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WHERE THE EDITORS BLOW UP

3ince the last rays of the sun have pmz-
sed peyond the distent hills, we find 11:'@?," vl P AT ‘
time again to arise, The holleow voice of
Jim Bradley boomed out of the silence, "The ) 4o,
shadows ars gathsring Maslcolm, it is time '~ .‘
sgain.” But not e word issued from ths >
vest stone coffin that rested amid the an-? @
very webs, again Jim spoke, "Are you not o ;
hungry?  Suddenly there was a rustle like M
dry leaves, and & heavy body droped from .
a 3tone aperture. The thump achoed down the ?,6-
derk, endless corridor. O@
"Seeeilisann,™ Malcolwm sereemed, "A copy
of DadTINY wes lying in the bottom of my
coffin.* He looked accusinely st Jim. ,PoRT
"Og3TINY? Let me ses 1t., Could this be
the umholly work of those two luicy editors 74)?
we, , dined with lest night?’ -
"3macki Perhapas se." nge
"Curasa, we¢'ve been cursed; now we must
¢arry on the De3TINY tradition.® ﬁk

This the second lssus of Desatlny 13 but
one of muny te come, (we hope). would you Q\\“
1iks to see more ¢oples of Destiny? Don't
gnawer thet. Anyway, here's how you can p‘,g-“'_r‘;.,
help; don't send your wife (provided your s

man), send only a leusy §.B0 for a years subscription, maybe two years,
{4 lasues). and while were spesking of Destiny, perhaps 3some of you
artists and writers would consend to secrifice some of your excalent
material in our behalf = pleese. Qur next issuep will also be lithoad.

#we wlsh to express our deep thanka to the following for their adddd
help in maklng this issus possitle, Joe 3alta, Don Dsy, Bob Briney,
Ralph Reyburn Phillips, and thoss that contributed; thanks.

This ish 1s the first with the dept, of Questions and Answers and
hope you will take adventage of this servlce., Flesse send in reeson-
able questions for we can print only thosze that wlll bs of hope and
intersst to the adverege fan (Just about anytking, atf, of courso?. Vi
will welcome any suggsstions te better our zine; possibly you wohld
like to head g dept. yourselves? 3Zend us your idea and we'll ses.

0f course gnd with out doubt wetll ses all of you at the NORWKSCONI!

Till the 3un rises sgaln,

20 long from your (censored) editorm.
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ALL QUIET HERE
by Malcolm Willits

ALL QUIET HERE

The skies are dark

A3 twillight comes to seek,
An enswer from all endless time .
About this earth now bleak i
Long shadows, Silsant
Winds of Song

3ilent Whispers

"Man was wrong."

Their broksn tempels
Still stare mutely,
See them now, so
Graceful, bravs. 5
But empty, lifeless, cold, forg
Soon to fall,

And mark THEIR grave.

Por weary makers

Lost in vastness
Raised these structures
Built the road,

Which year by year
Swept on unchecked
ARMAGEDDON

They had sowed.

Again shall come
Another day
Perhaps when 1lif'e shall be
Rebhorn upon thia planet,

And thus Eternity.

And yet a ¢hill from stars begot
Comesa secholng near tonlght
That anclent nations all have foum
CHACS comss wlth might, :
The galaxy now

¥ust learn with fear
The traglec truth

ALL QUIET HERE

Illustruted by
Maleolm Willits

TECHNOCRACY INC.

Section 3. R, . 12243
2504 Main St., Vancouver, Wazh.

To fplemos Fintion Fans

Oreetinga:

If you toke advantege of the sducation Techmoorssy hag to offer and ap-
ply that knpwlodge, you will be able to solve yowr soolal probleme much mere
smoeasafully and intelligently than we of our generatfon are aolvwing aurs.
You onn do & better job than we---we srs hamding you all of sur miatekaea,
Former gonorations handed us their miatakes, in wuah the name wwy, Put you
hxys theiraz amd oura too, as data to begin with,

You know for 1lnstance,; that war is n mistake. We proved that by the
blggest war that has sver bean fayght. You havse the definate krnowladge
that ths social eoet of war ia too high, for the viotor as well az for the
vangulshed.,

Only by scoial planning cen man oong hieg snvir t and build n
socisl maohine whioh ia sble to provide esconowmis security for all. In order
to obtain mora shundant lifa, 1% is necessary to operate the maohine accorde
ing to the fants of the manhine ege; which weans that it is necessary mot
only to discover the fwets, tut to traln peopls to respond to facta instaed
of to the fears which are mutursd by supsretition.

Will youth tolorats a scolal order with ao many corpses---assualties
of the Price R{ystem lying around? Or will youth btury the deed amd turn to
the building of a batier world in whiah there will be mo privilege axcept
the privilege of pertioipation in the forwmrd march through ths blesk for-
oat of fear aml superstition into an asonowy of security and acolnl etabili-
7.

We of our generation wero dimaiplined by work. You must sohool your=
selves to rise beyond mera work., We have heen diaciplined Wy aceroity.
You must eohool youraelvea to solwve the problem of ebundence. We thought
ths conflict of men ageinst men would never end. You must learn the teoche
nigque for ending thet eonf'liat.

Through Technoaraoy, youth laarna te sese the ecamomio gtructure in its
uoe parspective, undarstamiing that 1t should bs the purposs of the mache
ins to asrve man, not ths purposs of man to =zerva the Priae Fystanm.

It 4a up to you, therafore, to lsarn & new way of lifa=-=f way of hu=
man pasae~=-of ecandmio security. Tachmocracy presents the design. Let us
%sll you mora abaut it,

Youra For a Hew mmerios
L L)
o f’O’L0a4514£f

Governnr of Ressarah
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the Church Ghosf

7 Geo. 1. "'c’je}

13 fsce belled Micheel Rhodes resal / profession. At first one would

have swore he was a ssefaring men /from his westhsr-bestan tsn, and
8t1]ll not be too wrong, For Rhodes had rosmed the world, voyeging to
the arctlic wastes, living among ssveges, tresding the ruins of primor-
diu)l cdtles for the materisl of his adventurssoms books which e mundens
world read in wwe. It was suah s sensstion-mongering book, of folklors,
thet he worked on st the moment, gethering tsles of resl and fanclsd
happenings, the fearful bellefs and black practicea of tha o0ld deys.
Eneland, but perticularly South Weles, he found & gold mine of such
folklore, furnishing him with mrterial for a4 dozen of such volumss.
But Rhodea lacked the background snd real sbllity of the true mytholo-
¢ist to 3ift through the eccumulsted data snd develore 1t into a co-
herent work. Instesd hls method wa3s simuler to thet of many other news
corregpondenis turned author: to assembls a vast amount of facta or o-
pinions, write them hastlly 1nto & booklencth manuscript, and have 1t
puvlished before someone else "acooped" them,

#t the preaent time, however, hia belligerant afforta to high pres-
sure the inhabitsnte of the amall, Enelish town 1in which he had spent
) week went for nuucht. The sverspe nstlve hs found very uncommunitive
with strangers, snd would eye him wlth & double susplcion beeruse he
was a forelgner. The only persona of intellect in the fown were the
sguire and the Bishop. But the 3quire, s young chap Iust down {rom Ox—
10rd, was s boresome individusl who did nothing but quote Latin to dila-
play hls erudition of that musty lanpguage; end when he relented en thsat
secore, he would, in turn, discourse almost fanatlcelly on "gunning".
The Bishop wus equelly & disilluslorment of his m=nifest scholerly beck
ground. He was bigoted belleving that 1t was his cuty not to pas3 on
or promote superstitlouws bellefs that geve credence to unseen forcea
olher thun those from heaven. All such were, we affirmed dogmatienlly,
of an wnll-christlun nature and were the propaganda of the Devil.

S0 1t was with just dispgust at having wasted hi® time thut Rhodes,
prior to his lasving, soucht out the town's pub. The place was full of
tarmers with s sprinkling of smell store merchants, sll of whose con-
versation seemed to him fto consist of incoherent gruntas, blasghemous
utterances and occasionaley sometbing that though understandeble wes s
terrible elongation of the truth. But all thet waa before he had eny-
Lthing to drink,

43 hce quaffed more and more, Rhodes felt & sudden friendlineas and
generosity, and bought a round for the houae. That dia 1t. whoress
belare he Lrled to bresk down thelr resarve with a glib tongue, beer
now sufficed. In a 1little while he found himgslf awapplng stories with
~ courla of very friendly but 3lirhbtly inebrinted chaps; and before he
knew 1t, one of them wea relating 1.0 him a curious incident thszt occur-
2d 1n » nearby villesge a few months pravicus,



DESTINY

The nsme of the place was Reaporden and the thing had been discover-
ed in 1ts church, The chureb, the farmer expluined, was of old dexon-
Normaen style and stood up well for 1ts aga, which Af the nearly effaeced
cornerstons waa true placed 1ta beginningsomewhere in the gloomy dewn
of the midlievel ages.

buring s recent storm, however, 1tsa long survivel had ended in a
blistering holacaust which hed bsen stsrted by a chancs lightning bolt.
when it wa3 discovered and an alerm rlsed, the flre was ton far pone to
hope to extinquish. ltconsumned in its unrestrained hunger the eritire
roof and all the intricets carved, inalde ppansiing. The villagers eyed
the totol destruction of thelr church with mournful misen: had it not
been the place where their parents were wed; and brought their children
for buptism; and where the filnal ceremonies and eulogy of a desar one
had been parformed.

It was wlith gloomy, downcast looks that they poked among the cherrad
embers still amoking, prowled about tha few blackened timbers stlill
stending, the dlacarded bones on the fire's grisly mesl, for they hoped
that some purt of thelr church was left whth which they'might salvege
end utlilize 1n the one that would spring up on the ruins of the old.
Sadly they glanced at the right knave wall, the only remeinirg portion
of the church 1In one plece. The remaining fragments of black
ash - encrusted wood and tumble stone sprawled pellmell about the slte,
while ihe debrla 1littered maw of its celler aend low foundation walls
were nskedly exposed to view,

It was along one of the foundation walla thet the eyes of the people
wandered, ror hepe the force of i1he incindlery bolt bed spent 1tself,
riving open & long extended ¢rack in the masonry. Helfwny along the
length appesred a dark 3pot whilch upon closer acrutiny resolved Snte a
gaping bole in the brick wall, The expresion on the villaegers! faces
changed fram dull wonderment to a confusion of shock and horror. For
8 human skeleton, coversd with a stickly mold, daengled part way out of
the aperture, free of 1ts priscon at last.

The village pharmacist - doctor, who examined the thing, 9hook hia
herd at the contorted pasture of the hones and their vary smell size:
the skeleton of a child, he safd. Fartiel dlsintergrstion of the pit-
iful relics indlcated the long centuries of their entombment: for en-
tombment 1t wa’s, as evidence of the deliberate arrangement of the
atones arocund the cramped space; and the doctor remarked that when the
child had besn committed to the wall erypt 1t had been alive.

For all hia faults in commercisl journslism Rhodes knew a good story
when he found one; and that related by this thick fibered rustic was
definitely the sort of "capy" that he required for his projected book.
The next morning he started off for Roaporden on his bicycle; the seme
maana of transportation he had used to get sbout elsewhers in the Iales,
morea for 1ts convenlence than because 1t was the conventional mode of
the surrounding countryside. H1s immediate object was Tollowing up the
“lead" given him by the 1liquorish and loquaclious farmer; the Vicar of
Rosporden, whom ha felt would corroborate a theory of hls ebout the
hideoua dlacovery, since forming in his mind.

The countryside he pasasd was wild and desolete of elther man or
animal. 49 he approached ths ocutskirtas of Rosporden, as was proved by
his road map, he crossed thé rim of a fog cloaked moor; =nd dimly
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seen in 1ts wet mist were the i1mmemoriasl structures of the Druids. As
he sa¥ them, he shuddersd; but not from the chilled and damp vapoura
that he cut through. Quite unconsciously he had comparsd them in an-
alogy to the Egyptien pyramids. Both wsrs the work of racea of incred-
ible ancestry, who perform bloody rites of which vegua, diaturbing
whispera cireculated yet; both were alao the symbola of age 0ld ercanic
lore. Rhodes had hsard them all in hias capacity ss a foreign corres-
pondent but had only helf-bslisved them. At that instant midat the
moorland's ghostly salitude they didn’'t sesm so fslae. The Drulds too,
he reflatted, were suppossd to have known end controlled unseen forces;
and like the Egyptlans left macabre snares to dispatch the curious.

Bs was hardly out of the grey moor when he pmssed throuph the outer
emvirons of Rosporden which sbutted on the fogped wastes; and in a mat-
ter of minutes the Vicerwge and the ruins of the church beside it cgme
into sight. As he sped by the blested site, his nostrils csught both
the stale reek of smoke and & musty odor as if g centuried grave had
been recently exhumed. And he wondered half c¢onscloualy 1f the ruins
were haunted by the spectral image of the formerly entombed thing,

dome dlre, insidious smotiomal readdus brooat¢d rather than hung over
the surroundings; »nd Rhodes was &t s loss to identify it mt first, The
bluish-brown pilgments of 1late gutumn and eerly winter permeated the
wot, smoky heze c¢linging about the drear landscaps, and ssemed to 8x-
ude from the desd follage 1lke the subtle, stagnete mlesmic fumes of
decay. Shrunken bones of tress end withered bsather crowsd around the
Vicarage aend the rulna, end by thelr gnsrled and contorted positions
mimed end mocked that which had lodged in the wall tomb. The Vicarage
roflected a 38imilar motifl of the prevailing dolorous, ¢anopaic mood:
Ita outward appéarance was scowlingly purltanical, 1nsufferadle drab,
and friendless, In a perfect harmony with the cold, frozer ground; and
outliped in Gothlic sevarity against the lead - colored, arctic llke sky
and the encroaching, dismal moor. The entire lendacaps, he concluded,
was the 1deal setting for a dark, Shakesperean tragedy.

But as hs pedaled up to the Vieesrage doar a little gust of chilled
wind went wmoening over the treea and a dry fountain of duat stirred
esrially above the ruins, And with unresolved fesrs, he knocked at the
door, The bent 0ld man who answerad hils summons we3d a deaf and dumb
mute a3 was evidenced by his ections and motions for Rhodes to follow
him intc the hallway. That seamed pomawhat incongruous to the journsl-
ist a3 how had the handicapped servant heard hia knack-unlesa of courae
he hud seen him epproach from the window?

The room he was ushered in belised all thoughts of reliplous simp-
licity he would ordinerily connact with a clergyman's study. An
orange, comfoertable fire crackled in the grate, the cheirs had deep and
soft cushions, the wella lined from top to battom with old feaahioned
bound and lnteresting tltled boaks,some of which he caught at a glance:
"arcana of the Uighurs", “De Philesophia Occulta”, "Libar Vexationum"
of psracelsus, and the Cosmogrephy of Fomponius Mela, all which were
rather unuaual to find in a library of a theologlst. On a side table n
cut glass bottle of ruby port reflected the firelight on each one of
its many eryatsl facets, and sent merry fragments of light dancing on
the lofty celling.



10 DESTINY

But the men 1In clericel garb, 3itting in the great carven chmir be-
fore the fire, sesmed a discord within the friendly atmosphere of the
room, mirrowlng rather the dreary aspects of the outside emviroment.
His Dbrows were knit in an unwholssoms frown; furrows of hitterness
turned the corners of his mouth down and made him parteke much more of
crusl, sedistic {(or wes 1t hershness?)} tendencles then thin lips us-
ually indicate; bila eyes held the repressed and distant look of much
lntroveralon, and oddly conmingled 1n their depths was the cold glint
of erractic funuatlcism: verily his entire countenance was the embodi-
ment of all ugly sterness; and for a moment the journallst thought his
quest would be rewardlsss.

But g3 Rhodes had paused on the threshold, undecided, the Vicar laid
down his book s&nd turned to frce him; and s mobility of expreaslon,
qulcker than the eye could follow, coversd with signa of long brooding
solitude, and in thelr stead the warmth of s sunny day shone forth, The
derk frown and grim faclal contortions bscame a merry twinkls snd a
gentle, kindly smlle. Eis handsheks wes vigoroua, revealing = virility
and strength surprising for a man of his elderly aapsct.

Rhodes broachdd at once ths object of his vlait, and e cloud passed
momenterlly over the Vicar'a face; and before the Vicar's expression
§Ould hide 1t, the journsalist thought he dstedted e haunted secretive

ook .

“a Vvery deplorable incident”, he obssrved, "but not an uncommon dis-
covery heresbouts. You know, Mr. Rhodes, auch horrible deseds date back
to antique dayy; end the pitiful remains of those that served the evil
deslgns af others, Why, 3ir, thsy ere ever and anon eppsaring first
one place, then another.®

“But," the journaliat interupted,®why should the cultlat-if  thsat'a
whgt they wers - why should they chocse s ehureh, a plasce on hallowed
ground, as the site of thelr demon worship, and use an alter of foun-
datlon stone on which they offered as aacrifice an sntombed, living
human beingt”

"I'm not at all sure if mny definite cult 1s responsible. You, see,
31r, asuch practicea date back to bibicsl daya are rather en old super-
atition of wmankind then the rites of some obacure religion-of course
thers have always besn rumoura of primordisl Survivals and the blase-
phemous worahlp of monatrous pagan deities; but they reside only in the
minds of ignorant saveges, non educated peonles, But to answer your
question, 1if you will pardon ms-are you very familiar with the new Test-
ament? ¥

Rhodes confesaed negatively, aomewhat shame faced.

"There you will find the earliest records of the practices and why
it was ag employed - 1t wasan't on church property that sauch deeds were
originally consummated.™ Then taking up a small snd much worn Bible,
he bagen to guotes ™ *1 Kings, 16:34: In his days Hiel the Beth-ellte
bullt Jericho,he lald the foundation thereof in Abiram, his first born,
and set wup 1n the grtes thareof hla youngest aon Segub’, Of couras
thers aras other pesassgas in Scriptura, 3such es Joshua 6:26 end Isalah
E715 thet prove of 1ta early orign, and ths fact that 1t wes a asuper-
stitious ocustom rether than a ¢ultist ritual; =a sort of talismanic
magic to insura the continual fortums of a city, and in more recent,
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medieval times to grant special protectlon to a bridge, a home or even
a church, In the northern part of the Continent, end also particularly
3weden, I think youlllofind that ons time every church thers wes assoc-
1ated with some 1lilving thing so dedlceted. 'Eyrkogrim' or ‘church
ghost' I think they named it. The gentry in thoss days would take aeny-
thing that ceme to hand - dog, sow, goat, child, or c¢rlminel-and would
wall them undsr the cornerstone. The ghost of the thing sc entombed,
they belleved, would then wender about the churchyard or stesple at
night, haunting those who might profans ths place; grave robbing for
personal gein, for medicsl schools, for necromentic ceremoniea was veTy
prevalent in those time® and by such means they sought to thwart such
ghoullsh outragea. S0 you can see that no mysterious cult 1la responsi-
ble for the sad affalr we found in our own 1ittle church,"

“and the bones you found in the church dellaer, what bscame of them?"

"Wwo interred the sad remains here in our own cemetary in sn unmarked
grave, but with proper obsequles."

"what a beastly way to consscrate n place}” Rhodes uttered in a low
whisper. There wes &n untold wemlth of agonized mesning in his spoken
words; for the import of the entire matter ahook him to the cors. He
was accustomed to instances of brutaelity, torturs, and man$s gensral
inhunanity to his fellows among uneducated, uneivdlized sevages; but
here, right in the center of the snlightensd races of the world, such
survivala were hideous. What a theme his book would have: a monstrous
agbnormel study of sevagetry that kept pase along with the advencement
of knowledge and understending amid the supposedly cultursd, clvilized
peoples of the world.

4 shower of burning sparks shot up the chimney a3 the Viear aterted
a new log on its way to a blazing mertydoom. At thet sacond the dsaf
and dumb mute came Soundlesa into the room end the Vicar engaged him
in a brief converagtion, by means of sign language.

"I told my man Servant to get us a bottle of some sxquisite brandy
the mgyor gave me this spring", the Vicar explained after the man had
left the room, "...you do like mulled brandy, I hope...? In that case,
fine. Now what else can I tell you, Mr. Rhodes?"

"] believe 1I've asked enough; but jJust one more question. Was- 1a
the church site frequented, or rather occasioned by eny upusual dia-
turbancea?”

Agaln there csme snd passed qulckly that odd, secretive expression
on the clergyman’s face and hia glence didn't meet Rhodes squarely but
waa perceptibly averted. "If you meon haunted,” he amlled, “most a-
ssuredly no."”

The conversation waa intereppted at that polnt by the Vicar's man
servant who sntered, carrying two steaming, pewter muga. Rhodes found
the 1ip of hia mug too hot at first to drink from and minuédly exahdn-
ed the tolled desilgna that encircled i1t. Somehow the talk got around
to him and he explained to the earneat clergymsn the detsils of hias
solitery quest for interesting racts, the prssent length of hila book-
length menuscript. Then back the conversation turned to the Viecsr end
his lenely seclusion, yet retalning some veatipge of city comfprts here
in the country. The Vicer discussed his present renovation of the
church, which he declared, was not yuite underway due to dertaip mater-
fals still needed. At that instant the strange expression that Rhodes
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now knew but could not understamd apaln flitted across ths Viecsr's face
The Intsnse warmtl: of the room plus the sporific »ffect of the un-
usuully strong brandy jaig e soothing vedl over his mind, &and before
Khiodes cculd catch himself, he started to nod, Quite ebruptly he re-
slized his impoliteness and stpruggled to opsen hls eyes. But some-
thing wus wrong: for some unknown reason they would not function prop-
serly and a strenre appprehension chilled him.
2wt then he realized that the source of $llumination, ths.fire.in
the rrate,had died out{he could st1ll scent the smoky reek of cold em-
Lers) 3o thet con®eguently the room was thrown into solid shadow, That
i1s except for the portion where the moonlight slented through a tiny
section in the casement. The uspects of the window and the window and
the rest c¢f the derkened room he seemed to view through a wrong end of
e telescope. Lverything seemed to have dwindled Into the dlstance.
Outside the window he aaw the face of the clergyman, a pale blur in
the spectral moenlipht; &nd then bn waa gone., In a farment of puzzle-
ment mt the dlstorted vistm mbeut him, he sought to arise and queation
the Vie¢ar, but a drowsy lethsrpy prirped his bedy; and when he tried to
cgll out, he found his vocal cords were selzed, too, with the myster-
ious perulysis, Thst damnable trandy, no doubt; let's see, how much
daid he hueve? But a vapue suspicion wes snowballing in his mind; and
the more be recalled of certain matters the worae tecame his thoughta,
A slipght sound intruded wupon his reflections and he stared again at
the face of tha Vicar beyond the window caazement, whose features were
urdergoing a hideicus metamorphosis. Gone was the mask of benevolence;
in'1ta place were the 1lines of harahness and melancholla, but even they
were umltering, reaclving into monatrous lines, The man'a true chara-
cter which hed been submerged so long was st laat domlnating his facial
expression; and mud fegnaticism leered forth. And befors the moonlipht
wad 3hut out and he was left 1n the nurrow darkness where madness pro-
ceeded the choeking death, Rhodes w: the Vicer was performing the
enclient custom of insuring the untroublsd sanctuary of the new church-
he was walling Rhodes up in the foundation -,
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aalt Disney's Fantasis, lat ed. Mint For further Imformatlen;
The Favorite 3hort 3tories ofH.G.Wellsy
and many other stf, books.

- Maleolm Willits
/5 11448 5. K. Powell RBlvd. >
./ﬁ:}}ortlsnd 66, Oregon . 'C:
‘L?’ - §—>
Ry

= —_
729 : =

Jim Bradley
545 N.E. 3an Rafael
Portland Oregon (\y.
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Conducted by
Jim Bradley

By FKobert E. Briney
Has Donwld wandrel written any other fantasy goems then the tuwenty

sonnets of the bNidnirht Hours®

wendrells only other ook of fentssy poems was “Dark Odyssey" (Webb
Fub. Co. 1931).

.- . -
By Robert k. Briney
How many titles ars there 1in Rualph lilne Furley's Kylea Cabot series;
what sre they In order?

"The Radlo Beasts"”, argosy 1925. "The Radio Plenst", Argosy 1925 :
“The Redlo Fllers", argosy bday 11, 1929, "The Redlo Oun Runners’,
AT0Sy Feb. £2, 1930, “The Hadlo Menuce", irgosy June 7, 1930. "ihe
Rudlo Pirates", Argosy nug. 1, 1931. "The Radio iar", Argosy July 7,
1932, “The Redio Man Returna®, amezlng Storles Jume 1939.

By Andrew Duene LA
How many Geptuin Futurse novels (by verlous authors) were there aftar
"Magic Moon" in Fall 1943, what are thelr titles 1n order?

One other Captain Future story appered in Spring 1944 by Brett
Stirling; "Duys of Creation". It. was later rTevived by cdmond Eamilton
1n startling 3toriea. This was "The Refurn of Ceptein Future".,  after
thut followsd: “Children of the 3un", Mey 1660. "The City et ‘orlds
End“, July 1550. "The Herpers of Tltsn", Sept. 1950. "Magic  Moon
sppered in the Winter 1944 1ssue of C. F. and not the Fsll 1942.

w ok % #
By andrew Duene ~
Kes John Tain written any other short storles or novelettes then "The
Ultimute Catalyst',

No. Everything else he wrote was book length.

& o o* &

If you heve a question thut bothera you snd needs anawering, Jjuat
send It 1n to wus; end we'll certainly try to snswer them, We will
print as many as we have room for and the rest we will send ta you on

a posteerd. 3end your questions ta Jim Bredle 545 N.E.
Portlsnd 12, Qregon. s 8. Sen Rafsel,
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WHAT'*S GOING ON
Conducted by allen Keeney

You probsbly know the 8th world
3cience Flction Convention 1a be-
ing beld 1In Portlsnd Sept 1ltod,
Being an avid fan, I am of courae
thinking of nothing else. After
babbling about Dienstlies,; the Nor-
wedcon and fundom, all my non fan
friends lcok at me around corners,
point and whisper "My what a shame
and he wes reslly a nlce fellow
too.”

Heve got g hold of ssversl mag-
azines lately, some of them quite
good, others; well let's not men-
tion those. The megazine of Fan-
tasy and Science Fiction 1s in my
opinion the best buy on the market.
They et leust stick to fantaay and
sclence fiction - no aexy staries,

I vought a copy of imagination
yesterday, It's one of those megs
I'd Just as soon not imapgine. Qo-
oey cover and the type of junk 1n-
alde thaet makes me ashame to admit
I read Sclence Fiction.

anyone who 18 in Portland dur-
ing the convention should drop
over Gto the Oregon Mussum of
3cience and Industry and aee the
planetarium. It’s equipted with a
3pitz projector and 1s the most e-
loborate 3pitz plgnstarium 1in the
United Stutes.

I understend there 1s a move a-
foat ta kold the 1951 conventlon
in Lehsa, At least 1t might be
safe from an atom bomb.

Right now I am watching the
aditors get this magezine together.
They have a crudely cerved ¢lub
and they are tuking great delight
in beating eath others {brains)out
with it. I'd love to mmpke a movie
of what's going on, particularly
when they dlaegree with each other

- Allen
Note; the above written has noth-
1ng to do with your edltors.

A REVIEW OF AMAZING STORIEB
by Malcolm Willits

We are glad to ses that Amazing
Stories is pgoling slick. This 1ia
not the first change 1n Amszing's
hiatory, as most collectors know,
In March of 1927 a new grads of
pulp paper waa Introduced. A
chanes to largs 8ize appeared 1in
April 1928, thus the o0ld; "“large
1ssues” which are now 30 rare.
The founder, Hugo Gernaback left
in June of '29 to establish Wonder
3tories, 1ts first compeditor. The
next major change came with the
depressaion, Oc¢t.'33, which brought
forth the present foremat. 1It, a-
long with the change of slze resch
ed & low in '364B8 going bil-month,

In June of 38 the new editor
R. 4, Palmer introduced the trend
in steriss which contlnued to a-
bout 145 and ‘46,

Meny sSmaller chanzes have oc-
cured in this so celled arilstocrat
of Science Fiction. However we
fasl that  under the capeabls
aditorship of Browne and the slick
foremat, 1t will undcubtaebly re-
gain 1ta place mmong the leaders.

It is with great hopea that all
of the pro maga will aoon turn
alick - good luck.

I3 YOU IS OR I3 YOU AIN'T

Sclence 1s built on a set of
exioms and postulates; 1in other
words 1f this 1s 3o then that is
30. Let us say everything is eny~
thing, snything 1s nothing. There-
fore everything 13 nothing. 3o is
you 1s or 1a you aln't? —aL.

9" /7" coples of the cover may
be obtaeined for $<.50 each.
Ralph Rayburn Phillips
1507 3. Ww. 12th Ave.
Portland 1, Oregon.

ATTEN

WHO PLAN TO ATTEND THE NORWESCON.
YI3IT THE NORTHWSST'3 ONLY PLANETARIUM,

3400 B:00

$.50 or specilml

908 N. E. Hassslo, Portland 12, Ore.

Lo

9:00

group rates

Ask Donald B. Day about going wilth

& group.

THE OREGON WUSEUM OF
SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY

weirp IWEIRDS

O WEIRDTAYLES SAIL

SOME 19285, 1926, /1927
AND COMPLETE -
/1928, /936, /938, 194/,
1942, 19¥3, /99%, 1993,
/9%6,/947, /948, /1949
SETS FINE CONDITION
PRICESRITE, ACT QUICK

/507 S, W.i2 thAVE,,
Porriano /, OREGON

TRALPH RAYBURN PHILLIES




WARKIRG
by Andrew Duane

Thers cam® into the court of en

A Wizard, vending magle wares,

Gems there were for many sorcerles:
Eyes to anywhera any one might please
To look, for ald in his affelrs

A gem wes bought by monarch Manl

Han held the crysatal higb in hend

And gazed its myreld facests through.
Mirrored in 1ta rlashing de.ths of green,
Future ages gleamed with hagzy aheen;

And, fearful of whet he might view,

Man crushed the cryetal in his handi

The crystal shettered in fine dust
That spilled on to the marbeled floor.
Visicns with meaning all to well

Thus were fashionsd as 1t fell;

And, haunpting him forever mors,

¥ean's future gleemed in the dust!

Illustreted by Jim Bradley



