.
Yes, It is true that I drive around this city of my birth with a stray kind of x-ray vision. The buildings to me have a translucent facade that give way to a glimpse 
of history that is revealed to me by memory. Baum Boulevard or Penn Avenue or Liberty Avenue are very different to me than they appear to you.
As an added attraction I can also see the future metropolis that I dreamed would exist. It is a miracle with all the traffic and obstacles that I ever arrive at any 
destination.

So I’ll go along with the delusion. I hope 2021 will be a better year than 2020. It just kinda shakes my notions about time. Which is the only thing, I think, St. 
Augustine got right, ““What is time then? If nobody asks me, I know; but if I were desirous to explain it to one that should ask me, plainly I do not know.”
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Parsec Short Story Contest

The theme for the 2021 contest is: 
Still Waters, Deep Thoughts.

This can be conveyed in the setting, plot, characters, dialogue…the only limit is your imagination. The theme must be 
integral to the story in some way and not just mentioned in passing.

Contest opens: January 1, 2021 and closes April 15, 2021. There is no fee to enter and all entrants will be notified of 
the results by June 15th.

Word count for all entries: No minimum, no more than 3500 words.

Genre: All stories must be of the Science Fiction, Fantasy, or Horror genres.

How to Submit:
Electronic submissions will be accepted through Submittable: (Opens January 1, 2021)
If this is your first time using Submittable, you will need to create a FREE account with them. Instructions for this will appear after you hit the submit link. It’s 
easy and quick.

–> submit your story here <–

Publication status: Stories must be original, unpublished, and unsold to any other market. Manuscripts should be in standard manuscript format, dou-
ble-spaced, and written in either Courier or Times New Roman font. Acceptable formats include .doc, .docx, and .rtf. 
For an example of standard manuscript format, see: https://www.shunn.net/format/story.html

Prizes and Eligibility: The contest is open to non-professional writers (those who have not met eligibility requirements for SFWA or equivalent: sale of a novel 
or sale of 3 stories to a large-circulation publication (http://www.sfwa.org/about/join-us/sfwa-membership-requirements/). Previous first-place winners and 
current contest coordinators are ineligible to enter.

Requirements: The winning story will be the one that most effectively uses the contest theme as a key element.  
First-place receives $200 and publication in the 2021 Confluence program book (Confluence). 
Second-place receives $100
Third-place receives $50

Submission to the contest implies consent for publication, but all rights revert immediately to the author upon publication. Coordinators/Readers screen the 
entries and the ten best submissions are then read by the judges. Decisions of the judges and coordinators are final.

Number: A maximum of 2 submissions is allowed. Submit each one separately.

Coordinator: Alfred (AJ) Smith

Judges:

Kelly Robson is a Canadian short fiction writer.  She was awarded the 2018 Nebula Award for Best Novelette and both the 
2019 and 2016 Aurora Awards for best Short Story. She has also been a finalist for the Hugo, Nebula, World Fantasy, Theo-
dore Sturgeon, Locus, Astounding, Aurora, and Sunburst awards.

Marcus Vance is a full-time father, part-time writer and weapons consultant for TV. You can connect with him on Twitter (@
MarcusCVance) where he discusses the writing craft, swords, and bad jokes at length. His work has appeared in Daily Sci-
ence Fiction, Star*Line, and in a number of other publications.

Jamie Lackey lives in Pittsburgh with her husband and their cat. She has had over 160 short stories published in places like 
Beneath Ceaseless Skies, Apex Magazine, and Escape Pod. Her debut novel, Left-Hand Gods, is available from Hadley Rille 
Books, and she’s created three successful crowdfunding campaigns to self-publish a novella and two flash fiction collec-
tions. She also has a novella and two short story collections available from Air and Nothingness Press. In addition to writ-
ing, she spends her time reading, playing tabletop RPGs, baking, and hiking. You can find her online at www.jamielackey.
com.

Parsec Membership

Membership is $25 annually and begins the month you pay. Additional family members living at 
the same address can be added for $5 each. To join, please click here to pay via PayPal or credit 
card (you do not need a PayPal account) or send a check with your name, address, email and Sig-
ma newsletter preference to:

Parsec Membership
P.O. Box 3681
Pittsburgh, PA 15230-3681

Visit the Parsec Website

http://parsec-sff.org/?p=1374
https://parsec-sff.org
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Parsec Zoom Meeting
When: January 16, 2021 01:00 PM Eastern Time (US and Canada)

Register in advance for this meeting:
https://us02web.zoom.us/meeting/register/tZIpc-GpqDMpEtYnzmdloat_ocnlZxXS5XMW 

After registering, you will receive a confirmation email containing information about joining the meeting.

Special Presentation:
Alpha in Cyberspace; Running a digital workshop

The Alpha Science Fiction, Fantasy, and Horror Workshop for Young Writers is a ten day, intensive short story writing workshop 
for students from ages fourteen to nineteen. Given the global pandemic of 2020, the workshop—normally held in-person on 
the University of Pittsburgh Greensburg campus—Alpha needed to make major changes in order give the students the best 
possible experience. This talk will discuss the difficulties, revelations, and ultimate successes of this transition to cyberspace 
and the staff that were able to make it happen.

Presenter:
Patrick J. Ropp 

is an alumnus of the Clarion UCSD workshop, has a Master of Science in computational 
biology from Carnegie Mellon University, and works as a software engineer for a 
bioinformatics startup in Pittsburgh. Avid writer and reader of science fiction and horror, 
current President of the Alpha Workshop administrative staff, and long-time on-site 
staffer, he has been privileged to be able to participate

For Your Viewing Pleasure
— Ed.

I don’t know about you, but after midnight I find my entertainment 
requirements drift considerable into the past.

Sucker Bait - Isaac Asimov

“Sucker Bait” was a novella  first serialized in the February and March 
1954 issues of Astounding Science Fiction, and reprinted in the 1955 
collection The Martian Way and Other Stories.

It was adapted for TV as an episode of the British anthology series “Out 
of the Unknown” on November 15, 1965.

You can view it presently at the following url:
https://www.facebook.com/100001047698056/
videos/3881604148551137/

More info about “Sucker Bait”and “Out of the Unknown” here:
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0279444/?ref_=ttep_ep7

For Your Reading Pleasure
— Ed.

It is not my job here to review any volumes of forgotten lore, just 
to mention them and state that they have a secure place in my 
memory.

I stated at the December Parsec meeting that I was not a fan of 
the spate of YA post Apocalyptic novels that avalanche upon us 
when a sharp noise of review is sounded. I think I might have 
professed that I was sick of them. As I was speaking, I was driven 
back to the days when my reading was considered young adult. It 
was post-apocalypse all the time. On the Beach, Alas, Babylon, The 
Big Eye, When and After Worlds Collide, and on. Nothing quite like 
a dark future when you’re too young to taste any of the breadth of 
time.

So let me mention another forgotten world beater for your 
reading pleasure.

Limbo.
by Bernard Wolfe

Bernard Wolfe is at least as interesting and controversial as his 
novel. He was a bodyguard for Leon Trotsky. Considering the fate 
of Trotsky in Mexico I’m not sure his employment in this gig is 
much of a recommendation In fairness, he had departed before 
the assassination. He shipped out on freighter in the Merchant 
Marine. He penned eleven pornograhic novels. Co-wrote “Really 
the Blues” Mezz Mezzrow’s  jazz (lot of z’s there) autobiography. 
Wrote screenplays for 50’s TV. Published many short stories, 
articles and novels.

https://us02web.zoom.us/meeting/register/tZIpc-GpqDMpEtYnzmdloat_ocnlZxXS5XMW
https://www.facebook.com/100001047698056/videos/3881604148551137/
https://www.facebook.com/100001047698056/videos/3881604148551137/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0279444/?ref_=ttep_ep7

