


RUNNING WITH AN EYE-DROPPER FULL OF MUCILAGE
There is an intriguingly simple card fantasy that I play each day on my iPhone/iPad. (In the interest of writing something in 
parentheses, I am the least active game player in the history of human thought. I find all rules…well…yucky). There are many 
versions of the Spider Solitaire Variant available at no cost or at moderate cost. I don’t have much knowledge of the Android structure 
operating systems, but I am guessing the same Spider Stamp is available in profusion there as well. I believe with a pack of cards vast 
enough and the patience of a player of 52 pick-up, you can play Spider with honest-to-god real playing cards.

The maddening thing about this version of Solitaire is when you have reached a plateau where there are no more choices of black and 
red on red and black available, you are sent a whole new pile of cards cascading onto the board, often obliterating your good work 
to that point. And you think Dostoevsky had a hard time shoveling piles of rocks from one side of the gulag to the other. Or Sisyphus 
getting that rock to the top of the hill only to have it plummet back down again and once again.

Sigh! Yet I play daily. About every third or fourth iteration my iPhone/iPad serves up the message “No useful moves detected.” Note 
this warning doesn’t signify the game is over. You can play on. The “strict” explanation is that you cannot possibly retire all the cards 
thus “win the game.”  I very seldom play on, until something tingles in the back of my stubborn mind that flies in the face of futility 
and says I should give it a try.

There are months when putting together, Sigma, feels like playing on in the end game after all attempt at completion is possible. I 
have the work of many talented authors to place in rightful spaces. On publication date, I see, in the report from Mail Chimp that I use 
to distribute the newsletter, and don’t really understand what it signals when readers click on the publication. It may even signify that 
Sigma or parts of it are read.

Oh, and I have had this happen in the past in other endeavors. When I managed my undying shot of eight hours radio from Thursday 
morning to early evening in the nascent days of WYEP-FM, I was quite certain no one was listening. I must admit I lost any idea of 
the glamor of becoming a radio DJ. When I’ve had gumption enough to send out a story for a slush pile reader, I am sure the result 
is in the region of Hoe-Hum. When I prepared a sales proposal in the world of “grown-up” business, I knew the customer could not 
possibly understand what I proposed. Here it only took a few face to face encounters to realize I was correct. I did some better when I 
convinced the customer it was me and not the proposal spelling out the goods. It is one of the reasons all business transaction have 
the thunder of bluster about them. 

This morning when I finished the cover to the Sigma June 2021 Edition, which I am sure no one enjoys, I had a rare spurt of joy. As 
a placed and illustrated the contents, which I realize no one looks at, I enjoyed a pleasant moment of satisfaction. As I copied over 
information about the organization Parsec, which I know are thought to be trivial in scope, I experienced the tipsy joy of dance.  

it registered as I wrote the last lines of this article…

in all things I push against the resistance. 

Am I brave in the face of all vanity, or just a Tip-Top-Toy spinning down?

Apologia
Because of time constraints I was unable to finish any of the ΣSquibs I was preparing, and failed to revive one this month’s  excellent 
Brief Bios by Eric Davin. As always, Mea Maxima Culpa. There’s always Next Month — Joe



MAY 2021 PARSEC MEETING MINUTES 
William Hall — Secretary

 This meeting was a successful Zoom with 21 attendees, though not all at once.  Participants 
ranged as far as Harrisburg, West Virginia, New Hampshire, even Sacramento.  Again we had 
two Smiths, first Kathryn and then Sarah-Wade, and Bill Watt showed up.  Discussion was 
going on at least a quarter hour before the official start at 1 PM.  When President Joe showed 
up, the topic became the future of the meetings themselves.  Joe speculated that we’ve been 
“spoiled” by our twelve or more years at the Squirrel Hill Carnegie Library and it is not certain 
if we’ll be back.  Librarian Kate Granneman noted that she gets a lot more business done on 
Zoom now.  The consensus seemed to be: meeting in person is nice, but Zoom is relatively 
easy, so perhaps we’ll be mixing the two.

 The talk turned to discoveries, accomplishments, and bookings.  Mary Soon Lee noted that 
she is now on the 16th installment of C. J. Cherryh’s Foreigner novels.  We went over Parsec’s 
stated mission and Joe repeated that Sigma should be considered a “fanzine” to which 
anyone can contribute freely.  Our own Randy Hoffman will be running a filk program down 
in Washington DC come DisCon III this December.  We have our own virtual musical event, 
C’mon-2-ence, come July 23-25.  Harrisburg’s Eric Hardenbrook notified us of the SF readers’ 
site www.watchtheskies.org .  Mary was a guest of Jeremy “Deathblade” Bai and made a 
25-minute podcast talking about her Sign of the Dragon project as well as her elemental 
haiku.  She also read for us her poem “First Contact,” which seems to whittle away classic 

scenarios in favor of a botanical garden.

Joe launched into his presentation on Science Fiction and Comics.  He invoked the term “rhizome” and used a “map” from the site 
www.wardshelley.com to try to indicate the elaborate evolution of science fiction over the years.  Some trace SF as far back as Lucian 
of Samosata, as his “A True Story” featured interplanetary travel and much more.  Joe invoked a term, “storyverse,” to account for many 
media at once.  Near-inevitably he reached Philip Francis Nowlan’s “Armageddon – 2419 AD,” which is of course the origin of Buck 
Rogers in the 25th Century.  He also touched on Amazing Stories editor Raymond Palmer, who gave Isaac Asimov his first sale.  As a 
tribute to both Palmer and his diminutive stature, a DC Comics superhero, The Atom, was given the mortal name Ray Palmer.  Joe 
noted that at Chicago’s Century of Progress Exhibition in 1934 a small movie was shown, technically the first Buck Rogers adventure, 
and included Buck’s early TV career, featuring Eva Marie Saint as Buck’s constant companion Wilma Deering.  Joe also showed a “Duck 
Dogers in the ’24-and-a-Halfth’  Century” cartoon.

In the wake of Buck’s impact, the concept of Flash Gordon was considered more kid-accessible.  Later came the filmed exploits of Brick 
Bradford, Crash Corrigan, Gene Autry (which we’ve mostly seen), King of the Rocket Men, and Commando Cody.  The comics world 
remained dynamic, as EC Comics saw the rise of Bill Gaines, who would defend comics against a government “investigation” and go on 
to found Mad Magazine.  Meanwhile, if stories could not be sold to John W. Campbell over at Amazing, one could try Planet Stories.

After Joe talked, there was some business discussion.  John Thompson is offering to clean gutters or wash cars to help keep our 
Triangulation anthology afloat.  Diane Turnshek opines that our short story contest may want a special Young Adult category, and 
notes that a drop in live Confluences tends to bring a drop in Triangulation sales.  Finally, there was some discussion of DisCon III.  
Randy will already be there, and John Thompson and myself want to go.  Mary would go but December is a particularly busy time.  
The struggle to adapt and adjust to post-Covid reality continues.

The Cover
This month’s mash-up cover shows a familiar object to Pittsburghers old as me. Included is a photo of the steel mills that belched a 
spectacular light show in the night and a squalid reality in the daytime from the now greenfield stretch of the Parkway East along 
Second Avenue which houses a fantastical different business meadow. Also, two created digital fantasy cities lurk in the back-and-
fore-ground, a glorious starfield in the proximity of Sagittarius, and the sparkling waters of Lake Ontario. — Joe



Adventures in Alternative History
Eric Leif Davin
ericdavin@hotmail.com

Winston S. Churchill, yes the British PM, wrote a great piece of alternative history where he 
speculated on what the United States, and the world, would have looked like, “If Lee Had Not 
Won the Battle of Gettysburg.” (Yes, that’s correct.)
	 The story appears in If It Had Happened Otherwise, edited by Sir John C. Square, 
published in the UK in 1972 & by St. Martin’s Press in the USA in 1974. It was perhaps the 
first, certainly a pioneering, alternative history anthology. Other speculations include: “If the 
Moors in Spain Had Won,” by Philip Guedalla; “If Don John of Austria Had Married Mary, Queen 
of Scots,” by G.K. Chesterton; “If Louis XVI Had Had an Atom of Firmness,” by Andre Maurois; 
“If Drouet’s Cart Had Stuck,” by Hilaire Belloc; “If Napoleon Had Escaped to America,” by H.A.L. 
Fisher; “If Byron Had Become King of Greece,” by Sir Harold Nicolson; “If Booth Had Missed 
Lincoln,” by Milton Waldman; “If the Emperor Frederick Had Not Had Cancer,” by Emil Ludwig; 
“If It Had Been Discovered in 1930 That Bacon Really Did Write Shakespeare,” by Sir John 
Squire; “If the General Strike Had Succeeded,” by Ronald 
Knox; “If Napoleon Had Won the Battle of Waterloo,” by Sir 
George Trevelyan; and “If Archduke Ferdinand Had Not 
Loved His Wife,” by A.J.P. Taylor. A distinguished roster and 
fascinating thought experiments.
	 My own contribution to the alternative history genre, 
“Avenging Angel,” can be found in Far Frontiers, edited by 

Jerry Pournelle and Jim Baen, Summer, 1985, reprinted in The 
Fantastic Civil War, edited by Frank McSherry, Jr., Baen Books, 1991. In it, 

the Confederacy develops a V-2 type rocket which takes out President Lincoln and 
almost his entire Cabinet at Lincoln’s Second Inaugural in March, 1865.
	 I had no idea Baen Books had reprinted my story until I chanced upon the above 
mentioned Civil War anthology in the university bookstore. Cool! I thought. Wonder who’s in it? I 
picked up the book and glanced down the TOC: “For the Love of Barbara Allen,” by Robert E. 
Howard; “Bring the Jubilee,” by Ward Moore; “The Valley Was Still,” by Manley Wade Wellman; “The 
Long Drum Roll,” by Harry Turtledove; “Quit Zoomin’ Those Hands Through the Air,” by Jack Finney; 
“Quarks at Appomattox,” by Charles L. Harness; “Time’s Arrow,” by Jack McDevitt....
Oh, yeah, I thought, I gotta get this! Hey? What’s this? “Avenging Angel,” by Eric L. Davin? That’s 
my story! McSherry never asked to publish my story!  And I never sent it to him! And he certainly 
didn’t pay me for it!

I quickly turned to the copyright page and found this instruction after the notice saying my story 
had first appeared in Far Frontiers: “The author is asked to contact Baen Books to receive payment which is being held for him.” 
I sent proof of my identity to Baen Books and Martin H. Greenberg (the power behind the throne) quickly sent me a nice check, along 
with a contract for me to sign and return. Sweet! But Greenberg didn’t send me a contributor’s copy of the book, darn it!

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 Sigma newsletter preference to:

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

Visit the Parsec Website

Parsec Officers

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

mailto:ericdavin@hotmail.com


GABRIEL GREEN
— Francis Graham

     It’s very strange weather, cold a bit for May, and of course the expected QAnonish rumors that this is all the result of government weather-control 
experiments.  Five decades ago, it was rumored to be the collateral result of rocket ascents.  Now it is true that the global warming which accompanies 
our burning of fossil fuel will increase slowly the average  severity of storms, and slowly the public is  latching on to that.
   
When rumors are engineered, politics soon follows.  The widely held rumor that President Barak Obama was not born in the United States (as required 
for the office of President) stewed until presidential hopeful Donald Trump trumpeted it.  We saw where that went. But lest you think I stray this is about 
presidential aspirations. 
 
Too bad we don’t have Gabriel Green (1924-2001) anymore.
 
Gabe Green was a photographer for the Los Angeles school system back in the 1950s. Although he 
claimed a physics PhD from University of California Berkeley, he actually had a business diploma 
from Woodbury Business College.  But that wasn’t the end of his schooling.  No, Gabe began 
receiving, according to himself, communications from aliens aboard UFOs.
     
Now the UFO phenomena was in full swing in the 1950s and up to the mid 1960s. Many people in 
the USA thought we were being visited by extraterrestrials in saucer-shaped space ships.  Whether 
this is true  or whether it was a psychological mass hysteria reaction to the cold war nuclear standoff, 
or whatever, I will leave for others to ponder.  Recently, according to NBC,  people in the US Navy are 
pondering it right now.  Gabe Green accepted the spaceship hypothesis. He wrote a widely selling 
book, Let’s Face the Facts about Flying Saucers .  

I have a copy.     

The book summarizes what we would call the UFOs are 
spaceships hypothesis.
      
If you accept the hypothesis of UFOs as spaceship visitations 
as more than an hypothesis, several conclusions follow.  First, 
if you accept that, we are in some sort of waiting game for the 
aliens to show themselves completely.  Second, they must have 
some purpose and we are very special to receive their multiple 
visitations from afar, if you believe the UFO spaceship hypothesis.   
Third, if you accept the UFOs-are-spaceships hypothesis as 
true, it is of enormous importance to have humanity recognize 
that we are being visited by aliens and restructure the national 
priorities accordingly.
    
 This last need, to restructure the national priorities accordingly, 
led Gabriel Green to declare himself a third-party candidate for 
President of the United States in 1960, 1964, and 1968, on the 
Flying Saucer Party ticket.   For Gabriel, the UFOs are spaceship 
hypothesis had complete validity; he felt he had  received , in 
1957, telepathic communication from an alien from the Planet 
Korender in the Alpha Centauri System. Coincidentally, there is 
a planet in the Alpha Centauri system.  But I doubt that Gabe 
Green was their ambassador. Or even that there is a “their” 
there. But this is just a big coincidence, since a great percentage  
of nearby stars are now known   to have planets. I personally 
disdain naming planets “Alpha  Centauri b”.  Perhaps “Korender”  
would be as good a name as any.
   
Once again, once you accept the UFOs-are-alien-spaceships 

hypothesis, it no longer necessarily follows that hearing alien voices in your head is a mental delusion. Telepathic communication seems like a viable 
alternative for aliens to communicate, if you accept the UFOs-are-alien-spaceships hypothesis.  But also, if you think about it, it’s the alternative most 
likely to fail.  

Rain gives us time for  a wet reflection. (selfie by K. Graham)



    
So Gabriel Green forms a Universal Flying Saucer Party and runs 
for President in 1960, 1964 and 1968.  He also ran for US Senate  
in 1962.  Of course, he lost all of his races.  His best showing was 
in the senatorial race where he garnered 171,000 votes from 
Californians.  Note California’s state flag reminds us that it used 
to be a separate Republic. 
    
 In the United States, we have a two party system.  Third parties 
can  serve  as spoilers, as it is claimed by some Al Gore lost the 
presidency due to Ralph Nader.  In the British-type parliamentary 
system, which is in use in most of the Earth’s democracies,  third 
parties do much better, and an emerging third party can gain a 
legislator quickly.  But not so in the USA 
   
 If you accept the UFOs are alien spaceships hypothesis, the 
waiting game for the aliens to reveal themselves to the people 
of Earth, the take-me-to-your-leader moment, becomes 
psychologically unbearable.  Most of the 1950’s contactees 
disappeared from public view in the 1970s.  But the aliens never 
came out of the closet.  Perhaps they had reasons. Perhaps they 
don’t exist. 
       
 Many of the UFO believers morphed into an amalgam with 
previous religious beliefs.  Gabriel Green was no exception, in 
fact the organization, Amalgamated Flying Saucer Clubs, which 
he founded, led the way with its periodical Thy Kingdom Come.   
On June 29, 1984, he claimed to have channeled a message from 
Sanada, the “galactic” name for Jesus.  The depths of this retreat 
to religion can be seen in the web-book Ashtar—a Tribute by 
Tuela, at theneweath.org/Ashtartribute.html, and in the whole 
religion surrounding the New Age / Flying Saucer sacred text 
Urantia.
      
Lest I seem too negative, it is important to emphasize that 
Gabriel Green brought a certain kind of personality into a 
world besot with war, racial hatreds and nuclear weapons.  Is a 
person who claims alien telepathic contact any more “off” that a 
general who thinks a nation can “win” a nuclear war?   I think it is 
refreshingly much less harmful.
      
Even Gabriel Green’s death escaped notice, as it came three days before September 11, 2001.  There was other news to report.
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 A Gabriel Green political ad (kindly forwarded by Joseph Peklicz)



WESTERNS & SICH, PARDNER
— Joe Coluccio
Pre-Ramble:

It is true that each morning I scour the news sheets for this or that of interest to me. I don’t ignore the trumpet clash and drumbeat of the news, which 
has always been a stark hearkening of the apocalypse to come if only we do more of this or that to avoid the impending gloom, but I do high-tail-it 
through the front pages. I turn to the opinion page, which I take as its heading claims, to get a cogent viewpoint or two and an occasional missive from 
a cuckoo from another zip code. I prefer the MIA Who, What, When Where, and Why of journalism. It had a beat and an elegance and did its best to hide 
any slant.  

Argument:

Much as I love our dear speculative fiction, I share passion with 
popular culture in all its guises. Googie Gas Stations and Hot Dog shaped 
food stands on America’s highways, streamlined dynamos, futures 
past, futures forward, socials in the park with fried chicken stacked 
high in store-bought clean garbage pails and potatoes and tossed 
salad, dark movies in dark theaters, the Great American Songbook, the 
polytonality and rhythm of Charles Ives, the harmony of Aaron Copeland. 
mysterymilitaryromancewesternsportsrailroadaviationadventure. I read at 
least one story from a pulp magazine (circa 1920-1966) every day. It is not 
always science fiction. I love the shivery frisson of an honest supernatural. 
I have been known to bite off a taste of Don Winslow of the Navy (or Coast 
Guard depending on the media. Yes, I include comic book reading in my 
daily gruel. 

The one genre that captivates me at the start and drives me on to read 
more is the Western. I grew up with Johnny Mack Brown and Hop-along 
Cassidy in the movies and matured with Elmer Kelton,one delicious Larry 
McMurtry novel, and a bunch of Jack Schaefer, Walter Van Tilburg Clark, 
Loren Estleman, Elmore Leonard, Horseshit, Gun smoke et.al. 

There are several space westerns. Some, unsatisfactory as either, a 
few that pass the test as both. You might as well be escaping an Apache 
in Arizona as a green or red martian on Barsoom. You absolutely must 
include Northwest Smith by C.L.Moore and Eric John Stark by Leigh Bracket 
as words that waver, crash, and transcend either genre (and manage to 
engage a pile of others). Sure they take place on Mars and Venus, Mercury, 
Asteroids and Moons of which-and-whatever. The landscape is still as 
the desert dry of the American Southwest, or as steamy as a antediluvian 
swamp infested 
lizard-centric past.

An Exploration
View the films “Rio Bravo” and “El Dorado, “ penned by 

Leigh Brackett, and as you watch, imagine them on a new 
desert frontier of a thin atmosphere red planet and you 
have something awfully like the pages of Planet Stories. 
Leigh Brackett also wrote the script for Rio Lobo. She is 
responsible for the screenplay of what is likely the number 
one noir mystery novel ever written, The Big Sleep by 
Raymond Chandler. The film does have its superficialities 
but it manages to tie the two Chandler short novels “Killer in 
the Rain” and “The Curtain” in a more cohesive way than the 
author. Brackett’s script of Robert Altman’s treatment of the 
most literary of the Chandler novels “The Long Goodbye, is a 
failed but somewhat interesting take on the Philip Marlowe 
detective. Bundle all the films together with some tangled 
and murky involvement with The Empire Strikes Back and 
you have a wonderful juxtaposition of many and many an 
exciting genre to explore.

Leigh Brackett and Howard Hawkes



An aside:
Rio Bravo (which remains forever one of my favored Westerns) and El Dorado (which ain’t chopped liver itself )  are very close to the same movie. When 

Leigh Brackett, the screenwriter of both films, remarked  about the similarity to  Howard Hawks, the director of both, and John Wayne, the star of both, 
Brackett reports the following: 

“On one scene I said, “You did that scene. I’m not going to write those lines again.” It’s where the girl comes into town, she gets off the stage, and blah 
blah blah. And I said to him, “I’m not going to do it again.” And he said, “Why not? It was good once, it’ll be just as good again.” And Duke looked down 
at me from about eight feet high and said, “That’s right. If it was good once...it’ll be just as good again.” (Laughing) I knew I was licked right there, so all I 
could do was try to do it again. But, you know, the guy that signs the final check has the final say.”

 The scene did not make the final cut of El Dorado.

What I Saw Today to Make Me Think…
	 there was an article from the New York Times Book review page about a debut novel by Tom Lin, “The Thousand Crimes of Ming Tsu,” which reads 

like vengeance western with elements of the weird west at the beginning. I haven’t yet read this novel which will be published tomorrow, but that is not 
really the point. My expectations are that it will be a disaster unless the author has taken to time to live the west though its literature which dates back to 
the turn of 20th Century. The author can certainly infuse new western novel with new attitudes if he loves and appreciates the genre. The last line of the 
time articles heartens me. “Westerns have never really died out,” he (Lin) said, “but I think they’re definitely coming in for a revival.”

The Real Argument:
What about science fiction? There are always those experimenting with genre and form. Extending the boundaries, weakening the boundaries to let 

another element of another genre seep in, including territory from hither unknown bubbles of the universe. Unlike the western and the mystery, science 
fiction can credibly put up weak fences with absorbent pores that capture and assimilate like no other genre can claim. SF can wrap up Sherlock Holmes; 
Roy Rogers; Miss Jane Marple; both Captain American and Indiana Jones fighting Nazis; Murderbots;  Ming the Merciless; Isherwood Williams; Melbourne 
as it awaits a wash of radiation; Winston Smith, Brave New World and The Handmaid’s Tale; Body Snatchers and Puppet Masters; Arrakis and who doesn’t 
want a long sniff of melange; Lawrence of Arabia; the Three Musketeers, The Count of Monte Cristo; Gully Foyle;…I am tempted to keep on until the 
words fall off the page and the genre morphs into a big fuzzy bloated sphere with offspring kicking out all areas in sloppy dripping alien birth packages. 

Oops, I guess it already has.



2021 HUGO NOMINEE REVIEWS – PART 1
— Larry Ivkovich
Best Novella Nominee 
RING SHOUT by P. Djèlí Clark
 
P. Djèlí Clark’s Ring Shout is a supernatural horror story set in 1922 Macon Georgia during the height of the resurgence of the Ku Klux 
Klan, motivated in large part by the silent racist movie The Birth of a Nation.
But Clark includes another reason for the rise of the Klan, one of a supernatural nature. Klan members are using magic to breach the 
veils between dimensions and entice monsters into our world. Monsters who can shapeshift into human shape and then become 
members of the KKK.
 
These flesh-eating creatures are called “Ku Kluxes” by the protagonists of the story – Maryse Boudreaux, Sadie Watkins, and Cordelia 
“Chef” Lawrence – three women of color who “hunt monsters.” These women have “the sight” which allows them to see the disguised 
Ku Kluxes as they really are. They also have special abilities. Sadie is an expert marksman; Chef, having disguised herself as a man to 
fight in WWI, superior fighting skills.

But it’s Maryse who possesses something extra – a magical sword which calls forth the spiritual power of slaves and repentant African 
chiefs and kings who sold their own people into slavery, and white slave dealers and owners who regret what they’d done, imbuing 
Maryse with an extraordinary power. Chosen by three mystical entities Maryse calls her “aunties,” Maryse has been designated their 
champion in the fight against evil.

Great period dialogue and character interaction abounds in the story. One of the characters, Nana Jean, is a magic-working Gullah 
woman. The Gullah culture is made up of southern African-Americans with Creole and South African influences. Nana Jean’s dialogue 
is in the Gullah tongue which is hard to figure out sometimes but is interesting, nevertheless. The “ring shout” itself is a kind of 
religious ritual practiced by African slaves, involving moving/dancing in a circle with call and response vocalizations. The Ring Shout 
of the book’s title becomes a magical, transcendent weapon in the fight against the Ku Kluxes and their leaders Butcher Clyde and the 
Grand Cyclops.

Maryse’s tragic backstory and childhood are the driving forces behind her quest for justice and vengeance but the other characters 
have strong motivations as well and all of them combine to fight against this horrible evil, both otherworldly and human. A nod to 
an influential but xenophobic horror writer happens at the end, not by name or his literary work, but by his own racism and small-
mindedness. 

Violent, action-packed, emotionally powerful, and fascinating in its historical references, Ring Shout is a book that will stick with you 
long after you’ve read it.

    

Best Novel Nominee (and winner of this year’s Nebula Award for Best Novel)
NETWORK EFFECT by Martha Wells

In the only novel-length book (so far) in Martha Wells’ the Murderbot Diaries series, we find Murderbot, our “Favorite depressed AI 
since Marvin” (B&N Sci-Fi & Fantasy Blog), once more called into action to save “his humans.”



“Action” being the operative word here. Network Effect barely lets up the tension, suspense, and numerous conflicts spread 
throughout the novel. This book really moves! Wells puts a number of extra, really imaginative elements in the story also like Amena - 
the daughter of Murderbot’s “favorite human” Dr. Mensah, alien remnant technology, which is really creepy, Murderbot 2.0, and newly 
“freed” SecUnit3, all of which just elevate this entry in the series to a really high level. It’s my favorite so far and the other 5 books were 
great!

Oh, and a character from the second book Artificial Condition returns in a way that jump-starts the main part of the story early and 
doesn’t let up. The “relationship” between Murderbot and this droll, also sarcastic character adds a lot of really funny exchanges 
between the two, interspersed with truly touching, emotional parts. Who says artificial constructs can’t feel emotions? Well, 
Murderbot wishes it couldn’t but it’s fighting a losing battle.

Of course, despite the abductions, fight sequences, arguments, system hackings, killings, explosions, cursing, coordinating rescues, 
ambushes, and sabotage, Murderbot does find time to watch some of his favorite media episodes of the human-made series The Rise 
and Fall of Sanctuary Moon.

All in a day’s work.

             

GREATER PITTSBURGH SCIENCE FICTION BOOK GROUP 2021 READING LIST

June 23, 2021 (Larry) 

Novel: “He, She, and It” by Marge Piercy (432 pgs) 
Short Fiction:  “The Ship Who Sang” by Anne McCaffrey   “Segregationist” by Isaac Asimov (6 pgs) 

July 28, 2021 (Marian) 

Novel: “Flowers for Algernon” by Daniel Keyes (311 pgs) 
Short Fiction: “Flash Crash” by Louis Evans (Escape Pod #683) “All That Touches the Air” by An Awomoyela (18 pgs) 

For more information contact: roboman@cmu.edu
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President’s Column
I’ve had a hankering to read SF for sixty-some years now. Movies set in outer space have always been high on my list of zing-bang-
wow experiences. I have haunted films like The Thing (From Another World) or It (The Terror from Outer Space) or Twenty Million 
Miles From Earth or The Blob, not because of the creatures or the creeping peril, but because they took place in the future from or on 
another world. I was sure my plurality of worlds was in the words and images of what I believed was the collective imagination. Films 
like Destination Moon or Forbidden Planet or The Conquest of Space or The Day the Earth Stood Still or Riders to the Stars, despite 
their varying scientific confusions, confirmed my belief about the mystery and the wonder that started in the pages of all the SF 
magazines and paperbacks I devoured.

Much as I wanted one of the squirming alien horrors to zip into my backyard to befriend me and whiz me off to some unexpected star 
cluster, I knew it was a fantasy. I know that the books and magazines I read about UFOs were all a part of my fantasy. I was let down 
when I realized others thought flying saucers were a real answer to the mystery of the universe. I was more than dismayed when I 
discovered people believed their fate was predicted in star patterns that have not existed for centuries in the black and white of the 
daily newspaper astrology columns.

Many books were far more full of wonder than any of the grand adventures I found in the (science) fiction section of the library. Fred 
Hoyle’s “Frontiers of Astronomy,” Willy Ley’s “Rockets Missiles and Space Travel,” George Gamow’s “One Two Three Infinity,” Einstein and 
Enfield’s “The Evolution of Physics,” A Whole series of books that featured the art of Chesley Bonestell, David Woodbury’s, “The Glass 
Giant of Palomar.”

My future assured I moved on to more plebeian interests. School. Job. Schedule. Earning. A place for my family to live. 

And Got Stuck. 

I knew that many of the demands of what I called living (I exclude the joys and pains of family and friends which have always been of 
paramount interest to me) were every bit as much fantasy as the newspaper soothsayer and an alien invasion. I also knew that very 
deep inside me kept burning all those years was a spark.



Some years ago after I was hospitalized and returned home, sicker than a hound crawling into the bushes, to convalesce, my earlier 
passions lit that spark and caught fire. I began to acquire and read books of history, criticism and writing vital to speculative thought. 
My library is still a swim with them. This awakening led to my membership in Parsec a few years later. I opened up my vistas as far 
as I could to understand more modern views of the micro and macro cosmos. My interest in mathematics and language bloomed. I 
improved my computer skills to the point where I now use the computer as an amplification of my intelligence. 

Only to find what I thought would be a wonder to all is buried and bludgeoned into dull wit and a charcoal of useless intelligence by 
many. Was it always thus. Was I too young and full of hope to discern it when I awoke each day to a new growing world? Was I working 
too hard along with the rest of us poor souls who couldn’t fight our way out of a closing bag of our quotidian existence? Has the 
incredible stain of inconsequential thinking gotten worse?

I vowed I will not bury my head in the sand, but I will hold up my hand to halt the numb ones who seek to rule the world instead of 
living in harmony with it. They will be allowed little foothold into my world. In denying purchase to strange formed notions, I may 
give short shrift to some better version of the light in the world from penetrating my philosophy. You only need better come with 
a stronger argument. I am not afraid to consider almost any idea, even so-called tainted ones. I am capable of recanting, a position 
rarely granted in the opposing viewpoints I have experienced.

 I am happy to be President of Parsec. It is not a position I aspired to, but it is one I appreciate. I am happy for all the past Presidents 
who have brought us this far. I am happy for all you members no matter the quality and quantity of your involvement. I am also 
saddened a little because the organization has not traveled a little further since I signed on. The Board of Directors will meet soon 
and I will put several changes I believe can make Parsec a stronger organization up for discussion. Send any of your ideas to sigma@
parsec-sff.org, and I will place them on the pasteboard.

I know that Parsec is less than a hobby to most of you and that is as it should be. I urge any of you who have more than a passing 
interest to announce yourselves. I’m guessing the Covid hiatus we have experienced has made us a much less cohesive group than we 
used to be. Online meetings, although easier to attend are a little like the “ghosts of meetings past.” 

I will contact the library soon to see when we will be able to meet again. Someone at our last meeting suggested using a book store 
for a meeting place. I see in the newspaper the book store in Bloomfield is expanding. Does anyone know the owners? Are there other 
book stores where we could gather? Or other places we should consider

Ciao, χαιρε, Hasta Luego, Bis Später, Á Demain, Vale, So Long, ?, 
for Now
Joe  - sigma@parsec-sff.org

THE STATE OF THE TRINGULATiON ANTHOLOGY
— John Thompson
This year’s edition of Triangulation, Habitats, continues to coalesce. We’ve processed a total of 35 items. 33 are under contract. 2 
stories are still in rewrite. We’re at the line edit-find the cover-fundraising stage of the operation.

Joe Coluccio and I spent a few days together eating bagels and burgers, drinking coffee, talking about books, taking positions on the 
eternal question (Apple vs. Windows), and recording the IndieGoGo campaign video. I learned I had a previously undetected habit of 
swinging my foot in time with my words, and when I tried to get over that, I found my thumbs twitching in lieu of my feet. But we got 
our digital footage in the digital can and we’re getting that organized.

We’re still open to suggestions for campaign perks. We’ll be able to offer them at any point throughout the campaign, so if you are 
struck by a sudden fit of inspiration as interesting as Diane Turnshek’s hair donation plan, let me know.

Please share our campaign link with your network after we launch.

mailto:sigma@parsec-sff.org
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Moon has won over forty awards in writing and 
thirty in public speaking. A sample of these 
include: Star Trek Strange New Worlds Contest; 
Critters Readers’ Choice Awards for Best Science 
Fiction and Fantasy Short Story of 2018, of 2019, 
of 2020; Best Author of 2019, of 2020; Best Writers’ 
Workshop of 2019, of 2020; Nora Roberts Novella 
Contest; and the Writers of the Future Contest, 
Vol. 35.
Moon’s stories and articles have appeared in 
numerous publications including Writers of the 
Future, Deep Magic, Future Science Fiction Digest, 
Star Trek: Strange New Worlds 2, and DreamForge 
Anvil.

Wulf Moon
Storyteller


