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February 2021 Meeting Minutes
— Bill Hall - Parsec Secretary

You may be an undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an underdone potato.
—Scrooge to Marley 

Life could be a dream, sweetheart (Do-roo-do-do, sh-boom)
— The Chords

Gosks! and Dreams!
Digestion and sleep
I have a reverie in which I am definitely a person dreaming I is a butterfly or some sort of big zen-winged creature.
—Me

I do my best reading deep in the craw of the post-midnight morning when the ghosties are out and about. Over volume thick or thin my vision weakens, 
begins to waver, the words on the page meanders to the left or the right. I am somewhere between sleep and wake. In the real Twilight Zone. Another 
dimension of space and of time. I am no longer reading the page.  I am riding a sprite into another world.

The storyline left far behind becomes strange and skewed. I follow my mind down a rent torn leading into a smooth bore tunnel falling straight to … the dirty 
little secret my self keeps to myself. When I snap awake I have a heavy feeling, in my gut, around my heart. I have visited an unspeakable and awe-filled and 
wonder-brimmed place. One that will recur but is nonetheless always unavailable.

I either continue reading, looking for the story which is not in the black and white lines on the page before me, or fall back on a blank sleep, or hold a glass 
of cold clear ice water to my lips. The liquid washes the apparition out of my body, into the walls. All the while the furnace kicks on, the water pipes creak, 
and the refrigerator rumbles. I am left with stunning nothing. I am left with my quotidian existence. Outside the kitchen window the lights across the hillside 
blink. Somewhere in the Mon valley a locomotive brakes and clashes its rolling stock together. A retarding truck sputters like a Gatling gun. My query is left 
unanswered in an unknowable universe. Sartre and Camus would croon absurd.

In the morning I compile the articles written for Sigma into an edition. In the pages, I find a vital life force against a cosmos that is winding down. I hope you 
do too.

My thanks to all who contributed.
email: Joe@joecoluccio.com

     For once (thanks in part to a helpful e-mail from Kevin Hayes) I was early and got to chat awhile with Nils Hammer, 
making his first meeting appearance in a long time.  This Zoom session grew steadily to a headcount of 21 (though 
never all at once), making it very competitive with our last physical meetings, although we did benefit from attendees 
in, say, California or West Virginia.  I clarified “I’m not a cat,” but that mercurial meme may have been dying on the 
proverbial vine even as I invoked it.

     John Thompson reported that Triangulation, devoted to “Habitats” this time, is shaping up, and Patrick Ropp 
confirmed that Alpha will soon hold its 19th annual workshop.  Vice-President Karen reminds us that we can still 
contribute up to 3500 words to the Parsec short story contest, this year’s theme being “Still Waters, Deep Thoughts,” by 
April 15.  Some of Mary Soon Lee’s poems are up for Rhysling nominations.  Also, it sounds like Kirsten Wright is working 
on a detective novella.  Oh, and it turns out we have a YouTube channel, just type in “Confluence-SFF” and over forty 
videos are there.

    After discussion, it was decided because of the lingering coronavirus and an exorbitant covid clean-up fee at Dormont 
park there will not be a Parsec picnic this year.

     Our guest speaker, reaching us from Cleveland, was Marie Vibbert, author of “Galactic Hellcats” which is out as of 
March 9.  The Subject was How Not to Sell a Novel, as she first began to conceive of “Hellcats” way back in 1989 as an 
adventure involving a prince.  She didn’t even arrive at the title until someone in a writers’ workshop in 2013 insisted she 

call it that.

     “Hellcats” is set in a universe with what are essentially space motorcycles which can sometimes be obtained easily.  I asked if she knew of the old role-
playing game Traveller, in which a starship can be won in a card game (she said No) or the John DeChancie novel “Starrigger” about interstellar trucks (she 
said yes).  She took inspiration from an interest in motorcycles going back to her father nearly joining some Hell’s Angels.  In raising interest in the novel she 
networked all over: Publishers Weekly, writers like Cat Rambo and John Scalzi, Case Western Reserve (she’s an alumna), the Akron Public Library, and ultimately 
Barnes and Noble.  It also helped that she sold sixty short stories along the way and just had a novella, “The Unlikely Heroine of Callisto Station,” appear in 
Analog.

     I give her credit for catchy story titles: “A Hitchhiking Robot’s Guide to Canada,” “Infinite Boyfriends,” “This is an Optimistic Science Fiction Story About the 
Future,” “The Robots Karamazov,” “Neil Armstrong vs. Zombie Hitler.”

     When Sarah-Wade Smith showed up along with Kathryn Smith I guess we fulfilled the statistical probability of two Smiths at once.  Our subject for next time 
is topics for Confluence.

Parsec Officers

Joe Coluccio (President)
Karen Yun-Lutz (Vice President)
William Hall (Secretary)
Greg Armstrong (Treasurer)
Kevin Hayes (Commentator)
Joe Coluccio (SIGMA Editor)

mailto:email:%20Joe%40joecoluccio.com?subject=


Sigma March 2021 Page 3

President’s Column
— Joe Coluccio

I find myself more and more inclined, as was said 
in an earlier time when a group of academics 
began a hard study of science fiction, “to put 
science fiction back in the gutter where it 
belongs.” The trend that horrifies me today is 
not the deconstruction and study of science 
fiction by scholars, some are silly and some are 
profound, but the mind-numbing acceptance 
science fiction has in the general populace. 
Nowhere is that sense more inflamed than in the 
appellation “sci-fi.”  People flip the term around 
as if it had a consensus of meaning. Or worse 
as if “sci-fi” existed. I give no thanks to Forrest J 
Ackerman (4SJ) who came up with the name.

I know when people new to the genre refer to 
their ten favorite “sci-fi” novels, they don’t have the depth of reading and experience yet to make the judgment. (Please take a look at John Frochio’s well-
considered look at a list of science fiction short stories elsewhere in this issue as an example of how to do it right.)

When they claim the top ten “sci-fi” films my head starts in to spinning. I would be hard-pressed to name five great science fiction films. And the five would 
most likely fly in the tradition of a hundred or so years. The items in my object list would slip and slide into a different slots or off to the floor at any given 
second.

An aside — My favorite lists depend on the day, the temperature, the duration of my eggs cooked, the last sentence I read in the last book I read, whether 
a new edition of Edgar Rice Burroughs has been printed, or Anna Karenina has jumped in front of a train (bit of a spoiler alert there) or the Calla Lilies are in 
bloom.

Is it possible I am an SF snob? Nope, sorry, I am as pleased as a sandworm blowing spice melange with a cloying page in a “Doc” Smith epic, as the strangest 
idea in a Philip K Dick reverie, and the densest paragraph of a Cordwainer Smith vision. I devour movies comic books music TV and appropriate cereal boxes. 
(Count Chocula, Frankenberry, and Booberry all count. I don’t adore E.T. or C3PO’s, but I would swoon for a bite of Bill and Ted’s Excellent Cereal)

Does that mean I don’t want people to discover science fiction? On the contrary, I want as many fingers eyes, ears, noses (probably not tongues - except for 
the SF Gourmet - a barrel of Pappy Van Winkle pairs well with your gagh, Captain.) finding the way into the heart of the genre.

Does that mean I don’t want mostly mainstream novelists to wend their way into science fiction? No, but I do wish they would spend a little more time 
becoming familiar with the genre. I’ll trade you one1984 for a Brave New World. 

Does that mean I don’t want science fiction reviewed in the New York Times or Washington Post?  Nopee, there are always reviewers and critics of any and all 
stripe who can bring cogent observations on the work at hand.

I don’t even want Amazon to stop publishing a constant spray of space opera military titles by tyro authors.

What I want is readers and viewers to dip far and wide into the experience pool of SF. What I want is readers and viewers to dip far and wide into the 
experience pool of all literature. 

As for those of you who insist on reading only for enjoyment. Your idea of enjoyment confuses me. It is surprising what insight you can find in a beach novel. 
It is also ineffable the joy you can find in a great work of writing. Please sharpen the edge of your enjoyment.

 I read and love mysteries and pulp science fiction and adventure with the best of you. I also admire and “enjoy” those dreaded works considered great 
literature. 

What? You never read the Brothers Karamazov, or traveled the world with Moby Dick, or enjoyed the French countryside with Proust, or were astounded by 
the exploits of Pierre in War and Peace? 

What? You never pondered the paranoia of a Martian Time Slip, traveled the globe with Captain Nemo, or stood on Alpha Ralpha boulevard? 

Read Jack Schaeffer, Luke Short, Dorothy M Johnson, Elmer Kelton, Elmore Leonard, Patricia Highsmith, Raymond Chandler, Dorothy B. Hughes, Dashiell 
Hammett, Sara Paretsky? 

See why I can’t make a list? The selection is too deep and multidimensional. It is word without end.  I am humble in the lush greatness provided for all our 
delight.

ΣSquib

Historical Dictionary of Science Fiction

From the author of “The F-Word” comes the new online and free Historical Dictionary of 
Science Fiction.

“Transporter,” “ moonrise,” “deep space” and,  “warp speed “all go back a lot longer than 
your philosophy will attest. Go ahead, look ‘em up.

“Fugghead” an endearing fan term started in A.H. Rapp’s fanzine Spacewarp No. 30 in 
1949. That entry alone is worth the price of admission.

https://sfdictionary.com
https://sfdictionary.com
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On Reading Le Guin
—Mary Soon Lee
(first published in Uppagus)

Yesterday I packed my bags,
said goodbye to husband, daughter,
cats, friends, the daily chores,
told my son to hurry up
if he was coming too.

Before we left the house,
before we opened the door,
I smelled salt in the air,
heard the wind whip waves
against the wooden wharves.

Years since I last sailed
the islands of Earthsea,
but everything the same:
the swift hawk’s flight,
that brightness on the water,
the fire the dragons woke in me.

The boy I met thirty years ago
glanced past me, eager for adventure,
his impatience pinned in the pages
with his youth, while I,
outside the story for so long,
had grown older, fatter, named my son,
but now am coming home.

Periodically the chart gets refreshed with a new element. Researchers believe elements 113, 
115, 117 and, 118, the Super Heavy Elements require more expressive names.

Godzillium  is one suggestion. 

Sisyphisium for the heavy boulder Sisyphis was condemned to roll up a hillside, only to 
watch is roll back down so that he could roll it up again only to watch it roll…I have a sug-
gestion Chutesandladderium.
 
“Octarine”  in honor of Terry Pratchett’s  Disc World for element 117 has been proposed.

Dmitri Mendeleev has never been so happy

ΣSquib
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Alternate Histories
— John Thompson
Watching Too Much TV: Installment 6

Today, I’m stretching the boundaries of Parsec’s purview to talk about history in cinema, a little-appreciated form of Fantasy.

The Forgotten Army - Azaadi Ke Liye (For Freedom) is a five-episode web series available on Amazon. It’s based on the (largely forgotten in the West) history of 
the Indian National Army, a 40,000-plus armed force made up primarily of British Indian Army soldiers captured by the Japanese after the fall of Singapore 
and recruited to serve under Indian nationalists who’d been receiving support from the Axis powers. The stated aim of the INA was to fight for Indian 
independence, a goal that suited the Japanese just fine.

The INA alliance with the Japanese was always uncomfortable; the Indian nationalists were leery of Japanese attempts to manipulate them. But they did 
manage to march from Singapore and invade India, though the invasion was pretty much a damp squib, devolving into a delaying action against the Allies 
and starving alongside the Japanese in Burma.

The series depicts this history pretty faithfully and is occasionally visually striking, but it’s not without faults: the zip ties holding the bayonets to the rifles, the 
surprise attack by the bicycle-riding Japanese, and the INA soldiers depicted as the best warriors in the world, their fierce resolve and flashing eyes bringing 
cringing Japanese soldiers to their knees until ordered to stand down by their inept British officers. And that song, the same dang song erupted at every 
opportunity. At least there was no dancing.

There was enormous controversy in India over the INA after the war. They were reviled for violating their oaths to the (British) king. Some of the INA were 
court-martialed under the assumption they had committed the sorts of atrocities the Japanese were notorious for and which were vividly depicted in 
the miniseries. But the INA members tried were found to have operated within the bounds of military law, and the detainees were eventually released, 
though many were denied pensions and proscribed from ever serving in the Indian army again. Some former INA members went on to contribute to Indian 
independence, but the history of the INA was officially ignored for decades.

This history deserves to be better known.

Credits (courtesy of Wikipedia)
•	 •	 Sunny Kaushal as Sodhi
•	 •	 M.K. Raina as Old Sodhi
•	 •	 Sharvari Wagh as Maya
•	 •	 Tj Bhanu as Rasamma

This Virtual Night by C.S. Friedman
A Review
— Larry Ivkovich

C.S. Friedman’s novel This Virtual Night is her long awaited 2020 follow-up to the first book in her Outworlds series, 1998’s This Alien Shore (a New York Times 
Notable Book of the Year). I read This Alien Shore at that time and loved it. This Virtual Night isn’t so much a sequel but another story taking place in this 
fascinating universe with different characters and settings. And it’s just as good as its predecessor.

To say this book is simply a space opera would be a disservice, not that there’s anything wrong with space opera. I love space opera but Friedman’s rich 
characterizations, the story’s topicality relating to xenophobia, gaming, and social media, and expert action scenes, not to mention a twist three quarters of 
the way through, make this a much more interesting novel than a lot of the genre.

In the far future, interstellar travel made possible by the Hausman Drive has been found to alter humans’ DNA, drastically changing them physically or 
mentally or both. As a result, because of fear and the “threat” of contamination, Earth has abandoned these altered humans to deep space. Called Hausman 
Variations, or “Variants,” they’ve established colonies centered around large space stations, collectively known as the Outworlds. But the Variants discover 
another way to travel vast galactic distances in relative safety--the ainniq. But only Variants can navigate these reputedly haunted regions of hyperspace. An 
uneasy reconciliation between the Outworlds’ “Ainniq Guild” and the Earth government comes about as a result.

Variant Ru Gaya, an Outrider mercenary explorer, is hired to investigate Shenshido Station, a derelict space habitat, which has been mostly destroyed, 
plundered by looters called “scavs,” and abandoned. There, she’s captured by survivors of the event which wrecked the station but these two groups of 
warring factions suffer hallucinations and wild delusions, determined to violently kill those they deem their enemies.

Micah Bello, an award winning immersive game designer becomes stranded on Shenshido Station at the same time, escaping from corporate enforcers. 
Micah’s been framed as the mastermind of a suicide bombing committed by two men who were immersed in one of Micah’s virtual games. He and Ru team 
up to find out what’s causing this outbreak of madness and to find a way to get back to Ru’s ship and get off the station. 

And, after that, to fight against an even bigger threat. To say the situation gets worse would be an understatement. Micah, with his role-playing and 
imaginative game-writing skills, and Ru, with her own unique Variant abilities, uncover a monstrous plot to take over the whole of the Outworlds.

Supporting characters like the Oracle, a girl-child who holds court on another Outworld called Harmony Station and can “see the future,” Ivar, one of the 
Shenshido Station survivors and a master criminal, and Tye Jericho, a government official who hires Ru to investigate Shenshido Station, are also expertly 
defined and contribute a lot to the novel.

Really good stuff. Highly recommended.
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Platform_(film)#Cast


Sigma March 2021 Page 6

What Are My All-Time Favorite SF&F Stories?
—John A. Frochio

I read a lot of science fiction and fantasy.  Over the years, I’ve leaned primarily toward shorter works (short stories through novellas), though I have read quite 
a few novels.  I enjoy a wide variety of styles and subject matter, both old and new works, classics and relatively unknown stories, well known and brand new 
authors.  I’ve often wondered if I could compile a list of my all-time favorite stories (realizing of course that I haven’t read everything out there), would I find a 
pattern of favorite types of stories.  So a while ago, I began compiling that list.  At the beginning, I didn’t limit myself to a specific number like a Top Ten or Top 
100, but I knew I would eventually have to do that.

So finally, without much fanfare, my Top 30 List (in alphabetical order by author):

1.	The Cloud-Sculptors of Coral D – J. G. Ballard

2.	Tideline – Elizabeth Bear

3.	Blood Music – Greg Bear

4.	Fondly Fahrenheit – Alfred Bester

5.	There Will Come Soft Rains – Ray Bradbury

6.	Bloodchild – Octavia Estelle Butler

7.	All You Zombies-- -- Robert A. Heinlein

8.	Flowers for Algernon – Daniel Keyes

9.	Nine Hundred Grandmothers – R. A. Lafferty

10.	A Pail of Air – Fritz Leiber

11.	The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas – Ursula K. LeQuin

12.	Mono No Aware – Ken Liu

13.	Traveler’s Rest – David I. Masson

14.	Tendeleo’s Story – Ian McDonald

15.	Vintage Season – C. L. Moore & Henry Kuttner

16.	Angel’s Egg – Edgar Pangborn

17.	Lapidary Nights – Marta Randall

18.	The Remoras – Robert Reed

19.	Marrow – Robert Reed

20.	Light of Other Days – Bob Shaw

21.	Desertion – Clifford D. Simak

22.	Scanners Live in Vain – Cordwainer Smith

23.	The Game of Rat and Dragon – Cordwainer Smith

24.	Taklamakan – Bruce Sterling

25.	Slow Sculpture – Theodore Sturgeon

26.	The Man Who Walked Home – James Tiptree, Jr

27.	The Phantom of Kansas – John Varley

28.	The Fifth Head of Cerberus – Gene Wolfe

29.	The Keys to December – Roger Zelazny

30.	A Rose for Ecclesiastes – Roger Zelazny

And so there you have it, for what it’s worth.  What does this selection say about my tastes?  Do I lean toward classic works?  Also, there isn’t much fantasy 
in the list.  I did have to prune a lot of favorite stories from my original list in order to keep it at a reasonable size.  I find it curious that some of my favorite 
authors didn’t make my final list, i.e. Samuel R. Delany, Philip K. Dick, Harlan Ellison, Robert Silverberg, Isaac Asimov, Arthur C. Clarke.  I love a large number of 
their works, among others, but somehow none made the final cut.

I wonder if anyone else might consider coming up with their own list.  It’s not easy.  Any takers?

Fantastic Artist of the Month - Rowena Morrill
—Larry Ivkovich

Rowena Morrill was featured as the Fantastic Artist of the Month in the September 2017 issue of Sigma but I thought it appropriate to feature her 
again since her recent death this past January following years of poor health.

Rowena Morrill, born 1944, is an American artist best known for her science fiction and fantasy illustrations. 
She’s credited as one of the first female artists to influence paperback cover artwork.

She has done cover art for books by Anne McCaffrey, Isaac Asimov, Samuel R. Delany, Piers Anthony, HP 
Lovecraft, and Madeleine L’engle, among others. She’s also created artwork for various magazines, including 
Playboy, Heavy Metal, and Omni.

Morrill has been nominated for the Hugo Award 5 times. She received the British Fantasy Award in 1984. She 
was nominated for the World Fantasy Artist Award in 1981, 1982, and 1984 and received the World Fantasy 
Award for Life Achievement in 2020.

Fellow fantastic artist Bob Eggleton said of Morrill in this month’s Locus Magazine, “Rowena Morrill is a 
formative artist of the genre from the late 1970s on. Her work is the stuff of wonder, and she will be missed, but 
her legacy lives on.”
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	 Brief Bios
	 — Eric Leif Davin
Miriam Allen deFord, (1888-1975)

She was born in Philadelphia, the daughter of two physicians.  She published her first story at age 12.  Speaking in 1942 she 
said, “I was born a feminist [sic], and have been a freethinker since I was thirteen.”  She was educated at Wellesley College 
and Temple University, from which she received her Bachelor’s in 1911.  She received a scholarship to the University of 
Pennsylvania, where she did graduate work in English and Latin, 1911-12.  

She lived in Boston from 1912-15, where she worked as a journalist.  She then moved to San Diego, where she married 
Armistead Collier in 1915 and worked as a stenographer and freelance journalist.  In 1917 they moved to Baltimore, where 
she became the editor of a house newsletter for the Pompeian Oil Company.  In 1918 she became an insurance claims 
adjuster, and served in that capacity in Baltimore, Chicago, and San Francisco until 1923, having been divorced in 1920.  In 
every city she was active in the woman suffrage and radical movements and was jailed for her suffrage activities.  She once 
noted that, when she worked in Chicago, she knew half the “Wobblies” (members of the radical IWW, the Industrial Workers 
of the World, headquartered in Chicago) imprisoned and tried 
there for opposition to America’s participation in World War I.

In 1921 she married Maynard Shipley, a writer and lecturer on natural science.  Shipley was the 
founder and president of the Science League of America (1924-32), which championed the 
theory of evolution in numerous states that had passed laws banning the teaching of evolution.  
It was the Science League that provided most of the expert defense witnesses at the so-called 
“Scopes Monkey Trial” in which Clarence Darrow defended a Tennessee high school biology 
teacher for teaching the theory of evolution.  Shipley was, “The greatest personal influence in my 
life,” wrote deFord, “the profoundest mind, the most lovable nature, and the noblest spirit I have 
ever known.”  

Shipley was also a prominent Leftist and both he and deFord were members of the Socialist 
Party from 1919-1922.  They left the Party in 1922 because, said deFord, “they were going too 
far to the right — they were practically a branch of the Democratic Party…. I’ve always been for 
complete revolution, not reform.  I suppose you’d say we were good Marxists.”  

Until Shipley’s death of a stroke at age 61 in 1934, their home was in Sausalito, near San 
Francisco.  After his death she lived in Honolulu, the Far East, and Berkeley, before settling in San 
Francisco.  Antioch University Press published her 1956 biography of Shipley.

From 1921-56 she was the San Francisco correspondent for the Federated Press, a newspaper syndication service for over 300 
labor newspapers.  In this way became a well-known reporter in labor and leftist circles.  She covered all the radical crusades 
of the time, such as the trial and execution of anarchists Sacco and Vanzetti, and numbered Jack London and other famous 
socialists of the day among her friends.  She wrote the authorized biography of well-known labor activist and political prisoner 
Tom Mooney in 1935 while he was still in San Quentin Prison.  From 1956-58 she was the staff correspondent for *Labor’s Daily.  
*

Like her husband, deFord wrote for the series of inexpensive paperback Little Blue Books published by Haldeman-Julius of 
Girard, Kansas.  She authored 15 biographies and Latin translations in this series, as well as The Facts about Fascism, and The 
Truth about Mussolini, both 1926.  From 1936-39 she was an editor on the Federal Writers Project writing histories of California 
cities for the WPA guide to that state.  She was fired from the project for spending too much time covering the deportation 
hearings of radical longshoreman union leader Harry Bridges.  That Great Depression job was the last salaried position she 
held.  By then, however, she was already earning “a sufficient living as a freelance writer,” so she threw herself into that.  “I wrote 
stories, I wrote articles, and as I developed new interests I got better acquainted with the periodicals that dealt with them.  
Whatever I was doing, I wrote about.”

Her 1930 story, “The Silver Knight,” was chosen for inclusion in that year’s anthology of O. Henry Award Prize Stories, edited by Blanche Cotton Williams, who 
described her as a poet who had translated Lucretius, Juvenal, and Catullus from the Latin.  Indeed, deFord’s poetry appeared in many of the magazines of the 
day and was reprinted in approximately 35 anthologies and collected in her 1939 book, Children of the Sun.  Another of her stories was chosen for inclusion in 
the 1934 O. Henry anthology.  Her novel, Shaken With the Wind, appeared in 1942.  

She also published many biographical books, a sampling of which includes Love Children: A Book of Illustrious Illegitimates (1931); Who Was When? A Dictionary 
of Contemporaries (1940); They Were San Franciscans (1941); Thomas More (1967); The Real Bonnie and Clyde (1968); and The Real Ma Barker (1970).  

She published 31 SF stories 1950-1960 in Galaxy, If, Fantastic Universe, Startling Stories, Space Stories, Beyond Fantasy Fiction, 
Future SF, Venture,and Anthony Boucher’s The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, where she debuted.Her story, “Mary 
Celestial,” was a collaboration with Boucher.  Another story, “The Malley System,” appeared in Harlan Ellison’s famous path-
breaking anthology, Dangerous Visions (1967).  She also published fantasy in Weird Tales.

And deFord also became well known in the mystery field.  In 1961 she was awarded the Edgar Allen Poe Award for her 
non-fiction book, The Overbury Affair: The Murder That Rocked the Court of James I.In 1960 and 1963 she served on the 
Board of Directors of the Mystery Writers of America.  She edited a genre anthology Space, Time and Crime (1964), which 
successfully merged the genres of mystery and science fiction.  Her story, “The Kookhouse Murderer,” is a spy-mystery for 
The Girl From U.N.C.L.E. Magazine (December, 1966).  Many of her science fiction stories were collected in Xenogenesis(1969) 
(which deals entirely with gender relations) and Elsewhere, Elsewhen, Elsehow (1971).  

She continued to publish into the 1970s and was a familiar sight at both mystery and science fiction conventions until her 
death.  When arthritis crippled her fingers, making it impossible for her to type, she dictated her stories and articles and 
books and carried on.  The best information about her can be found in her long memoir, from which the quotes in this 
profile are taken, in Sherna Gluck, Ed., From Parlor to Prison: Five American Suffragists Talk About Their Lives, Vintage Books: 
NY, 1976.

Big Bill Haywood and office employees in the General Office of the 
Industrial Workers of the World 1001 W Madison St Chicago 1917

Cover by Richard Powers
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Mars! 
—Francis Graham , Kent State University

   Mars is very near the Pleiades star cluster tonight and the next few days and was also there March 2 when I viewed it in the Gadela Refractor here at  the 
Christina Alley Observatory.  The seeing was rather poor and I did not see many features on Mars that night.

   When Mars is nearer to the Earth, as it is during a favorable opposition, many of the larger Martian features can be seen from Planet Earth with a good long 
focus telescope.  One group of features sometimes seen are the Martian “canals”.  They are optical illusions, caused by roughly in line distinct different features 
viewed from an enormous distance of millions of miles.   I have seen them a few times, and it does require some self-discipline to realize they are not real.
   The first person to see and study them was Giovanni Schiaparelli (1835- 1910)  in  1877 using a telescope a lot like mine.  He carefully drew the network he 
saw in a map which covered the Martian surface—except for the polar areas—with them.

   Schiaparelli retired from astronomy due to failing eyesight, but  the American millionaire Percival Lowell  (1855-1916)  was captivated by the possibility that 
canals were dug on Mars by a species of intelligent beings that lived there.  Establishing his own observatory in Flagstaff, Arizona, under pristine clear skies, he 
too saw the canals and mapped them.  He wrote many articles, paper and three books on the subject at the end of the nineteenth century:  Mars, Mars and Its 
Canals,and Mars as the Abode of Life.I have all of them. 

   

The Illusory “canals” of Mars.  

Lowell’s Mars books and a 
globe showing Lowell’s “Canals”

The controversy of whether or not the canals were real persisted through the first half of the twentieth century and was finally resolved in 1964 when the 
spacecraft Mariner 4  made images of Mars’ surface close up that did not show the canals, but should have.  Some of the approximately linear features, as 
Coprates and Vallis Marineris, were listed as canals but were clearly natural canyons.  

Lowell’s logic regarding the canals was very persuasive, if only the canals were real. In Marspage 201 he states: 

“ To review now, the chain of reasoning by which we have been led to regard it probable that upon the surface of Mars we see the effects of local intelligence. 
We find, in the first place, that the broad physical conditions of the planet are bot antagonistic to some form of life; secondly, that there is an apparent dearth 
of water upon the planet’s surface, and, therefore, if beings of sufficient intelligence inhabited it, they would have to resort to irrigation to support life; thirdly, 
that there turns out to be a network of markings covering the disk precisely counterparting what a system of irrigation would look like; and, lastly, there is a 
network of spots placed where we should expect the lands thus artificially fertilized , and behaving as such constructed oasies should.  All this, of course, may 
be a set of coincidences, signifying nothing; but the probability points the other way.  As to the details of explanation, any we may adopt will undoubtedly be 
found, on closer acquaintance, to vary from the actual Martian state of things; for any Martian life must differ markedly from our own. “

   If the canals were real, Lowell’s reasoning was impeccable.  Alas, the canals were not real. But the science fiction they spawned required many, many metric 
tons of paper from whole forests to print, using vast channels of water to grow—on Earth.

ΣSquib

Come Blow Your Horn

The large shell of the Charonia lampas , not to be confused with the intercostal clavicle 
in “Bringing Up Baby,” discovered in a cave in the French Pyrenees in 1931, thought for  
eighty years to be a drinking vessel, got a fresh pitch in 2021.

It was noticed the 17,000 year old conch  was chipped and punctured in a way to fashion 
it as a music instrument. “I needed a lot of air to maintain the sound,” said Jean-Michel 
Court, a musicologist at the University of Toulouse said as he blew three tones similar to C, 
C-sharp and D.

Clearly not a horn designed to play Be-Bop.  Any would be cave dwelling Charlie Parker 
would most likely resort to filling the conch with a cask of Domaine Leroy Musigny Grand 
Cru so they could dream the polytonal music to come.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charonia_lampas
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The Million-Year Picnic
—Eric Leif Davin
ericdavin@hotmail.com

In the summer, 1946 issue of Planet Stories, Ray Bradbury published 
his influential story, “The Million-Year Picnic.” It was the first of a series of 
Martian stories he published in the late Forties which were collected and 
published in book form in 1950 as The Martian Chronicles. In this first story 
of the series, which takes place in the far-distant year of 1999, an Earth 
family of a husband and wife and their three sons land in their “family 
rocket” on a Mars where water still flows in the canals and in the fountains 
of long-dead Martian cities. The parents tell their sons they have come to 
Mars for a vacation, a picnic. When one of their sons asks how long they’ll 
be there, the father cryptically replies, “For a million years.”

It seems Earth has been fighting global wars for a long time, for 
decades. Indeed, the family had escaped Earth just before a nuclear 
holocaust seems to have finally obliterated the last traces of human 
civilization. “Wars kept getting bigger and bigger,” the father later tells 
his sons, “until they killed Earth. That’s why we ran away.” His plan is 
that they will begin anew on Mars and, with the daughters of another 
family following them in their own rocket, the children will build a new 
civilization on Mars, free of the hatreds and poisons of Earth. They are the 
new “Martians.”

In the immediate aftermath of World War II, of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki, it is understandable why Bradbury would wish to escape from 
into the wilderness and begin anew, leaving all wars behind. Twenty years 
later, in the mid-1960s, thousands of young hippies were feeling the same 
way about American society. They wanted to escape the degradations of 
capitalism and the pollution of the cities and go “back to the land” where 
they could live simply, free of the trappings of modern industrial life. So 
they returned to the land and formed utopian New Age communes such as “The Farm” in Tennessee, 
“New Buffalo” in Taos, “Morning Star Ranch” in Marin County north of San Francisco, “Earth People’s 
Park” in Vermont, and similar communal experiments in a hundred other places. 

Perhaps the owners of the first comic book store in Cambridge’s Harvard Square were still 
feeling something of that when they opened their business in the mid-1970s, because they called 
their store “The Million-Year Picnic.” I was living in Cambridge at the time and I began my serious 
adult collecting and reading of comic books at The Million-Year Picnic when it opened. 

In addition to haunting the store for the comix, I also made a point of catching the myriad 
celebrities the owners brought in. One of them was bushy-bearded Frank Herbert who sat with me 
and a gaggle of other fans discussing Dune. I wish I could pass along the pearls of wisdom strewn 
about by Herbert in that session...but I can’t. It was a long time ago. I just don’t remember.

But I do remember, vividly, when Wendy Pini visited The Million-Year Picnic in 1978. 
She was 27-years-old at the time and, with her husband, Richard, had just launched the 
Elfquest comic. It would become fabulously successful, with Wendy responsible for the 
resulting graphic novels and Richard responsible for the various text spinoffs. In 1985 
Richard and Wendy Pini won a Balrog Award for Best Artist for their Elfquest work.

But, in 1978, that was in the future, and that’s not why I remember Wendy Pini at 
The Million-Year Picnic so vividly. I remember her because she came dressed (or, rather, 
undressed) as Red Sonja, the swordwoman friend-rival of Conan. She was Frank Thorne’s 
Red Sonja, the artist who envisioned her first in the Marvel Comics Conan, then in her own 
comic book: Soft leather boots, a knife in a sheath strapped to her naked thigh, a chain 
mail bikini with large connecting links on the sides imprinting themselves into the flesh of 
her bare hips, and a flowing, flamboyant red wig. Her leather-gloved hands held a massive 
sword like they were used to hefting it. This was long before Warrior Princess Xena, or any 
other chicks in chain mail, and I’d never seen anything like her -- except in a comic book. 
But here was a savage swordwoman in the flesh! Very much in the flesh. There was about 
her a certain something, a je na sais quoi, which drew the fanboys to her like moths to a 
flame, me included. What was it? OK, let me just say it plain: She looked damn good and 
was sexy as hell!  

Wendy Pini and Frank Thorne

mailto:ericdavin%40hotmail.com?subject=
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Marjorie Hope Nicolson (1894 - 1981)
—Joe Coluccio

Midway my teens, in search of a dream of science fiction, I found in the school library, a volume entitled  “Science and the 
Imagination” by Marjorie Hope Nicholson. A series of essays begun in 1935 as an approach to literature through the history of 
science.

The Table of Contents:
	 •	 The Telescope and Imagination
	 •	 The “New Astronomy” and English Imagination
	 •	 Kepler, Somnium, and John Donne
	 •	 The Scientific Background of Swift’s Voyage to Laputa
	 •	 The Microscope and English Imagination.

I quickly followed with a reading of what may be her most famous work, “Voyages to the Moon” a “proto-science-fiction” romp 
about the early tales and extraordinary trips to the Earth’s satellite. Some by means of geese and demons, some with Cyrano de 
Bergerac, large nose and all, in a prototype rocket ship.  “Voyages to the Moon” is accessible and enjoyable and not available. An 
interesting substitute is “The Man in the Moone” edited by Faith K Pizor and  T. Allen Cop

Marjorie Hope Nicholson was a remarkable person to be sure.

“Yale was so old-fashioned,” she wrote in a memo on admission policies, “that it allowed me to be a 
candidate in its Department of English merely because I had had . . . eleven years of Greek, eight of 
Latin, eight of Philosophy, and a reading knowledge of seven languages. But not a day in bona fide 
English.” 

From 1920-1970 she achieved a number of firsts: the first woman to receive a doctorate in English 
from Yale University, one of the first women to become dean of Smith College, the first woman to 
chair a major department in an Ivy League University, the first woman to be elected president of 
Phi Beta Kappa. In her day she taught and guided thousands of students, training more PhDs in 
her subject than anyone else in America. 

Her works demonstrated how the human imagination was excited by scientific discoveries. It was 
this sense of excitement and discovery that sustained me. She produced studies that showed that 
the Miltons and the Wordsworths of English literature bothered to read, understand and we’re 
influenced by the “new science” studies of the day.

She was a student of Arthur O Lovejoy who created the discipline of the History of Ideas as 
explained in his landmark work “The Great Chain of Being,” which follows the history of the idea of 
the “chain of being” from God, through the angels to humans, animals, plants and minerals” from 
antiquity until the eighteenth century.

In 1971, the second year of its existence, Marjorie Hope Nicholson was awarded the Pilgrim Award 
by the Science Fiction Research Association for lifetime achievement in the field of science fiction 
scholarship. By the accounts of some attending the 1971 Pilgrim Awards, “While she did not reject 
it, she did seem to have rather disdained it.”  As far as is recorded she did not attend the award 
ceremony and she never accepted the award. Science Fiction probably had not yet “caught fire” in 
academic awareness. 

All this was pretty heady stuff for me, someone aswim in Heinlein and Arthur C Clarke, Astounding, Galaxy, and even Fantasy and Science Fiction. There was 
something about this history and vision of the  “new science” that resonated in me while I was also reading and assimilating the science fiction of the day.
Her books sit happily on my bookshelves today. Over the years I have collected
	 •	 The Microscope and English Imagination (1935) 
	 •	 A World in the Moon (1936)
	 •	 Newton Demands the Muse (1946)
	 •	 Voyages to the Moon (1948)
	 •	 The Breaking of the Circle (1950)
	 •	 Science and Imagination (1956) 
	 •	 Mountain Gloom and Mountain Glory(1959)

Since my early reading experince, I have forever sought people and ideas that cause the tingle and a tangle of challenge.  A stimulant to the heretical thoughts 
bumping about in an internal rhythm that enhances my idea of the world. My mind is a chaotic place that combines events and facts and meanings and truths 
and false assumptions into an ever-changing bubbling cauldren of doubt and certainty.  

It is only recently that folks are finding new avenues into the ways of how we come to know, and what we come to think. Some even have the gall to attempt 
to say consciousness is so integral with the our physical world that any attempt tp exclude it in theories of elementary physics will cause failure. Lee Smolin, a 
physicist I admire, has the temerity to state the natural laws of the universe themselves are evolving.

These are the thought explorations for which science fiction is famous, but equal inspiration is in the pages of works of philosophy, physics, the history of 
science, mathematics, the panels of comic books, in a book or two of popular science, in newspapers and magazines. Pretty much anywhere you care to look. 
Reading the works of Marjorie Hope Nicholson placed me at the beginning of an intellectual journey. A passage that is every bit as important to me as my 
youthful dreams and wishes of a flight into the deep of the dark night skies. 

When you feel the slight prod of danger, a frisson running up your spine, the thrill of intellect, a certain consternation of thought, don’t hesitate, join with the 
adventure, carry on with gusto. You may pass through the portals into hell, but given time Virgil will steer you toward heaven.

Meantime, I thank Marjorie for the chariot and the wings. One of these days Bang Zoom I’m going to the moon.
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The Theremin - Instrument of SF
—Joe Coluccio

Did you enjoy composer Alex North’s accompanying music score for 2001? Not in this bubble universe, 
you didn’t. And not because he didn’t compose one. ‘Cause he did.

Music has this power, see? It will grab you. It has the power to insert itself into your psyche. To either 
torture you with a melody. The Muppets “Mah Nà Mah Nà.” (I know! I caused it to roll around in my 
brain, too), or to cause a nostalgic pull for great romance and film kisses  like the main theme from 
Cinema Paradiso (Nuovo Cinema Paradiso) by Ennio Morricone, or fill you full of stars  like the opening 
notes of “Also Sprach Zarathustra” in “2001, A Space Odyssey.”

 Stanley Kubrick simply became used to the music he had chosen as a fill-in until Alex North could 
complete the score for his film.  He listened to the music of Straus, Ligetti, Straus  — no that was 
Holland, Dozier, Holland, at Motown — as the film was edited, then he included it in the final cut.

When the film was shown in theaters it was by the serendipitous of serendipity Kubrick’s choice of a mix of experimental and classical orchestra music in an SF 
film seemed like an act of genius. Which, of course, it was.

Richard Stauss — “Also Sprach Zarathustra” at the dawn of the tool bearers and wherever else the monolith pops up. György Ligeti —  “Atmosphères,”” Lux,” 
“Aeterna,” and “Requiem “ in the adventures on the moon and around about the stargate.  The wonderfully elegant Blue Danube by Johan Strauss on the 
dance to the space station. 

Poor Alex North, composer of the music for Kubrick’s, Spartacus and Dr. Strangelove, never found out until the 2001 premiere his music had been scrapped.

Not the case with Bernard Herrmann’s music in Robert Wise’s The Day the Earth Stood Still.  A powerful story does not take a back seat to the music score. 
Michael Rennie is a perfect Klaatu because he himself is an alien. (Keannu Reeves gives Rennie a run for his money as a being not of this earth) Gort will shiver 
your timbers any day of the week. Patricia Neal is the perfect mom, even Father Knows Best’s Billie Gray is spot on.  And the otherwise amiable science fiction 
professor hero in other movies, Hugh Marlowe, plays a damn good foil.

However, the theremin steals the show. The strange sound of the instrument is part musical score, part cast member, as much an alien character as Klaatu and 
Gort, and part of the sound effects ambiance. 

For all its power Earth Standing Still does not get credit for being the first film score to secure a part for a theremin in an SF classic. That honor goes to Ferde 
Grofé, composer of “The Grand Canyon Suite” as well as  the “Call for Philip Morris” comm’l on early TV, in “Rocketship XM “(1950).  A movie that was rushed to 
the box office to beat the competition for Heinlein’s “Destination Moon”.

Alas, neither can be called the first to present a full score of electronic music to the screen. Forbidden Planet bleeped and skronked six years after “Rocketship” and four 
years after “The Day.” It, however, lacked a theremin. Several urls on WWW put the instrument in the film, but Louis and Bebe Barron created the sounds entirely from 
their electronic synthesizers and devices. Not one theremin was squealed in the making of the movie.

Other notable soundtracks contain a theremin. Howard Hawks/Christian Nyby, John W Campbell and James Arness in “The Thing from Another World.”

“It Came from Outer Space “- Jack Arnold, Ray Bradbury, Barbra Rush  and Richard 
Carlson. Its is interesting that both “It came From Outer Space” and “The Day the 
Earth Stood Still” had aliens that are not inimical to our fragile earth life, One was an 
ambassador for peace and the other a broke down space vessel crew looking for a 
saucer repair garage.

I believe the Theremin has the bona fides to truly be called an instrument of science 
fiction film. That was not the intention of  Leon Theremin when he invented the 
instrument in Russia in  October 1920.  He was looking for a classical instrument for 
ballet.

What follows is a copy of an article entitled “Hands Create Radio Music” from 
December 1927 Issue of Science and Invention Magazine. A Hugo Gensback (AKA 
The Father of Science Fiction)Publication.
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 Science and Invention, December 1927  

Hands Create Radio Music 
New World of Musical Tones Discovered by Experimenting with the Squeal of 

Radio Receiving Set 
By H. WINFIELD SECOR 

 

 

OMETHING new in the musical world has 
been accomplished by Prof. Leo Theremin of 
the Physicotechnical Institute of Leningrad, 

who recently gave a remarkable demonstration 
before a large group of musicians, scientists, and 
music lovers in Berlin. The accompanying pictures 
show the appearance of the new instrument devised 
by Prof. Theremin, and he is at present engaged in 
building twelve of the instruments, so that a full 
orchestra effect can be demonstrated. Thus far a 
solo instrument has been demonstrated, and also 
duet playing on two instruments. 

Practically all of the musical instruments with 
which we are acquainted require careful and 
tedious training for at least several years on the part 
of the student. This new instrument which utilizes, 
as we might say, the squeal heard in regenerative 
sets when the tickler is improperly manipulated, 
enables anyone with a musical ear soon to learn to 

produce a wonderful range of musical notes. Aside 
from the fact that one does not have to spend years 
in training or taking musical lessons, Prof. 
Theremin has accomplished something infinitely 
greater. With the advent of this new apparatus for 
producing musical tones, the inventor has made it 
possible to produce musical notes and tone colors 
never heard before by the ear of man. 

Prof. Theremin’s apparatus for utilizing the 
principle of heterodyning, or super-imposing, one 
electrical current frequency upon another will, the 
inventor states, free the composer from the 
despotism of the twelve-note tempered piano scale, 
to which even violinists must adapt themselves. 
The composer can now construct a scale of the 
intervals desired; he can even have intervals of 
thirteenths, if he desires them. It is in fact now 
possible to produce any gradation of musical tone 
or tones detectable by the human ear. Also an 

S 

Picture below shows new 
vacuum tube musical 
instrument, which puts the 
squeal of the regenerative 
radio set to work. 

The strange looking semicircle of musical instruments we see in the above picture 
represents the latest scientific discovery by Prof. Theremin, a Russian scientist. 
Moving the hands toward or away from the brass rod and circle protruding from 
the cabinet, the consequent changes in body capacity in turn cause variations in the 
frequency of the currents in the apparatus, and thus produce changes in the tones 
heard in the loud speakers. In the apparatus shown on the front cover, a horn type 
loud speaker is indicated; in the apparatus shown above, cone speakers are 
provided inside the cabinets, with silk screens over them. It is best to use a separate 
loud speaker on each instrument. 
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entirely new range of tonal colors is available, and 
instead of the usual average of say, twenty tone 
colors, represented by that number of different 
orchestral instruments, Prof. Theremin opens up an 
almost limitless field comprising thousands of tone 
colors. 

 

 
The simple vacuum tube oscillator circuit shown above will 
provide a clear idea as to the general electrical action taking 
place in Prof. Theremin’s new musical instrument. With the 
proper size coils connected in a circuit like that shown, the 
different notes in the musical scale are obtainable by varying 
the capacity connected across the main inductance, as 
indicated. 

As the pictures show, each instrument 
comprises suitable arrangement of coils or 
inductances, condensers, and vacuum tubes. The 
instrument is similar to a super-heterodyne radio 
receiving set, as the larger diagram at once 
indicates. As explained in the captions, variations 
in the body capacity are created by moving the 
hands toward or away from the brass rod or circle, 
and these variations in capacity in the control 
oscillator circuit, cause variations in the oscillator 
current super-imposed, through the pick-up coil, on 
the detector circuit. The constant frequency current 
is supplied by a master oscillator, as shown at the 
left of the large diagram. The note heard is that due 
to the difference between the two frequencies. 
 

 
The diagram above shows the action taking place when one 
current is super-imposed upon another, giving rise to a third or 
resultant frequency, as indicated by the full line curve. 

 
In studying the diagram, it should be 

remembered that when the brass rod and circle are 
used, together with variations in body capacity, 
caused by moving the hands in proximity to the 
metal electrodes, that the usual variable condenser 
connected across the main oscillator inductance, is 
dispensed with. In other words, the body capacity 
takes the place of the electrical capacity usually 
supplied by the metal plate condenser, connected 
across grid and filament of the oscillator tube. 
 
Changes in the body capacity caused by moving the hands, 
cause variations in the frequency superimposed by the first 
oscillator upon the circuit energized by the master oscillator at 
left. The difference between the two oscillator frequencies 
produces a third frequency. 

 
The “difference frequency” causes the musical note heard in 
the loud speaker. The note frequency is amplified by two 
stages of audio frequency amplification. 
 

It should be noted that when the right hand, for 
instance, is moved toward or away from the circle 
electrode, that variations in the volume of the 
music are obtained; when the left hand, for 
instance, is moved toward or away from the 
straight rod electrode, which is connected to the 
grid side of the oscillator circuit, changes in the 
pitch of the musical tone are obtained. This is 
important to remember in carrying on any 
experiments with this apparatus. For those 
interested in experimenting with a “vacuum tube 
organ,” as we might call it, the writer would 
suggest that they read the article by Mr. Clyde 
Fitch, describing Mr. Hugo Gernsback’s 
“Pianorad,” which appears in the November-
December 1926 issues of RADIO NEWS. 

 

In the simple musical audion circuit shown in 
the illustration, and which is similar to that used in 
building the “Pianorad,” described one year ago in 
our sister publication, RADIO NEWS, as 
aforementioned, it will be found that quite large 
inductances, in this form of honeycomb coils, are 
necessary to produce the difference frequencies 
necessary for the average scale of musical notes. 
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With the more elaborate, yet really quite simple, 
heterodyne circuit shown in the larger diagram, it 
becomes possible to produce a considerable range 
of musical notes without using extra large 
inductances, due to the peculiar operation of this 
form of circuit. Referring to the last diagram, which 
shows the heterodyne principle on which the action 
of Prof. Theremin’s instrument is based, we 
perceive how it is that a new or resultant frequency 

is produced, whenever two slightly differing 
frequencies are super-imposed one upon the other. 
This is the action taking place in the super-
heterodyne receiving set, with which most radio 
fans are more or less familiar. If the incoming 
signal has a fixed frequency, any changes in the 
oscillator frequency will cause a change in the 
resultant frequency, and vice versa. 

 

Parsec Meeting Saturday, March 20, 2021, 1:00PM

A Discussion of Topics for Confluence Panels

Put your two or so cents worth in

•	 The placement of viscera in Ridley Scott’s Alien
•	 Nazis on Mars
•	 The hair styles of C’mell and M’ling
•	 Philip K. DIck as Jazzy DJ
•	 The Diet of Sandwurms
•	 I Yoda You Obi Wan Kanobi
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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

