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THE EDITOR CROAKS

Here it is at last! The mazazine you all have
been waiting for! INMPOSSIBLE ADVENTURES, the maga-
zine dedicated to publishiny stories which are
utterly impossible.

This is far from a purposeless magazine. It
has a very ambitious purpose, that of driving all
other mazazines out of business. Thouyh 1it. isn't
t00 probable that this first issue will-do 80, we
have hi_h hopes Tor the future. And our mottoe is,
never say die, never!

Just to zive youa brief idea of wnat you have
in store for you when you read the stories in this
issue of our favorite magazine, we will zive the
items a swall plug. -3 Pk =

There is the lead story, THE BAUNTED SHACK,
by Burnett R. Toskey, a member of The Nameless Ones
of Seattle, and loyal fan. 7e've known™ him for a
long long time, lonzer than we can remewder. His
story in this issue he has always Considered his
failure, but 3z00d editinz has worked. nothlng more
than wonders for it. It is the type of story you
might have run across in Teird Tales mmny lon~ ‘years
az0 ¥hen they printed ghost stories.

Qur second fe=ature story in this IBsue is by
none other thanour good friend W. Krauf, which was
written especially for this issue. We know you will
be astounded at the ending.

Special mentionmust bemade of " our fine artist,
L.R. Garcone, who drew those horrible ldokinz mon-
sters to illustrate our stories and fill up space
in general.

We must also thank my typevrlterprofusely for
furnishing us with this large readable type.

Contrlbutionsto this publlcatlonwill'be ‘ziven
consideration, either from within or from .Iimhout
the state of Washington, and responsibility will be
accepted for the return of unwvanted material’,,’ pro-
vided return postage is enclosed. Payment for all
acceptable items will ve one free copy of the mag-

(continued on page 10)
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The wind fiercely howled over the flatlands
unbroken by dwelliny places. Faintly the howling
of an agproaching locomotive couldbe noticed above
the roar of the blowin; wind. Gho listened to the
puff. puff with'“nova 1ittle apprehension filtering
through his tortured soul. He*afted.hlmself tovard
where he hoped to find the track before the train
passed.

As the sound became louder, he bezan to despair,
but at last he founa the tracks. Gho smiled -7ith
satisfaction, and waited.

Now the soundof thc windwas completely drowned
out by the thunder of the train enzine; Gho knew it
wouldn't be but a few more minutes of waiting. The
wind haa stirred ur huze blankets of sand from the
desert floor, preventing vision of more than a few
feet in any direction; even a being like Gho cannot
see far throuzh such concentrationof sand particles.
He knew he woula only be ableto see when the front
light of the train 1lit up the immediate vicinity.
Evenas he thought that, the light penetrated faintly
through the sirirlins sand, as if just emerzing from
a dense clump of trees, and rapidly zrew in inten-
sity. Gho threw a hex on the rails and settled
down to watch the coming events.

.On the train the men studied the terrain -vith
straining eyes. All knew this was by far the worst
sandstorm they had ever seen. The ground in front
Ja8 so nearly iavisible that they were forced to
travel slowly and trust luck to keep the train on
the track. Nothiny orf this changed until the place
where Gho +waited was reached. None on board the
train could have foreseem: the fatal spot on the
track.



The two men in +the caboose of the long train
were somewhat uneasy. Both realized that a storm
as terrible as this was not a natural occurrence
in this part of the land. Both had a strange fear
of nameless forces putting such obstacles in man's
path. The two played cards so as to keer as calnm
a8 possible, at least in outward appearance.

The inner tension came to the fore violently
as the car suddenly 1lurched, and the sound of a
terrible explosion came from somewhere to the front .
Both of the men stood upright, but at that moment
came another explosion which sent them sprawling.
A third violent explosion rendered the two helpless
men unconscious. They didn't hear the other cars
explode as each passed the spot where Gho had thrown
his hex. Down the line of cars the explosions went
like a chain reaction until they reached the car in
front of the caboose. The explosioncsent the car
so violently to the side, that the comparatively
lizht caboose was thrown clear of the tracks, and
80 escaped beinzg itself exploded. Thus the only
ones who escaped beinz blown to death were the two
in the cabooss. .

Gho smiled In satisfactionas he saw the results
of his hex. He had not glanned on survivors dvut
was not disgleased to notice them. He was parti-
cularly pleased with himself as he looked upon the
demolished train. He knew that the ruler of limbo
would be pleased with him,and Gho swelled his airy
form at the thouzht. It would bring closcr that
Tar off day when limbo would be a reco-nized part
of the universe.

Gho began to make plans concerninzg the two
survivors of the holocaust.

Inside the caboose, the two men were still
unconscious. It was probably well for them that
they had becnknocked out at the outset of the tra-
gedy so that their limp bodies would not be criti-
cally injured, which might have been the case had
they been conscious and tense during the ordéal.
Still they could not escape injury altogzether. The
violent heave which had thrown the caboose off the



6 track had also rolled it over twice before its in-
ertia was overcome by resistinz forces of gravity
and friction. They were both sorelytruised, though
neither had any brolen bones or strained muscles.
It was an hour before thefirst of them came out of
his coma and could remember what had happened. It
was just then, too, that Ghoreturned from delivering
his other victims to limbo.

When the man who was awake reached up to his
short stubble beard and remembered the explosions,
he felt his bruises for the first time. Slowly and
agonizingly he rose to his feet, at once thankful
that no bones were ovroken. At the same time he saw
that the train was now still and that the caboose
was upside aom. He knew then that the train must
be aocomplete wreck. He went to the Gdoor. Stranzely
enou h the storm had stopped altogether and a dead
stillness seemed to pervade the atmosphere. Nizht
was bezinning to Jdescena on the flatlands, and as
he guzed into the moonless sky, ke kanew it was zoing
to be a very aark night.

He returned to his companion lyinz on what once
was the cellingaf the little caboose and shook him
until he started to revive. "Hey, Joe! Wake up!"

Joe Adams finally came out of his unconscious-
ness under the promptings of the other, and as he
did, he said wearily, "What happened, Andy? Why
ain't the train movin'?"

Aady White said nothing. Joe came groggily
to his feet and fouzht for true :footing armoment: on-
the uneven wood, and then advanced toward the door
to look out into the land. They both got out and
walked toward the wreckage whichcould but dimly be
seen in the fast fallingz twilight.

Without knoving it they were goinz to find if
there were others alive besides themselwes, thouzh
neither of them could have much real hope after
seein; the wreck. They were only a few minutes,
however, in beiny convinced that no one else could
come out of that Hunk pile and be alive. Andy re-
turned to the caboose and when he came back with a
shining flashlizht inhis hand, he came with a slow
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trot. He played the lizht slowly over the various. 7

parts of what recently had been atrain. A strained
silence prevailed between them.

The darkness fell faster than they reallzed,
while they. watched: the. blackness. become complete,”
Andy sudderily grab’oed Joe sarm. He had- been sweep-
ing the flashlight :dri-a circle, revealin: nothinz
but one . of. tne ‘Parest plains they had ever seen.
But the circle had 1ot completed, when something -
broke the scénery quite abruptly.  Complete: sur-
prise overtook %them-when a -shack suddenly appeared
in the shaf%: @f- 1izht. Neither could zuess what a
shack was doinz=-in.this desolate country. ¥

T4 took time_for the shock to wear off. St111
silently Walk:.nb,fthey made their way toward it, as
if by . compon.¢onsent, and in a few minutes they
reached, it. Angdy. pla.yeaihe flashlizht ray over the
edifice brigflyi_,Toqtheirmred eyes it was just an /
abandoned old ghanfys;. a welcome place to shelter/
themselves forwthe: nizht. .Beinz in their battered/
condition and tag Aﬂ:ht being so dark, they did not,
notice the ‘strange things about the nhouse, thouzh
even i they had, it:is.probable that they would have.
raid scant attedtaon. ‘They mizht have notlceo. the
windows of -clean glass, thich mis sht or mizht .Hot Ly
unusual for qﬁaeserted old house in the desert. Alsb
the house had .2 hizh concrete foundation, and wab
constructed of hi~h grade lumber that. attempted:to .
look ag edanu alscoloreaby undiscoverableartificial
means. It should. scenm ‘improper for such & tiny tlace
in the widdle of the.desert to be constructed like-=: |
this. Andy didmt hésitate as he weht to the goor; o
whichhe did nQ‘e noticeas beJ.n a lrdwood aoor, and
turning the.brags -doorknop, he pushed inward.  : .. -

Bu’c if they misséd any peculiarity of ‘the eut----
side, they could not. misb the -stranzeness of- the
inside. Nor did they. ' The flashlizht revea.led Iwo .
beds that apreared tp be .made up with new sets of
beddinz. The_whole. ins1de was dmmaculately cléan,
and not a cobweb could, be seen,as- should’ be expected
in a deserted shackin: the deserts The’ sizht of %h&s

inside was enough.to throw them off ,ba_}l.a_ng:e ‘s0 far
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%Zhere was nosuch tbln”~~Thev wondered what turn of

providence had caubedtne train vreck at this exact

‘spot. ,

The sizhtof the soft” beds Starlnv them, in the
y more than enouzh t6 make them lie down on

b

them, $heir efforts and bruises of the day had

AL ”exhaustea their enerzies. One of the .two managed ‘t0

rise and‘ﬂehut the door, then both retired For the
nizht. The" eeds were soff .and comfortable, but this
‘did not WOTTY “Bhe weary mén Each décided that he
was zoinz to sleep much-bEfter:than he had thouzht
to. Now they would wall wit¥l worniny before start-
ing the trekdown the &wacks;bat-if they hadn't found
thia convenient resfils pI&ﬁa they would probably
have started that night.  “PhREngs beinz thusly with
them, the flashlighf. wﬁn"pu% out.

They tried 16 30 t0 slkéep.

For an houra longezathey tried to sleep, but

Ao®bolkept thein awake., Neither knew that +the other
«-weas ¥ide ‘awake as "hey but after a time Andy

-Qﬁlleu s0fiyy ¥6 his-comrede. Hearinz a renly, he
¥&ew sthey . eere both awake. They ooulﬁ not guess
theo@iuse .0f “their. ineemnla, but they tried. The
imdredidle etillneso of‘the place, they thou.ht it
m beo <

A “They wereaware ‘of ‘@ twisting sensat.cn durinz
the*ﬂgxm_haur but this -Aovement, I it wes ovessnt,
was 8@ dbow that neither of them could tell efavdly

- - yhether X%, was real.movement or just their ima.zin-
;*atlon A Iny - overtime.s Little did they Yiew Lqet
- Gho was' ‘fhe ccause 0f +their sensation. W2y, Cho
" thouazht it ¥as- time to make himself felt ‘n mere
force, ani ke loated at the thouzht oFf what he

would Gao next.

The bed mnder Joe Adams suddenly wcotlad, as
of its own accard. Immedlately afterward “he whole
house rose twisgting and gyrating into the air. At
length it plunked.back to the ground, resumed its
former peacefulness.

#Andy," he called.

No answer!
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He ocallsd again, louder this time, but still ¢
no answer came. Cautiously he made his way toward
bis companion's bed. He listened feor the other's
breathiny, but could not discern 1t. He felt the
bed, but felt only bedclothes. Frantically, he
searched the zroom on all fours, but newhere could
he find trace of Andy Whita. He felt his way to
the front and triedtv open the door, but could not.
He beat the door with fist apnd shoulder, but to no
avail., Exhausted with his efforts, he slowly made.
his my back to bed. He was hardly surprised when.
his bed bhad changed from the comfortable twin bed ..
to a small, musty, motheaten cot. Nevertheless, he
fell heavily upon it and whimpered elizhtly., A%
that same moment the bed under lim rotted complietcl s
4awa¥y, and he landed painfully on the floor whers he
lay unmoving, afraid to move. Burely, l.e thou L,
morninz would soon be here. But he recionec w. -
out Gho, who had Just returned from deliveriiz. fn:
to limbo, and was once more rudbir: his claus *
gether ipn exultation of his next pl. s for Jo=

4 dimlight suddenly shonetn the room. Louki:z
around, Joe was nbidble 40 see wherc it was cciiin:
from. He could now see the whole rocm at once. Ju.
it was a different looking place than 1t hacd “z:n
under the ray of the flashlight. The rcom wes v
expty. Even the beds had disappeared. Soncelow
nothins eeemed strange to him any more. But i:nc
roan was not yuite expty. He noticed the object
when it started to mave.

It was aeanall cube, tut it eeemed to be glowing
with a strange brilliance. The lizht from it wes
pulsating, a8 of inner life. The thing was movir:
¢f ite own accord in a straight line towards Jos.
A® it moved, it picked up speed and began to 1lir't
itself off the floor. It speeded up rapidly now,
and as Joe ducked instinctively, the thing flew
past his head with such tremendous =pssll tihmtitit
ruffled his hair. Nothiny daunted, the flying cube
etarted again toward Joe's head, faster now than
before, as 4f more confident of ttself. Jgain Joe
was able to dodge. But azainthe cube came, and Joe
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-10 was just barely able to escape this time. Its mom-

entun sent .1t crashing against the wall. It came
again, faster than ever before, always aiming for
the man's head. The glow was now a white heat, and
Joe wasbeinz bothulinded and seared by the intense
radiation. As the cube hit him, and burning-pain
filled his entire universe, a ridiculous thouzght
entered hismind. WE SHOULD NEVER HAVE COME TO THIS

SHACK. = SOMETRING ABOUT IT IS NOT QUITE RIGHT.
Now everythiny was blackness. He felt himself

rising, felt +the slimy presence of Gho enveloping
him T

---THE END---

¢ THE EDITOR CROJAKS
(continued from page 3)

azine. Fiction must be utterly impossible, thus
makinzg 1t also impossible to sell tecause of this
fact. Articles of any nature will be used, prefer-
ably humorous or satirical pieces, but nothing of
juvenile nature.

This is an insurgent publication of The Name-
less Cnes of Seattle,an affiliateof the Vashington
State Fantasy Fan Federation and dedicating itself
to driving, amongothers, SINISTERRA, out of msiness.

Watch for the cominy 1ssue of SINISTERRA for
the best in amatuer fiction and fact by such out-
standing authors as Burnett R. Toskey, Wallyveber,
Leslie H. Jones, and others. The new SINISTERPA
Promises to be much better than the “firstiissue,
both in fact and fiction.

Fanzines are begzinnifjg tooome out by the dozen
in this rapidly growing fanstate of Washinzton.
Thus far there arefive either already out or coming
shortly.

Then review editors of professional magazines
read this, we know we willl make them green with

envy, and make them rue the day they rejected our
stories.
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]2 Book review:

FIVE PLACE LOGARITHMIC AND TRIGONOMETRIC TABLES
By Kell, Kern, and Bland
McGraw-Hill Book Co. Inc. 1935

Here is an invaluable item t0 readers of AS-
TOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION. Its invalueis most msadily
seen by glancing at the contente page.

Within the book, sn anthology of eight stories,
are stories which bear remarkable similarityin the
styleto some stories that bave appeared in Astoun-
ding during the past five years, though there has
been no plagiarism involved. This three way colla-
boration is a mllestone of enmgineering acheivement
to say the most.

The first story relates the thrilling episode
in the 1life of the terrible monster known as the
Manta, wherein it is found to have a very strzaage
characteristic whioh makes it loathesome. Among
the thrilling incldents are the climactic battle
at the place where the Forth and South Poles meet,
known as the interpolar battle, and the final triumph
wherein they blowthe Manta t0 pieces and stuff him
inside of a hollow log known as the log of rhythm.

The second storyis a sequel to the first, re-
lating how Trigger Funk, the interplanetary loggesr,
attempts to make a table out of the log of rhythm,
but the log outwits him and hides under an angle
worm. But Trigger finds this out eventually, but
is unable to locate the angle woim. Time passes
swiftlyin this fast paced story then,and the azgle

~worm finally becomes his major goai. But when he

finally finds them, the angle worm has outwlited
the loz and has crawled under it. rizcer Funk
thentakes away thelog and pliciks vp the angie worm,
only to find that by now there are ninety of them.

-The third very short story continues the ad-

ventukes of Trigger Funkes he goes into tne natural
gas business.

Tha other five stories are somewhat more in-
volved in plet, but they follow the same general

e >



R NS 'lmeb The titles are: THE FIVE TABLES MADE FROM i3
© .7 JTHE LOG OF RHYTHM. TRIGGER FUNK'S LOG QF REYTHM.
TRIGGER FUNK. AND THE NATURAL G&BS. And then two
unrelated stories: RADIANT EARTH, end RAVE A SHINE.
A1lin all,a fine: oompa.nionfbr rendexs of ASF,
but .other- rea.ders probably woulda't get ll-ts-‘h Kick
out of it. -
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: The recent uproa.r that rea.ders c¥ ‘Agtouniin
: Sariance Fiction: have raised after the onublions
= . Yef-the article ©n Dianetics by one L. Pox ik
i 7 which waslreally<only & -leng adverilsement omic o
" laged to sell 2% expensive book of ins egame nnue,
: -seemd verysinilarins nature to the furcr Ghah begs
in Amazing-Stories about the year 145 witi Bao
.8, Shaver as ‘tlie leading man. However,K inab o
mreiv«‘presen'&mghis idessas enteriuising fict:on,
2 Hubbard somés. righi dut with what i: suppoeedly o
R - > non-fiction 'arbiol,a. Then aftervzcs 1 noties vhay
Fiediige : ;he blandly. mentions lafex that all sutherfe roynl-
> igra " %iee from thé book.aretd go to the Dianetice Foun-
:gation’ for further Yesearch. This is the tyre of
“’boo sellg.ng strategy that works every time without
< oona st o0 -falls Those suckers. ‘whe-are born every migute. who
Jeird . are*dwayed by-Bich womm are the verv sort of onss
Cyp = _ihat ‘Dianétics is.supposed to aid. This geens 4o
bé B--weak port of foundation to build the future
~.. . hopesdaf man upon. Evendsimerie Foundation is bazed
Yo Pt on mbre sdlid grountiﬂ ‘Most people prefer concreie.
-} rm 3 Allnet pzoﬂ‘ts resultins from the saleof this
publicationa:eexto ‘go % the treasuryof the Nameless
omes., rghj’.ch has nearly reached ite own faundation.
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"Perpetual motion," explained Professor Ames,
is merely a matter of making ends meet. If you
make the end of one motion meet its other end, that
is, its own beginning, you have perpetual motion."

"I don't believe it," someone said.

The professor turned from the five men facing
him with a satisfied smirkm his face and beckoned
to someone beyond the door. The response came in
theform of a hugerachine, which several men labor-
iously pushed out to the center of the room. The
professor laid onemnd gentlym his machine,as if it
was a household pet.

"Gentlemen,"” hebtegan, "I present you with the
oneand onlyperpetual motion machine in existence.”

The other five men remained seated in scepti-
cism while the inventor depressed a lever. A low
whirring sound reached the earsaof all in the room,

"The noise you hear is the sound of the rotors
of the machine turning out unlimited energy." The
man's voice now had a suave quality.

Asa unit the five men rose and surrounded the
machine. They checked to see that there were no
wires leading away from it secretly and feeding it
power.

"But the sound," one of them protested. "You
don't expect it to keep running very long with all
that friction, do you? There might notbte very much
friction, but there's enough to produce that sound
and sooner or later it will stop the machine. Of
course,"” he let sarcasm creep into his voice, "if
you have a machine that is more than one hundred
prereent efficient ---"

"I'm perfectly aware of that," Ames replied.
"My machine can be adjusted to any efficiency I
desire, up to about three hundred percent.

All five looked up in horrified surprise at
this. The man must have somehow gone crazy, they
thought. They watched in mutual decision to humor

15



[6& the man while he twisted a dial. The visible shaft
began to accelerate its speed, and continued to do
so for the next several minutes while they watched,
nor did it show any signs of slowing down. One of
the watchers tried to adjust the dial so that the
machine would not fly to pleces in their face and
possibly injure them. But when he touched it, the
thing was s0 hot that hls fingers were scorched.

"My God," he cried. "I8's generating heat!"”

A reddish glow began to creep outwardly from
the position of the shaft, and still the speed was
on the increase. Professor Ames spoke, his voice
a wail of terror. "There's no way to turn it off
now. It will get hotter and hotter until it dburns
the whole Earth up. We'll becomeanother stari®

"Tellme," oneof thefive said, obviouslyammsed
at the professor's fears, "will we be a nice big
supernova or just a fizzling ordinary nova?”

nGentlemen, this is no joke! The world is in
perilin

"You old fool, listen!"™ one of them finally
gsaid. "You can't possibly have invented perpetual
motion. No machine can be more than a hundred per-
cent perfect! That thing of yours will dburn itself
out within five minutes. You know that the heat is
caused by friction, don't you?"

The inventor calmed down. "I see,"” he told
them, "that I must showyyu the principle behind it
or you will never believe me. Then you will HAVE
to believe."

He led theminto another oom nearby, and swungz
an armindicating the diagrams covering most of the
wall space. They were the blueprints of the machine.

For the next hour he explained the principle
of perpetual motion. It seemed that a stationary
magnet kept a magnetic rotor in motion &nd was at
the same time kept magnetically charged by the ro-
tation of the turning magnet. These devices were
arranged in circular fashion about the main shaft,
which supplied the magnetic power for the turning
wmagnets. The problem, they saw, was to0 make the
ends meet when the circle was completed, and they



1istened as the professor explained his ingenious
method: for: solving® this difficulty.

"But what m&%erial didyu invent that shields
magnetic lines of-force?" one of them asked.

"Why nothing, but --- but ---" '

"You know," went m» the questioner, "that your
machine isn't theoretically correct unless you use
a material that DOES shield them! Otherwise it
won't even start!”

"But the machine," he sputtered, "it worksY

That much was all too.evident, for during the
past five mlinutes they felt the heat reaching for
them. < They turned back to where they had left the
machine, but they couldn't get very close to it.
From the adjoining room they saw the incandescent
white hot mass of molten metal. Fire was licking
at the floors and wallsand reaching fingers toward
the sigPnien.

it can't work'" one shouted. "We showed
bavﬁ’there that it can't possibly work!"

The heat became then so unbearable that they
had to retreat. They broke into a run, ran shouting

and gibbering into the streets.
' Two hours later they werein six separate cells
of the local insane asylum. Each of them was cal-
culating whether they would be a supernova Or just
an ordinary one. They kept right on calclating,
until the heat reached them ---

---THE END---

Earthman: On Earth we have mosquitoes so big that

thelr steaks are served aboard ship when the main

supply of food runs out.

Martian: On Marsthe mosquitoes are so big they once

sunk my battleship with their weight.

Eart?man: How did YOU get back safely if your ship

sunk

Martian: Our whole crew climbed on the back of our
trained mosquito and 1t took us to land.

7
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FLYING SAUCERS EXIST

Anyone who can positively szy one way or the
other that he elther believesar disbelieves in the
existence of flying saucers is to be considered as
a megalomaniacal radical whose dogmatism in +the
modern world is becoming ever more intolerable.

We believe they exist. We know they exist!
We believe that they are spaceships from another
planet, ar perkaps from another star. "e know that
little men twenty six inchesin height actually fly
inside the flying saucers, though to admit such a
thing wouldbe tantamount to heretical positivistic
idealism. We must all gather togetherwand openly
condemn the news agencies for suppressing such vi-
tally important facts from the people. The little
men twenty six inches high areconsidered now to be
fantastically ridiculous by most people, and known
to be real tothose who have seen themand those who
believe in them.

The army, according to reports, knows about the
things, and "is not concerned about them". This
statement has led thousands of people to believe
that the things are products of the army. But why
has the draft been enacted? Obviously it 1s to
bolster defenses againstan invasion from the alien
bhorde, which is rno doubt gathering together now a
tremendous war fleet on some far away world. The
small scout saucers which were here are most prob-
ably much smaller than the tremendous warships that
will be coming to conquer us soon.

Then there is the Shaverian hypothesis which
neatly explains them: The flying saucers are the
spaceships of the elder race. They come from other
Planets to visit the peopleliving deep in the cav-
erns underneath the Earth's crust.

But of course we must never admit any of these
obvious and certain facts or we will be branded as
Prejudiced atheistical materialistswho areso blind
as to put verisimilitude into the sworn statements
of honorable men.
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