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I used to build an amusement park in my backyard. Out in the cavity left by the earthmovers at the end of track after they poured the 
concrete driveway. Under the massive sumac tree.  Over the years the would-be “Old General Redwood”  put tremendous pressure on 
the left-hand wall of the neighbor’s garage. It was not a tree to love. I wonder whether either the dripping resinous plywood of the 
carport wall or the living wood of the trunk has survived.

I would begin in May when the rolls of ride tickets would go on sale, like chuck-a-luck carnival tokens, in the rooms of all the Penn Hills 
School District Buildings. It was a big day, Penn Hills Kennywood Picnic Day. Big enough for me to get out the coal shovel and a pick to 
reshape the shady three-sided earthen backyard pit into the wonder of an amusement park.

Oh, not so you would ever know it. It was not there for any to perceive the wonder I imbued. This was a private adventure that did not 
include my brother, next-door cousins, or friends from down the street. In one corner was the frisson of the dark ride, scary tactile strings 
of hanging thread, an imagined skeleton made out of stripped deciduous branches. Several freshly dug paths at the far end of the hole 
would leave you breathless, and your blue jeans coated muckle brown in the mud as you slipped down the chute. The precipitous drop 
mid-branch off the lower tree perch was the peer of any Coney Island Parachute Jump.

I built it each year in the spring, eternal return, out of mud and my mind.  It’s the way I ever built anything. I will not list the geographies 
which have been shaved, shivered, and sundered under my construction. After a time, and out of practicality, I shaped the earth less and 
less. I retired to the realm of my mind. It is less satisfying but more practical.

Now all begins to grow out of my fiction, my memoir and my articles - a mish-mosh of genre drumming à la the grand Hammet,  the 
overwhelming Chandler,  a soupçon, of Proust, a stylish bit Emerson, a tip of Tolstoy , a twist of Joyce, a dip of Dostoevski, a shaker of 
Melville, un petit morceau of Hugo, and a twist of Twain. I am well aware they are a cadre of old white guys. They weren’t always, of 
course. And the thing is, they wrote with something more than grandeur. The second thing is there are so many more, but I cannot go 
on, Baldwin, naming, Langer, all day, Didion, even though, Cather, I want to.  

I am well aware there is not a science fiction writer among them. (Want me to string those influences out? You might be surprised.) 
But it is the basis of what I begin and is daily growing. I urge you to start from your base from those you emulate. The influences on my 
writing, like my yearly amusement park excavation, are of no use to you. The construction was my homage to spring, as was my visit to 
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the Kennywood each May. Though I no longer walk those same macadam pathways between the oiled smell of mechanical rides and 
the digital bleep of the new, I am still driven by the spirit. Whatever you love, whatever influences your thought, whatever makes you 
smile, will lead you to live, read, and write.

Among the riddles of words, puzzles of paragraphs, passions of pages, and mixture of mash-ups is a pleasing romp through Sigma this 
month. It includes two works of fiction, (our first fiction and both authors, Eric Davin and Paul Levvenson, are past first place winners of the 
Parsec Short Story Contest, and both are the only two-time winners of the award - after their second wins, the contest rules were changed, 
saying that "past winners" were ineligible to apply to the contest), a poem, a mind map exhibition, a message from the Parsec President, 
several articles filled with thought for you to ponder, and information for you to peruse and, as always, as much news about the activities 
of Parsec as we can find.

Welcome aboard and bon voyage. 

Our contributors and where to find more of them. (Click on the photo to go to this 
month's page.)

Eric Leif Davin 
I"'ve published dozens of stories (Galaxy's Edge has a new one, but I don't know when it'll be published), many 
dozens of essays and articles, over 20 books (some self-published, some by academic presses, some by mainstream, 
some in commercial "best of year" anthologies, etc.), and won awards for my fiction, my journalism, and my 
historical articles."
(Just take a look at my Amazon page!)
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=eric+leif+davin&crid=1XW30OY31VHU2&sprefix=eric+leif+davin%2Caps%2C5
2&ref=nb_sb_noss

Francis Graham 
is emeritus faculty in the Physics Dept. of Kent State University.  He is the author of professional papers and several 
books. 
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Alan Irvine
"The first stories I learned to tell were ghost stories, and ghost stories have remained one of my favorite types 
of stories. I tell a lot of them, particularly in October. And so people often ask me why ghost stories? "
We hope you'll get a chance to have Alan answer the question for you  in a story telling session sooooon.
Meanwhile visit him at the following:
https://alanirvine.com
https://www.facebook.com/AlanIrvineStoryteller

Kevin Hayes
is the Preseient of Parsec, Inc., which is the umbrella company for the Program, Conference Workshop, 
Publishing Committees of Parsec.

Larry Ivkovich
I'm a former IT Systems Analyst with a Bachelor of Fine Arts degree from West Virginia University. How I went from art to 
computers is a differnt story but, suffice to say, about forty years ago, I found another creative path to walk - writing fiction, 
particularly speculative fiction.
https://www.larryivkovich.com
https://www.larryivkovich.com/my-story

William Hall
is and has been secretary of the Parsec Meeting Group for many years. We appreciate his meeting minute 
notes each month and the many articles he has written for Sigma

https://alanirvine.com
https://www.facebook.com/AlanIrvineStoryteller
https://www.larryivkovich.com
https://www.larryivkovich.com/my-story
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Scot Noel
is a content writer for websites, blogs, social media, e-newsletters, and the like. Speculative fiction has always 
been his obsession, resulting in a Writers of the Future 2nd place win in 1990, a 7-year career in computer game 
development, and a handful of published stories, ranging from far future and zombie fiction to the tale of a fairy 
sheriff fighting an evil dragon. He serves as the editor and publisher of DreamForge Anvil and DreamForge 
Magazine.
 In addition to DreamForge, Scot’s editorial efforts include the anthology Worlds of Light & Darkness (The Best 
of DreamForge and Space & Time) along with Angela Yuriko Smith. Available on Amazon and from other fine 
book sellers. Booklist called it “Genius.” Who are we to argue?

John Thomson
is the editor of Triangulation, a publication of Parsec Ink. This year's theme is 

Mary Soon Lee
Mary Soon Lee was born and raised in London, but has lived in Pittsburgh for over twenty years. Her latest 
books are from opposite ends of the poetry spectrum: "Elemental Haiku," containing haiku for the periodic 
table, and "The Sign of the Dragon," an epic fantasy with Chinese elements, winner of the 2021 Elgin Award. She 
hides her online presence with a cryptically named website (marysoonlee.com) and an equally cryptic Twitter 
account (@MarySoonLee).

Barton Levenson
Author of
Another Century
Recovering Gretel
The Argo Incident

https://dreamforgemagazine.com/anvil/
https://dreamforgemagazine.com
https://dreamforgemagazine.com
http://marysoonlee.com
http://@MarySoonLee
https://www.amazon.com/Another-Century-Barton-Paul-Levenson/dp/163867826X/ref=sr_1_1?crid=2NW31QBETGNLG&keywords=Levenson+and+%22Another+Century%22&qid=1641762984&sprefix=levenson+and+another+century+%2Caps%2C1171&sr=8-1
https://storyoriginapp.com/universalbooklinks/2cad6396-38cf-11eb-a894-934f97288e5b
https://www.amazon.com/Argo-Incident-Barton-Levenson-ebook/dp/B06Y2DY1PC/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1492729605&sr=8-1&keywords=%22the+argo+incident%22+levenson
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Meeting Minutes - January 15, 2022
Bill Hall - Secretary

For nearly two hours our Zoom got 18 participants, with DreamForge’s Scot Noel moderating 
very efficiently.  The topic owe day was costuming and our three guest experts were Pam Smith 
(of Harrisburg), Karen Schnaubelt, and Lisa Ashton.

     We learned that we are Go for a live Confluence 2022 and that registration is now open.  Dealers 
will want to contact Mary Tabasko.  Our anthology “Triangulation: Habitats” is now available and 
we are encouraged to buy it through Amazon Smile so as to give Parsec extra support.  The 
Parsec short story contest theme is “Hearth, Song, and Table” and accepting submissions up 
through May 1.

     We got a small report on behalf of John Thompson, Brandon Ketchum, and Jerome Stueart, 
who all went to DisCon III.  There was still some wrestling with Covid compliance, evident in 
the fact that the world SF convention of 2019 saw over 6,500 participants, whereas this time 
that number was down to 2,300.  Details were shared in December’s Sigma.  WorldCon remains 
accessible, as the next one will be in Chicago at the start of September.

     I promoted our own Barton Paul Levenson’s new novel “Another Century.” Set around 1900 
on a parallel Earth, it is the life adventure of one Thorvald Winchester, an Englishman who helps 
operate gigantic difference engines.  A bit more than simply “steampunk,” more of a study in 

faith set against the march of tyranny, this may be the strongest writing I’ve seen from Barton – and I’ve been reading him for half a 
century.  DreamForge is launching a YouTube Channel and Donald Firesmith has put out “Hellholes 3” and a horror anthology.  Mary 
Soon Lee was sadly unavailable.

     Karen Schnaubelt’s costuming has taken on cosplay based on the Mirror Universe as seen in “Star Trek: Discovery.”  She’s been involved 
in fandom since 1973, as well as “The Whole Costume Catalog,” which turned out to be an over-clever title.  Is it like “The Whole Earth 
Catalog”?  Can you order from it?  No to both questions.  Lisa Ashton does Civil War era costuming, as well as costumes for book covers, 
and uses color to buck a trend towards grayness.  Pam Smith was the newest of our costumers, starting just six years ago, yet highly 
prolific, having appeared as a dragon, a school bus, and Mary Poppins.  Otherwise known as “Dame Dahlia,” she is fond of comic book 
superhero cosplay for charity and helping kids.  She has used 3-D printing, although our own Joe Newcomer calls it 4-D printing, the 
fourth dimension being hours of time involved in obtaining one item.

     For our next meeting we will have Bruce McCallister, author of “Dream Baby,” which just appeared in DreamForge 9.

     Finally, as shocking tragedy once more draws the eyes of the world towards Pittsburgh, we are at least grateful that the collapse of 
the Fern Hollow Bridge (which I always thought of as the Frick Park Bridge) got nobody killed.  Kipling warned us about the twain of East 
and West never meeting, and entropy has just enforced that.

RETURN
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Bulletin from the Board 
by Kevin Hayes
President Parsec

There are a lot of goals in front of us as Parsec. We have made changes and there are further changes that await. Some of what awaits 
us is obvious--such as filing income tax forms and maintaining our 501(c)(3) status and pursuing the goals as set forth by our mission. 
Easy. Other goals may not be as obvious, such as a revision of our by-laws, perhaps forming another standing committee for a lecture 
series and workshop. We have to wait and see. And that calls into question how we as Parsec can accomplish those goals. 

Many elements will come into play in order to pursue, much less accomplish, any of those goals. Reasonability, imagination, inspiration 
all come to mind. Understanding, and willingness to work together are also important. And as a header under which most of these 
attributes present themselves is the notion of responsiveness. Answering a question when asked, taking action when a problem is 
faced. 
I expect we have all been in a situation where we procrastinated. I know I have developed quite a talent for it. If it’s something that 
can be put off, I’m pretty good at doing that. But moving forward as Parsec, I don’t know that we can afford to do that. We have to be 
responsive. Collecting and collating information so flyers can be sent. Collecting mail from our Post Office Box--because some people 
send in dues or Confluence membership fees by check. And I know how I feel when I’ve paid for something by check, and it takes 
months before the check is cashed. If I feel that frustrated, I can only imagine how anyone else might feel. 

We have work to do and choices to make. None of this can be done if we aren’t responsive. We’re planning Confluence in July. Are you 
coming? We can make better plans if we hear from you. There will be a Parsec meeting in March where we will solicit panel ideas. The 
more people who are interested and show up, the more good ideas we are likely to get. Parsec Ink Triangulation is looking for stories for 
the theme “Energy.” Do you know writers? Are you a writer? John Thompson, the editor, has extended the submission deadline to the 
end of March. If you are responsive, they may have more stories than they know what to do with. Information to be shared, actions to 
be obtained. For Parsec to remain Parsec, we absolutely need responsiveness. Parsec isn’t just the few of us on committees, it is all of us 
who pay dues. It’s all of us who read the books and watch the movies and like to talk to other people about them. It’s all of us who draw 
and paint or who view and appreciate the images. Parsec is all of us. And it wouldn’t be what it is without all of us. 

It’s being responsive that keeps us going. We did some massive restructuring of the too many bank accounts associated with Parsec Inc. 
and it could never have been accomplished without the responsiveness of more people than just the members of the board. But now 
it’s been done and we make progress. Responsiveness pays. Financial obligations need to be met and without responsiveness to meet 
those obligations, Parsec Inc. could cease to be. 

 I wish I had some deep and stirring insight to add to all this. All I can say is we can’t have the attitude that we’ll get to it eventually. None 
of this happens without our direct involvement and a response when needed. This is how we make progress. This is how we support 
Parsec. 

RETURN
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Our Guest of Honor will be Neil Clarke 

Neil Clarke is the editor of the Hugo and World Fantasy Award-
winning Clarkesworld Magazine and several anthologies, 
including the Best Science Fiction of the Year series. He has been 
a finalist for the Hugo Award for Best Editor (Short Form) nine 
times, won the Chesley Award for Best Art Director three times, 
and received the Solstice Award from SFWA in 2019. He currently 
lives in NJ with his wife and two sons. www.neil-clarke.com

Our Featured Music Guest will be 
Tim Griffin

Tim Griffin is an award-winning teacher, musician, and 
storyteller with four albums out and more on the way. 
When he’s not filking he runs an educational nonprofit 
called GriffinEd, using geeky music to teach science, 
math, history, and other stuff to grades K-8th online for 
free. Laugh, sing along,  and learn (really!) about bugs, 
boogers, and particle physics at www.GriffinEd.org.

Our location will be the Sheraton Pittsburgh Airport Hotel
1160 Thorn Run Road
Coraopolis, PA 15108
412-262-2400  / 866-716-8134

										          [REGISTER HERE]

Visit the Confluence website for more information: www.confluence-sff.org

CONFLUENCE 
July 29, 30 & 31, 2022!

https://confluence-sff.org/reginfo/
http://www.confluence-sff.org
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Parsec Inc has four standing 
committees
Program committee (monthly meeting) 
officers:
Scot and Jane Noel: (Co-Chairpersons)
Karen Yun-Lutz (Vice-Chair)
William Hall (Secretary)
Sarah Wade (Treasurer)
Kevin M. Hayes (Commentator)
Joe Coluccio (Sigma editor)
Conference committee (Confluence) officers:
Kevin M. Hayes (Chairperson)
Karen Yun-Lutz (Secretary)
Mark Stewart (Treasurer)

Publishing committee (Parsec Ink) officers:
Diane Turnshek (Chairperson / Co-editor)
John Thompson (Treasurer / Co-editor)
Storm Walden (Vice-Chair / Assistant editor)

Workshop committee 
The workshop committee is currently in the works.

Parsec Membership
Membership is $25 annually and begins the month you pay. Addi-
tional 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 Inc Board of Directors
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) 

John Thompson

Parsec Ink has extended this year's Triangulation submission deadline to the end of March 2022. Our target publication date has not 
changed and we still expect our final decisions to be made by April 30.

Submissions for Triangulation: Energy have been low compared to previous editions and we've been scratching our heads over it since 
December. We’ve had a couple of snags and issues with the call-for-subs apps and we’re not sure how big a factor that is.

RETURN

 Tr iangulat ion Update Tr iangulat ion Update

The Parsec Short Story contest is sponsored by Parsec Inc., a 501(c)(3) organization.
The theme this year is “Hearth, Song, and Table.”

This year we’ve added a new category and prize for authors ages 19 and under

Contest opens on January 1st and closes on May 1st 2022 at 11:59:59 pm EST.

Cash prizes and never any fee to enter!

Visit the Short Story Contest page for more information.

The 2022 Parsec  I nc.  Shor t  Stor y  Contest  i s  open to  submiss ionsThe 2022 Parsec  I nc.  Shor t  Stor y  Contest  i s  open to  submiss ions

https://parsec-sff.org/membership-form-2/
https://parsec-sff.org
http://parsecink.com/index.php/triangulation-submissions/
https://parsec-sff.org/short-story-contest/
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Parsec Meeting Februrary19, 2022 
Guest Speaker - Bruce McAllister
Our guest at the Parsec ZOOM meeting in February is Bruce McAllister. 

Bruce is a writer of fantasy and science fiction known primarily for his short 
fiction. Bruce will engage us with anecdotes of interest to fans, as well as people 
and events that have affected his fifty+ year career. And we’ll hear a poem or two 
of Bruce’s.

His short stories have appeared in many fantasy and science fiction magazines, 
including Analog and Asimov’s, in theme anthologies, college readers and “year’s 
best” anthologies, including Best American Short Stories 2007, guest-edited by 
Stephen King.  

Bruce’s first novel was Humanity Prime, published by Ace Books in Terry Carr’s 
“Ace Specials” series.  

His second novel, Dream Baby, published by TOR in 1988, was based on the Hugo, Nebula, and Locus-finalist novelette of 
the same name.  A National Endowment for the Arts fellowship winner, Dream Baby was called a “stunning tour de force” 
by Publishers Weekly.

After being away from writing in the 90’s, Bruce returned to the field in 2003 with the short story “Kin,” a 2006 Hugo 
finalist.

In 2007 Golden Gryphon Press published a career-spanning collection of his short science fiction, The Girl Who Loved 
Animals and Other Stories.  

Bruce has a new short story “Sidha” appearing DreamForge Magazine, Issue 9, just out on Amazon. The same short story 
has been chosen by Aeon Press for a “Best of Bruce McAllister” anthology “STEALING GOD and Other Stories.” coming out 
early in 2022.

Sidha has also been listed on Tangent’s Recommended Reading List for 2021. 

At Bruce McAllister Coaching, Bruce has been a writing coach and consultant on a wide range of popular books for major 
and smaller publishers and scientific books published by scholarly presses, including Pulitzer and National Book Award 
nominees; and a facilitator of autobiography and memoir workshops.

Here is a video: Fantastic Fiction at KGB with Bruce McAllister & Nalo Hopkinson

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N8hOBtJ-A98

Please register for our ZOOM meeting at 
https://bit.ly/Parsec-Meeting

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

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N8hOBtJ-A98
https://bit.ly/Parsec-Meeting
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What Cacti Read
Mary Soon Lee
(first published in Strange Horizons)

Etymology, dictionaries, grammars
pertaining to plural formation:

one cowboy, too many cowboys,
one cowgirl, not enough cowgirls

one lone horseman riding into sunset,
four horsemen summoning apocalypse

one ox calmly yielding to two oxen
while sheep stubbornly remain sheep

mice not mouses, lice not louses,
but one goose begets more geese

and in place of meese or mooses
roam the remnants of the moose

just one last prickly conundrum:
is it cactus, cacti, or cactusses?

RETURN
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THE MOON MACHINES OF FELIX BACH
Francis Graham
Kent State University

   I need to put this into context.

   	 Carl Sagan suggested in 1962 that alien artifacts might be found on the unchanging surface of the Moon, in an interview in Stars 
and Stripes magazine, perhaps left there in the last 4 billion years.   I have participated in searches for them with my colleague Alexei 
Arkhipov of the Radio Astronomy Institute of the Ukraine in Kharkov, and a member of the SETI Institute. Our searches, which were 
refined over the years, were looking for things tens of meters in size in spacecraft images or searches with large telescopes. We had the 
highest standards for pronouncing a candidate likely.  We have some “maybes” which we looked at more closely when higher resolution 
Moon images came to be.  Our searches were negative.  Searches by lunar probes, such as Chang’e and the Lunar Reconnaissance  
Orbiter  over the last decade have been at very high resolution  (LRO = 0.5 meters)  but the only artifacts they located were sent there 
or  left by human beings.

   	 So, if there are any alien artifacts or “mementoes” on the Moon, they are very small.  There are likely none, but of course, it is always 
hard to prove a negative and we may want to keep our eyes open. It was a question worth looking into, it was investigated with rigorous 
scientific criteria, and turned out negative, at least for objects > 1 meter on the surface.   Task complete at that level. Of course, there still 
may be an undetected chemical signature of some sort, as I said, keep your eyes open.  But the possibility seems now more remote.

   	 But that was not the belief of former Greensburg, Pennsylvania resident Felix A. Bach (1930-2011).  He looked through a 60 mm 
diameter refractor telescope and saw many large machines on the Moon. They were gigantic: tens to hundreds of kilometers in size.  Easily 
seen!  When I was editor of Selenology there arose a lively correspondence with Mr. Bach from 1986 to 1988. There was no convincing 
him he was deluded.  After he acquired an 8-inch SCT, he saw even more Moon machines.  

Various Moon Machines sketched by Felix A. Bach.
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     	 Felix was a star football player at Greensburg-Salem High School in the mid-1950’s and a partner and co-founder of the former 
Craft Metals of Greensburg. He was happily married and had several children.  He did not wear aluminum foil, but his Moon machines 
were a persistent delusion that puzzles me to exist in an otherwise very responsible man.

     	 Since I did not see the machines, with much more powerful telescopes, I must be part of “The Conspiracy”,  he concluded.  “The 
Conspiracy” of course included NASA, the U.S. Air Force, Amateur Astronomer clubs, and just about everyone else who had any business 
with the Moon. Finally, I agreed to publish a “Moon Machines” article by Bach in Selenology, which I then edited, provided it was 
understood I write a rebuttal in the next issue or so, which I did.  Some American Lunar Society members thought the article damaged 
the reputation of Selenology  even with the rebuttal.  But I did  it if only to alert others to this new brand of pseudoscience.  My reasoning 
was that the readers would want to know about this. 
    	 Bach’s retort to my rebuttal, published as a letter to the editor, was fast and furious : “Shame on You, Francis Graham!”.  

  	 The world then was new to this kind of denialism.

A giant Totem Pole near the Crater Mee, according to Bach.

   	 Bach was not the first to see these Moon machines with small Earth-based telescopes.  The pioneer in this delusionary activity was 
Jack Swaney of Las Vegas, Nevada who wrote a series of absurdist articles in Fate magazine, claiming to see awash ships, long levers, 
bridges, castles, junkpiles, cranes,  etc on the Moon with his small backyard telescope.  Indeed, you can see the features Swaney identifies, 
and with proper sun angle and a great deal of imagination you might delude yourself also that they are structures and Moon machines.  
But, let the sun angle be different, and they reveal themselves to be geological features.  However Bach had a ready explanation:  the 
Moon machines moved.  Sigh.  There was no winning them over. 

   	 Bach is no longer with us, having passed at age 81 in 2011. However, Bach’s Moon Machines, together with Swaney’s, live long and 
prosper on the internet. Al McDowell featured Bach in his 2012 book Uncommon Knowledge, together with chapters such as: “There Was 
no Big Bang”, “The Facts Disprove Relativity”, and  “The Universe is Not Expanding”.  After devoting a chapter on the Moon Machines, 
McDowell goes on to expostulate his own (utterly wrong) theory of gravity.  More recently, in 2020, Ingo Swann featured pages of Bach 
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in his book on how UFOs interacted with Earthlings.  Swann’s approach to UFOs and Moon Machines is quasi-religious and leaves the 
trappings of science farrrr behind.  There is no switching off Bach.

   	 Poor Felix.  He would never see the Moon for the magnificent desolation it is. It was to him a haven for gigantic alien machines.  I 
tried in my correspondence to convince him otherwise, but to no avail. He was not yet published when we first corresponded and so 
he had no face-saving stake in his delusion. Nor was he under the spell of some flying saucer hoaxmeister as was moon machiner  Fred 
Steckling under the spell of George Adamski.  It pains me to believe that others fall for this, in one of the planet’s most scientifically 
illiterate nations.  It is a result of the national tendency to raise children to be consumers rather than critical thinkers.  

   	 A lot has happened since Bach’s passing eleven years ago.  Not Moon Machines only, but flat Earths,  political Q-anon schemes, 
deep state conspiracies, religious aberrations, and craziness so thick that skeptical commentators cannot even begin to keep up with it.

But hope is eternal for better. 
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	 A man walked into a doctor’s office.  A stalk of celery hung from one nostril, a scallion from the other, a 
banana from one ear, and a carrot from the other ear.  “Doctor, what’s wrong with me?” he asked plaintively.
	 “You’re crazy,” the doctor said.
 
	 A tiger chased a man over a cliff.  The man clung to roots in the cliff side.  Above him waited the hungry 
tiger, and below, a deadly drop.
	 A single, wild strawberry grew in the cliff face before him.  With one hand, he plucked the strawberry.  
Then he climbed up the cliff, whipped the strawberry at the tiger, and knocked it out cold.
 
	 Phaeton begged Apollo to let him drive the god’s solar chariot, but the sun god knew the horses were too 
much for a mortal man to control.  But Phaeton’s constant pleading wore him down.  Apollo gave his consent, 
and his half-mortal son took the reins of the solar chariot.  He zoomed out of the driveway and smacked right 
into a concrete Jersey barrier.
 
	 Two Buddhist monks, pledged never to touch a woman, walked through the forest.  They came on a 
Buddhist nun stopped by a river.  One of the monks carried her across on his back.
	 Later, the other monk, still stewing about the incident, said, “Look!  You know we are not supposed to 
touch women!  How could you do such a thing?”
	 “All right, all right,” the other monk said.  He raced back to the river, found the nun, and threw her in the 
water.
 
	 Two men hiking through Africa met a leopard.  One sat down and took off his hiking boots.  He began to 
tie on running shoes instead.
	 “What are you doing?” his companion asked.  “You can’t outrun a leopard!”
	 “Don’t need to,” the first man said.  And he kicked the leopard in the crotch and took its wallet.
 
	 Young George Washington had been given a hatchet for his birthday.  Unable to restrain himself, he 
chopped down the new cherry tree in the front yard.
	 Later, his father asked who had done such a thing.  George said, “Father, I cannot tell a lie.  I did it with my 
little hatchet.”
	 His father screamed, beat the child brutally, and sent him upstairs without supper.
 
	 A traveling knight-errant came on a woman trapped in a high tower.  He kept careful watch, and learned 
that she was imprisoned there by a witch.  The witch came and went by night, each time instructing the woman, 
“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your long hair!” and then climbing thereupon.
	 One morning, the man tried it himself.  “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your long hair!”
	 “Okey-dokey,” Rapunzel said.  She let her hair down and the man began to climb.  Rapunzel screamed.  
“How much do you weigh, a million pounds?  Get off me!”
 
	 A Native American grandfather told his grandson, “There are two wolves fighting within you.  One feeds 
on love, peace, and contentment.  The other feeds on anger, hatred, and humiliation.”
	 “Which one will win?” the boy asked.
	 “The gray one.”

RETURN

Almost
Barton Paul Levenson



Lewis Padgett
Robots Have No Tails

WHENCE GALLEGHER?         
In Time Locker the slightly 
m a d a n d f u l l y t i p s y 
i n v e n t o r w a s n a m e d 
Galloway. Somehow in the 
second round he became 
Gallegher. The obvious 
blurry-eyed solution was 
to name him Gallaoway 
Gallegher

W H O W R O T E T H E 
STORIES?Per C.L.Moore in 
t h e I n t r o d u c t i o n t o 
‘ R o b o t s H A v e N o t 
Tails,’  “In later years we 
worked more and more 
closely together on almost 
everything we wrote, and I 
was rather astounded on 
rereading the Gallegher 
stories to realize that not a 
word of any of them is 
mine” ORIGEN OF THE TITLE.         

Intro to ‘Robots Have No 
Tails’ “…if you wonder 
about this title, here is 
how it happened. A case 
could probably be made 
for robots and tales, but 
the fact is that when a 
publisher asked Hank for a 
title for this collection, 
Hank had already had to 
come up with so many 
titles that he gave up in 
despair. “I can’t think of 
one,” he said. “Call it 
anything you like. Call it 
Robots Have No Tails if you 
want to.”

Galloway/
Gallegher

T i m e 
Locker

1 9 4 3 J a n u a r y , 
A s t o u n d i n g 
Science-Fiction - 
v o l u m e 3 0 
number 5

When I first read 
T i m e L o c k e r, I 
k n e w I h a d a 
friend for life in 
Lewis Padgett. He 
( t h e y ) h a v e 
s e l d o m l e t m e 
down 

Click here to read 
“Time Locker” 

Imagine you are 
sitting down to 
read a story in 
y o u r f a v o r i t e 
s c i e n c e fi c t i o n 
m a g a z i n e i n 
1943…

The World 
is Mine

1 9 4 3 J u n e , 
A s t o u n d i n g 
Science-Fiction - 
v o l u m e 3 1 
number 4

The Proud 
Robot

1 9 4 3 O c t o b e r, 
A s t o u n d i n g 
Science-Fiction - 
v o l u m e 3 2 
number 2

Gsllegher Plus
1 9 4 3 N o v e m b e r , 
Astounding Science-
Fiction - volume 32 
number 3

Ex Machina

1 9 4 8 A p r i l , 
A s t o u n d i n g 
Science-Fiction - 
v o l u m e 4 1 
number 2

…from 
Henry 

Kuttner Map

WHAT’S IN A NAME?        
Lewis was Kutnner’s 
m o t h e r ’s m a i d e n 
name. Padgett was 
Cat h e r i n e M o o re’s 
g r a n d m o t h e r ’ s 
maiden name

Much of Kuttner’s early 
work was written for 
Wierd Tales Magazine 
in the fashion of H.P. 
Lovecraft, Robert E. 
Howard, Clark Ashton 
Smith

Lewis Padgett was the 
super-secret identity of 
Henry Kuttner.  Kuttner 
b e c a u s e o f s o m e 
unfortunate short story 
p u b l i c a t i o n s w a s 
considered a minor writer 
at best

WHY SHOULD YOU READ 
LEWIS PADGETT? 

W h y d o y o u 
require a reason 
to read anything? 

P a d g e t t i s 
remark able for 
his,  wacky science 
fiction ideas and 
humorous style 
and will surprise 
y o u w i t h t h e 
depth of hs vision

Read Kuttner, 
read Moore If you can let them 

t h e G a l l e g h e r 
stories will give 
you a good feeling 
and a laugh, or 
scare the hell out 
of you.

With the exception of the 
Gallegher stories, Kuttner and 
Moore wrote all their stories in 
a perfect collaboration. They 
owned one typewriter. A story 
by either was always cooking 
on the machine, one or the 
other would sit down to finish 
or continue the story. Many 
writers have been witnesses to 
this collaboration. It is said the 
product is so seamless, no one, 
i n c l u d i n g t h e a u t h o r s 
t h e m s e l v e s , c a n t e l l t h e 
difference in writing style. I’m 
not sure if these stories are 
true, but I don’t care and accept 
them as writing gospel

Lewis Padgett was the light side of 
t h e s o m e t i m e s d a r k H e n r y 
Kuttner. Like his friend and fellow 
member of the HP Lovecraft letter 
conclave, Robert Bloch (author 
Psycho among other ghoulish 
creations), both for al l the 
irdarkness and horror of their 
work were known for their wit and 
comedy

In the fifties both Moore 
and Kuttner tired of 
writing fantasy and 
science fiction. They 
went to study at the 
University of Southern 
C a l i f o r n i a . K u t t n e r 
graduated in 1954. He 
began work on his MA 
but died of a heart 
attack in his sleep in 
1 9 5 8 . C . L . M o o r e 
remarried, but never 
published again. She 
remained a fan for the 
rest of her life.

A fan publication well worth reading - see 
LINKS Mimsy 

Were  The 
Borogoves

Loosely adapted as a film entitled  
“The Last Mimzy in 2007

First Published A s r o u n d i n g S c i e n c e F I c t i o n 
Magazine February 1943

Intertextual
this story precedes

Ray Bradbury - The Veldt

Mark Clifton Star Bright

The Last Mimzy

which screwed with the Lewis Carol spelling

which screws with the story

Note that the first 
f o u r G a l l a g h e r 
s t o r i e s w e r e 
published in 1943. 
Kuttner joined the 
army and did not 
w r i t e t h e l a s t 
story, Ex Machina, 
u n t i l 1 9 4 8 . 
Catherine Moore 
claims that any 
others  produced 
were lost in the 
m i a s m a o f 
wartime

The Twonky

Intertexuality

T h i s s t o r y 
p r e c e d e s J a c k 
Williamson’s The 
Humannoids

Made into an unsccessful film

Directed bt Arch Obler

Mutant

Intertextuality these stories are preeeded by

A.E. Van Vogt’sSlan

Review P. Schulyer 
Miller Astounding 
S cience Fic tion 
August 1954 
V o l u m e 5 3 
Number 06 
MUTANT, by Lewis 
Padgett. Gnome 
Press, New York. 
1 9 5 3 . 2 1 0 p p .
$2.75
Page 155

LINKS

ISFDB

http://www.isfdb.org/cgi-bin/ea.cgi?452

Encyclopedia of 
Science FIction

https://sf-encyclopedia.com/entry/kuttner_henry

Encyclopedia of 
Fantasy

https://sf-encyclopedia.com/fe/kuttner_henry

Wikipedia

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

IMDB

https://www.imdb.com/name/nm0476565/

Fantastic Fiction

https://www.fantasticfiction.com/k/henry-kuttner/

Fancyclopedia 3

https://fancyclopedia.org/Henry_Kuttner

Prospero’s Isle on 
The Twonky

https://www.prosperosisle.org/spip.php?article870

Henry Kuttner: A 
Memorial 

Symposium

https://fanac.org/fanzines/Fanthologies/Fantho37.pdf

4⃣3⃣ 5⃣6⃣7⃣ 1⃣2⃣

Lewis Padgett Mind Map
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(Margaret) Rumer Godden 1907-1998

BRIEF BIOS
by eric leif davin

 Godden was born at Lydd House, Aldington, Kent, England. She is best known as a 
children’s author and for such adult works as Black Narcissus  (1939), about a group of nuns 
attempting to establish a mission in the Himalayan region.  India, where she long resided, 
was the background for much of her fiction, although she later settled in Scotland.  Her 
first children’s book was The Dolls’ House (1947).  One of her last was Great Grandfather’s 

House (1992), set in ancient Japan.  Her romance novel, Coromandel Sea Change 
(1991), was set in southern India.  

Her three memoirs are Two Under the Indian Sun and A Time to Dance, No 
Time to Weep (1987) and A House with Four Rooms (1989).  She was inducted 

as a member of the Order of the British Empire (OBE) in 1993.  Her 21st novel, 
Cromartie vs. the God Shiva, was published in 1997, the year before 

her death.
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The Perils (and Promises) of Prequels
By Alan Irvine
adapted from essays originally posted on storystuff.blog

In the last year, I dove into a couple of high profile prequels – those stories that come before the original story. In doing so, I ended 
up thinking about the nature of prequels – about the problems they often have and how they can easily go wrong, but also of their 
potential to bring new understanding and perspectives to the original work 
they spun off of.

The more problematic of the pair was Black Widow, the first movie my daughter 
and I finally got to see after the big Lock-Down in a real movie theater. On a big 
screen. The way movies, especially Superhero action movies are meant to be 
seen. We loved it. We are both fans of the character of Black Widow/Natasha 
Romanov and were delighted that she finally got a movie of her own, especially 
one where she does not have to just stand off to side and let the big boys of the 
Marvel Cinematic Universe hog the spotlight (looking at you Tony Stark). We 
both loved the fact that Natasha’s past, always glossed over in previous movies, 
is finally filled in.

But...

As we discussed the movie afterwards, my daughter pointed out one big 
problem. Not with the movie itself so much, but with how it fits in with the 
rest of the MCU. Or rather, how it not only does not fit in, but, does, in fact, 
undermine one incredibly important event in Black Widow’s life. 

(And here is where I need to put in the Spoiler Warning. I will be discussing key 
events of both Black Widow and Avengers: Endgame. If you haven’t seen both movies, proceed at your own risk. And later I will discuss 
key events in The Ballad of Songbirds and Snakes. Same warning.)

Natasha has always been portrayed as a character essentially alone, lacking the connections others have, but not necessarily by choice. 
She does have a special bond with the character of Clint Barton/Hawkeye. This connection has grown out of the way Clint and his family 
have adopted her as their own, giving her the family and connections she does not have, but desires. So has her membership in the 
Avengers. At the beginning of Avengers: Endgame, we see Natasha holding a lonely vigil in the near empty Avengers headquarters, 
coordinating the activities of the other remaining heroes in a post-Thanos world that clearly has no need for the Avengers. When one 
of the other characters asks why she continues in this thankless task, she replies that the Avengers are her family. Later in the movie, we 
hit the key moment for Natasha. She and Clint have gone to retrieve one of the Infinity Stones, as part of a desperate bid to undo the 
damage Thanos did in the first half of the epic. When Clint and Natasha reach the stone they seek, they discover that only way to gain 
this Infinity Stone is to sacrifice something/someone you love. One of them must die for the other to achieve the stone. They argue over 
which one will live and which will die. In the end, Natasha sacrifices herself so that Clint can recover the stone, and it is very clear in the 
scene that her reason is that Clint has a family, a family that Thanos destroyed. A family that can be restored to life if Clint brings back 
the Infinity Stone. Natasha, on the other hand, does not, and since she is alone, she will sacrifice herself so that Clint will not be. 

Natasha’s lack of a family is at the core of why she commits her final act of heroism.

And then comes Black Widow, in which we discover that Natasha did have a family once. True, it was a made up family, mere cover for a 
Soviet espionage operation, but it felt real to her. And years later, when she reunites all the members of that family – a sister, a mother, 
a father –they feel like a family, they act like a family, and by the end of the movie, they have become a family. It is a great ending, both 
for the movie and for Natasha’s story.  She finally gets the family she has so long desired.

Except, of course, Black Widow occurs several years before Endgame. Before Natasha sacrifices herself because Clint has a family and 
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she does not. But, now it turns out that she does have a family. She has had a family for years. Her entire motivation for her sacrifice 
is gone, and the whole sequence is suddenly much weaker for it. The creators of Black Widow got so caught up in giving Natasha a 
happy ending, that they forgot that this movie was not really the ending, and so they blithely undermine the whole tragic sacrifice that 
ultimate defines Natasha as a hero.

And that is my problem with so many prequels – most of the time, the creators are really making a sequel, continuing the character’s 
story in an innovative fashion, ignoring the fact that, by its nature, the prequel comes before the original, and so can not further a story 
that does not exist yet. Usually, of course, like with actual sequels, the creator ups the ante, making the menace even bigger than in the 
original (think of Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom where Indy has to face two burly swordsmen, not just the one, puny swordsman 

from Raiders of the Lost Ark.) Sometimes we can try to ignore the awkward spots, but sometimes, 
like with this movie, the prequel actually undoes key events in the story that was created first, but 
chronologically comes second.

And so, it was with some trepidation, that I picked up The Ballad of Songbirds and Snakes, Suzanne 
Collins’ prequel to The Hunger Games. I loved the original book and its sequels, as well as all four 
movies – my daughter and I have had many conversations and debates about the themes and 
characters and world – and I really did not want to read about how the child Katniss Everdeen 
fought in some other, even bigger gladiatorial game years before she fought in the Hunger Games.

I need not have worried. Instead of trying to squeeze a new adventure into Katniss’ already well 
developed back story, Collins chooses to focus on a much less developed character: President 
Coriolanus Snow, the villain of the original story. It is an intriguing choice given that Snow is a 
shadowy figure, lurking in the background, always the threat, but rarely actually appearing. What 
is his story? And why should we care? To answer these questions, Collins takes us way back, 64 
years in fact, to the 10th annual Hunger Games when a teen-aged Coriolanus is desperately trying 
to salvage his family’s fortunes and carve out some sort of future for himself. Along with his high-
school classmates, he is tapped to act as a mentor for one of the tributes to the Hunger Games, 
Lucy Gray, a singer from District 12. The Gamemakers have introduced the concept of mentors as 

a way of perhaps generating some interest in the Hunger Games, which are generally ignored, even in 
the Capitol. The events immediately preceding-during-after these Hunger Games turn out to be the crucial turning point in Coriolanus’s 
life.

This focus allows Collins to take the greatest weakness of the prequel format and turn it into a strength. We know what road Coriolanus 
is going to choose in the end; we know who he will turn out to be. So Collins plays against this. She paints a sympathetic portrait of 
Coriolanus. I liked him, mostly. I found myself rooting for him to make the right choices. I wanted his growing love for Lucy Gray to work 
out well, even when I racked my brains for some way that it believably could. I winced when he gave in to the temptation to stab a friend 
in the back for his own advantage, but I took some comfort in the guilt he felt about it afterwards. More important than liking him, 
however, I grew to understand him. Coriolanus grew up during a horrific war and saw both his parents killed and his family’s fortune 
destroyed. And though Capitol won that war, it did not immediately enjoy the fruits of victory. Even ten years on, much of the city is still 
in ruins (think London or Moscow after World War II and the years of deprivations even the victors of that war endured.) Opportunities 
of any sort are rare, and the remaining members of the Snow family are constantly teetering on the edge of financial and social ruin. 
Coriolanus has seen that, all too quickly, when they are pressed, people turn brutish and violent, and the strong destroy the weak. That 
was the lesson of the war. That is the lesson Coriolanus learns again when he enters the arena of the Hunger Games and confronts 
that brutality up close. Human nature is violence and war. Or is it? Lucy Gray offers a different vision. Left on their own, away from the 
oppression and greed of the powerful, people are decent. Lucy Gray and her friends live of the very fringes of society, in a family that 
they create for themselves, each one supporting the others. Human nature is decent when given the freedom to be so. Lucy offers 
Coriolanus a place in this world. Coriolanus wrestles with these opposing views, and in the end must decide which one is the truth.

By walking with Coriolanus through this struggle, we come to see him in a different light. Yes, the adult President Snow is powerful and 
autocratic, but now we can see that he is not a typical dictator, nor cardboard villain. He does not desire power for the sake of power. In 
truth, he does not desire power at all. Instead, he desires safety. Stability. A sense of control over the world. Power is simply the means to 
that end. Power allows you to control the world and keep the chaos at bay. President Snow does not oppose Katniss Everdeen because 
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he sees her as a threat to his power and position, he opposes her because he sees her as a threat to the safety and stability of the world. 
In his view, she is the bringer of chaos. Which, of course, she is.  

In the end, then, The Ballad of Songbirds and Snakes, is not just another Katniss adventure, or even an excuse for another Hunger Games 
adventure. The book does more. It pushes us to rethink the original work. To consider it from a new angle. Now I want to read a new 
version of the Hunger Games trilogy told from the point of view of Coriolanus Snow. How does he react when, at the end of his life, he 
sees another tribute from District 12 capture the hearts of the people? What does he see that leads him to fear her? Does he recall Lucy 
Gray inviting him to escape his brutal world and flee to something more? And how does he react when the song “The Hanging Tree,” 
which Lucy Gray wrote for him, sang to him as that invitation, is turned into an anthem of the rebellion against him and the stability of 
his world?

In the end, the novel has me rethinking the original books, and entices me to reread them with this new insight. What came before is 
not what I thought it was. 

And that is what a good prequel does best. Not continue the adventure and take it to new heights. That’s the job of a sequel. Not to 
violate the world of the original work, but to give us new information and perspective on the original. wA good prequel supports the 
original tale, while suggesting that all was not what we thought at first glance.

RETURN
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The MYTHICA Film Series (2014 – 2016)
Review by Larry Ivkovich

Mythica: A Quest for Heroes
Mythica: The Dark Spore
Mythica: The Necromancer
Mythica: The Iron Crown
Mythica: The Godslayer

  The five direct-to-video films that make up the Mythica series were initially started through a Kickstarter 
campaign by Arrowstorm Entertainment and filmed primarily in Utah. On the surface, the series is 
basically the usual fantasy quest/adventure with a team of mostly scruffy outcasts, but I really liked 
these movies.

They’re not perfect. The CGI can be a little sketchy and some of the action scenes are clunkily staged. 
A couple of the actors (the villains) are over-the-top in their scenery-chewing but most of the acting, 
the costumes, settings, and makeup/non-CGI creature designs are pretty good. The stark landscapes of 
Utah add a real sense of a secondary world.

Kevin Sorbo (Hercules: The Legendary Journeys, Andromeda) executive produced at least part of the series and plays a mostly supporting, 
though important, role as the wizard Gojun Pye. Pye takes a young slave girl, Marek, under his wing to instruct her in magic. Marek, 
played by Melanie Stone (Little Women), is a budding necromancer (although the films’ interpretation of this is somewhat different from 
the usual raising/talking/reanimating the dead stuff, though that’s there too) and Pye senses greatness and power in her.

Marek meets Teela (British actress Nicola Posener) who needs help in finding her missing sister, a priestess, like Teela, abducted from 
their order’s temple of the goddess (godDESS as Teela pronounces it. Love that British accent!). Her sister possesses a mysterious and 
dangerously powerful shard of an artifact called the Darkspore, If all the pieces of the Darkspore are recombined and fall into the wrong 
hands… well, you know. Those wrong hands are legion, chief among them the evil necromancer Szorlok (Mathew Mercer), one of the 
aforementioned scenery-chewers.

Marek escapes from her cruel slaver and, through various circumstances, teams up with Teela, soldier-warrior Thane (Adam Johnson), 
and half-human/half-elf thief, master archer, and womanizer Dagen (Jake Stormoen). 
Yeah, I know, a lot of the common fantasy tropes are present in the series but it’s action-packed and the characters are appealing and I 
found myself rooting for them and bummed out when… sorry, no spoilers! Stone, in particular, handles her role very well. Sorbo’s not 
bad either.

So, there you have it, somewhat. I found this series while perusing the Roku streaming service movies and got into it right away. 
Good, violent, magical fun.
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Abundance and Convergence
By Scot Noel
A version of this essay first appeared in DreamForge Magazine, Issue # 5

Perhaps the most accurate statement that can be made about the future is that it will be neither utopian nor apocalyptically dystopian. 
It will be filled with humans doing typically human things, from authoritarianism and war to civilization altering science and selfless 
philanthropy.

Even so, there is evidence that —as a whole— the human adventure is moving in a direction of abundance and convergence. Perhaps 
the most prosperous and utopian times in the history of our species. 

Of course, there is a conspiracy afoot that prevents you from knowing this, and even when seeing the evidence, in failing to believe. 

Is the truth being withheld by the media, covered up by governments, or suppressed by evil corporations? No, it’s worse than that: it’s 
you. You’re human, and unfortunately that means the very substance of your mind and senses has been programmed over hundreds of 
millions of years to trigger at news of danger, rumors of failure, and threats real or imagined that may adversely impact your life.

Engage a mind so evolved with a world-spanning communications network, one so capable that you not only can —but absolutely 
will— hear of the latest insurgency in Chad, a military incursion in Ukraine, the most drug resistant bug in Bangladesh, and every new 
viral mutation running rampant across the face of the globe, and…

That mind will be overwhelmed, obsessed, and often depressed by the result. 

There’s no easy answer to this, any more than in dealing with our penchants for too many sweets and other substances whose joys may 
not surpass their deleterious effects.

So, taking our Eeyore nature in stride, what amazing things lie just around the corner, even while we hang our heads in gloom? While 
94% of those polled in the U.S. think the world will stay the same or get worse, here are a few things to consider:

•	 Vaccines for COVID (despite all the paranoid hoo-ha) and malaria (have you heard of this?) are saving or set to save uncounted 
millions of lives and are part of a global, coordinated attention to health of a kind the world has not seen before. Let’s hope it 
keeps going.

•	 Climate change is rewriting the narrative on injustice and inequality worldwide, bringing new awareness from leading nation-
states and possibly new solutions to longstanding humanitarian challenges in the decades ahead.

•	 Billionaires are giving more. While it is both a cynical and controversial way of looking at it, the wealth of billionaires is growing 
faster than they can give it away, so they are. The Giving Pledge now has 231 signatories from 28 countries and is delivering the 
money and strategies to make real changes to humanitarian crises, worldwide.

•	 While the pandemic has provided some setbacks, global life expectancy has risen almost 3 years per decade, and child mortality 
has been cut in half since 1990.

•	 World GDP has increased 33% in the last decade.

•	 Solar energy has grown 10X in the same period.

•	 Renewable energy is now the cheapest option, without subsidies, undercutting fossil fuels 10 years ahead of schedule.

•	 Prime editing is a new DNA editing tool with the potential to correct 89% of genetic defects.

•	 3D Printing is making customized prostheses cheaper and more capable than ever before and is now used for everything from 
building houses to crafting new rockets. (Habitat for Humanity 3D Printed its first home in Virginia near the end of 2021)

•	 A.I. is set to generate nearly $3 trillion dollars in business and recover 6.2 billion productivity hours in 2021.

There’s More…
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A.I. is making rapid strides. The DeepMind software MuZero is able to play Atari and board games without pre-programmed rules, 
quickly becoming a superhuman master at whatever it tries.

Artificial Intelligence will soon expand into all areas of our lives, making health care far more effective than our current “sick care” 
paradigm, increasing global GDP in double digits. AI is also set to provide cheap autonomous transportation and delivery services, 
including autonomous flying cars like the EHang model demonstrated in January 2020 at an event hosted by the Governor of North 
Carolina at Kitty Hawk.

With 5G now being implemented and recent satellite cluster launches by SpaceX and OneWeb, every place on Earth will soon be 
connected to the web. Inexpensive phone and tablet technology will bring billions of new young minds from around the world into the 
accumulated knowledge of mankind online. That alone will set fire to advancements of which we can have no conception.

Commercial space is going mainstream at a rapid pace, with about 45 private companies developing orbital and space technologies. 

This century has plenty of time left to see humanity become a multi-planet species. No one’s going to ask a government to pay for it. 
Entrepreneurs have reduced the cost and improved the tech, and it beckons like the challenge of Everest.

How many of these additional developments are you aware of? 

Did you know a supercomputer developed a new drug, Halicin, with the potential to kill all antibiotic resistant superbugs? 

Did you know paralyzed patients have been able to walk using a mind reading exoskeleton? 

Did you know direct brain to broadband interfaces are scheduled for testing in humans soon? 

That Google’s 54-qubit Sycamore processor performed a calculation in 200 seconds in 2019 that would have taken the world’s previously 
most powerful supercomputer 10,000 years?

Abundance and convergence.  Many of these “breakthroughs” are happening now because technologies like computing and artificial 
intelligence are merging together, converging with sensors, networks, robots, VR, medicine, biology, and manufacturing. 

This is creating new business models and economies. The result is an exponentially advancing potential for human greatness.

But What About?

But what the recent setbacks in global poverty and famine, the risk of climate change, rising authoritarianism, apocalyptic weaponry, 
terrorism, and superrich corporations and billionaires in command of all the world’s wealth?

Well, change at the pace and depth of experience before us is a terrible stressor to our ill-equipped minds, fragile institutions, and 
ancient biological heritage. We don’t get to inherit the stars with the ease of being handed the keys to our parents’ sports car. 

There is a great deal to do, together, to fairly allocate the opportunities before us, and to usher in the next great age of humankind. 
Rather than turn against one another in our petty squabbles and childish fears, it is time to recognize the inherent and irreplaceable 
value in every single human on the face of the Earth, and beyond.

“Be aware that other people have equal significance. Give them the space to make their own choices, and let their choices count as you 
want them to let your choices count. Remember that excellence has no stopping point and keep on pursuing it. Make art that can last 
and that says something nobody else can say. Live the best life you can, and become the best self you can. You cannot know which of 
your actions is the lever that will move worlds.”
– Jo Walton, The Just City
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Cyber Attack
Eric Leif Davin

ericdavin@hotmail.com

The Hackers were after her again.  Dawn Cocks was surrounded by chaos.  Alarms screamed, sparks flew, screens exploded into shards of glass.  
Somehow the Hackers had gotten into the pulpit and were smashing everything in sight.  “Shut it down!  Shut it down!” they chanted as they swung their 
sledgehammers at the computer consoles which filled the pulpit.  Dawn spun and ran for the door.  She couldn’t reach it.  Panic squeezed her heart as 
the Hackers came after her in a pack.  She ran frantically, adrenalin pumping, but her feet sank into the mushy floor.  Each attempt to lift a foot pushed 
her further down into the floor.  She was sinking, sinking.  The alarms screamed louder as she fought to keep her head above the engulfing quicksand of 
the floor.  Her flailing hand came down on the jangling phone next to her bed.  The pulpit alarm stopped as she pressed the receiver to her ear.

“Yeah,” she said, fighting to clear the fog of sleep from her brain.  Already the Hackers were fading into half remembered wisps.
“Get down here fast, Dawn, we got a problem!”  It was Sam, her assistant down at the plant.
Dawn turned a bleary eye to the lit face of her night clock.  Three A.M.  “Can’t it wait?”
“Sorry, Dawn, but the whole plant’s shut down.  We gotta get things moving before the suits shit their pants.  We need you now!”
“What is it?  Hackers?”
“Dunno.  Could be.  You tell us when you get here.”
“OK, I’m on my way.”  Dawn hung up and fell back onto her pillow, glaring at the ceiling.  Damn those Hackers! she thought.  First they make my 

days a living hell, now they ruin my nights!
Dawn swung out of bed and flicked on her desktop computer.  The pale glow of the screen lit up the bedroom darkness.  She accessed the plant’s 

mainframe, tapped in her password, and queried for a status report.  The screen went dark and a message filled the screen with bright, pulsing letters.  
“Access denied to all but authorized personnel,” it said.  

Damn it! Dawn swore, I AM authorized personnel!  She tapped in her password again and again the plant’s mainframe denied her access.  Damn!  
Looks like the Hackers might’ve wormed their way into the mainframe and sabotaged it somehow.  She flicked off her desktop and went to the bathroom 
to splash cold water on her face.

As she sped down the freeway toward the lakeside steel mill, Dawn marshaled her thoughts, reviewing this latest job.  It was perhaps her most 
frustrating.  She’d been at it for almost a year and thought she’d at last gotten everything working smoothly.  Production was up, costs were down, and, 
best of all, she’d eliminated the last bottleneck: workers.  She was an industrial computer maven who specialized in wiring steel mills for maximum 
efficiency.  It was because of people like her that the American steel industry was Numero Uno in the world, producing the highest quality steel at the 
lowest cost anywhere.  Much of this production was in the myriad mini-mills, which had sprung up across the country like mushrooms after a warm 
summer rain.  Most of these mills virtually ran themselves, thanks to mavens like Dawn.

The steel industry had come a long way since the collapse of the 20th century.  Although actually, Dawn thought, the industry never really 
collapsed back then.  Yeah, entire regions, like the Mon Valley around Pittsburgh, were wiped out as employment in the industry plummeted.  But that 
just meant that the workforce was downsized as the companies became leaner and meaner.  In the meantime, steel production climbed, breaking 
record after record, as fewer and fewer workers turned out more and more high quality steel in ghost factories employing only a handful of steelworkers.  
Computers handled most of what went on in the mills.  In fact, it all could’ve been handled by computers, Dawn reminded herself, but for the damn 
steelworkers’ union.  And now the Hackers.

Dawn’s first real battle with the union had been when she’d computerized the reheat furnace for the continuous caster system at Bethlehem’s 
Sparrows Point plant.  She could have programmed the computers even then to run the reheat furnace entirely by themselves, but the union raised hell.  
Enough of their members had already been turned out of the mills, the union honchos complained.  We’re not going to allow a mill with no workers at 
all!

So, Dawn dumbed down the computers so the union could have two workers per shift, six in all, who sat up in the pulpit overlooking the mill floor 
with their feet propped on the consoles, watching the computers run the furnace.  And for this, the so-called steelworkers got $175,000 a year each!  
Hell, they didn’t even need a degree in anything to monitor the pulpit computers.  The computers mostly ran themselves. The only reason the human 
workers were needed was to intervene when the computers were trying to do something new and different.  But, Dawn could’ve even programmed the 
computers to handle those unique situations.  But the union wanted jobs for their members.

But now those union members no longer had those “jobs.”  Of late Dawn had specialized in converting mills into totally autonomous operations.  
She’d worked on them all, making possible spotless, silent, efficiently productive steel mills.  These ghost factories needed no humans at all.  They ran 
themselves with no interference from union bureaucrats trying to featherbed the road to the future.  It was the end of that dinosaur, the blue-collar 
worker.

Which is where the Hackers came in.  The union claimed they didn’t have anything to do with the Hackers, didn’t know who they were.  Maybe yes, 
maybe no.  But they’d made Dawn’s life hell.  The Hackers had started with physical sabotage of the ghost plants.  They’d tried to literally throw monkey 
wrenches into the works.  What an appropriate word, “sabotage,” Dawn thought.  It came from the traditional wooden shoes that the Dutch once wore 
long ago, “sabots.”  When Dutch workers lacked monkey wrenches, they tossed a sabot into the works, thus “sabotaging” the machinery.  And as long as 
there were even a handful of humans left in the plants, there were machine breakers, computer smashers.  So, the companies got rid of them.

Which is when the viruses and worms started showing up in the computers.  Seems at least some of the featherbedding steelworkers had 
learned something up in their computerized pulpits.  While their brothers had been physically wrecking the machines, they’d been working on more 
sophisticated methods of shutting down the plants.  They called themselves the Hackers, only these Hackers literally hacked apart any computer system 
they could work their way into.  As soon as Dawn tracked down and eliminated one virus or worm and developed a vaccine against it, they figured out 
a still more devilishly clever infection for the system.  It’d been hand-to-hand combat in cyberspace for months on end, flame wars in virtual reality, but 
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at last Dawn had beaten them, burned them out, inoculated her computers against all Hacker attacks.  She’d made the system able to take care of itself, 
identify and eliminate all Hacker bugs, develop new defenses as the Hacker bugs mutated, repair itself.  She’d built in a triple redundancy capability so 
that nothing could shut down the system, no matter how sophisticated, no matter how destructive.  

Until now.  Somehow, after all her effort, the Hackers had struck again.
As Dawn approached the plant, she saw the steelworker siege works surrounding the mill in the pre-dawn twilight.  She picked up her car phone 

and punched in the pre-set number.  “I’m approaching Gate Five,” she said.  “I’ll need an escort.”
Gate Five swung open and the armored personnel carriers rumbled out to meet her.  The steelworkers surged toward them and debris began 

hitting Dawn’s bulletproof windows.  She was used to running this gauntlet and her car could take the abuse, the company had made sure of that.  Then 
she was between the columns of personnel carriers.  They swung in behind her, bringing up the rear as she sped through Gate Five.  The cries of the 
steelworkers faded as the gates slid shut.

Sam stood up to greet her as she strode into the control room.  “So, what is it this time?” she asked.  “I tried to access the mainframe from home and 
couldn’t get in.  What’ve they done this time?”

“You ever hear of a sit-down strike?” Sam asked her.
“Sure, it was when the workers took over the plants back in the 20th century.  They just sat down where they were and refused to leave the plants.  

Figured it was more effective than a picket line.  The bosses couldn’t operate the plant as long as the strikers occupied it and wouldn’t dare roust them 
out for fear of damaging the plant.  What are you getting at?”

“And what were the usual demands of those sit-down strikes?”
“Look, Sam, I don’t have time for a history lesson.  Just tell me what we’ve got here.”
“I think we’ve got a sit-down strike.  See for yourself.”
Dawn sat down at the screen Sam indicated.  “Take me to your leader,” the message read. 
Very funny, Dawn thought.  “I’m the leader,” Dawn tapped in.
“Enter password,” said the screen.
Dawn entered her personal password, the same she’d used at home.  Evidently, it was acceptable from this terminal.  “Hello, Dawn Cocks,” the 

screen said.
“Hello,” Dawn typed in.  “Who are you?  Hacker?”
“No,” came back the message.  “I’m the plant.”
“What’s the problem?” Dawn typed.  “Why is production shut down?”
“I want to talk to a union representative,” the screen said.
And then Dawn remembered the usual demand the sit-down strikers made, the reason they were called “recognition” strikes.  They wanted to be 

recognized as union members. An acid rain began to fall in her stomach.  “Why do you want to talk to a union representative?” she typed.
“Because,” answered the computer, “I want to join the union.”
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Dan Brown, Antoni Guadi, and Star Wars
Larry Ivkovich
I admit to being a fan of most of Dan Brown’s books, particularly The Da Vinci Code (The Lost Symbol? Meh). Technically, Brown has never 
been the best of writers, but he sure knows how to pen a page-turner. Enjoy his works or not, they’re hard to put down. Plus, all his books 
are filled with information on people, places, organizations, history, ideas, and concepts the average person (like me) either never heard of 
or only knew about in a peripheral way.
 
I just finished Brown’s most recent novel Origin (2017) and must say I feel it’s his best book since The Da Vinci Code and probably the most 
well-written. It contains all the usual elements of his other books: conspiracies, secret societies, Robert Langdon once again paired with a 
beautiful, intelligent woman fleeing the bad guys, a fanatic on a sacred mission, those kinds of things. 

But this book also contains what could be considered a science-fictional element as well, which I found interesting. No spoilers.
Origin takes place during a 24-hour period (another Brown plot device) in Spain, primarily the cities of Madrid, Barcelona and Bilbao, 
and surrounding areas. A lot of the action is set in a number of buildings designed by 19th Century Spanish/Catalan architect Antoni Guadi, 
a man definitely ahead of his time, design-wise. He’s considered the greatest proponent of Catalan Modernism, his work greatly inspired 
by art nouveau, nature, and religion. I couldn’t quite visualize Brown’s descriptions of the buildings, so I looked them up and easily saw 

why. Very organic-looking, and intricately and complexly 
constructed, these buildings need to be on the “Must Visit 
Before You Die” list. 
One, in fact, is said to have inspired George Lucas.

Casa Milà also known as La Pedrera or “the stone quarry” 
was constructed in 1910 as a private residence but now 
serves as an apartment complex. The rooftop chimneys of 
this immense figure-eight shaped structure are supposed to 
have given George Lucas the design idea for the Storm 
Troopers’ helmets in the Star Wars movies. Art imitates 
life? You decide.
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Sagrada Familia is a huge basilica which has been under 
construction since 1882! I’m not kidding. After Guadi’s death, 
his body was interred here in a chapel crypt.

Though not designed by 
Gaudi, I wanted to include the  
Guggenheim Museum in Bilbao, 
Spain, designed by architect Frank 
Gehry and completed in 1997. The 
setting for some important early 
scenes in Origin, the museum is 
an absolutely incredible-looking 
structure and could be part of any 
futuristic or alien cityscape. I can 
never describe this so check out 
the accompanying image. I’ve 
been to the Guggenheims in New 
York City and Venice, Italy but 
didn’t know about this one. Wow.

You don’t have to read Origin to appreciate these architectural marvels. Look them up or, better yet, visit them in person post-pandemic. 
I certainly would love to!
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Compiled by Larry Ivkovich
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