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Scintilla is pwlished b; Robot Press. Edited
by Larry Anderson at 2716 Smoky Lane,
Billings, Montana.

Nominally sells for 10¢. 6 copies for 50¢. All
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m chair and wondered i1f it would work.

HADES

1 sit very still while Satan jabs a needle into me. And then I slowly loose consciousness

continued from page 9

s

Dr, Erickson lonked up from his dekk as hic assistant, Jimmv ran
in. "What's the matter, Jimmy?" he arked.

A : n ir. He made
"Doe¢ Frickson, sir, that man from the Spsce Station, sir.

like heoms going t‘,o thx"ov something at me, and then v$11eﬁ bloody
marder, like a passel of devils was after sure enough.

; € - ine pat-
"Well, Jimmy, we shall have to see about our space-roam
ient. I'd'better’zo give him a sedative. Maybe that will quiet him
down, Ycu sti’l can't make out wh:t he says?"

! ¢ he was trying tosay something, but
cln'tnvgéd:i:'re::mg::trzzli:z%%kibzds. sYo:yst§‘1 think he 'oct his
mind definite like, sir?"

' will never resain control of him-
self.m{;?d' g:zvilzemt:f;:lngZ‘:nh:iw him a word association test,
though, to find out why he keeps yellin~ two words, Hell and Satan, so
much."
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vack in tné roam chair
I remembered my great grandfather telling me when I was a kid, that
people used to be flabbergasted at men and women going over Niagara
Falls in a barrel, but this was better yet.

What would these poor, thick-skulled Martians think of a fragile
human going over their highest Dam in.one. Compared to their solid-
built bodies we were like toothpicks.

I laughed to myself, they were dumb enough to pay to see me,
and pay well, After all it was Just another stunt. For a small sum
I'd jump out of a slow rocket in an old-fashioned parachute to give
them a thrill, But that trick was old now and the cash wasn't coming
in as it should. Back homw they would have laughed at anyone making
a chute jump when it was more exciting, but not so safe, to use an
anti-gravity ejector to set them down,

If we cleaned up on this deal, and I knew that we would, we
could take off for earth and I could set up & nice 1littlé jet atation
and have a good sized bankroll left over,

The next morning I drove out the canal and hiked vp to the
top of the Dam. The purple waters thundered over the red banks and
crashed into a pink foam at the bottom. The water than seperated into
three different canals. That was another thing to contend with, if
the barrel hit one of the sides of the canals it would be cut in halfr,
I began to wonder if anything would be left of it when it hit.

I walk back to the car and drove akound the rest of the morning.
How nice it would be to go back to Earth with my pockets Jingling with
all those tax free nixes, in gold value they were worth a buck a plécn,
even though the starting of trade with Mars had dropped the gold stand-~-
ard.,

I drove back to the Dam and saw that Bill had showed up with
Ed and the Barrel. It was yellow and would show up like a neon sign
against the purple wacers of the falls. The three of us rolled the
steel thing to the edye of the water.

We all sat. down and had a last smoke. Then Ed and Bill stood
up, shook my hand and started down the thousand foot drop to the
bottom. Some of the t will seekers had begun to form around the .
,bottom of the falla,

I watched as the crowd got thicker, soon some of the more daring
clamored up the sides of the Dam to find a vantage point. I was scheduled
to go over at two., At two-fifteen the crowd was screaming. v

Every once in a while I caught a glimpse of Bill and E4 eir-
culating around with a hat while the Martians chipped in to buy a coffin
for my few remains or so they seemed to hope.

At two-thirty Bill waved a white handkerchief. That was the
8ign to go ahead, they had taken every last cent from the crowd.

I rolled up my pants legs and pushed the barrel out toward
the current. I anchored it there and then slowly let it drift until
it was directly under the cat walk across the dam. Walking across
my stomach did flip-flops every time I looked down the thousand foot
drop. I made my way out to the barrel in clear view of the onlookers,
they could see my yellow pants a mile away.

The water was swift and the barrel teetared dangerously near the

edge. I dropped to the top ot the barrel and waved dramatically to
the crowd, a tremendous scream went up, everyone waved back. Some
Of the females fainted and 1little kids chewed their green nails.
Then & silence fell over the whole crowd.

I 8114 down into the barrel, it was thickly padded and with
two bars to hold on to, I wondered ir they would find even a tattered
remnant of 1t, I carefully pushed the top back part of the barrel out
and caught hold of the anchor 1line. Hand over hand, almost completely
é: the water, I went back to the bank. Laying on my stomach I cut

e rope,

This time the roar was deafening. I watched as the barrel
8hot out over the ralls and into space. Then I got in the car and
drove off to meet Bill and Ed and the armored car to take off in a
fast jet for home.
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I'm disgusted! Just plain gust-
dusted. MLy two oldest and best
columnists just up and left me
witnout & word formention, lesv
ing me in tne lurca for tnis is-
sue. That is your resson for
looking at 211 this nice long

editorial, 1liberslly spleshed

with pitchers. The pitchers are
good, but that doesn't meen thet
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(fenr;TIoN! I wouldn't rether use & few less
Te ), ané have more written material.

* The com

This issue is & huge success, as
fer as the duplicstion side of it
goes. We have & superb cover by
that Nontena Weirdist, Niss Terri
Nesting. sShe reslly does good
stuff. The cover painting is en-
titled "Grevediggers™ end 1s &
redone job from a larger copy.

/I don't know if we'll get any of
lher superb filler in here, she
has en excellent piece of the
Vault Keeper, Crypt Keeper and the
01d Witch playtng "Pin-the-space-
suite-on-the-Bergey-girl",

. We want to thank the Bit & Spur
nublishers for their uelp in
preparing this issme. As advice
to those in the audience, they do
excellent 1lithography.

We also want to thank Mr. Normen
Brovne. He, in & letter to me
mentioned the possibility of a col
umn., I wes in the process of
being dropped by two other column-
ists, so jumped at the chence. I
imagine Norman was rether supris-
ed to have to do a column on mom-
ents notice. I sent him & specisl delivery letter and got the column basck
the wame wey.

Agein our thenks go out to Stanley Sommer for sending the excellent artwork,
vart of which appears sbove. It is 2 sheme I cannot reproduce these in fpll
color, es thet is the way he hes done them. He is a mean men on the ink pen.

We will eprreciete all weird poetry. This is NOT for Seintilla, but will ap-
peer in e booklet of Weird Poetry, probebly to be called Dragon Teils that

is to be issued by Robot Press. This meterisl mey be reprinted from other
sources, but pleese give full details.

0f course, there is the usuel plea for meterial. We would like articles, and
will teke & limited amount of fiction. Humorous poetry will be specially
treated. Is Richerd =. Geis listening?

We heve beern ceutioned thet the news in Lerry Balint's column ebout the ban-
ning of SOL from the meils is & hoex.

I wunner if Orme LcCormick's med at me? I heven't received a letter or answ-
er from her ever since dropring the voetry column. Too bed.
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WILLER is
cover by
527 iters.

try a2 cony.
of TULLTR,
+ILL"R.
£111 of

printed.
lirrness, 42 pages (8%x11)
Sells for 25¢ from Art
\/lesely, 402 Leple Avenue, Iond du
Wisconsin.

{our editor hes comp'n included,
You'll get your fill
I mean your frll of
Oh, darnit, I mean your
‘TLTER.,
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ANDROMELA #l--~~Pete C bell
‘ ‘ ampbell, 60 Calgarth Koad, Wind
HISTORY England. Now, Andy, as I prefer to call it, r{ms :oeggeggéegf“ie'a

Sow Shrougi our hi-tor;, thers are numercus incidents that bring about deois-
ions. You could decide ome ol two, three, or numerous weys. "If you decide one
vey, you ere followins thrt cartein time treeck. But, think of enother you, fo=-
ing @ cifierent thing., Decidin: o different wey. Joing slong & different his-
tory than you.

In one world, or time treck, Abe ..incoln lived to & ripe old ege, steering the
netion to & prosporous channel., Ir rrother, his father remdined e bachelor. In
another, he wes murdered by John .i!kes 3o0oth. We cen not, for sure, say which
of these worlds is the best. Perhanc ir snother, yet, he turned out to be &
great inventor, and by the year 192 tie vworld had reached the moon facilitated
by his inventions.

Then there are greater things. iWhat woulc t.e nrtion be like 1f the oonto‘orny
had won the wer. There was an excellent novel to thie effect in the MAGAZINE of
FANTASY end SCIENCE PICTION last yeer. It deteiled ¢ world where the Confeder-
eoy was & wealthy netion, and the northern statee poor. In yet another novel,
Sam Nerwin's HOUSE OF MANY WORLDS, is outlined the treveks of a couple from one
viorld to another. 1In one of these, the Queen still ruled Amerioca.

There are numerous different things that if changed only one tiny iota, would
completely change world history. Think what would heve happened if Egypt had
never fallen, but had become the ruling netion of the world. Our present cul-
ture would never have developed. Neybe a much better one, tho. Then there is
the possibility that men didn't quite make the grade prehistorically, end
some other species took the leed. Think what a world ruled by canines would de
like. They have & brain big enough to think as well es we, if it were de-
veloped. Think of it, your dog having you for a pet. "owrf yorf, gruff grru,
Rorr." (Trenselation of dogesse; Sit up for a humen biscuit, Larry.) This,
tho, would be highly improbeble. Dogs just don't have hande. The opposed thumb
wes & great factor in man's rise.

Now we come to an immenent possibilivy. Russia being developed eerly instesd of
the Americes. This would reverse our vositions in the present political tangle.
Russia would be a modern nation with a very high standerd of living, snd & well
devuloped oom‘:tr{. while Amerioe would be & back-woods country with most of her
recourses undeveloped.

Here we have the possibility thet Americe woe the prehistorisel lesder of ounle

ture. Insteed of the Fgyptians leeding the world, the Layme, Aztecs, Tolteos,

Incee cnd 0 on would be the forward roces. Uhis just might meke Furope the ¢

"Americe" of todey. Our continent would eventually settle it, insteed of it

:;nding settlers nere. sy now, America would be on the down-grede and kurope on
e up.

the idees leading out of these minor, but major changes would amaze one. It
only tekes a bit of imeginetive thinking to meke todey's world & paresdise by
givirg e few certain men Cholera, tyohoid, ete. irhink to yourself, maybe one
of your fevorite historicel incidents was decided differently....maybe it didn't
even occur. ThinkK...eeees

End—_

rhoto-offset STARLANES IS THE BEST POETRY 2INE,
I don't care what you sa, : I sa
thet Sterlanes beats thz'rast {o
heck. Try and buy.

Orme LicCormick
1558 W. Hazelhurst Street
Ferndele 20, lMichigan

all ni y
S5 nicely mimeo'd, and mostly fiction....and good fiction, toc., GCET.

SFO #2-====-m-=Jerry Burge, 415 Pavillion Street, S E, Atlanta 3,
Georgia. ASFO 1s in its usual superior mimeo'd format. Best in thish,
I think is Fantopia, by Hirschorn. VERY sorry to see Ian go, but I
believe he moved elsewhere. I do know, Bob Silverberg is behind on

his review column...he reviewed Scilly #7. EXCELLENT., 15

BOO # no number, no address given. Boo I understand i1s a FAFPAzine,
and has a bright, but reasonable format. Unusual cover by Gremnell,
FAIR. $5.00

CONFUSION #4----Selby Vick, Box 493, Lynn Haven, Florida. Shelby
Vick gives a big 13:;9 cgia Eime, complete wi;h legendary cover by

me. hish contains Bob Shaw's Return o C] L] Bogfll which

while not as good as Voyage of ditto, Fn‘l%iﬂ uproar ou;. o' :;oux-u,
of. 18 one of the best on the market., EXCELLENT. 10¢

DESTINY #8~~-==<Nalcolm Willits & Earl Kemp, 11848 S, E. Powell Blvd.,

Portland 66, Oregon. Now, Destiny 1s really going big. It 1s a half-

size and litho, Gives a real pro format. Interesting to me, was the
by Eshbach. Along with this was a

article The ?gtuz BPress Sto
story © t_imam Vernell Coriell.. Best fiction was The
olden Key. . 25¢

ECTIPSE #4-~----Ray Thompson, 410 South 4th Street, Norfolk, Nebraska.
Eek is quite the 1littul mag. Reminds me of Scilly in her formati
days. 8s color, tho, NOW MARVIN SNYDER claims that controversial
verse that appeared in STF TRENDS, SCINTILLA, with both claiming it;
Curious fly, Vinigar jug, Slippery edge, Pickled bug. Eek is purty
good all over. GOOD. 10¢

ESCAPE #1 and last one, too., Larry Balint, 3255 Golden Ave.; Long
Beach 6, Calid4nia. This, besides lLarry's determination £6r it not
to be a one-shot, 1s one. He's gone back to Fantasta now., Was 5¢.

00D
gpnﬁins of

TASTA #65-----Larry Balint, same Address as above. I envy Larry
?ﬁ- annttn. ? 1 thix’:k a lmil magazine in this format oi Just four
pages can offer muchly in the way of entertainment. Consists of Bob
Stewart, larry, and review column. EXCELLENT. 5

ASTIC WORLDS #4--Sam Sackett, 1449 Brockton Ave., Los Qnsnlu 26,
gﬁi‘nh. I don't know why everyone goes for this mag so. I think
it's crappy, myself. Sure, it has a wonderful format that could be
used to a much greater advantage than it is., Sure, n:'bu gcnd mater-
1al, but of such a vein as to be unreadable. Sure, it's crappy.
CRAPPY, 30¢

FIENDETTA #5----Charles Wells, 405 E. €2 8t., Savannah, Ca. This is
really a small ish, just two fugol. Mimeo'd. Comes out to announce
(Via Blochead) that Art Wesley is the center of seventh fandom. Also
comes out to announce that fta. will regularly be mimeo'd. Thasall.
GOOD, 15¢

GREMLIN #l-----=Gary Curto, 724 Huron Ave., San Francisco 25, Cali.nia.
Ox-erizlin,#neonn'l dznght.' Fair artwork with a long fiction piece.
Mimeo. OGary is obviously new to the field, but doing well. FAIR. 15¢

-------- Dean A. Grennell, 402 Maple Ave., Fond du lLac, Wiscon-
g}anE. #lgAG bhad me and the mailman in stitches over an asterisk placed
near "Billings" in the address. Going on down to t‘.%e bottom, to find
the other asterisk, you find # a town near "Cooings"., Grue is sort
of a mass-produced letter. Grue is fulla Grermell humor....good, that
is. Uproarious bit of Spillane by Cantin. EXCELLENT. FREE.

PSYCHOTIC #2----Bichard Gels, 2631 N. Mississippi, Portland 12, Ore-
gon. Good Westercon report. Gels has some of the best layouts in

the business. Good material. GOOD. 10¢

REVIEW H#Emmm Vernon L. McCain, RFD #3, Nampa, Idaho. Now, Rev isn't
such a large magazine, as they go, just elght pages, but it's all McCain,

and, as usual, good.
too. This time, Vernon has a slightly different, improved format.

GOOD, Trade only.

¢ S i e SOAR BWE A mh s VT s <P ¥ T B

It has a few fanzine reviews this time, and prozine,
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BYE,HAROLD~
COME BACK AND PLAY
SOME MORE LATER.

PLAYMATE

WHO'S
HARQI.D ?

mnw)
1‘
|

PROBABLY ONE
OF ANNE'S PLAYMATE'S,

MEET HIM~~
QOH ANNE ! BRING
HAROLD IN HERE /

[ CAN'T, DADDY,
HE WENT HOME.

1110
I WISH YoU'D STOP )\
MAKING UP THOSE

HE'S REA

!

NOW, YOU KNOW
THERE ARE NO
LITTLE MEN W[TH TAILS/

GAUGHAN @

JACK

<
1 WOULDN'T
SAY THAT,

"DADDY."<

NOL-—- N

I WOULDN'T SAY
THAT AT ALL £

He woke up screaming. He telt scalded all over. So vnis was

A tomic

what rediation burns from &n stomic bomb felt like!l

tie had feared this night since 1945, this night when & robot
rocket .ould jet over the llorth Pole et supersonic speed.The night that
e€n nknovn assessi--netion would masscre Americe e-bed. Thst atomicon--
fizgration would trensform the metropolises of the Unint2d Stetes intc
skyscerening mushroom clouds.

lie hed hoped orly thet obliteration would come instentaneously
and peinlessly, thet he would be volatized in his dreams,either to wake
in the Hereefter, where there theoreticelly were no atom bombs, or nev-
er to sweke.

But there was alway. the unfecesble possibility that he would
be ceught on the fringe of the fission, then God knew whet death would
be like. Lot & ripping asunder too repid for the senses to record, but
a slow death: & peeling away of the skin 4in leperus patches; & brain
fried in its skull, shriveled and convulsed like worms writhing in a fi-
ery skillet; eyes, liguefying &nd oozing out of their sockets ~*‘ke sep
from e tree.

The man knew himself. Not a coward, but a cerebrotonic -- ru-
persensitive to the thought of pain. A thousand times he had suf:-red
premeture agony, envisioning his 1life ending in an atomic oauldrou of
rediation, nis body burning in waves of invisible fire. He couldn't take
e death 1ike that. That was why he protected himself with en esutometic.
He elwesys slept with it under his villow. He reeched for it now.

Pray God the redistion had not warped it, melted the barrel or
exploded the cartridges!

In the derkness he groped. He couldn't see. He couldn't hear
& sound. He was conscious only of the priekling sensetion €11 over his
body.

His fingers found the gun., It wes hot. In terror m
relief he jerked it to his temple, and in & moment it was hotter.

#ith

"llow whet could have mede him do that?" the fire chief puzszled.
"He wesn't in any danger. The steem didn't even reelly sceld him to a-
mount to anything. He looked & little dazed -- anybody'd be shocked ,
-- but I celled to him, 'You're okay, lister', iust s second before he
fished under his tillow. for the pistol."

"Poor . v. Vence." The hotel wans;sr shook his heed regretful-
ly. "He wes born desf, #nd on ton of thcy lost his sight about two years
adg. "

¢Jivinued 1rom poge Lo

SCIENCE FICTION NEWS LETTER #29--Bob Tucker, PO Box 702, Bloomington,
Illinois, Y're notta gonna lose on this deai. Thish, Tuck has Pics
from Beatley's-On-The-Lake. Good. Usual excellent reviews. The Beau-
tiful Doll Caper, a parody on the detekativ theme by William Nolan,

Good. ~Sorry to see Tuck go with SFNL, Only two more issues to come.

EXCELLENT, ~20¢

SPACE SHIF #22--Bob Silverberg, 760 Montgomery Street, Brookl: 13

N.Y, Bob Impro!es. A 1itho cover this time by Grenﬁell, yeg? 'Gnnlfu]
Good story by DAG, too, Excellent article on the artwork of Rosaleen
Norton by Hal Shapiro. All in all, Sship is the most reliable, steady
mag on the market for its content. It has a steadily improving format
interesting material, and a wise editor. EXCELLENT 10¢ !

STAR-LAN.S #11--Orma McCormick, 1558 Hazelhurst Street Ferndale 20
sichigan. ORMA dood 1t. She has a hand-colored cover'thiu time. %
Excellent artwork, and hard labor. Mimeoing 1s a bit low for her stand-
ards, but still well above the usual-run-of-the-mill fanzine. Poems
are good, as usual. No more can be said. EXCELLEN. 207

TOKQUASIAN TIMES #3--The Torpid Torquasians, 1041 Ca
yuga Street, Santa
Cruz, Cali4nia. This 1s an all-out deal. iithographeg 50 puge;.
Excellent artvork., Excellent content. Best was The Rug by Jo Neilson.
2?1:2bi; g?e 1as§E fuet;o the naturally torpid Torquasians being tired
r shing. s e type of magazine I would
to publish, EXCELLENT, 250 wme o8 LI s

-~

Good

Black, white,

Good artwork.

Four colors.
chpqptinization, too.

Perfect »

10¢
WHISPERING SPACE #1--Val Walker, 6438 E. 4th P1

VEGA #l0=e===w-==yoeL Nydahl, 119 S. Front Street, Marquette, Micnigan.
GOOD.,

Exceedingly well-done cover this time.

green, and red,

content.

WS 1is obviouialy the result of a new fan pubbin;
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very wasteful of space, used only one side of
ing suspicion that Val wanted a bulky magazine
SHOWS PROMISE (has to, can't go ¢ wn).

thing down.
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I've crowded en ewful lot into the lest couple of weeks or so. Some of it
becrs repeeting &nd some of i1t doesn't, but I'm going to give you the works
end you cen decide for yourself whether I'm justified in putting it ell in
this colurn. Oke&y.....?

I leit Edmonton, Alberte about 4:30 PM Sunday August 14th by cer with some
reople thet I contrected with to drive me to my desti-~tion. We drove all
the first day and night, stopped for about eight hours uhe second night, four
hours the third night and kep going all the fourth night to arrive in Toronmto,
2500 miles later, about 3:00 in the afternoon of Thursday.

I slept all the rest of Thursdey, but PFriday,
I contacted Gerry Stewerd, oneoof Toronto's
top fen eand & good correspondent of mine from
awey beck. That night I went up to his place
and we telked ebout verious and sundry things
that we had & mutuel interest in. The next
night, Fridey, Gerry picked me up about 7:00
end we went down to & meeting of the Deril-
icts of Toronto. The Toronto group, I found,
to be 2 1ikeable, active end ambitious group
end I expect great things to come from them
in the future.

At 1:10 PN Sunday, I left by Bus for New York
City, erriving there at 4:00 AX Mondey Mor-
ning, At about.3:00 PM thet same day, I went
up to the Mcyfeir Theatre et Broadwey and
47th end sew War of The Worlds, getting out
egbout 6:00 -- end here I had the most fascin-
eting experience of my travels.

I got out of the shov at 6:00 PN, welked down
Broadwey to 42nd street eand sterted to cross
there. Now at Broadway end 42nd, Brosdway
end 7th Avenue intersect and right at that
intersection there is en open-air restruant
celled the Crossroads Cefe., AsI welked past
thie cefe, I let my eyes wender over the
peonle (ining there ond suddenly I stopped
((aropped)) deed, did e double-take and my
heert skipped a beat. ((Quick, whesser name ?))
I thought I sew somebody I knew.

I looked closer and wes flabergasted to see
Deve Ish of Ridgewood liew Jersey, calmly dining with Herlen Ellison and Selly
Dunn of Clevelend Ohio! So I celmly wslk up to them end nonchalently say;
"Small world, dsn't itev

The meeting itcelf wesn't preerenged end
interest if the
exeunle, I head
ghow 10 minutes
could heve come
thrt rerticuler

wesn't so important. iwWhat is of
robrbilities involved in it cowing ebout. Teke timing for

£t rost r . " en hour le-way. f[hus, i: I had come out of the

esrlier -r .dnutes later, I would have missed them. I

g;t of tue v at any time, but I just Egppened to get out at
me.

°
£
gi

low let's look ut the metter of direction. There are probably en infinite
touber of directions I could heve taken when I left the theatre. I could have
vielled nort., east or west ((infinite??)) but insteed chose to welk south, I
coulc nrve crosced over at any number of streets between 47th end 34th. dut
instesd I crosced 3roedwey ot 4Znd street.

i i # # #

ir T ir i 4
out in my memory? Well, there was Ellison and Ish
€lly 3rlloo, lirrry L. Leuschnee and Robert A, Heinlein 3n the ew York
thority 3us Terminal. After pegi-g the letter, the boye weited exped-
ntly ior r11 the little neophens in the building to come run ing. And then
there wee the visit I reid to Dave Kyle - oy r fina myself -unning errends
or convervion bu=inees - £nd in the nx ceec= meetir- Jeen Cer: L1 end heving

Other incidents thet stick

su~rer with her.

And now em rt tie KIcon, rré Deve Ieh, ierlsn Zllison and myself ure staying
over ¢t arl (Clsen ~lace »rior to the Philcon. Ien i‘ecculey will erive to-

orrow end _ob Tuc'er i. ipvited. Tight now, Teve Ish 1s hammerings ¢t me to
17, rone bleek-jeck witn him, su _'11 si-n off until next issue.

cares CRYPT == =3

youwerexsezrtir.uebbe?

It seems this column is raridly develoninc into a roax column.
The first two installments, in fact, were entirely cevoted to hoaxes.
This time I'm going to cover what I at first assumed to be one of the
most colossal hoaxes in fan-history.

I sveak, of course (of course?--of course .f rcurse, what else?),

of the susnension of Other Worlds.

who

I first heard that OW wes to fold
fuss's

quoted Edward Viood of Chicaro as hevinc ssi so. Th item was in
column in VULCAM (a part that ot orunec out, incicentally).
first read it I wondered 1if wood or watkins had mixed¢ ur O
other mag, or whether it was a hoax., I didn't know,.

Russell K. watkins,
Trig

ahen 1
some

with

Soon after, however, Tucker's SCIW ZE FICTIO" 7%
an gnnouncement that On was éue to "olc, a. arerlly ~leanec
liood again, unverifiec by Palme. About that tiite I decicer
a hoax. Why?

Well, there was a lot of mat.rial thset su -cet @
worlds was due for anything else vt sus ensicn. In a
in A IA SiACs, Palmer mentioned soue rat.er ar-reachin
had for OW, and hint-=d at a new marazire in tlhe 1 na
issue that had been announced in S»¥L as Ou's last, Palre

a full pare tellinz of the :reat material (sic) that he hac

Ok had also gone monthly recsntly, and u 2ed its worf-rates onl;
would lorce

before. Surely Other Worlds was in no -ositior tust
suspend publicatTIon!
Well, Ow did fold. khLere's the scoon: Otrner worlcs has chan~ed
its name to Science Storles, has acnarently cro .ec ti k cover serires, o

and has a new art director. Pslmer anc¢ !ateffey a 5
The first issue, which will most likely bhc out by the
sees print, will have s beautiful cover by fok, 11l

feature a

by Jack Williamson., The secord issue will

Finlay. p;
That's what's hanvened on the suriace. Here's v ened 1in

the backeround: Palmer broke with Clarke rublishine ¢ and bon-~ht

. er

out Bell Publications, nublishers of Universe Science c :
will be publishing both Sclence Stories and Universe Sclence ic
hereafter.

ticn

ir

A little hucksterinc now,
lad nawe of Bob Stewart ard
lection of drawings of ULenn orton
%11l te mimeorravched in multi-coler,
bems. To be titled Ol Lullilu o 4 2
P, A. R, rasis--you nay what you think
All you have to do to acquire a comy 1s
or myself azc ask to be -ut on the mail

i7ton 3treet, 3an crancisco; or fc
1 “rancisco,

I would sincerely acvise
tine it out or my viorst enem:;

a cross betwe.n Ldd Cartier anc
atle cifrercntn that is t!
~2lored srtuork ould
Znglanc mestly, since he 1
crent into the Unitec State
best [CYUN

but soc
Art soclety, I
(-3=-at’ lenst tue hest

wors in

firé his
so far.
All ri-ht,

Larry, I'w fin%




I attended my first convention rccently: the 1353 westercon held
on the last weekend of ilay in Los Anreles. leglstration was over 229,
I hear, and the schecule ran almost ~erfectly. Hlghlicht of the convsn-
tion was an exhibit of paintings by «el Hunter, the best new artist to
hit the stfield since--well, who's your favorite? A few of his covers
have appeared on Galaxy alresdy, but from what I saw in Los Anzeles they're
not of his best work. One nainting sticks in my memory in particular.
It's a spiral nebula, ané each star was nainted on serparately, and 1is
in the rieht place, astronomically. _ikost artists, when doinr a nebula
or such a cluster of stars, dip their brush in white naint, stand back,
and spray. Not Iliel. ne's also got artwork coming up on the covers of
Fantasy & Sclence Fiction and inside 1f.

There vicre peozle there, too. ari Wwolf, rorrest J. Ackerman, <
Kris Neville, A. E. van Vosmt, ltay Bradbury, Chad Oliver, Sam Sgckett,
William F. Nolan, hick Snesry, Jim Keoner, Gersld feard, Stan Woolston,
Len Moffatt, Anna Sinclare Noffatt--well, you ret the idea. Just about
all of southern Califandom and a lot of neorle from elsevwher:c.

The suction was fantastic. Beautiful illustrations and vaintines
went for raltry sums. An olé Frank K. Faul painting
or so, and a Bill Terry cover from I ("The
went for 5.72. Intcrior Lawrence T
drawincs were subsequently lowar. Lven the oririnal
World Well Lost" from Universe Scilence Fiction #1,
to have caus=d qui*tc 4 furor in Los anveles fandom grsate
tary--and slight, at that--rise in bicds. Some 3 1z w
given away, and one particnlarly noor Bill Terry illo was
with a quarter as vayment for taking it.

And then the choosing of the site o. the 19¢
Cole made the first »ic, sneakin~ informally, invi
San Francisco in 1924. Some teenager made a bl
but when asked what club would sconsor 't ("Certal
he reseated himself. ~3an Dieg> also macde a Lid, b X
from the start that 3an rrancisco had it by a zood mar~

obvious

It dig.

I brought someone home for supper, Maw!""

%
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So this is death,

I didn't know it would be like this; I thought it would be unbearably hot, like they teach you in Sunday
School. For I must be in Hell. I couldn't have gone to Heaven, Not after what I did, For I did some-
thing really bad. What I did makes Judas look like a piker.

I sold a planet.

Ah, there's another one of the devils, now. But I always thought that devils were red, with horns, a
tail, and a pitchfork, This devil is white, At least he is wearing white. His skin is colored brown.
And he looks human. Just like any Negro would. And I don't mind him being Negro, either. I guess race
ial discrimination is gone when you're all in Hell together.

But I didn't stop with selling out the Negroes. No, I sold out everyone. Right down the river, Or
right down the Galaxy, for no water can exist in outer space, can it? That's what I learned in school.
They said that water would either boil away or form a globe, and it wouldn't really be water anymore,
anyway, But I don't know if I can believe them or not anymore., BecMuse they taught me wrong about the
devils,

This devil here for instance. He is white, just like me. But he anpears to be Nordic, and I didn't

like Nordic people when I was alive. I was a Jew. And we Jews are hated b y the rest of the people, you
know. So why shouldn't we hate the rest of the people? For that matter, why shouldn't we sell the sec—
rets of Earth's defense to BEMs from Vega? That's what I did, you know. I sold all the secrets of Earth's
defense to BEMs from Vegae. But I don't really mind this Norweigian anymore, I guess racial discriminat—
ion is gone when you're all in Hell together.

Out there for three months, all alone, waiting for my relief. I had to find something to 4o, I couldn't
Just sit there, waiting for my relief man to come up from Earth. I would have gone crrzv just sitting
€. So I found something to do. I sold Earth. And mow I'm in Hell, with all the Nords, Negroes,
cans, and everyone, all dressed in white. That'smhere I had to go, to Hell, isn't 1t? For I did
thing wrong, and when you do something wrong and die without a chance to repent to the Rabbi, you go
ell. And there you burn for all Eternity, which is a long time, and it is insufferable, You can't
it. You cry to God, or to Satan, or to your own condemned soul to get you out of that horrible
ture,

But this Hell is different, In this one you just wait for Eternity, wait in a small soft room, with
vhite devils around you, all of them talking givberish, which must be incantations to drive you mad,

and add to the torture. And all because some squiggly little monster came up to you when you had nothing
better to do and asked for Earth's secrets in return for thirty pieces of silver,

He said his name was Zurd Qual, and that he was from Vega IV. That was the name we gave it, and they had
a different name for it., But he said that he was the Russian't enemy, and that if I gave him the snace
station that he would give me thirty pieces of silver, and that that would make me infinitely rich down
below. I thought he meant Earth, I thought he meant that when I got down to Earth that I would be able
to buy anything I wanted. But I can't. Because I'm in Hell, and you can't buy anything in Hell, because
that would give you pleasure and pleasure is the last thing that Beelzebub wants you to have.

Maybe he meant that here in Hell I could give the thirty pieces of silver to Satan
and that he would give me something in exchange. Then I must try it.

There is a devil now. The Negro devil, dressed in vhite, just like the rest of
them are, Now that I think of it, I too, am dressed in white. Funny. I thought
that white 5’@3 the color that they give to angels when they go to Neaven. But I
am going to throw the thirty pieces of silver at this brown devil. Funny, I
always did refer to Negroes as "brown devils" before this happened. Now I can
¢all him that intruth, But to him I am a white devil, There! I have thrown
them.. Now he has looked at me. And he looks at where I am looking, at the thir-
ty pieces of silver. He doesn't seem to understand. So I yeékl at him, I yell that he is to nick them
up and take them to Satan himself to see what he will give me for them.

He looks again, and then turns to run. Now he is back, With that Nordic devil. But this must be Satan.
So I yell to him. I yell that he has my thirty pieces of silver, and I want what I can get for them. He
looks at me pitifully and mouths more of that infernal gibberish at the prown devil. Then they open my
room and walk in, Maybe they will free me! Even though I sold Earth to the BEMs from Vega IV.




