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O¥ THE CHOICE OF A PEN NAME . o e o o » Dy Kurt Mikals ((?))

Once there was a fanr., Norody special; just an ordinary, everyday
faa OGiven to neglecting homework for sf, a little queer around the
outer fringes, but a human being, none the less, Ard then one day, IY¥
happer.ed} The writing bug esconced ((?)) 4tself firmly on the top of
his head, and BIT! Hardl From that day on, our hero was a chang~l
person. He went around mumbling under his breaths He was known to
burst into geles of laughter in his sleep. Spaceships fought epic
battles in his skail.

That fan'!s rame was Asnatzius Kramnelnuss. OCurscd from Jolil gy
by an unnrcnouncable first name, harried by mispronounciacicns cn hila
last, he assumed a pcn name. It was. « ¢ .

Eut wait., We wiil go on further into the donce jur g.s belvro 7
rerov . our pos Tsetse fly. A, K. thought up a fansire. nouiag full
wel, tnac five pages, single spaced, could not ALL beur his rzme  he
paid three people a penny aplsace for the use of their names. Still
not willing to appear egotistical, he signed his name to none of the
material, As a sideline, he wrote stories. Not very good oches, but
stories, nevertheless. And to these stories, he signed tho name of...
o« JKXURT MIKALS!

The atovz con®ession is for YOUR astonished eyes only.

PULLEEZE.

#4## Thoe note that came with this thing, said , guote : Humor art-
icle. Unquote. ABter reading this article, we still don't understand
the note, ¥
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The

KEY
Shif fadb At dhdaqtit I dedtde3asadaibdidb
el

Tordalnar removed the Key,
<E2 g He flung it far, intc the dark;
e 45-  And with it, as he threw the Koy,
&2  VWent the gem of 1ife, a vital spark.
: i ¥ 46
Rodnagrath did search the Key,
i A He searched in the chemlst!s flasky
5 - But still ho never found the Koy, ‘
Ry i And thus he died, still at his task,

: #oa o
&1 They from Mars did seek the Koy,
i They from Venus, Satumn, too.

They from Space did seek the Key, N ti)'
Put ven Anciont skill fell thru. = .o |V,
% % & . SPh 3 I0ae
He fram Vuloan found the Key, ';alﬁg\/,\ \
@ave it to his race, and then W\ A
The sun reached out, and took the Key, '~ (% ji ./
" Gave to Vulcan f£iray end. T e

* » ¥ o™ ,:f/[ Y
So, since time, wo've searched e'erwhere. /4 [\ °
But the atom.biast i¢ deaw, foretler, £ed |




oM THE CHOICT OF A PEN NAME .. . . . by Kurt Mikals ((?))

Cnse there was a far. No-ody special; just an ordinary, everyday
fo,5 2iven to neglecting hncmevwork for sf, a little queer around the
ous~i fringes, but a human being, none the less, Ard then one day, IV
happer.ed! The writing bug esconced ((2)) 1itself firmly on the top of
his  head, and BIT! Hardl From that day on, our hero was a2 changnl
person. de went around mumbling under his breaths He was known to
burst into' geies of laughter in his sleep. Spaceships fought epic
battles in his skl .

That fan‘s rname was Asnatzius Kramnelnuss. Curscd from birth
by arn uaoremouncable farst name, harried by misprononnciasicns o his
Jas%, he assumed a pen name. It was. « ¢ «

EFut wait. We wiil go on: further Into the dirce [0 g3 welvmo Wo
rer v . our p3v Tsetse fly. A, K. thought up a faaiire. Earviang falt
wel, tnac five pages, single spaced, could not ALL beur his :ame  he
paid threec people a penny apiice Tfor the use of their nameu . Sstill
not willing %o appear egotistical, he signed his name %o none of the
material. As a sideline, he wrote stories. Not very good ches, but
storlies, nevertreleas. And to these stories, he signed the name of «..
e .KUFT “’I.LKALSQ

The atove con®ecsion is for YQUR astonished eyes only.

PULLEEZE:

#4# The nobe tha: came with this-thing, siid., quote ; Fumor axx
icle. Unquote. After reading this article; we a3till donit undoaravarl
the note, % ;
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WHO WALKS ALONE: o s o o » ¢ - .+ o » o oDy Stanley C., Skirvin

s#4#4 Por who walks alone must dle alone. « o o i

This is the story of a being, last of hils
Pk kind; man. He was a man of science and for
.. that alone he lived.

Thus it was that when the Invadere came,
he did not fight with the sons and daughters
of man, but fled into the void in a spaceship,
first of it!s kind to be made by men. « » sand
last. He cared little for what became of ‘ his
fellow man, for Knowledge was his god, and he
was content to be alone in his worship.

3 Alone he cruised the void, happy 1n his
worship. He delved into the secrets of the cosmosjthe spir.l nebulae,
the flaming novae, the mute mysterious comet, and many were his dis
coveries, and great his store of wisdom.

But it had been said by another that, " It 1is not wise for a man
to, 1ive alone.", and thus it was that his human heritage claimed him,
He grew lonety , with only his god Knowledge, the cold, inhuman whir
of his machines, and the vast ailences of space for his companions.,
He longed for the sight of the good earth; the rolling plains, the
great forests, the snow capped mountains, and the turbulent sea, with
the life-giving sun spreading itt!s blessing over all. And he longed
for contact with people; people, with all their faults and frailitiles
e o o obut still, his people, .

Sickness welled from within his soul, and he wept, Wept with the
loneliness that had blanketed and isolated him. And he returned %o
the earth that had mothered him, not knowing what he would f ind,

9$45%$%?%‘4?4?%?44%@4?%biééﬁéﬁiﬁiﬁi?%ﬂiﬁi#%%#?é?%?%9%3454‘%&454$+L4?4$6$%?4%%?49%94?%%4?%F

‘He found the plains, the forests, the mountains, the sea, and the
sun he longed for. But of man, hils race, there was no trace except
the ugly scars that marked where his cities had stood, and which were
already becaming effaced by verdant nature.

The Invaders were there, and they had ereeted thelr cities. Tow-
ering cities of an alien architecture that had befouled the face of
Earth. Rage overwhelmed the man. Rage at these foul, reptilian mon-
strosities that had done the terrihle deed to him and his kind,

These alien cities felt the fury of the forces at the man's com-
mand. Forces whose nature was learned by him during his solitary wor-
ship, At the flaiming violence of the forces released, the cities be

-came but naked scars in the face of the earth, scars such as their
bidlders had vefore inflicted.

Ye was merciless , as he had a right to be. As the Invaders had
destroyed man, so man destroyed them, to the last writhing entity.

The man ceased his destruction, for there was nothing left on

'earth to destroye But revenge brought no Lethean peace to his soul,

he was lost, alone, for his gofl, Knowledge, had failed him, and he
was the last of his kind.



VHO WALKS ALONE (Continued,)

He wandered the earth, drinking in it's splendors. He heard and
saw the ear-splitting grabdeur of Angel Falls in its mile-long loap ,
the lesser grandeur of Jiagara, where lovers, now gone forever, hal
lived in their paradises; the colorful majesty of the Grand Canyon
warm, sun-drenched Pacific atolls; tha cold whiteness of the Hov: -
ing Himalayas; and the eternal sequoias of California. Phese hic sau
wut they saddened him, r'or the earth had lost it's master, 1lt's co
uerors

b

Tho nman wept again, this time in shame. Shame that he hed Lo 0 -
ed three billion of his race to pursue the false, elusive god, hiowe
ledge., There grew in his mind the eertainty that he could never noain
worshin this god,and the realization that he had nothing to live for,
His heritnge had claimed him, irreperadly, never to rslax it!'s nold,

In sorrow, he returned to the vacurmx of space in hie cpacechilp,
now but an empty, shining bauble to him. He made ¥ asswic a1 orhit =
round the earth, beyond the limits of the atmosphere,

Then the man dled, by his own hand, ik Bl e el Gt e
bourne him through the depths of spuace became his epypt , a crypt £ .L
will circle for eternity abovae the home that he nad lezrned to lovyy
too late. 2
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Thus died man, a race whose potentialities ‘era ., . v ,
never realized.

Earth has returned to the primieval states IT's surliace botitvts no
sign that two intelligent races mot their end there.

Brightly colored birds flit through forests of tremendous trees. In
the branches paly animals, tiny, herbivorous, and gquick, The ground
below is the habitat of the larger animils, preyer and preve.

Earth is primicval, but there are zlready the first dim strugiles ol
intelligence, thought.,

Earth has lost it's ruler, but there will be others.

There always aro.



_; LOST CAVES CF MARS 8. Swanson
& number six of & series
Chapter 1

(?€}3{j}u11seye", Cm yelled as the mild ray charge “burnéd ' the scat of
@T;p% .- Dels panta,
VA0 wxipeﬂ, De yiped and rolled over and over on the sands of 17
"That was a dirty trick", Nos stood upy "and I should repu2il.i
you for it." _
:No k1dding?", Om reached for hils sword,
ﬁYea verily", Nos pulled his out and charged forth,
Let him have it --OUCH", De cursed as the sand irritat-d
his burn,
"What'cha waving your other hand for?", Nos agked as he ciove?

in, -
" ' "I'm putting a curse on your sword", Om delightedly inform.d
im, ,
"Gad, you cadi", Nos spat out.
xKill him!", De screamed as he rolled in the liniment.
'1 can't touch his sword!", Nos puffed away.
.- "Have at you!", Om sppang forward waving his sword like & Nira-
mill,

"Have at you!", Nos pritted out and thrust forward, 1
broka. "Gad", ‘Nos muttered looking at his aword and the pltier +1 aru &2
had met Om's sword.

"k111 him", De groaned less enthusiastically,n: "> 1 b
on the liniment.

"Pouchd"”, Om stuck out his chin and bowal wt  r 1 ywiiap
audience,

While in such a position, De could not resist nslng his R
ray at low powver,

TPouchd", De screamed triumpHantly as Om leaped into tho alr,
Unfortunately, Nos had substituted hig own sword for Om's and tho
latter Eulled forth only a ragged hilt, -

K111 me", De shouted glesfully and rogettad 1t .4 moméhat later
as he ducked the split blade

"Gad, you cadl", Nek grinned and ducked Om,.

"You couldn't have ducked so fast" Om muttered, L R ST
been for the way you trained yourself in your driving!l"

"Thig 1s gettin us nowhere fast", Nos observed, "Now, gc.™’
what did we come out here for, in the first plage?"”

"I qunno", De shrugged, "who's got the secaled ordars?"

"om", Nos answered,

"Not me!", Om answered, "he gave them to Neka"

"mme heck he 4id", Nek grunted, "Dc's got ‘om,"

"Since when?", De retorted, "Nilgop gave 'em to Nog." .

"Now we're back where we started", Nos sat down, "No one's

them,"
"Gould be messy", Nek obscrved,
"veh", Nos said. "Guess we have to radic thom at hcadquartox
Check", Om went to the radilo. "calling Commandgr Nilpop."
"Howdy, fellers," Nilpop camc in tmmediatoly, "what could I
for youg”

Er. o o", 0- stuttered around, "that 1s, Wos o «3Ts o :
"We lost thc ordcrs", De shoutcd,

I‘What?" ;

To be continucd ncxt tinos (L,
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The three bHest stcriasw
in ecach rag ure Lerde.

but th»re &Me MpTs J‘%:ﬁ"ﬂ#ﬁ'\-‘#}‘f n ,

each. Jake 1% awWa¥ .ee s lofto

Win e e e P

Amazing Storfes, Nove .7z,
1st JAtela Rim %
2nc . Jommand Perfcrmancej
3rd.3athanas PR

Astounding SCIEBNEFICTION
lst, Chronicler g
onc.. Cheos, fo-ordinated
3rd. raisc Down

Stertling Sinrles,Fall
1st . Aosalon
2ad .%o ar Invasion
3pdAteeld

Dime Mystery, Nove' -
1s%» 3mell Assassin
2pa. Tower of Stinging Death.
3~i. Between Two Worlds

Weird Tnles.
13t .Spawn of the Green Abyss

ond.Ilizzie Bordan took an 0XQeee

3rd,Mayaya's Green Men
Thrilliag Wonder Storiss

l1st. C2ll Him Demon

2nd. Pocket Unlverses

3rde. Pho CGood LEgg
Fantastic Adventures

1st . Rocket to Limbo

2nd. The Red Door

3prd, Shadow of the Sphinx

A lot of Fanzinia ((?))
$O Brbor. o o o v 9 4 8 oWHEERT
ApOllos o o e o o 4 o 0 o iR
Slantasya o o o ¢ ¢ o ¢ o 3HibdE
Vampire s o » s ¢ ¢ o ¢ o“‘*"""*
TNFEFoe o @ o o« ¢ ¢ ¢ o o ofititit
NORCONe o o« o o s ¢ o o ofih

k "outsider".

aﬁ.&ﬁo-ﬁ; here Ancoro

couple of REAL booXx.
4638453046309 B R 2

o Mear ™ f

by Allan M. Buck

L very good story of
Cuchulain, the Irish,
or Celtic here, This
will be enjoyed by a-=
nyone who liked "Lost
Elysium" in Weird.

TR Fegbatanqtindt

Admentures in Time & Sp2COecvssas
anthology of StF edited by Ray-
mgnd Healy & J. Franclis McConas .

one of the finest StF anthologics
welve over seen. Most}y ASE  1ien
have thelr stories in heze. Tnas
bon for all, though. Randon House
Alfeditbqtdtde Jedbatghghygiit

Other good ones, 8 little old,but
still godd, are "Who Knocks?' by
Dorleth, as well as "Sleep No Mo

by the same guv. In the noxt ish,
just for fun, we'll include  the

oflef “sorner, Are & -

e .
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An "Outsider" Looks at Fandomtlttit (7/
An article by« « oBernarr J. Strong

hey laughed at Sir Isaac

Newton, at Pasteur, Marconi ° -l :
and at L. Davinci, Now I give you TR
a most hearty laugh. These men had . ..
gsome claim to fame. They .had some . '~ . -’
ideas anéd laws on which to base the
claims. They had proof. They had
logic. What does the "Fantasy PRan" X
have? He has imagination. He reads e

e
-t
.V
o8

and dreams about Buck Rogers  with fﬁ‘\ .NJ.#
his Zap Zzun, and Alley Oop and his F o
time machine witcheraft and super- /%

human men that can withstand all /?
ordinary weapons that could kill the /"
lowly human. Your favorite chara=~ /\"
cters are welrd men from Mars and
other planetse ((Whati No Bemt's or
babes?)) They always dress in skin '
tight clothes, with a fancy helmet,
and always armed with a Zap gun or
an atomic pistol. When your stories
do center around us poor earthbound -
people, it MUST have a mad scientst
or maniac for a leading character ,
These Superhuman things ((derés.))
are usually part peptile 4 fish,or
monkey, or a combo of all three,
with a dash of Martian complex.

The stories are demoralizing,and
NEVER ARE OF A CONSTRUCTIVE NATURE., -
((Tch,tchytchl)) It is a nagional _ /-
disgrace for the citizéns((Who?UsS?)) \
((Yes, dope...ed)) of our country , .
over 13 years of age, to clutter
up their minds with such trash.((oh '
Great 6hul)) It is natural for a .\
child ((Who, us?)) to have a vivid
imagination, but after thirteen or
more years of life, he settles down
to life as it is, not as it will be
10,000 years from now.

The writers of these mpnstroclt-

f
t

because it 1is one way to make & 1iv Sl e-
-ing, but the reader of this ster-- ' s W™
eotyped, infantile literature((Ahll -

He does call it literature.)) is
condemned by me because he has not e
passed the child's mental stages As 0 A e LG -

our illustrious Dr, Pete Mullis of AREEEE AT ST T v i

The University of ©North Carolima, e ol

would say, if he were aked hid opl- - i i et ;

ion of the fantasy fans:"fhey ajntt . L - ~ é}ﬁreess
got all their marblest” B o

L aa
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PO3THASTER:

If Addressee has moved,
or if this paper 1is un=
deliverable for ary rea
-son, return to:

Fred Rogss Burgess

115 Aycock

Chapel H1l11, N. C.
Return postage guarenteed.
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