


President’s Column
—Joe Coluccio	
I don’t know about you, but when I feel I am being manipulated all ideas of compromise flee my psyche. I hang on. I argue incessantly 
in favor of stands I don’t want to take, or ideas I haven’t considered enough. The polish on the chrome, the icing on the cake, the 
glitter on the ball gown, is I don’t find myself grounded. I grump around the house, swear at inanimate objects that cross my path. 
In short, I find ways to hurt myself while I dream of stupid revenge. Often I furiously write the phlegm out in dialog with myself. My 
keyboard takes a pounding. Not the way I envision myself and my life. Yet, there you have it. 

	 As president of Parsec, I find myself in a disturbing position. It is always difficult to work with people. There is my own natural 
drag which is a drag. There is an equal amount of the gin of jealousy in the shaker, ‘now, why couldn’t I have said that,’ and a dollop of 
the vernouth of self-interest, and last, and it turns out, least an apparent olive of compromise.  Mazel tov. 

	 I believe with my whole being  in compromise. I wrote up my ideas in my business working life and called a conference with 
my colleagues to present my thoughts and to wring out all of our methods and ideas, agreements and disagreements. I would 
tabulate the results and draw up a new document with compromise from everyone. Send it around to all to ratify. If there was further 
disagreement, refine the process, and eventually move on with everyone on board. It was an exhausting exercise that was always 
satisfactory. Over the years as the policy aged, or didn’t make sense, another round of meetings and ratifications would take place.

	 Then came the poison spokespeople who believed in winning the ground more than improving the community. Over the years 
I found more deadly actors in this world than I like to contemplate. They believe in manipulation, are only capable of ad hominem 
arguments, and are often not all that bright but exude a sinister kind of world appeal. In short, they do all in their power to make all 
things FUBAR. When the situation becomes unbearable I want to walk away, or crawl under the pretty patch cover on my bed, or spit 
in the wind to wash my face. 

	 Instead, I want my greeting to embrace everyone, even the poisoners.  I know after my time at Parsec none of you are the part of 
the ranks of bad actors. I know many feel you are among the dispirited. I want all of us to hear all the gripes. I want all of us to come up 
with the kind of innovative, silly, stupid ideas that find their way to salvation on their way to genius. 

	 This Saturday, July 17, 2021, we are going to conduct a Parsec meeting with the purpose to re-evaluate the organization. I guess 
that makes me the first to raise my hand. I believe Parsec as an organization lacks cohesion. I’d like to discuss and possibly propose 
fixes. What are your concerns, or lack of concerns about Parsec? Maybe no one else feels the same way I do. So be it. Who says I am 
right thinking? All I ask is we all speak out in the spirit of care.

Please come too.



The Cover
The lower photo swirling in the cosmos is Pittsburgh’s Luna Park (1905-1909). The entrance was at the corner of North Craig Street 
and Centre Avenue in the Oakland community. For many years the Luna Bar stood in a less than sober homage to the early amusment 
park. Depicted is the track of the water flume ride. A replica can be found at Kennywood Park in the Lost Pittburgh Corner. Is Luna 
Park still floating out there dancing with the bright lights in the night sky?

It’s July, almost midsummer
And my air conditioner needs repair
Lightning just knocked out my hard drive
And I’ve got a nine-mile stare.

I’m told signing the blues, twelve bars to be sure (in Eb to confound guitarists), gives balm and relief to a troubled mind.

I ain’t no smokin’ genius
I’m just a regular Joe
My right foot matches my left
And my head is full of snow

But I like to sit down with the simplest, least character-driven, puerile, ray gun, and tractor beam science fiction string of ever-
widening tomes. It makes me feel good to hang around with the Skylark or the Lensman, to spend the weekend on Venus Equilateral 
deciphering radio signals across the solar system. It is such an ambivalent grand way to sit in extragalactic satori and take in all the 
positive, uncomplicated solutions to life’s travail.

Now take it easy there pardner
This junk about a new fluid show
And a some new-fangled math
Is way too hard to go.

The worm in the back of my head begins to gnaw and I unwind into a world filled with life and strife. How about you?

Tol’ you I ain’t no flaking genius
I’m a schlub that makes the daily rub
My father was a carpenter 
and my mother a waitress sub.

After my weekend of solace and fun, I welcome the rush of human heat in the apparition of fear, the consequences of doubt, and the 
responsibility of all eyeballs, ethical and ‘un,’ urging a decision about the state of  Schrödinger’s cat.

Let’s look around us friend
It’s time to compare,
A life led uneven,
Or the road without fan-flair.

Science fiction? The Blues? Maybe all things achieve the same. To paraphrase the wisdom of France “plus ça change, plus c’est change” 
the more it changes, the more it changes. Perfect for our science fiction framework.



June 2021 Minutes
—Secretary Bill Hall 

     At another successful Zoom with 20 participants, writer John Frochio announced his story 
“Sunset Cowboy” appearing in an anthology called “Something Wicked This Way Rides.”  Our 
Timons Esaias provides the cover story for Dreamforge Anvil 3, found online.  Ex-President 
Jean Martin has contributed “Down the Basement” to Dark Drabbles.  John Thompson 
continues to compile our Triangulation anthology.

     We had a visitor from London’s Brunel University, Rhianna Morse, who stopped by asking 
for help with images of posters for science fiction movies and TV shows, for a project she calls 
Windows of Fantasy.

     Our speaker was Wulf Moon, who is a writer but also very much a sharer of motivation 
and inspiration, his watchword being “Perseverance yields rewards.”  His entire life has seen 
problems – spinal problems, abusive family problems, psych problems, financial problems, 
a wife fighting cancer – and yet through it all he has been determined to triumph.  As a kid 
he wrote a story, “The Last Ray of Light,” for Scholastic Science World and that initial success 
kept him dedicated throughout his life.  He eventually moved to Eugene, Oregon, which was 

fortunate because come 1993 the Nebula Awards were held there and one Dean Wesley Smith explained to him that his Scholastic 
sale made him a published author.  From then on he kept up a determined output which reached a sort of climax come November 
2018 with recognition from Future Science Fiction and Writers of the Future, in particular kudos for his story “War Dog.”

     Wulf graciously described Scot and Jane Noel’s Dreamforge as being reminiscent of Science Fiction Age back when it was published 
by Scott Edelman.  He is free not only with praise but with Super Secrets, which he shares with a community of up-and-coming 
writers, with topics like How to Write a Howling Good Story or Secrets to a Howling Good Plot.  Wulf inspired Jean Martin to quote 
Colette, “The nightingale sings to keep from dying,” and Nancy Janda to insist “Value your product.”

     Our next meetings will be about “Where is Parsec going,” particularly in terms of how it might be better promoted.

     Secretary Bill Hall 

Greater Pittsburgh Science Fiction Book Group 2021 Reading List

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)
 
August 25, 2021 (Michael)
Novel: “Saturn’s Children” by Charles Stross (316 pgs)
Short Fiction:
“Genesis” by H.B. Piper (29 pgs)
“The Best We Can” by Carrie Vaughn (9 pgs)

For more information contact: roboman@cmu.edu

mailto:roboman%40cmu.edu?subject=


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)

—Diane Turnshek

Triangulation has always been a learning experience for the editorial team. These past few weeks John Thompson has learned how to 
create a fundraiser -- it’s an incredible feat -- so many moving parts and creative thinking. 
Check it out!
https://www.indiegogo.com/projects/habitats-short-story-anthology#/

The anthology rarely sells enough copies to pay the authors. It relies on donations from our fan base to keep it going. This year, we 
have an incredible FOUR local authors with stories in the anthology:
Jamie Lackey hits another home run with a story of habitat symbiosis. Comfortably living inside your house takes on a whole 
different meaning when your house is alive.
CMU grad and WorD member CTN Von Mayendorf coined a term that I hope takes off -- “Habitopiary,” noun, a home grown out of 
vegetation. 
Jean Martin supposes a future that harkens back to the past -- the romantic notion of living like gypsies, but solarized. 
WorD member and C’monfluence behind-the-scenes genius Greg Clumpner wants deforestation and habitat destruction to not 
include the faerie realm -- how can we all cohabitate? 

Other authors with connections to our region:
Dr. Nora Swisher is also a CMU grad. Jameyanne Fuller is an Alpha grad, poet Sandra Kasturi was deeply involved in fandom in 
Pittsburgh when she lived here. Authors with previous Triangulation stories: Jennifer R. Povey, Liam Hogan, Salina Tyson, Brett 
Kozlowski, Tom Marcinko and, of course, Jamie Lackey.

Several new authors will be seeing their stories in print for the very first time! Congratulations are due! Discovering new authors is 
a joy for an editor. And also finding clever writing in someone who’s work they hadn’t come across before like Octavia Cade, who 
writes, “I’ve previously sold over 50 stories to markets including Asimov’s, Clarkesworld, and Strange Horizons.” I’ll be looking out for 
that name in the future.

My ask of you? Look at our Indiegogo campaign, donate if you can, share widely, and, for sure, give me a critique because we can still 
tweak it! 
Here’s a blurb you can use on Facebook or Twitter:

Parsec Ink’s latest SF/F/H anthology due at the end of July. Can you help it across the finish line? 23 stories, 11 poems, cover art by 
CMU grad Katerina Kireeva, reprinted story by Theodore Sturgeon. Most dynamic annual topic ever: Sustainable Housing. https://
www.indiegogo.com/projects/habitats-short-story-anthology#/

Aren’t you curious?

https://www.indiegogo.com/projects/habitats-short-story-anthology#/ 


Phyllis H. Economou, (c.1920s-?): 

She was a resident of Milwaukee, Wisconsin, and active in Midwest SF fandom in the 1950s.  As a member of the well-known Fantasy 
Amateur Press Association (FAPA) from May, 1954 to February, 1964, she produced a regular fanzine, Phlotsam, for the membership.  
She also contributed regularly to the fanzines of other fans, such as Ted White, later editor of Amazing.  She was described as being 
friendly, attractive, and the life of the party at conventions, such as the 1960 Pittsburgh Worldcon.  Ted White believes she was born in 
the 1920s and is under the impression that she is now deceased.

Brief Bios
—Eric Leif Davin

Award-winning author Eric Leif 
Davin journeys to hell and back in 
this collection of his fantasy and 
science fiction stories. His journeys 
take him from a military base on 
the Moon to the far reaches of 
the galaxy, from the death of a 
dryad to an encounter with Satan 
himself. And everywhere, as he 
dances with the ghosts of dead 
ancestors and witnesses fantastic 
visions in the night sky, there’s a 
hell hound on his trail.

Eric Leif Deif Davin’s Short Fiction Collection Has Just Been Released. 
Available On Barnes & Noble, Amazon, Etc.

Found online at Fancyclopedia 3

Phyllis H. Economou, (??): 
Phyllis “Phil” Economou (who sometimes went by P. H. Economou or Phyllis Aitch Economou) 
was a Midwestern fan active in the 1940s through ’60s. Phyllis’s home was well known as a social 
center for Milwaukee fandom, and she regularly sponsored Christmas parties and other such fan 
gatherings there.

She was a member of Wisconsin Fandom and attempted to create a Milwaukee in ‘59 Worldcon 
bid. She once described herself as being “most” of Milwaukee fandom. She attended 
such cons as Midwestcon and Worldcons.

She collected fanzines and her collection wound up donated to the Fanzine Foundation. She was married 
to Arthur Economou. At some point, she gafiated*, they moved to New York, and were part of some sort 
of Ponzi scheme in the ’80s. 

*Funny fan talk - gafia - Get Away from It All

 https://fancyclopedia.org/Phyllis_Economou
https://fancyclopedia.org/Gafia
https://fancyclopedia.org/Gafia


Phyllis Economou with, from left, Frank Robinson, Randy 
Garrett and Phil Farmer at Midwestcon 2 in 1951.
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Sophie Wenzel Ellis (1893-1984):
 A long-time resident of Little Rock, Arkansas, Ellis contributed to many pulps, including Amazing Stories, Astounding Stories, Ghost 
Stories, Love Stories, Strange Tales, and Weird Tales.  She wrote for Thrill Book in 1919 under her maiden name of Sophie Louise 
Wenzel.  

Short Fiction
The White Wizard (1929)
The Spirit in the Garden (1929)
Creatures of the Light (1930)
Slaves of the Dust (1930)
The Shadow World (1932)
White Lady (1933)
The Dwellers in the House (1933)
The Lily Garden (1958)

Essays

Letter (Weird Tales, February 1927) 
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Treebound (first published in Apex Magazine)Treebound (first published in Apex Magazine)
— Mary Soon Lee— Mary Soon Lee

When you are done with wizardry,When you are done with wizardry,
when each breath wearies you:when each breath wearies you:

     choose your ground;     choose your ground;
     consider the ways of water,     consider the ways of water,

     of root, branch, bark.     of root, branch, bark.

After bending the world to your will,After bending the world to your will,
after waging war for kings:after waging war for kings:
     choose your final form;     choose your final form;
     willow, or oak, or larch;     willow, or oak, or larch;

     shape the spell.     shape the spell.

After knowledge, wisdom;After knowledge, wisdom;
after language, quiet:after language, quiet:

     rain, wind, dirt;     rain, wind, dirt;
     an intrusion of beetles;     an intrusion of beetles;

     the unlearning of your name.     the unlearning of your name.



Teleportation Of Humans
—Francis Graham
Kent State University
    If humans are to expand into outer space in general, two technological baskets are required.  The first is that required for expansion 
into interplanetary space, that is, the worlds which orbit our Sun, such as Mars, Jupiter’s moons, etc.  This technological basket is 
already filled with many goodies, such as rockets, mass drivers,  and space elevators, thanks to the fine twentieth-century engineering 
by Oberth, Goddard, Von Braun, and their ilk, updated by Bezos, Branson  and Musk   The second technological basket is for interstellar 
travel, where the distances are over ten thousand times as much at minimum.  Here, the basket is wanting.  However, there are many 
proposals.  These proposals  I have termed proto-technologies.

   One proposal is to transport humans -- or the information inherent in a human-- at the speed of light and then, using this 
information, re-assemble an identical human from a supply of atoms.  The original human from which the information is derived may, 
or may not be, destroyed, so two identical humans do not exist.  This is at the option of the systems designer. 

    One apparent fact: the Assembler Unit must be fabricated on a distant planet in another solar system.  It could be transported 
there slower than the speed of light or assembled from instructions provided by transmission at light speed to pre-existing evolved 
intelligent beings. 

Once this system is in place, transmission of humans or anything at the speed of light is possible. 
The system could also be built in reverse allowing “return trips”. 

    The immediate difficulty is the enormous quantity of information to transmit.

   In  a paper  students from the University of University of  Leicester  investigated the teleportation of a human being from a location 
on the Earth’s surface just to a space in circular orbit directly above it, to get some idea of the requirements of teleportation. 
The total data for each human cell was calculated as approximately 1010  bits (b), and one cell contains enough information to replicate 
any other type of cell in the body.

   The computing power required to teleport a human being, your cells, broken down into data, equates around 2.6 x 1042 bits, which is 
26 followed by 41 zeroes.

   You would require stupendous bandwidth (29.5 to 30 GHz )  and roughly 10 trillion  gigawatt hours of energy.  This is of course more 
than the Earth’s power stations now supply in over a thousand years.

   “We employed several approximations to determine the amount of data required in bits to fully store a human genetic code and 
neural information, and the signal to noise ratio of typical signaling equipment. We also assumed that the maximum data sampling 



rate, the Nyquist limit, was reached by both transmitter and receiver.” said co-author David Starkey.

   Teleporting one human being would therefore require hogging the entire world power supply for a hundred thousand  years and 
take some   4.85x10 15  years   to transfer – or about 350,000 times longer than the universe has existed. 

From the Star Trek Cartoon series, the Transporter.  Notice that it required no assembler at the desitination location. That would 
be a whole new collateral  technology. 

   And after such a long wait, you might not even survive the transfer. Errors occur in transmission. There are algorithms for eliminating 
such errors, but they usually involvn elephant e transmitting
  
   However this is brute force data and that is not even done today. Where information consists of strings that repeat,  one only need 
transmit one string and the algorithm that  describes how it is to be repeated.  A transmitted image with a white background can omit 
the background, but just transmit a short information that such a white background is to be added upon receipt. 
    
   This allows for compactification of information.  I can’t fully accept the Liecester study unless it convinces me that it has reached the 
limits of compactification.
    
   By analogy, suppose I wished to transport an elephant but weight was a bottleneck consideration.  If the recipient had a healthy 
female elephant, I could send a fertilized elephant ovum--five pounds with dry ice packing--and then my recipient would have an 
elephant after some gestation period.  But this is if it was required to send an elephant. If the requirement was for a particular elephant 
, say a good-tempered trained elephant , trained by the best animal trainers, who could do  unique circus tricks no other elephant 
could do--then I must pay the freight for a large weight. 
     
   Now DNA--the human genome, requires far less information to transmit and is more possible in reasonable times.  If an automated 
Crisper, a  receptive cell and artificial womb is available, they could allow the production of human infants.  They could be reared and 
taught by robots.  Again, this infrastructure would have to be pre-placed on the receiving planet at interstellar distances.   But we 
are sending by this method a human, not any particular human, such as you. Perhaps in interstellar realms individuality is a concept 
which might  need to be discarded. 
   
    In any case, we don’t fully know how far compactification of information can go, and what bypasses are available.  I will continue 
with this concept of bypass--an important one--in a later Passage.  So don’t give up on teleportation yet.  
    
References

James Nelms, Declan Roberts, Suzanne Thomas and David Starkey    (2013) Travelling by Teleportation, was published in  the 
University of Leicester’s Journal of Physics Special Topics.

Helpful commentary by  Mini Orochimaru, and members of the COFFEE meeting of June 4, 2021. . 
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Mark Twain and The Maid of Orleans
—Eric Leif Davin
ericdavin@hotmail.com

Recently I’ve been thinking about artists’ evaluations of their own work and thinking 
that artists are not always the best judges of their own work.  “The Carnival of the 

Animals” is perhaps today the best known work by 
classical composer Camille Saint-Saens. However, 

he disdained it as trivial and suppressed 
its publication during his own lifetime. 
Arthur Conan Doyle disparaged all of 
his Sherlock Holmes stories as “lesser 
literary achievements” and felt his best 
work was to be found in his historical 

novels, which are today totally 
forgotten. 

And then there’s Mark Twain’s late, and 
critically ignored, novel “Personal 

Recollections of Joan of Arc.” 
The 461-page novel is 
a paean to the Maid 
of Orleans and, while 

Norman Mailer believed 
that American literature began 

with Twain’s “Huckleberry Finn,” Twain 
thought his Joan of Arc novel the best thing he 

ever wrote. In any case, it is better written                Mark_Twain_by_AF_Bradley

mailto:ericdavin@hotmail.com


than one would expect for such a forgotten part of Twain’s oeuvre.  

In 1994 Laura E. Skandera-Trombley published an interesting work on Twain entitled “Mark Twain in the Company of 
Women.”  Her thesis was that “Clemens needed a female audience to whom he could read drafts and receive 

feedback” (p. 20).  That female audience, headed by his wife, Olivia, reflected “the insights and opinions of 
individuals who were in their own way as rebellious toward restrictive Victorian society as the Southerner 

Clemens was toward literary, Brahmin New England or as Huckleberry Finn was toward the slaveholding 
society of St. Petersburg, Missouri” (p. 25). 
 

To support this thesis, she painstakingly establishes the cultural background of the Langdon 
family and the town of Elmira from mid-century through the 1890s.  Based on her research, she 
contends that, far from endorsing the constraints of upper-middle-class 
Victorian society, the Langdons, and by extension Olivia Langdon-Clemens, 
traditionally viewed as Twain’s “censor”, challenged traditional social 

mores: “Throughout the latter half of the 19th century, the Langdon 
women and their female relatives and friends continually and knowingly 

transgressed the boundaries delineating what was considered socially 
acceptable for women by becoming involved in educational, political, 

religious, dress, and medical reform” (p. 126).

Of particular interest to her study is Twain’s Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc (1896), which was 
written, she asserts, specifically to please his family, especially his beloved daughter, Susy, who was by 
then 23-years old.  As a young woman, “Susy had assumed Olivia’s mantle as didactic monitor” (p. 156).  
Even more than her mother, Susy wanted Twain to use “his talents for a higher, moral purpose” (p. 158).  
Reading Joan of Arc as a response to the Clemens family’s “reformist beliefs,” Skandera-Trombley sees Joan as 

“the archetypical WCTU reformer.”  It is likely, she suggests, that Twain was “hiding an allegory of 19th century progressive concerns 
within the covers of a historical novel” (p. 160).  

However, Skandera-Trombley doesn’t sustain this interpretation to the point of showing us what we might make of the novel if we 
read it as the allegory she suggests.  Would such a reading help us reconcile Twain’s fondness for this novel with the general neglect 
it has experienced at the hands of modern readers and scholars?

In any case, it wouldn’t be the only attempt at appropriating Joan in support of some cause she never heard of....Catholic, 
feminist, chauvinist, or skeptic -- it seems that everyone can find room for Joan of Arc in a book of heroes.

Susy Clemens

Olivia Langdon Clemens
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My Love Affair With James Mason
—Bill Watt

Did you ever notice that science fiction is the only genre we are “exposed to?”  We are “introduced to” or “presented with” “encouraged 
to” or “become acquainted with,” all other forms of literature; proper and popular.   “Exposed to” sounds like something not quite right; 
like talking about sex with your parents.  Not forbidden exactly, just not to be discussed until you’re ready for it.  When I was a kid in 
the 1950’s, I don’t even remember the term: “science fiction.”  There was weird stuff in comic books, some monster movies, and a few 
books in the library written by people named Bradbury, Heinlein and Asimov; even the authors’ names were weird. I liked westerns, 
sports books, Landmark books, and, since I attended Catholic school, “The Lives of the Saints.”  The first time I had an inkling that there 
might be something I was missing came not by picking up a book by any of the aforementioned writers or their colleagues, but by the 
insidious influence of Walt Disney and my introduction to one of the great loves of my life.
	
	 A little background, (just a little) on my life is necessary here to lend a little context.  My father deserted my mother, my brother 
and me when I was ten years old.  We didn’t have a lot of interaction in the years before he left, he always seemed to be working.  I 
only remember two personal outings with my father:  a Sunday double header between the Pirates and the Cardinals; the Bucs blew 
them both, not the most auspicious occasion, but the other, ah … the other was … the point of the piece.  It occurs to me that I have 
no idea what books my father read - my mother was a great reader and books were all over the house – dad was a mystery.  In any 
event, he never expressed the slightest interest in any Disney movie; so I’ve always assumed this particular film must have meant 
something to him because he had read the book.  
	
	 So there we were at the Nixon Theatre, Downtown, Pittsburgh, to see 
Walt Disney’s production of Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, in 
Technicolor and something called Cinemascope!  It starred (he got top billing 
anyway) Kirk Douglas as Ned Land, harpooner extraordinaire, Paul Lukas as 
Professor Aronnax and Peter Lorre as his apprentice, Conseil.  I remember being 
a little restless, (I was eight) for the first half hour or so, there was stuff about a 
scientific expedition and a pretty silly song by Kirk Douglas, who was mugging 
like mad.  And then the ship they’re all on is torpedoed and the three named 
above survive and swim to the wonderful submarine, Nautilus.  I know I’m 
skipping a lot of information, but most of you are familiar with the material, 
right?  They board the boat (submarines are boats, free information) and realize 
this is the vessel that had fired the torpedo.  Before they can escape they are 
seized and confined until they are summoned to dinner by the first mate.  And 
then, and then, and then … the most magical moment when Captain Nemo appears for the first time!  He is slim, not especially tall, 
bearded and polite, even as he reminds them that they are trespassers.  Nemo proceeds to tell his guests about the menu for dinner, 
all of which came from the sea, including his own specialty, sauté of unborn octopus! I had never heard of James Mason, much less, 
Captain Nemo, but for the rest of the movie no other character mattered or barely existed for me.  I was so taken by his presence, 
his command of every scene, his ability to deliver so much with a glance, or a nod; in the organ sequence, in particular, all of the 
expressions human faces can convey, collide and disperse.  There’s nothing flashy in Mason’s performance, and years later when I 
understood something about how movies are made, I marveled once more that he commanded a plywood set that never feels false 



in the viewing.  He is the captain of the most remarkable submersible ever made. I had never seen anything like it or him, (again, I was 
eight).  It would have taken the giant squid itself to remove me from my seat before the lights came up. 
	
	 I’d like to have you believe that the above gush was a transcendent experience; that I immediately rushed to the library to obtain 
all of Verne’s works; that I sought out all of Mason’s movies or that Nemo was an omen of my awakening to science fiction.   Alas, 
(nobody uses alas anymore) I continued stumbling along unVerneished and Heinleinless for years. Remember, it was Nemo I fell for, 

not the genre.  I considered 20,000 Leagues an adventure movie with an unusual setting, 
but nothing too weird. 
 
	I guess I was vaguely aware of James Mason after Nemo, but he was not a kid actor, he did 
serious stuff like Shakespeare and so on. That is until 1959, when Journey to the Center of 
the Earth was released. Based on another Jules Verne novel, it starred Pat Boone!? and, are 
you ready? James Mason!  Now, I should explain that even though I’ve loved Mason all my 
life, at this point, in 1959, it was still Nemo that had knocked me out.  In addition, Mason’s 
character in Journey was Professor Lindenbrook, an enthusiastic, even bubbly scientist, 
obsessed with finding the rest of the movie’s title.  I had not seen him as any character 
other than Nemo and since Mason was heavily bearded in that role, I didn’t recognize 
his face.  There was no way you could mistake his voice though, a rich, deep, I suppose 
baritone* that I must have responded to in a trailer for Journey.  The two roles were as 
different as beef stew and a hot fudge sundae.  Nemo was a dark, troubled man who had 
seen too much of man’s cruelty, where Lindenbrook embraced life and viewed it less as an 

obstacle and more of a challenge to be met.  I loved them both, giving the edge to 20,000 Leagues, because Kirk Douglas was a little 
less annoying than Pat Boone, but only a little.  

	 In the next year, prompted by my brother’s fascination with dinosaurs, I read The Lost World by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and 
a friend introduced me to The Time Machine by H.G.  Wells.  Both were released as movies in the same year and I had the peculiar 
pleasure of being in a position to compare the 19th century written sensibility 
with 20th century visual interpretation almost simultaneously.  I had always 
been a Doyley because of Sherlock Holmes, but it was my first attempt to plumb 
the depth of Wells.  I’ve never given them up and I’ve seldom read a dull line by 
either. 
 
	 I’m currently reading Anne Serling’s excellent and deeply personal 
biography of her father, Rod Serling, As I Knew Him: My Dad, Rod Serling. 
She writes at length about her father’s passion for good writing and that he 
saw science fiction as a way to convey messages through good writing.  He 
managed to gather a group of talented writers who shared his vision.  It’s a 
curious coincidence that The Twilight Zone, debuted in 1959, just a year before 
the experiences I recounted in the previous paragraph, because I believe it was 
my transition, 1959-1960, into reading science fiction.  My own poor attempts at 
it notwithstanding, I’ve been attracted, always to good writing.
	
	 And so, my journey to the center of my experience with science fiction has consumed many more than 20,000 leagues, at least 
figuratively.  My time machine to a lost world if you will or even if you won’t.  It’s approaching twilight and I’m zoned out.  I guess the 
takeaway is: it was all built by a Mason.	
___________________________________________
*My Son, Mike Watt, does a devastating impression of James Mason doing an audition to replace Moe of The Three Stooges.
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Parsec Meeting Saturday, July 17, 2021, 1:00PM

First let’s have a fine time swapping stories and ideas about 
the things we have been reading or listening to or seeing 
about science fiction, fantasy and horror. I suspect that was 
one of the motivating concepts that started Parsec in the 
first place.

Then let it lead into a brainstorming session about what 
Parsec has become and what we would collectively like it to 
become. Bring your best with you, because when the best 
of the best comes forward a world of good will ensue.

We are going to meet and speak science fiction at the 
July 17, 2021 Parsec Meeting

Whither Parsec?


