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I spend some of my day visiting internet sites that proclaim they are concerned with science fiction. Most sites only find film as a 
vehicle for science fiction. There is more about the actors and their real-life hi-jinks than about the composition of the film and the 
subject addressed as science fiction. Each day I have to face my dissatisfaction with what I read. Each day I have to consider whether 
or not it is me and my stick-in-the-mud ideas against a whole world of ”social media.”

After some thought, I am ready to take the Hegelian synthesis and move on wrapped in a little of the old and some of the new. 
Requiescat In Pace.

Today I came across an article in the FIle770 website entitled ‚“Is your club dead yet?”  http://file770.com/is-your-club-dead-yet/  It is 
about the ‚ “greying‚“ of all science fiction clubs everywhere. Even some of the most notoriously famous groups in the largest US cities. 
All have a sharply declining membership and meetings that at one time could bring together one-hundred people are having trouble 
getting thirty to attend. I am sure that some of the dwindling was and is caused by covid, but it is not the culprit here.

I remember quite clearly when science fiction (seldom fantasy and horror) was a hidden pleasure that attracted the disaffected, the 
most experimental fringe creatures, but time does have a way of forgetting and repairing and molding the new into quite remarkable 
directions. I am older than most of you. My love of science fiction goes back almost seventy years. Most of that time I kept what I read 
to myself until I found another enthusiast to obsess over the latest. It never occurred to me to join a group like Parsec until seven years 
ago. I am better for it.

At times I remember with a sort of misty sadness the ending of the Lord of the Rings, where Frodo and the rest of Middle Earth are 
being ushered by time out of reality and into the world of myth and fantasy. At times it seems like my present status and my fate.

So is Parsec dying?

I was confronted this month by a comment that the advertisement I created for our meetings in Sigma was a photo of grumpy old 
white men. In truth, because I was careful to pick the view I included as many grumpy old white women. The silly operative word here 
is not ‚ “old,” but ‚ “grumpy”  The faces I have seen at all Parsec meetings are serene, satisfied, competent, and good friends and fans of 
the genre. Parsec is a wonderfully warm and accepting group of people with a common interest.

The comment also inferred that those grumpy old faces would not attract the younger and vibrant new folk who must become the 
lifeblood of Parsec. My point of view? What’s preventing this onrush of youthful enthusiasm? I pretty much like everybody alike. I feel 

http://file770.com/is-your-club-dead-yet/
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the people of Parsec have similar feelings.Young people are not interested in becoming a part of a group of science fiction fans the 
reasons go far beyond an aversion to meeting with old folk. Sure, bring in a famous YA author to talk to everyone at a meeting and 
their fans will come --- for the time of the meeting. That is the experience, not the fantasy. The chance of a return wave of youthful 
members is minimal.

Face it. It is clear that science fiction fandom is like Middle Earth vanishing. I am sure there are other similar venues out in the world 
that are appealing and exciting to more people. Find the trick-tok and you may capture the imagination.

I love science fiction. I am excited to meet with and talk to enthusiasts. Doesn’t matter how many, or what age. The price of admission 
should not be your age, as if youth was some Charlie Bucket Golden Ticket, but the love of the genre. 

I have not been to Parsec meetings lately because I need a break, but I miss the palaver. The excitement of sharing with enthusiasts

I have removed the page describing the meeting, not because of the photo and the “youth scaring grim set of people staring out at 
you,” but because I no longer have anything to do with the planning of the meetings, and as I stated when I took over Sigma, I will not 
layout or be responsible for the description of the meeting. I will put what the meeting committee sends to me for Sigma. If I don’t 
receive information or woefully incomplete and unformed info from the meeting committee I will reluctantly show as much as I know 
(what I know is often mistaken) about the upcoming proceeding. 

Boo! 
From a not-so-grumpy and seldom scary person. 
And welcome all  and every.

Join us on Zoom, Saturday Nov 20, 2021 at 1:00pm (ET)
Register for the Zoom meeting: https://us02web.zoom.us/meeting/register/tZ0ucu-sqzMvHNMsT7wuV9XpwVhO_0MoAbq0?f
bclid=IwAR1KLNughFMcI1Edcm_XPNrx9y-8QdGTRJaepRNSxsXxcOWa2ohbwggwTZA

https://us02web.zoom.us/meeting/register/tZ0ucu-sqzMvHNMsT7wuV9XpwVhO_0MoAbq0?fbclid=IwAR1KLNughFMcI1Edcm_XPNrx9y-8QdGTRJaepRNSxsXxcOWa2ohbwggwTZA
https://us02web.zoom.us/meeting/register/tZ0ucu-sqzMvHNMsT7wuV9XpwVhO_0MoAbq0?fbclid=IwAR1KLNughFMcI1Edcm_XPNrx9y-8QdGTRJaepRNSxsXxcOWa2ohbwggwTZA
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Cover; Circling the M87 core
 Sigma Editor: Joe Coluccio
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October 2021 MEETING MINUTES
Secretary Bill Hall  

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

Parsec Meerting Group Officers

TBD (Chair)
Karen Yun Lutz (Vice Chair)
William Hall (Secretary)
Greg Armstrong (Treasurer)
Kevin Hayes (Commentator)

     Our appropriately Halloween-themed Zoom meeting got 19 participants, including a rare sighting of author 
Barton Paul Levenson.  There was some costuming, with me in my usual werewolf mask, A.J. Smith as a robot, 
A.J.’s little girl Hope dressed as a Wookiee, and Scot Noel as a ST:TNG redshirt.  We had three speakers, Mike 
Arnzen, Frank Jason Oreto, and Scott Johnson, with Scott costumed as what was called a “pimp” Mandalorian.  
     One proud piece of news was that our novelist Tom Sweterlitsch co-wrote with District 9 director Neill 
Blomkamp a 22-minute movie for the Netflix series “Dust.”  The movie was called “Rakka” and starred Sigourney 
Weaver.  We also learned that our anthology “Triangulation: Habitats,” our 18th volume out from Parsec Ink, is 
now available, particularly through Amazon Smile.
     Mike Arnzen is with the Horror Writers Association and runs www.gorelets.com . Scott Johnson, a Seton 
Hill teacher who writes several books’ worth of ghost stories, is at www.creepylittlebastard.com .  Frank Jason 
Oreto is also a horror writer.
     Scott kicked off the readings with his “The 27 Club.”  The title refers to a tendency for great musicians to die 

young – specifically, at age 27 – and a Faustian deal that gets struck. Christopher Niessl wondered if he had heard of “Lost Tapes of 
the 27 Club.”  Mike got a book of his called “100 Jolts” and opened with three pandemic-related limericks, wrapping up descriptions of 
made-up horrific Muppets such as Clownt Von Clownt.  (I was particularly struck by Clownt obsessively counting each bullet in a game 
of Russian roulette.)  Frank shared a tale of the demanding and harrowing details of being an “overnight home companion.”
      Mike gets inspiration for his horror from the friction and hassles of life, and feels that old age is a particularly brutal way to die.  
Scott has vicariously murdered his brother in every book he’s written.  His spookiest tale was probably a true one, the story of his 
hearing an unidentifiable voice saying “Who’s a pretty girl?” to his infant daughter over a baby monitor.
      In more general news, our Mary Soon Lee won a Science Fiction Poetry Association Elgin Award for her “Sign of the Dragon.”  Scot 
Noel reports that DreamForge Anvil #5 is now available.  He also highlighted a steampunk variation on Poe’s “Telltale Heart.”  Jane Noel 
also noted fantasy writer Martin Shoemaker’s Novemebr project dedicated to how to “build a book.”
     Former Worldwright John Frochio has sold four stories.  A.J. Smith announced that we have short story judges, including Timons 
Esaias – who, incidentally, won an Asimov award for his “sentient pillow” story.  Mary Soon Lee read her “Vengeance” and recommends 
a series of Steve Brust books about the assassin Vlad Taltos.  (Brust also co-wrote with Skyler white the story “Smith’s Point” appearing 
in DreamForge.)  DreamForge is calling from November 15 through November 30 for what might be called “Trek-spirited” stories 
about saving the world.
     Coming up, the weekend before Thanksgiving: author Cat Rambo.  Be there.

Kevin M. Hayes (President / Representative for the Confluence 
conference standing committee) 10/2021
Open position (Vice President)
Open position (Secretary)
Karen Yun-Lutz (Treasurer / Representative for the Program 
standing committee) 10/2021
Patrick Ropp (Member at Large / Representative for the Alpha 
Workshop standing committee) 11/2018
John Thompson (Member at Large / Representative for the 
Parsec Ink Publishing standing committee) 10/2021
Scot Noel (Member at Large) 4/2019
Larisa VanWinkle (Corporate Bookkeeper) 

We had a meeting on October 16th, after the last Parsec meeting 
and we talked about ideas for Parsec Inc for the future. 
We are planning another Board of Directors meeting on 
Saturday December 4th at 12:00 PM (noon). If anyone is 
interested in serving on the board or finding out about serving 
on the board, contact Kevin Hayes at kevinmhayes01@gmail.
com.

http://www.gorelets.com/
http://www.creepylittlebastard.com/
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If you listen to the echoing signal of our own escalating and reduplicating anxieties, it’s hard to believe we’re not approaching 
the end of civilization, 

Pandemics, nuclear war, techno-terrorism, climate change, super volcanoes, asteroid impact, and the rise of our robot overlords 
are only a few of the popular scenarios for our demise. And even if we don’t all die, almost all political stripes look to their 
opponents to deliver the next wave of fascist tyranny.

You almost have to ask, what the hell is wrong with people?

Well, that which is wrong is also that which is right. Or put it another way, our own superpower is doing us in, and, when you 
think about it, that superpower may yet save us.

Which superpower is that? Our only superpower, the one from which all greatness and depravity springs—our ability to craft and 
communicate fictions.

What now? Yes, fiction, not fire brought us mastery over the natural world. As Yuval Noah Harari puts it in his book Sapiens, A 
Brief History of Humankind, “Despite the benefits of fire, 150,000 years ago humans were still marginal creatures. The period 
from 70,000 years ago to 30,000 years ago witnessed the invention of boats, oil lamps, bows and arrows and needles… The first 
objects that can be reliably be called art date from this era, as does the first clear evidence for religion, commerce, and social 
stratification.”

What happened? Something Harari calls the Tree of Knowledge Mutation. We began to use new and complex languages, and 
with them, we told stories. This cognitive revolution is responsible for everything that has come after.  

In The Ascent of Man, Jacob Bronowski put it this way: “Man is a singular creature. He has a set of gifts which make him unique 
among the animals, so that unlike them, he is not a figure in the landscape, he is a shaper of the landscape.” The mind that knows 
the turning of the stars and can master the strings of creation.

It would be tens of millennia before we hit upon the power of empirical science, but story alone would make gods, build empires, 
and create social identities far beyond the limits of biological tribes.

Today we use technologies inconceivable to our forebearers to tell ourselves fictions of defeat, apocalypse, and annihilation. We 
posit that the stories we have already told —and upon which we have previously acted— are destroying ourselves, the world we 
live in, and our future.

Is it really “Game, over, man. Game over!” 

I believe not. There are real challenges and imminent dangers, certainly. There always have been. The world has always been 
hostile, chaotic, and inimical to our kind. Our own greed, social limitations, and willful ignorance heighten the stakes.

But the stories we must tell ourselves are not those of defeat. The future presents us with no mere challenge of survival, but of 
growth beyond all landscapes to the mastery of the heavens, to a constant growing and widening of human knowledge and ability. 
That is our destiny, and it encompasses the stars themselves.

Let’s replace today’s apocalyptic nihilism with the inspiration to face all problems boldly, not just with measures to remediate, but 
with giant steps, leaping beyond current knowledge to reshape the human reality. 

One worldwide fiction that anyone can grow up to transfigure the world.

One Worldwide Fiction?
By Scot Noel
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BRIEF  BIOS
By Eric Leif Davin

Frances Garfield, (1908 -2000)
 In addition to her science fiction, Garfield also 

published fantasy in Weird Tales between 1939-40.

Amazing Stories v13n12 December 1939 Raymond A. Palmer Editor

Weird Tales May 1939
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Doris Gilbert, (1914 1933)
 Gilbert was a 1940s Hollywood scriptwriter who also wrote for early television in the Fifties.  In the single year of 1944 she wrote the 
movies Atlantic City, Ladies Courageous (about World War II Women’s Air Force pilots), Lake Placid Serenade, and Storm Over Lisbon.  
In 1951 she wrote the movie Little Egypt, about the famous 19th century belly dancer.  After that she concentrated on television.  
Among the many shows for which she wrote stories were The Adventures of Superman and Mr. & Mrs. North, both in 1952, and 
Science Fiction Theater in 1955.

December 3, 1955

From a story by Stanley G. Weinbaum aka John Jessel
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2021 HUGO NOMINEE REVIEWS – Part 5
Best Novella Nominee 
FINNA by Nino Cipri
by Larry Ivkovich

The SF adventure Finna by Nino Cipri is a fun and interesting romp through multiple worlds and dimensions. But Hugo-worthy? I’m 
not so sure.

The blurbs I read about the book all point out the story’s satirizing of the corporate world as a pointed element of the narrative. I 
did see that, especially in modeling the fictional box store LitenVärld after Ikea, but, and this could just be me, I wasn’t completely 
convinced those parts weren’t overshadowed by the adventure bits.

Plus, some of the book is just plain silly (carnivorous wingback chairs, anyone?) but, I admit, that does add to its charm. And the 
ending was pretty cool while the idea of wormholes appearing in a big box store on a regular basis was definitely unique.
What works really well is the relationship between the two main gay characters Ava, who is female and white, and transgender, non-
binary Jules who happens to be black. Young and unsure what they want out of life, their conversations, arguments, and internal 
dialogues and conflicts all ring true. As an anxiety-sufferer myself, I thought Ava’s struggles with anxiety and depression were also 
convincing.

Ava and Jules, while looking for a lost shopper during their work shift in LitenVärld one day, stumble upon a maskhal or wormhole. It 
seems the unique layout of LitenVärld and its merchandise is conducive to attracting wormholes and an elderly woman named Mrs. 
Nouri has wandered into one. 

Because LitenVärld’s corporate bigwigs have cut the funding for their global wormhole maintenance groups, the store’s manager 
orders Ava and Jules, who have the least seniority, to traverse the wormhole and rescue Mrs. Nouri (no hazard pay or overtime, only 
a Pasta and Friends gift card for each). To navigate the maskhal network, Ava and Jules are given a search-and-rescue device called a 
Finna. It’s not long before chaos ensues accompanied by large doses of humor and twenty-first century, twenty-something angst.
A recently broken-up couple, Ava and Jules have to not only navigate multiple worlds but come to terms with their non-romantic 
relationship. All the while escaping from the above-mentioned people-eating chairs, battling blood-drinking hive clones, and most 
important of all--finding themselves.

Okay, maybe it’s Hugo-worthy after all.
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THE FOREST GOD
 by Jamie Lackey
Review by Larry Ivkovich
Frequent Parsec and Confluence guest, Pittsburgh author Jamie Lackey’s 2020 novella The Forest God wasn’t nominated for any 
awards but it should have been. This is a wonderfully written and deeply affecting fantasy which stands as one of Jamie’s best works, if 
not her best so far.
The story is told from three point-of-view characters: Margery, a novice witch, Lord Hugh, a bored and spoiled son of local nobility, 
and the Forest God in its most recent incarnation of a huge brown hare. The Forest God is repeatedly reborn in a succession of wild 
animals, thus continuing the cycle of life and death and ensuring nature’s balance.

Margery, a young, very unattractive village girl is studying with the local witch to be the witch’s apprentice. Though Margery enjoys 
her studies and is eager to take her final witch vows, she harbors deep resentment and anger toward her family and the villagers. She 
feels they betrayed her, only giving her to the witch because Margery is so ugly.

Hugh, a young and very handsome lordling (though regarded by many as “an empty-headed idiot” because of his frivolous nature), 
finds himself with nothing to do on his family’s estate one day and decides on a lark, to pay a visit to the Witch. On his way, he wounds 
the Forest God with his bow and arrow, thinking the god’s just a big hare and would make a fine meal. 

Before Hugh can finish the job, Margery, who knows the hare’s true aspect, rescues it and takes it back to the witch’s house to nurse 
it back to health, actions and emotions the Forest God has never experienced before. The Witch herself is away on some mystical 
business so Margery has the house all to herself, making salves and potions for the village and performing other witchy duties, 
guaranteeing she can care for the god without interference. 

So she thinks. A clueless but curious Hugh follows her, insinuating himself into Margery’s life much to her and the god’s dismay.
What follows is a tenderly-told, sometimes humorous story of love and acceptance in all its forms, encompassing Margery, Hugh, both 
of their families, and the Forest God itself. You’ll be wishing for a sequel at the end as I was. 

Extremely well done and highly recommended.
 
The Forest God is available from Pittsburgh publisher Air and Nothingness Press and Amazon.
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Making Science Fiction Not Fiction… Forever
By Scot Noel

 On 11/3/2021, Brandon Ketchum and I traveled from Pennsylvania to Montréal Canada to the 2021 World Fantasy Convention. In 
Scranton NY, we picked up another Brandon, Brandon McNulty, a young writer we met at Confluence several years ago. Together we 
navigated the Canadian entry process which required—in addition to our passports—our vaccination cards, the ArriveCAN app on 
our phones, and proof of a negative PCR Covid test less than 72 hours old.
 
The convention itself was at the Hotel Bonaventure Montréal which occupied the top floors of a downtown high rise starting at 
the 10th floor. We had a view of a lovely terrace, too cold to appreciate, and a heated pool that enjoyed a surprising amount of 
use considering the air temperature. Masks were required throughout the Con unless you were seated at a table in the consuite or 
restaurant. Some of the panelists wore masks, most of them didn’t. My beard formed some interesting shapes under my mask. I began 
to resemble Dr. Seuss’ Lorax.
 
This was billed as a “hybrid” convention, meaning a blend of live and virtual events. As expected, attendance was lower due to Covid. 
The catering contract was based on pre-covid estimates and couldn’t be changed, or so I heard from several sources. Consequently, 
we ate very well in the consuite.
 
Most of the events I attended were hybrid, meaning there were both virtual and live elements. The in-person and hybrid elements 
were essentially traditional con events with normal panelist-audience interactions. The virtual panels were frustrating because virtual 
attendees could interact via the chat but those attending live could watch the interaction but not participate. In the last virtual event 
I attended, the moderator alluded to a method by which live attendees could join the chat using an application I’m not familiar 
with. I never heard any reference to the application in the earlier events and, even though I’ve gone back through the programming 
information handed out to the attendees, I haven’t found any reference to it there, either. If there was a Discord element, I’m not 
aware of it.
 
I had a great time with the two Brandons. Brandon the Driver (Ketchum) sold the most books but Brandon the Passenger (McNulty) 
ate the most Shwarma and accomplished the most writing. New friends were made and networking occurred. I expect to do it again 
at World Con in DC on the 15th of this December.
 
Author Guest of Honour: Nisi Shawl
Artist Guest of Honour: John Picacio
Editor Guest of Honour: André-François Ruaud
Special Guest: Owl Goingback
Special Guest: Yves Meynard
Toastmaster: Christine Taylor-Butler
 
Winners: (from: https://locusmag.com/2021/11/2021-world-fantasy-award-winners/)
Best Novel: Trouble the Saints, Alaya Dawn Johnson (Tor)
Best Novella: Riot Baby, Tochi Onyebuchi (Tordotcom)
Best Short Fiction: ”Glass Bottle Dancer”, Celeste Rita Baker (Lightspeed 4/20)
Best Anthology: The Big Book of Modern Fantasy, Ann & Jeff VanderMeer, eds. (Vintage)
Best Collection: Where the Wild Ladies Are, Aoko Matsuda (Soft Skull)
Best Artist: Rovina Cai
Special Award – Professional: C.C. Finlay, for F&SF editing
Special Award – Non-Professional: Brian Attebery, for Journal of the Fantastic in the Arts

Subject: World Fantasy Con Report for Sigma 
From: John Thompson 
Report from the World Fantasy Convention 2021 - Montréal

https://locusmag.com/2021/11/2021-world-fantasy-award-winners/
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THE MOON JANUS
Francis G. Graham
Kent State University

    Ah! When I was but a tender lad, my grandfather, an amateur astronomer, and I watched Disney’s “Man in Space” series first run on 
black-and-white television.  Accompanying this very impressive show was a Dell comic book, which essentially retold the show in 
illustrated form with most of Kimble’s illustrations, I dearly remember this diagram as I looked through it in the year 1957 or 1958.

   It is from the exact diagram that I first learned the names of the planets in order and how many moons they had.  You will note that 
in this diagram Saturn had nine.  I could read a bit at age 6 and 7.

   Well, ten years went by.  A 15-year old rocketeer, I now came across a revision to my knowledge.  Audouin Dollfus discovered the 
tenth moon of Saturn on December 15, 1966 using a 43-inch wide telescope.  He took advantage of the fact that at that time, Saturn’s 
rings were nearly edgewise, and the reflection of the sunlight from the ice particle rings was minimal. And so he discovered Saturn’s 
moon X right at the edge of the A Ring.  He named it Janus, and announced it to us amateur astronomers in the September, 1967 
issue of Sky and Telescope, a widely read magazine for amateur astronomers.

   Shown below is his discovery image.  The blob of light on the right are the moons Enceladus and Tethys overlapped and 
overexposed.  The sky is darker near Saturn because of the neutral density filter in the focal plane of the telescope used to diminish 
the glare of the planet’s globe. The arrow points to Janus, at magnitude 14.5. 

   

    Richard Walker made confirming observations on December 18,  And so it was settled.

   Well, almost.
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   As Walker continued to observe Janus, the observations he performed and the positions he measured could not be reconciled with 
the original Janus observations.  Something very very strange was happening.  Was Janus a spaceship of some sort, with independent 
propulsion so it could change orbits?  From the point of view of ordinary orbital mechanics, things just did not add up.

    This situation was resolved in 1978, finally, by Stephen Larson and John Fountain.  Janus was indeed an inert object with no 
propulsion; what they were looking at periodically, thinking it was Janus, was yet another slightly smaller moon of Saturn , which 
they named Epimetheus.  Epimetheus does something no other moon in the solar system does: it switches --exchanges -- orbits 
periodically with Janus.  

     As Janus orbits around Saturn every 16 hours 40 minutes, 18 seconds, it is passed on the outer curve of Epimetheus, orbiting 
inwardly 30 sec. faster/  Janus loses 20 kilometers distance in its orbital semimajor axis of 151,479 kilometers;  Epimetheus gains 80 
(being less massive).   This continues until--until--until---they swap orbits!  They are the only objects in the solar system to do this.  
They do this every 4 years.  The next time is 2022.

    They are also shepherding satellites for the A Ring and keep it thin.

     

The Moon Janus from the Cassini probe.  

     Janus is not a big place.  It is a triaxial ellipsoid, 203 kilometers, by 185 kilometers x 152.6 kilometers, the long axis pointed to 
Saturn, to which it is tidally locked, giving its day the same period as its revolution around Saturn.  It is not dense, 0. 63 grams per 
cubic centimeter, mysteriously lighter than ice.  It is cold--a minus 197 o Celsius.  

    The first probe to Janus was Pioneer 11 which passed through its shadow.  Voyagers made some images but most of the map below 
comes from Cassini,  Still, considering the time Cassini spent in the Saturnian system, the Janian map is of only moderate resolution.

    See below for the map.
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    There are some named craters.  Castor.  Idas.  Lynceus. Phoibe.  Little depressions on a strange almost forgotten, almost forsaken, 
moon.   So much needs to be learned. 

    How appropriate was its name, after the two headed uniquely Roman god of beginnings, for which January is named also!   A 
strange two-headed moon that switches orbits with another moon every four years, in the mid-cycle year when they do the Winter 
Olympics.

   Has anyone done anything  in science-fiction about Janus?  Yes.

    

   Andre Norton wrote a science-fiction novel called Victory on Janus.    I was most curious to know what on Janus is worth fighting 
about, with swords yet. So I read it.  Perhaps it is the strange sort of whitish fluff that Janus is made of that is important.  Perhaps that 
is because Janus and Epimetheus are both losing material to form a new dust ring around Saturn, slowly.  
There went my afternoon.  
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    Norton writes a novel of political mind-control in Victory on Janus.  Norton’s Janus also is covered with thick, beautiful forests.  An 
examination of Janus reveals not a single tree.  Or even any kind of plant.  Or anything but the slightest trace atmosphere. 

   But there is something else worth fighting for on Janus: the scenery.   Most spectacular would be the view of Saturn and its rings 
from Janus!   Janus and Epimetheus are the two places where you can obtain the most spectacular views of Saturn and its ring system 
without being immersed in the rings (e.g. the moons Pandora and Prometheus).  It likely would be the most spectacular view in the 
entire solar system.

   The picture is from the Celestia software but of course does not do the actual view justice.  Sitting in Idas crater, giant Saturn rises 
halfway from the horizon and fills half the sky. Since Janus is located at the edge of the ring system, a wide panoramic edge view of 
the rings stretches through the sky. 

   Your first step to see this in reality is to acquire ten billion dollars.  Second step: buy spacecraft technology and get to Janus with 
a life partner who shares your visions.  Step three: after nine years of travel, see the sight I described.  Death would not seem the 
problem you previously believed it would be , because, after beholding such a view,  absolutely nothing in your life could surpass it. 
Well, perhaps for some.

   One more thing I’d like you to note.  Go back to that diagram at the beginning of this article, you know, the one with the planets.  
Note that the outer planet Pluto is drawn with  a moon. This drawing was made in 1956.  Yet,  the first moon of Pluto, Charon, was not 
discovered until 1978.  Do we have a very prescient artist, who predicted a moon of Pluto in 1956 similar to the way Swift  (author of 
Gullivers Travels )  predicted the two moons of Mars decades before discovery?  I think so. 

References

Dollfuss, Audouin (1967)  “The Discovery of Janus, Saturn’s Tenth Moon”  Sky and Telescope, 36, 136
El- Moutamid, M. et al, (2015) “How Janus’ Orbital Swap Affects Edge of Saturn’s A Ring” Icarus, 213
Fountain, J.W. and Larson, S. M., (1978)  “Saturn’s Ring and Nearby Faint Satellites” Icarus 56, 1, 92-106  
Kimble, W. (1956)  Man in Space  Dell, New York 
Thomas, P.C, (2010) “Sizes, Shapes and Derived Properties of the Saturnian Satellites After the Cassini Nominal Mission”  Icarus 208, 395-
40
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Conan the Hippie
Eric Leif Davin
ericdavin@hotmail.com

Sometimes the “look” of something defines it in our imaginations far more than any verbal description. This was certainly true of early 
science fiction, where Frank Paul, Hugo Gernsback’s favorite artist, defined the look of science fiction for decades. 

Frank Paul was born in the Austro-Hungarian Empire in 1884 and studied in Vienna to be an architect. He immigrated to New York 
for further study, where he met Gernsback. Frank Paul painted all of the covers for Gernsback’s Amazing Stories, and drew all of the 
interior artwork, from the magazine’s birth in April, 1926, until Gernsback lost control of the magazine in 1929. He then continued 
painting for Gernsback once Gernsback launched Wonder Stories later in 1929. Altogether, he painted 150 covers for Gernsback, plus 
28 covers for other SF mags. Thus, he dominated the visual imaginations of early SF fans. 

Frank Paul’s own imagination was mired in the Victorian past and, especially with his clothing, he never escaped that past. For 
example, no matter how outre the situation he portrayed for his stiff and simply drawn characters, they always faced their situations 
dressed in knickers and jodhpurs. This gave early SF, a literature of the future, an oddly retro feel. He also splashed his paintings with 
deep reds and yellows, garish even for the pulp era, and the bright colors of the pulp-era SF mags can be traced to his enduring 
influence.

Likewise, the look we most closely associate with the 1930s-era Weird Tales, the world’s first all-fantasy magazine, founded in 1923, is 
the look of the much-praised (and beloved-by-readers) artist Margaret Brundage. She painted 66 monthly covers for the magazine 
in the 1930s and, at one point, painted 39 consecutive Weird Tales covers. And she continued painting Weird Tales covers into World 
War II. It was Margaret Brundage who gave us our first glimpse of C. L. Moore’s warrior princess, Jirel of Joiry.  And it was also Margaret 
Brundage who gave us our first visual depiction of Robert E. Howard’s Conan, painting nine Weird Tales covers depicting the barbarian 
warrior, as well as interior artwork featuring Conan.

To our eyes, Brundage’s Conan is a strangely demur character, hardly savage, hardly barbarian. He is slight of build and, most 
incongruously of all, has short, neatly-trimmed hair. Brundage’s Conan seems to have visited the barber every Saturday.

In the 1950s small press publisher Gnome Press published several Conan titles, all graced with cheery chaps in generic Roman armor 
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on the covers, much like Brundage’s Conans. They did little to help sell the volumes, as the press runs of 3,000-5,000 per title took 
years, into the early 1960s, to sell out.

In 1966, paperback publisher Lancer Books, and artist Frank Frazetta, changed everything. That year Lancer published the first in a 
reborn series of Conan titles. This was Conan the Adventurer, with a cover painting entitled “The Barbarian” by Frank Frazetta. 
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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 Davin’s story to the new editor of Galaxy’s Edge is scheduled for the September issue. It will be his eighth story to appear in Galaxy’s Edge.
Eric Leif  Davin’s Short Fiction Collection Has Just Been Released. Available On Barnes & Noble, Amazon, Etc.

This Conan was not slight of build, cheery, or clad in generic Roman armor. He was dark, moody, grim, his heavily muscled and scarred 
body almost nude, standing atop a pile of bloody corpses with a barely-clad lush young woman clutching his leg. This Conan was, at 
long last, the right visual depiction of the dark and brooding Conan featured in Howard’s fiction. He was truly savage. He was truly 
barbaric. And part of the wild exoticism of this bestial barbarian was his long, flowing, unkempt hair. Frazetta’s Conan erupted into 
existence in the midst of the Sixties, in the midst of the hippie era, when men sported long hair in defiance of custom and propriety, 
and the most ferocious long-hair of the age became Conan.

Conan the Adventurer was an earthshaking game-changer. This was before Conan comix, before Conan movies, before any heroic 
fantasy paperback series. No one had ever before seen anything like Frazetta’s Conan. Frazetta went on to paint the covers of eight 
of the eleven Lancer Conans published between 1966-1971. These covers were a big reason the Lancer versions of the Conan stories 
sold over ten million copies. Frazetta’s vision of what a barbarian warrior should look like became indelibly stamped in the public 
mind. Thereafter, the “look” Frank Frazetta gave Conan in 1966 became the “look” of heroic fantasy. 

The way an artist envisions something, therefore, has the power to alter forever our entire concept of a genre, a mythic past, a world. 
The way the artist sees the world can sometimes become the way everyone sees the world.
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I am not here to praise Denis Villeneuve, although he is worthy of praise with a track record that recently includes Arrival and Blade 
Runner 2049 and now the more, the masterful, and worthy Dune. I am not here to posit that each of these works is equally complex 
as well as somewhat challenging to watch, although they can be. It can leave some viewers squirming in their seats because there is 
not enough action, or it is hard to follow the intricate storyline. There is a lot going on in all three films. It is up to the viewer to have 
at least an intuitive grasp of the way a story is visually presented, the way the script can resonate, the way the musical score can add 
to the narrative, the way an actor can say much without ever saying a word, the way in which science fiction can twist the narrative in 
and out of this universe, the way in which the special effecst are there only to enhance the film. It is up to the viewer to become a live 
part of the fit and fiber of the film.

So it is with Dune, the novel.
I am here to praise Frank Herbert.

A friend of mine asked me on the high recommendation I made to see 
the Viilanueve film, if Dune, the novel, was also one of the best science 
fiction novels ever. I replied so quickly that even I was surprised, “Yes.”

Alas, for some readers Dune suffers from what I call the “War and 
Peace” effect. (Yes War and Peace is one of the greatest novels) After a 
perusal of a chapter, “Too many names…It’s too long…Why are they 
playing with a bear…It takes place in Russia…Isn’t there a comic book 
I can read? (Before you stand up and jeer, I realize graphic telling can 
be equally complex and perplexing Bam! Biff!)
It is up to the reader to become a live part of the writing.

(I suppose the same can be said of The Brothers Karamazov but Fyodor 
Dostoevsky comes with an existential, under the floorboards caché, so, 

it is hard for superficial critics to admit that the travail of the brothers and their seeming buffoon of a father is boring as hell to them 
and has too many Russian names.)

I’ve heard the same mouthed of Dune. Too many names...too mny funny words…why and what the hell is a gom jabbar…you didn’t 
tell me it was science fiction… just give me a plain old adventure story… I picked it up, 
read one chapter then threw it across the room.

One summer I decided, after a hard day’s work and on the pleasant endless weekends, 
to sit in my back yard, cool drink with melting ice in a pitcher, and a pile of the very thick 
extant Dune books on the picnic table. I first made my third or so reading of Dune, then I 
took on the rest of the saga.

I have to admit I was distressed by the  brooding Dune Messiah and somewhat more 
enchanted by Children of Dune. But it didn’t matter because for the length of the reading, 
from the Butlerian jihad to the resurrection of Duncan Idaho and beyond, I was pretty 
much on board and living in a deeply textured world scheme. Same with War and Peace, 
Same with In Search of Lost Time.

Am I saying Frank Herbert is as good a writer as Tolstoi and Proust? That science fiction 
can stand up with the greatest of great literature? That is not the point. Arguments like 
that are just silly to me. I could answer yes, I could answer no, but my real answer is I don’t 
give a damn. In my mind, it does not matter which I am reading. All is glorious. If you do 
not have the “experience” of a new worldview while you are reading take a moment to 
reflect on why you do not. Do you believe it is a lack of imagination by the author? Are you 

Are we Finally Dune?
Joe Coluccio
big science fiction fan

Frank Herbert.
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convinced those works which climb and remain at the top of the heap are misunderstood 
by all of their exuberant readers? 

You tried and you didn’t like Dune? Doesn’t make it any less great. You like whatever the 
fantasy better? There is still Frank Herbert’s vision awaiting. And there is, of course, a side 
trip to the movies

There have been three attempts before Denis Villeneuve to bring Dune as a cinematic 
experience. The first is David Lynch’s attempt. David Lynch says he was hampered and not 
allowed to make the Dune he desired. He states now that he wants nothing to do with the 
film as completed. When I watched it in the theaters in 1984 I thought it the most awful 
rendering possible. It had its moments, but it was so antithetical to the spirit (and there is 
a spirit) of Dune. Several years ago I rewatched and did not think it was as much a disaster 
as I had originally assayed, but still believed it to be off the mark. Part of the problem the 
producer, but also a wrong choice as director.

Second, there was the sci-fi channel rendition that over a three-part mini-series stuck closer 
to the feel of the novel, but the budget was just not there and the special effects, which 
were displayed over and again, did not wear well on the imagination. It was moderately 
enjoyable to watch, but ultimately not a satisfying attempt.

Third, and in many ways until now, my most favored interpretation. Alejandro 
Jodorowsky’s Dune. Jodorowsky peddled his version of Dune around Hollywood for 
years. He created a very think movie book that contained the whole vision of the 
Dune to be crafted under his direction. It was to star Mick Jagger, Gloria Swanson, 
Salvador Dali, Orson Welles (I’m surprised he didn’t want to bring a reanimated 
H.G. Wells in the part of Leto Atreides) Graphic work by H. R. Giger, music by Pink 
Floyd. Dan O’Bannon for special effects. The remarkable list just goes on and on. The 
fantasy film idea accrued and lost money and was almost supported several times 
until 1982 when Dino De Laurentiis bought the film rights and went on the produce 
the 1984 David Lynch fiasco. (Yes, Sting did have the wonderful overacted part of 
Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen. The character does not show up in Dune 2021 Part 1. It is 
already cast in Dune Part 2)

In 2013 Jodorowsky’s Dune was released as a documentary about his effort to 
make the film. It is told in the 3000 drawings from the storyboard of the movie that 
Jodorrowky and the comic artist Jean “Moebius” Giraud created. It is a wonderful 
romp through Dune. I believe if Jodorwosky ever made the movie I would have 
hated it, yet I found myself in love with the documentary of his attempt. It is a 
masterwork vision of a kind of frenetic insanity that I found endlessly appealing. 
Bravo Alejandro.

David Lynch

Alejandro jodorowsky
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The 2021 version is Dune (at least the first part) is an 
overwhelming and grand view of the planet Arrakis and 
the Atreides’ troubles on takeover after leaving Calaban. 
In case you don’t know, it is not the Frank Herbert novel. I 
just checked my bookshelf and the thick book and all the 
words are still there. Villeneuve made Dune, a movie, and 
storytelling on film is something different from storytelling 
with words. It is a film in two hours and thirty-some minutes 
that takes its time and allows the camera to stop and fill our 
eyes with wonder. The parts that some claim are slow carry 
the very essence of the story. I would have been enthralled 
with another hour. There is plenty of action. Plenty of intrigue. 
Plenty of character.

Don’t take my word for it. It’s in theaters and on TV for you to 
see. It is not only one of the best science fiction movies ever, 
it is certainly the best Dune movie ever. I hope and believe 
Frank Herbert believes his vision is safe.denis-villeneuve


