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FIDITORIAL

To Hannes Bok, as a friend, and as a
great artist, in humhle appreciation
for his years of service to science~
fantasy, and especially fandom, we
gratefully dedicate this issue.

It was just four years ago that Jim
Bradley and Malcolm Willits arrived at
the wonderful conclusion that 1ife was
not worth living without puhlishing a
atf fanzine, The result was a 16 page
mimeographed issue called Destiny. It
was nearly two years ago that a fan
named Earl Kemp sent in his subscrip-
tion and announced that his time and
talents were available. He was co-
editor within a week (moral - subscribe
only to pro-zines). And now that four
years have passed we are celebrating
both events with this special 64 page
fourth anniversary issue which we hope
you will enjoy.

It's a great deal of work compiling
a 64 page issue. This 10th issme re-
presents the work of twenty-seven fans
and seven professionals. The contribu-
tors live fram Rew York to: California,
and even one fram London, England, We
are actually stymied at just how +to
thank so many wonderful people. We must
mention Chesley Bonestell who so kindly
allowed us to reproduce on our cover
one of his oil paintings from The Qgg
quest of Space. Our thanks also go
Fritz Leiber, Robert Bloch, Frank M.
BRobinson, and Philip Jose Farmer for
allowing us to publish their off- trail
works.Special thanks go to the contribm
tors to our fan portfolio of art, and
to the rest of the fan illustrators re-
presented in this issue. Incidently,
we hope to make thias special portfolio
an annual affair, so all fan artists
are urged to make ready next years con-
tribution. I would publicly like to
thank Dennis Gifford for both his in-
formative article and the fine hospi-
tality he showed me while I was his
guest in England. I'm sure our readers'
thanks will be extended to Robert Patt-
rick for his ten page article on "Fan-
tagy and the Animated Cartoon." And
last, but not least, go our thanks to
Hamnes Bok, for both his back-cover
painting, and all the help, interest,
and hospitality he has shown the grate-
ful editors of Destiny in the past. In
short, our thanks go to everyone con-
nected with and represented in this sp-

ecial fourth anniversary issue.

We are pleased with the success Ralph
Rayburn Phil1ips has had with his art
during the past few months, having long
felt that his original and imaginative—
art was being neglected by those who
should recognize and encourage it. His
paintings and drawings are now on per-
manent exhibition at a small gallery in
Portland, he and Lilith Lorraine have
had favorable word from a puhlisher
about a book they created together, and
Dr.. Raymond F. Piper, RHead of the De-
partment of Philosophy at Syracus Uni-
versity is compiling a book on cosmie
art which will probably feature Mr,
Phillip's "The Temple of the Mysteriea®
draving. This drawing appears on the
back cover of our 11th issue,

Speaking of our 11th issue, it has
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now been published, and features a cam-
plete index to all the 1953 science-
fiction, fantasy, and weird books and
magazines puhlished in the English lan-
guage. Into this issue has gone a tre-
mendous amount of time and research,
and 1its appearance 1s solely to the
credit of Edward Wood and Earl Kemp,
For 35¢ you can't get a better value
than this 64 page 11th issue, as verif-
ied by the recent approval given it by
the Magazine of Sf & F in their recent
1ssue. See you next issme !

Sincerely, your editors,
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The Last
Question

«sessuGreat mechanical brains
will always be 1limited, due
to the mentel l1imitations of
their humen creators. But be-
yond this certain point where
man can neither esk nor un-
derstand, could not another
mechanicel brein assume their
task? In "The Lest Question%]
John Todd 1introduces "Great
and Small B", and what we
sincerely believe to be an
entirely new idesl to science
fictioneeeeeecsessaaasssncona

by
Joun Tood

MNlustrated by Naaman Peterson
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The afterncon sun cast spirals of
light as it flowed in through the win-
dowa of the laboratory. The rays caught
a flock of dustmotes, passed through
them and finally were lost in the re-
cesses of the great roam. The room was
all of eighty feet long and at 1least
sixty wide. It was filled with the
strangest conglomeration of apparatus;
Jjunk, one might be tempted to call it;
that is, if he judged only by appearan-
ces. The room's occupant evidently
didn't, by the attention he was bestow-
ing on a strange-looking machine.

It was a strange machine because it
was nothing more or less than a brain,
It hed no body. Instead, it had a base
which was cemented to the floor. The
lack of a body, however, seemed to be
of no disadvantage to the brain, since
it had the capacity of 5,000,000 man
brains.

The mac who had been bending over it
examining a loose electrode,straighten~
ed up now, His strong features lost
their loock of grimmess and he nodded to
himself, visibly relieved. His eyes
brightened behind the thick-lensed
glasses. It wouldn't be much trouhle
to fix 1t. Just a matter of an hour or
se. Soon, the machine would be running
again,

Professor Carpenter sat down at his
desk which was littered with formulae,
Delving into the pile, he extracted one
and examined it with narrow eyes. He
didn't know whether the idea would work
or not, To the best of his knowledge,
it had never been tried before, The
idea of using one mechanical brain to
ask another, a larger brain, questions
might sound fantastic to some. He
could make the experiment. A man feed-
ing prohlems into a mechanical brain
was neceasarily limited by the extent
of his knowledge and intelligence.
Questions and problems too difficult
for a human brain to conceive, ecould
easily be thought up by a machine. He
glanced at the Great B.

It stood back against the wall,look-
ing like a giant compared with the
smeller B. It towered thirty-five feet
above the floor and its width was two-
thirds the length of the laboratory.
Where the Small B could work prohlems
involving 75,000,000 ciphers, the Great
B could solve those involving up to
600,000,000, Beyond the mathematical
range of the Great B, it was impossible
to go. The existence of a realm beyond
was unthinkable. Prohlems that would
occupy a mathematician for centuries
could be solved by the Great B in five
minutes, He looked at it eadmiringly.
Its top was lost in the shadows of the

ceiling.

With the Great B he could solve the
mysteries of the universe, even those
of futurity, for the capacity of the
machine was such that all possible
mathematical combinations could be seen
by it at once. The Great B could easily
tell the future,

He rose from the desk and set about
replacing the electrode which had burn-
ed out on the Small B, It was a more
complicated job than he had thought and
it must have been two hours later whem
he finished. He was now ready. It was
necessary for the Small B to run for
thirty minutes before feeding questions
to 1t.

He threw the switch and instantly,
the Small B commenced humming. It was
like a living thing. He stepped over to
the Great B and threw its switch, The
humming of the small wes drowned by the
noise emanating from the larger machine,
It wvasn't a humming; it could only be
described as a roar. He could feel the
floor vibrating under his feet with
each pulsation of the monater. If he
hadn't had the 1laboratory walls st-
rengthened, it would have shaken the
place down. If he could attach some
device to mffle the noise, it would
help.

He looked at the 1large square plate
bigh up on the front of the Great B, A
lighted floodlight overimung it to i11-
unine the answers that appeared on it.
The plate was empty and appeared cold
and 1lifeless. He couldn't repress a
chill as he wondered what he would see
there,

Glancing at his watch, he saw that
lights were beginning to flash on the
Small B, In response, they began flash
ing on the Great B. He made certain
the teletype was working on both mach-
ines. They had been endowed with voices
and when they spoke, the words were
automatically teletyped on an endless
roll of peper. This afforded a double-
check against error.

With a whir, banks of machinery high
up in the Great B sprang into 1life.

"Professor Carpenter !" A cold, ex-
pressionless metallic voice reverbrated
from end to end of the great room, its
echoes finally dying away as whispers.

"Yes, Great B2"

nStand over here please, where I can
see you better. Ah, that's good."

The voice was silent for a moment as
though the machine were studying the
Professor, then it continued, "You are
awvare that I am the repository of all
possihle knowledge?"

"You should be", replied the Pro-
fessor. "I created you. I endowed you
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with a volce to speak and brains to
think."

"The knowledge I possess is a thou-
sand years ahead of Twentieth Century
science, Without me it would take Man
a thousand years to learn what I can
tell him, T can ansver any conceivable
question. I can solve any problem, I
can solve problems that are beyond the
capacity of .any except myself to con-
ceive”,

The echoes of the great voice fin-
ally dwindled into murmuringe, and as
the last died away, the leaden silence
fell.

"I am ready", spoke the Small B. Its
voice was lower and higher-pitched,
sounding like the squeak of a mouse
compared with the roar of the sea.

The Small B first asked the Great B
the formula for finding the velocity of
light. In exactly 38 seconds, the
formula came out on the teletype. Pro-
fessor Carpenter wished to get an idea
as to the comparative speed of the
Great B on different problems, A4s such
he thought it best to start it on easy,
familiar ones.

The great voice was now booming out
the number of lightyears to Alpha Cen-
tauri, a computation that had occupied
twenty-five seconds. The precise dis-
tance around the universe was given in
4/, and the formulas for splitting the
atom and constructing the atomic bomb,
in 31 and 24 respectively.

As the endless roll of paper came
spewing steadily forth from the Great B
with its millions of figures, he felt a
f
glow of triumph. Soon, he would learn
what he really wanted to know. So far,
the Great B had dealt only with fa-
miliar problems. Soon, it would ven=-
ture into the unknown.

The Great B now started on the H-Bomb
formula. The banks of computers whirred
untiringly as the millions of rods,
wires, and parts swiftly computed. In
the space of ninety seconds, the for=-
mila was delivered ihto Professor Car-
penter's waiting hands.

The Small B had started on a formula
for a super-Tritonium Bomb. It was
transferred to the Great B and complet-
ed in two and one-half minutes.

Professor Carpenter looked at his
watch, The hands pointed to two A.M.
Rubbing his eyes, he stepped over to
the control switch of the Great B and
tried to pull it. It resisted. It
must be stuck, he thought. He was
swiftly disillusioned by the machine's
reply to his unspoken thought.

"No, Professor. It is not stuck. I
simply do not choose to be shut off.

You started me, but you cannot stop me.
Give me another prohlem !"

As it spoke, it reverbrated slightly
as though to emphasize its words.

Wearily, he started it on the pro-
hlem of the exact number of universes
as well ag the number of planets, as-
teroids, and stars in each. That should
take it some time, he thought. He 1it
a cigarette. By the time the cigarette
had burned half-way down, the solution
was in his hands. At two-thirty, the
Great B had given the exact time of the
origin of the universe, as well as the
manner. By three o'clock, it had spew-
ed forth a formula for creating 1life in
the laboratory. As the Professor ex-
amined the roll of paper, he was amazed
as he realized what this meant. His
would be the honor of creating the
firat man-made living cell. The Great
B would make him renowned in the an-
nals of Science.

"Are you not weary?" he asked.

T never tire !" was the reply. In-
deed, as he looked up at it, another
bank of lights flashed on and the en-
tire machine stood revealed, its lights
playing over the ceiling.

He chuckled as he thought of it.
Why not? Even the Great B couldn't
tell him how to square the circle. He
chuckled again as he watched the mon-
ster machine deal with the enigma.

His amusement changed to something
resembling shock, whem, at four-fifteen
the Great B told him the solution. He
realized that it had passed into the
realm of non-Euclidean geometry.

As if in confirmation, the Great B
spoke.

nCorrect, Professor, In this realm,
lines are not straight. As such, par-
allel 1lines inevitably intersect at a
certain point. The beliefs of your
geometricians are upset by their dis-
covery of this realm,” The voice fell
silent.

A glow of pride suffused the Pro-
fessor's breast. In the space of two
or three days, he would advance Science
ten centuries. His name would loom
greater than those of Copernicus, Gal-
ileo, Newton, La Place, Darwin, Kelvin,
and Einstein, together. But, he must
hurry. There was so much to be done
and so 1ittle time in which to do it !
He must keep the Great B working night
and day without stop. Who could tell
what secrets would be unlocked to him
in the next six hours, for example?
There would be no stop until they re-
ached the wall beyond which there was
nothing. He feverishly 1it a cigar-
ette with trembling fingers and sucked
it in gasps. CONTINUED - Page 51
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RATHER LIKE A NEANDERTHAL,
like a caricature of the God, Mars
squatted in Europe, warming his hands
over the eastern coastline of the
United States. His heavy, hairy body
was all in the cone of the Earth'a
shadoWw~~~--the space--station Just
missed his hunched shoulders and
sunken head. The thick, lower atmoa-
phere, here and there aswarm with
tiny dark buzzing things to which he
paid no attention, trickled pleasant-
ly around his feet, between his toes,

and along his shins, but it was chil-
ly above, where the cold bright staras
stared around with a hostile unwink-
ingness,

Occasional meteor clouds,
like puffs of sand, would tickle hia
thick hide or blow square into his
apish, brooding face. Then he'd
blink and shake his head, or flick
the tichy spot with unmeditated
accuracy. I

He sighed---a windy grunt,
His gnarly hand, knuckles down, roved

ILLUSTRATIONS BY JACK HARNESS
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aimlessly over the darkened land,
found a city. His broad grimy thumb
erased an edge. Stretching, half
turning, resting an elbow against
the Alps but avoiding the small
lighted area, he reached across the
Channel, 1lightly flicked.

He took a stick and poked
at a section of the eastern coast
line where the flames had died down
a little. With momentarily quicken-
ing interest he bent forward, mouth
working, small eyes that nothing
could evade peering restlessly from
side to side, as if to spy the escape
of succulent grubs from a rotted log
afire. He pinched up several strug-
gling figures between cunningly
effecient finger and thumb, tasted,
chewed awhile without relish, spat.

He sighed againe. His
shoulders sagged. His hands folded
themselves loosely on his hairy
thighs, His eyes almost closed. His
head nodded. His breaths went thickly
through his teeth,

The space-platform, tech-
nically vonBraun #1, left the lighted
half of the globe and buzzed into the
dark. It seemed rather like a trop-
ical nocturnal insect, withits bright
lights and gaudy alluminium finish,.
And, startled from his drowse, as if
at such an insect, Mars grabbed,

But he halted the sidewise
snatch midway. Grimacing foolishly,
he slowly and carefully drew back
his hand. From under the shabby,
surly brows his glance went outward
toward the stars---fearfully, guilt=-
ily, apologetically. Then with one
last guardedly wistful look at the
departing satellite, with one last
avoiding glance at the narrow lighted
region from which it had come (they
were too 1like the stars, those
lights, not like the red, fierce,
greedy, darkness-loving flames), he
rank again into slumberous brooding.

The dawn crept down his
tangled hair and compressed forehead,
reached his eyes, He jerked, blinked,
squeezed his eyes tight shut, for a
moment hunched 1lower yet, then got
up reluctantly, stretched without
pleasure, yawned, belched, and
lumbered off eastward.

He squinted about, shield=-
ing his eyes from the direct rays of
the sun, which at this altitude was
an even more deadly glare than down
below (yet everywhere around it the
heavens were still dead black and
the stars gleamed not one whit less
frostily).

But though its rays were
too bright, the sun's warmth was
grateful, Slowly his muscles unkinked
and the twinges left his joints. He
became limber, strutted a little,
splashed noisily through the warm,
oozy Pacific, cockily squared his
shoulders, (so much as his habitual
stoop would permit), 1let his feet
drag suggestively close to the ground
as he stepped across certain taboo
regions, kicked into waves the cooler
Atlantic--~and before he realized it
was back in Europe again.

He scowled. Sluggishly,
black anger spread out across his
whole beetling visage. This place
had become too small for him, It
cramped., It thwarted., He looked up
at the globular moon, hanging like
some tempting fruit just out of reach,
For a moment his resentment and hate
were openly discernable in the quick
glance he gave the stars.

Some day !

The intoxicating thought
took possession of his small mind.
He began to stride up and down,
muttering unintelligibly, fanning
courage for he knew not what, A
certain clumsy rhythm became apparent
in his &steps, in the sway of his
shoulders. Inside him, his anger
began to drone a secret song of hate
against the stars, over and over
again. His lips began to form the
words, though he was not yet worked
up to the point of wuttering them
aloud,

Suddenly he jumped and ki-
yied with fear. His horny, insensit-
ive feet had unwittingly led him into
the ice-crusted region of the pole,
A great stream of invisible energy,
gushing out of the sun, corkscrewed
into the Earth's magnetic field,
creating just at his elbow a green,
ghostly, crackling thing as tall as
himself, Simultaneously a swarm of
meteors rather larger than the ordi=-
nary swooped into the lower atmos=
rhere, stinginghis ankles with their
incandescent sparks.

He beat a hasty, cringing
retreat from the palely undulating
aurora, making certain magical pro-
tective signs with fingers and thumb,
and immediately busied himself with
his customary occupations, All day
long he worked diligently around the
world, poking, stirring, grubbing,
nibbling, pushing. Never once did
he so much as look up at the stara,
and there was nothing at all sugges-
tive in his avoidance of the few
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small taboo areas.

Yet, when his night came,
there was a noteworthy abaence of
reluctance in his quitting work and
returning to his home planet. And
this time there was no preliminary
period of getting settled, no casual
probings. Almost at once he sank
into the apethetic semblance of a
doze,

From under half-shut lids,
through the blur of thick lashes, he
stared incuriously at the flames
dotting Earth. They wove a shadowy,
dancing hypnotic pattern, suggesting
older, primordial days. Under their
influence, memory suddenly woke and
ran like a bright red rill across
his stony brooding.

Memory came to him so
seldom that it almost seemed those
things were happening again----those
clashings of steel, those screamings
of horse, those tiny arrow-clouds,
those catapulted atones (poor, feeble
meteors), those routs, pursuits,
scalings and ambuscades----and back,
and ever farther back, to the first
clubbings and stoninga, the first
scratchings and tearings of unarmed,
unarmored tribes. His breath came
faster. His eayes, glinting with
faint red reflections, were glared.

There was a glow about those earliest
memoriea that nothing later could

match. A feeling of youth and of
the world's freshness, of something
untouched, virginal,

At that moment there
impinged upon his eardrums, instantly
recognized among a thousand similar,
unnoticed buzzings, the pasz

unnoticed buzzings, the passage of
the space-station that interrupted
his thoughts every two hours. He
made no move, did not steal even a
single glance at the bright shiny
object. But he sat absolutely rigid
for as long as he could hear the
mimsile, and all that long, long time
a hot jelly-like trembling went up
and down his flesh,

When even the inward echo
of the satellite's swishing died
away, he realized, with nauseating
suddenness, that his precinct, his
portion of the cosmos----all of it
save fora few areas of insignificant
8ize==~-~had become utterly boring to
him, distasteful, without savor. For
him, it had soured. All the rest of
the night he crouched wild-eyed in

the dark, terrified at the prospect

of his miaery.
The following days he went

about his customary occupations, but
without enthusiasm, often with wrin-
kled nostrils and grimacing 1lips,
sometimes with averted face, and
always with increasing listlessness.
No longer did he strut or swagger.
No longer did he seek the pleasure
of the limbering sun, Once or twice
he sought vent in rages against the
creatures below, screaming and stamp-
ing and pounding, but afterwards
these outbursts would seem to him as
petty as they actually were, bringing
an increase of discontent,

He tried, too, to recall
his song against the stars, but the
memory of it, inhibited by his
previous fright and cowardice, was
beyond reach, and his dull mind
could invent no other. His fear of
the stars grew, became a constant
nervousness. Now he never looked
outward, except with an expression
of the most exaggerated placatingness,

Each night he still squat-
ted on Mars. Every few hours he saw
the light bouncing off the satellite
as it passed. But never did the
sight bring that excited trembling--
-=only the raw=nerved, exhausted
frantickness of a man kept awake from
dusk to dawn by the buzzing of a
mosquito,.

Nothing, however, lasts.
There came a day when he seemed to
take a turn for the better, His
movements became less sluggish, his
eyes regained something of their old
alertness, he began to show a quick=-
ening of interest in his activities,
Blow but steady, &0 that when night

CONCLUDED - Page 52
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SHOWS US THE MAN IN THE

CELLAR. WHO IS EE? HE COULD BE IQU
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I toak a good look around before
I went in, to be sure nobody was
following me. Apparently the coast
was clear, but you've got to be
careful,

Snow was coming down and the
streets were utterly deserted. I
went into the bar and closed the door
behind me, letting the grateful

ILLUSTRATION BY

MMUNIST

warmth come up as I waited for the
steam to clear from my glasses.
Apparently I was the only
customer tonight. Nobody came here
when there was a District Meeting,
and that's what I'd counted on. The
bartender gave me a fugny look <= he
must have been wonderingwhy I wasn't
over at the Armory with the rest of

RAY LOCHRIDGE
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them.

I walked up to the bar and stood
there.

"What's yours?" he asked.

"Make it straight," I said.

''"Wash ?"

"Blood."

He stared and leaned over.
"What type?"

"7202," I told him.

Now it was his turn to 1look
around. He put his mouth close to
my ear. "In back here," he murmured.
"Thought you was never coming,"

"How is he?" I asked.

The bartender shrugged. PUY:
dunno. I haven't been down for a
while. Last time I looked, not so
good."

"Drinking?"

The bartender nodded. "Whaddya
expect ?"

"Think he can make it if I bring
the car around?"

"Dunno. See for yourself, Come
on, now, hurry before somebody comes
in. TNamn Security was around about
six."

I stiffened. He put his hand
on my shoulder, "It's all right.
They didn't notice nothing." He
stopped, raising the trapdoor in the
floor under the back-bar. '"Here you
go -- take the flashlight. I'll give
you the office three times with my
foot, 1like this, 1if anybody comes
in."

He astamped in demonstration as
he handed me the flashlight. It
clicked it on and clambered down the
steps as he closed the trapdoor over
me,.

I went down the short passage-
way and opened the cellar door. It
wasn't the regular cellar --- just a
room hollowed out behind the coal-
bin, I guess. Hardly the place to
spend the weekend, with ita single
naked light bulb dim and dangling
down over the table, the chair, the
cot and the toilet,

The big man stood up when I came
in. That is, he tried to stand up,
but he couldn't quite make it. He
trembled a little ~--~ but that might
have been the whiskey, too. I could
see the empty fifth-bottle on the
floor and the half-filled one rest-
ing next to his right hand. If that
wasn't evidence enough, I had only
to look at his eyes. They were rol-
ling around in the sockets 1like a
couple of bloodshot marbles,

"Hello," I said. "All ready to
go?"

He gulped. "Jesus, you fright-
ened me when you came in. I thought
it wag ==a"

I nodded. "Nothing to worry
about. Everything's set,"

"But they said this afternoon
some time —-a"

"I got held up. Or rather, we
couldn't find our pilot. This iasn't
exactly the night for a trip to
Canada, you know." I smiled at him.

"But we're all straightened out now,
Got a car down the street, take you
right to the field, He thinks he
can make it if he geta above the
storm ---- he's taken off without
lights before,"

"Field ?" He gulped again.
"That's dangerous, isn't it?"

"Everything's dangerous. But
you can't expect him to risk the
airport. You packed?"

He glanced down at a battered
briefcase. "Sure. Al I'uve got."

"Don't worry. There's some
money waiting for you in Winnepeg.
And a job."

"Organization?"

I hesitated. "Well, not exact-
ly. I mean, we know what you've
been through -- we figured you ought
to rest up for a while before trying
any more writing, A couple of months
at some routine job in a store ought
to put you back in shape."

"Sure. That's what I need.
Little rest." He reached for the
bottle.

"Better hurry,” I told hinm,
"You're expected.”

"Juat one more." He tilted the
bottle, passed it to me. "How about
you?"

I shook my head. He looked at
the bottle, started to set it down,
then raised it again. "Cold outside,"
he said. "Better have another for
the road."

"For the road." I noticed the
scars on his neck when he put his
head back to drink, I guess they
beat him up pretty bad.

He caught me staring at him and
said, "How's Tuck?"

I didu't answer,

"What's the matter?"

I sighed. "You know we can't
talk. The minute we start exchanging
information --="

"Yeah, I know. But I been out
of touch for so long. Did you ever
hear what they did to Campbell?"

"Please, you know I can't tell
you,"
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"But dammit, I want to know! I
got a right to know!"

"Nobody has rights any more," I
said. "Just duties."

"Quit stalling," he wheezed.
"I'm no kid. I can take it. I know
what happened to Hark and Kat and to
Fritz and some of the others in town
here. Hell, I was there when they
got Bea ---"

"Forget it," I said. "Let's
goa."

He reached for the bottle again.
"You!" he said. "You act 1like you
were in Security yourself. Vion't
talk, won't tell a guy anything =--="

I leaned over and took the
bottle out of his hand. "Look," I
murmured. "You've had enough,"

“"Sure. I've had enough." He
grinned, and I could see the black
crevice of his mouth, and the place
where they'd knocked his lower teeth
out. "I've had enough s8itting in
cellars, waiting and watching and
wondering. I've had enough of this
‘forget it! stuff, too. You think a
man can forget? God knows, I tried.
But iquor's no good, and when I
sleep the dreams come, and then I'm
back there at the Hearing and they're
working me over, asking me about the
magazine --="

"Come on," I said. "You can
s8leep on the plane. Tomorrow morning
you'?l be in Winnipeg, ready to =-=-a'"

He shook his head, "Ready to
what? I'm not ready for anything
any more. I ought to be locked up,
with the rest of them, or down under
with George O, and Mel and Ted and
Judy."

"Don't talk like that," I said.
"Ye're still fighting,"

"Fighting? How =--- and what
for? Sending out those damn mail-
ings from Canada, You know the Post
Office confiscates half that stuff--
--the Censor Division has it all
spotted. And what if it gets thr=
ough? Half the people on our lists
are dead. The other half won't be
around long either if they're ever
caught reading what you aend. Who
the hell does Phil think he is, any-
way -- Tom Paine? You can't start a
revolution by mail, And who wants

one around here? People like
Security."
"You're Jjust tired. You'll

talk differently after a rest."
"No," His hand went to the

bottle again. "Don't try and stop

me, It's nouse. I made up my mind,"
"Please, we must go Now =ea''

"] made up my mind, I told you.
I'm not going."

"Byt ee='

"Sorry. I know jou went to a
lot of trouble, you and the whole
Movement. But I'm not worth saving
anyway."

"0f course you are. Why, you're
one of the Big Names, look at what
you've done,"

"You look at it. If you can
find anything to lookat." He laugh-
ed, burbling into the bottle. '"Sure,
I wrote a lot. Edited, too. Used
to go to all the Conventions. You
remember those Conventions, Bob?"

"Sure,"” I said. "I remember."

"Thousand people. We had a
thousand people at Chicago. And
Philly and Frisco --- remember how
Jarry used to play the piano? And
this guy Ed Wood, we used to sit
there and argue about -=" He slammed
the bottle down. "Ah, to hell with
it! What's the use of thinking about
the past?"

"“"Now you're talking," I said.
"We've got to think about the future,"

"No you don't!" He leered
drunkenly. "1'Gainst Security to
remember? When their damn Commit-
ties figured out it was subversive
== all this stuff about space-travel
and rockets., Said we were prying
around in Top Secret information.
Then they stopped the magazines and
the books and they got after the fan
org'nizations, Said they were all
Communist Frent. Said we were all
Communists, too. Big laugh, isn't
it? But they proved Orwell was, and
they said Huxley and H. G. Wells and
Russell and all the others had Commie
ideas === 80 that made us Commies
too. And with this war acare and
everything ==a'

I glanced at my watch., '"We
haven't much time," I said.

"We haven't any time. Our time
ran out long ago." He sloshed the
last inch in the bottom of the
bottie, then drained it. '"Time ran
out for Acky and Doc and Cliff and
all the boys. I saw a picture of
Marty after they got through with
him ---ll

He began to shake now, and I
saw that he wae crying. '"We never
hurt anybody," he said. '"We did our
best, and if Bradbury wrote about
burning books he never figured it
would make trouble. Ray wasn't any
Communist, nor Horace and Evelyn,
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PICTURES A FUGITIVE FROM THE FUTURE
A SATIRE OF THE PINNACLE OF MAN'S
INHUMANITY TO MAN

EXCESSIVE MECHANISM

Henry Smith stood just outside
the Spraybody Automatic Shower Stall
and shivered. He was becoming
unreasonable again, he thought. It
had been two weeks since he had seen
the family psychiatrist----though he
had been warned he shouldn't let go
that long----and the delusions had
grown, as he had been told they would,

Like the shower stall, for exampe.
Those bright-eyed chromite gauges,
the slashing smirk of red that was
the temperature dial, that overpower-
ing feeling of mechanical superiority.

He shivered again, dropped a
quarter into the pay-as-you-bathe
coin slot, and entered the stall,
The needle spray started gently at
first, melting his Esy-Sleep paper
pajamas and washing them down the
drain. Then the soap sprays jetted
out, the water changed to hot, and
three hundred and ten scientifically
calculated seconds later, he finished
under a gentle luke-warm hosing with
Jjust a trace of pine odor added.

Once outside the stall, he snat-
ched a faded towell off the wall rack

JLLUSTRATION BY BILL DIG&IN AND BOB BYTHWAY
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and scampered to the far end of the
bathroom. There was a whirling sound
behind him and the Dry-Rite toweling
robot---Julia's latest acquisition---
purred smoothly out of ita closet.
Henry managed to dodge it the first
time. The second time it cornered
him between the depilatory basin and
the flush tank and he yielded reluct-
antly to its pummelings.

It was getting to be more than
a man could stand, he thought as the
toweled arms patted and prodded hia
thin physique to dryness. It bred
revolt. 15u couldn't even tie your
shoelaces nowadays without some damn-
ed machine dashing up to do it for
you. It was enmough to shake your...
«..Banity.

Julia was waiting for him at
the breakfast table. A powdered,
perfumed, and pampered Julia who
didn't look a day older than when he
had first married her. BHer first
purchase had been a Pretty-As-A-Pic-
ture Automatic Beauty Cabinet and he
had to admit that it had done yeoman
service in the years she had used it.

She kissed him wetly and sagged
limply back into the padded dinette
seat, "Office again, darling?"

She had asked the same identical
question each morning for the last
ten years, he thought with an acute
feeling of annoyance. The same
idiotic, stupid question with the
smothering solicitous overtones that
were as pauseating aa they were false,

"Henry, you're not listening to
me!"

"Yes," he sighed, "it's office
again today. And office again tomor-
row and office again the day after
that,"

She managed to look hurt with-
out wrinkling her make-up, Julia
didn't cry any more, he thought abs-
tractly, ever since she decided it
took a full hour in the ABC to repair
the damage the tears caused.

"You're turning into an old
grouch,”" she said petulantly. '"You
don't even 1like to talk to me any-
more,"

He dialed his breskfast on the
dinette's Chef-O-Meter. "You never
have anything to say."

lloh!ll

There was a sliding noise and
his morning oatmeal zoomed across

the table and came to rest directly
beneath his nose. It was already
creamed and sugared with a little
plastic spoon handle projecting over
the edge of the bowl, Some day, he
thought gloomily, they'd have machines
that would eat it and digest it as
well,

“"Henry." Brightly. "Do I look
all right this morning?"

He glanced at his watch. Seven
and a half minutes to eight, right
on time, "You 1look wonderful.
Please pass the bread."”

He dropped a slice in the old-
fashioned toaster with a feeling of
deep satisfaction. He looked forward
to breakfast and the reason why he
looked forward to breakfast was that.

looked forward to breakfast was that
he looked forward to seeing the hot,
dark-brown bread pop up from the red
depths of the toaster, Bread that
he immediately took and coated with
a thin layer of butter and then anain-
ted with spicy marmalade. It was
one of the few things 1left that waa
peculiarly individual, that couldn't
be duplicated by machines.

There was a click and the toast
popped into view. He looked at it
with a sudden pang of fear clutching
at his stomach. It was already

Yellowed with butter and spread with
marmalade,

"I had the toaster rebuilt,"
Julia simpered. "I always did say

there was no sense in you going to
all that work each morning.”

It couldn't be an exact dupli-
cation, he thought desperately. A
machine couldn't match his personal
taste. He gingerly picked up the
slice and bit into it.

It tasted exactly like a slice
he would have fixed.

He looked at his wife through a
bloodshot haze. He suddenly wanted
to see that perfectly sculptured and
coiffured head disappear in a sea of
redec...

"Henry!"

He was on his feet, clutching
the toaster tightly in his hands with
every intention of using it as a
blunt instrument., He blinked at her
cry, them dropped the toaster and
fled.

The Quick--AS--A--Wink transit
walk deposited him in front of the
building where he worked and a moment

later he was in his own offices. He
chewed some nerve pillas and relaxed
at his desk, happy to be away from
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Julia and the apartment.

He rifled through the papers on
his desk, quickly sorted them out
and let them slide down the labeled
distribution slots at the desk's
edge. Then he regretted that he had
done it so quickly. That was all
there was to do. For all day. And
machines could have done that, he
thought.

"Gaod morning, Hank,"

Henry's eyes 1lit up. "Come in,
Lou! Have a seat,"

Louis Jones, stoop-shouldered
and balding, slouched in and started
to sit down on the thin air in fromt
of Henry's desk. A Rest-In-Peace
sarvo chair scuttled frantically over
and caught him two feet above the
floor.

"How's the wife, Lou?"

Jones hesitated. "Ohe=--=all
right, Beautiful as ever,"

Henry remembered Julia that morn=-
ing., Every curl in place, flawless
complexion, that look of band-box
perfection that was only remotely
human.

Ujomen aren't women any more,"

Jones burst out. “"They're Jjust
another damned appliance!"
Henry nodded miserably. I

know what you mean," He lowered his
voice to a confiding whisper, Ly
almoat hit Julia with the toaster
this morning."

"It's not your fault," Jones
consoled. "It's the kind of world
we live in,"

Henry hunched over his desk.
"Remember when they used to say the
world was getting so complex that a
man couldn't 1live in it and remain
sane ?"

Josies had been through all this
before. He intoned the response
fervently. "So we made it simpler--
--we 6liminated all the work and the
worry. And what have we got?"

1111 tell you what we've got!"
Henry said, his voice riaming. "A
damned quarter in the slot civilizat-
ion where a man can't even tie his
own shoelaces!" His voice cracked.
"And are we any &saner? The whole
world's paranoid, slowly going crazy
with Dboredom!" His voice mank to a
hollow whisper. "Sometimes I think
we don't actually run the world any
more. The machines do!"

Jones felt frightened. Henry
had never carried it this far before.
"You're not thinking of---doing some-
thing, are you Hank?"

Henry looked shrewd., "I might

be." He gotup fromhis desk. '"We'll
talk about it after lunch,"

But during lunchtime, Louis
Jones, frightened at what Henry had
implied and regretting his own feel-
ings of rebellion, stopped in to see
his psychiatrist. And when he re-
turned, he wasn't the same man. His
shoulders were back, his chin was up,
and his manner was brisk and businesa-
like.

"Have to forget this damned
nonsense, Henry!" he boomed. "Wonder-
ful world, relaxand enjoy it. Maybe
you ought to see a psychiatrist, you
know?"

"I won't!" Henry Smith said
grimly. "And I don't care what hap-
pens!"

He stalked out of the office
and spent the rest of the afternoon
wandering through the shopping dis-
trict, his mind a confuaion of thou-
ghts and impulses and rage against
the mechanical aids of society.

When he got home that evening,
he fumbled through his pockets for
his keys---he had insisted on a lock
for the door, though Julia had plain-
tively demanded an electric eye
arrangement 80 the door would open
automatically as he came up the fromt
walk---=and his fingeras closed on a
hard, metallic object.

He withdrew it slowly from his
pocket and looked at it with Horror.
A Sta-Put paper weight; a short,
blunt, heavy piece of metal with
sharp scrolls and decorations on the
side.

He had bought it a short while
before, he recalled, whenhe had been
thinking about Julia, mentally accus-
ing her of being in league with the
machines. He sagged against the door,
suddenly sick with remorse, and let
the paper weight slip from his fing-
ers, Regardless of everything that
had been said and donw, he 8till--ea
--loved Jalia.

He made up his mind and ran
back to the transit walk, which
ejected him ten minutes later at the
central offices of the Know Thyself
Psychiatric Clinic. He found an
unused booth, dropped a quarter in
the slot, and pressed his metal ident
badge against the screen, ‘he scan-
ner picked out the scallops on the
edge that represented his psycholog-
ical pattern, the lights dimmed, and
he laid back on the pneumatic couch.

The screen flickered for a
moment, and then the three dimensional

CONCLUDED - Page 60
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CONGRATULATES

Deasting
its distinguished
contemporary,

and announces 2 new regular features:

"Science Fiction Newsletter"
by Bob Tucker --- the continuation of
his lamented fanzine as a regular
column in the Advertiser;

& "The Spec. (for speculation) Dept."
-- a forum for fans who enjoy talking
about the ideas that s.f. has used and
some that haven't been but should be.

To get the next 6 1ssues, send $1 to:
1745 Kenneth Road, Glendale 1, Calif.
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Ttee
BRITISH RORROR FlLM
by

Dennis

To British film producers, the Horror
f41m is not a commercial proposition.
Very few cinemas play Horror programs
with any regularity, and the big cir-
cuits, seeking the family audience, re-
fuse to touch them, as the British
Board of Film Censors award all films
on horrific themes an 'X' Certificate.
This 'X' replaces the 'H' Certificate,
which the B.B.F.C. introduced in 1938
to prevent Horror pictures from being
seen by any person under 16 years of
age. The 'X' works in precisely the
same way, but embraces all films of
strictly 'Adult' themes, which were,
until its inception in 1951, banned, or
undeservedly given the 'H'.

With no hope of recovering its o-
riginal cost from a British release,
and standing 1ittle chance of release
in America in competition with Holly-
wood's better-budgeted product, it is
therefore surprising that any Horror
films have ever been made here.

Probably Britain's first picture on
a typical Horror theme, was the silent
Cricks Production of THE AVENGING HAND,
made in 1915. The story, by novelist
William J. Elliott, concerned a series
of grisly murders cammitted by the
stolen hand of a female Egyptian mummy,
who stalked transparently through the
film seeking her missing right hand.

In 1922, the man who was to become
Britain's darling of the musical com=-
edy, Ivor Novello, produced and starred
in THE MAN WITHOUT DESIRE, which caused
a sensation at the preview when a woman
screamed and threw a faint as Novello
clambered from his coffin. The story
opened in Venice, the year being 1700.
Vittorio, a young nobleman, distraught
with grief when his sweetheard Leonora
is poisoned, submits to English scien-
tist Simon Mawdesley's experiment -sus-
pended animation. Vittorio awakes in
1923, when the descendant of the scien-
tist revives him, and he falls in love
with his old girl-friend's descendant.
But - his desires are gone ! He takes

Gifford

poison, and, as he dies in his wife's
arms, the dimmed f7ame of love 1lights
up again within him - too late.

This film was directed by Adrien
Brunel, who had played the corpse in
the 1920 THE FACE AT THE WINDOW with
such 'livelike! realism, that the Cen
sor removed him from & number of se-
quences. THE FACE AT THE WINDOW, based
on a melodrama by F. Brocke Warren, was
made three times.

JTt's rather ordinary crime story of
a bank clerk framed for robbery, was
embellished with the popular Horror
theme of Revival from the Dead, as well
as the occasional appearances at sundry
windows of 'The Face'. The climax comes
when a murdered man writes "I am mur-
dered by Luc...", and dies. The hero,
Lucien, 1s arrested. The corpse 1s
subjected to a powerful electric charge
and revives long enough to camplete the
name, "Lucio". Exposed, Lucio grabs at
the corpse and is killed as he touches
the electrically charged body. C.
Aubrey Smith played the detective.

The 1932 talkie remake featured
Raymond Massey, with comic Claude Hul-
bert, a popular 'silly ass' comedian,
injected for 1ight relief. The last
version, made in 1939, starred Tod
Slaughter, about whom more will be said
later. This time, the revival of the
corpse turned out to be a pre-arranged
trick, with a stooge, played by radio
star Leonard Henry, faking the corpse's
revived hand to complete the killer's
name, The accent in this film was on
the horrible face drooling at the win-
dow (under the make-up was Harry Terry,
a cricketer !) to distract the victim
from the creeping strangler behind him,
The wolf-howling 'face' turned out to
be the killer's half-brother, who was
kept in a cage between murders.

In 1933, London born Boris Karloff
came over to star in THE GHOUL, with
Sir Cedric Hardwicke, Ralph Richardson,
and Ernest Thesiger (remember him as
Dr. Pretorius?). On his instructions,
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Professor Morland, wealthy Egyptologist
is buried with a jewel, believed ta
hold the key to Eternal Life. A plot
to rob his grave is foiled when the
corpse returna to 1life, glowing, to put
matters right with a few murders before
taking his final bow before an idol,
emblem of his Pagan beliefs.

MGM British made a shortist screen
version of a Grand Guignol play by Jose
Levy, entitled THE MEDIUM, in 1934. An
artist, trylng to trace the missing
wife of a mad aculptor, (she is also
the artist's mistress),uses the psychic
powers of the sculptor's model, and
discovers the murdered girl-friend bur-
ied inside one of the pillars in the
studio. A remake in 1945, called LATIN
QUARTER, was both bizarre and fascin-
ating, but not horrifie.

Edgar Allen Poe's TELL-TALE HEART,
of which American versions were made in
1928 and 1941 (both shorts), saw full-
length British feature production in
1934. This was the first film to be
directed by Brian Desmond Hurst, and
followed the well-known story faith-
fully. Picturegoer, top British film
magazine, said "Outstanding essay in
the macabre. Brilliant." 1Incidentally,
New York's Victory Theater showed this
film quite recently, re-titling it
BUCKET OF BLOOD !

THE MYSTERY OF THE MARIE CELESTE
(U.S. Title, PHANTOM SHIP), a Hammer
Production of 1936 which purported to
solve the famous maritime mystery by
claiming that the entire crew was mur-
dered by a mad deck-hand, was not
strictly a Horror film, but is worth
mentioning in this context as it
brought Bela Lugosi to these shores as
atar.

Not to be outdone, Karloff returned
to Britain the same year for two films
The first,THE MAN WHO CHANGED HIS MIND,
known over there as THE MAN WHO LIVED
AGAIN, was perhaps the nearest we have
ever got to the traditional Horror plot
as laid down by Universal.

Dr. Laurience has succeeded in ex-
changing the soul of a violent and sav-
age monkey with that of a docile mon-
key, end the reporter fiance (John
Loder) of his assistant, Dr. Claire
Wyatt (Anna Lee),gets the story splash-
ed in the paper owned by his father,
Lord Haslewood. The magnate places
Laurience in charge of his own instit-
ute for Scientific Research, but the
doctor's address on his discoveries is
laughed at by the conclave of scient-
ists, The irate Haslewood boots Laur-
ience out, and the crazed doctor, by a
trick, exchanged Haslewood's soul with
that of Clayton, (one-time star, Donald

Calthrop), his paralyised slave. Clay-
ton's body, with the tycoon's soul,
dies, and Haslewood's body, with the
cripple's soul, 1is now in Laurience's
power, but soon Clayton discovers his
new body is diseased, and demands a new
‘home'!. The doctor murders him,

To gein Claire's love, Laurience
effects a soul-change, so that he is
now within the reporter's body. As the
reporter's soul, in Laurience's body,
is about to commit suicide, Claire dis-
covera the switch of personalities,
reverses the process, and Laurience
finds himself back in his own body, too
late to stop his suicidal plunge.

In his second British film of 1936,
JUGGERNAUT, Karloff found himself play-
ing Dr, Sartorius, who, seeking a cure
for paralysis, agrees to murder an un-
wanted husband for money. The film was
a flop, as 1t sheered away from any
horrific trappings. It was directed by
the late Henry Edwards,one of Britain's
first great silent stars.

There follows & lull in British Hor-
ror, until the now-famed twins, John
and Roy Boulting, made TRUNK CRIME in
1939. More sadistic and psychological
than horrific, the film was quite an
artistic success, in its study of a
warped student who buries his friend
alive in his trunk., All turns out well
in the end, but it appears that the
film, whilst short, was a fine chiller
in the Grand Guignol tradition.

Bela Lugosi returned to Britain in
1939 for John Argyle's DARK EYES COF
LONDON U.S. Title, THE HUMAN MONSTER),
which featured Wilfrid Walter as the
horrendous creature serving Lugosi's
murderous whims. It has been re-issued
twice, the latest being this year, when
it double-billed with DEAD MEN WALK.

Lugosi appears as an insurance agent
and heavily dispguised and with a dub-
bed-in English voice, as the dear old
gent who runs the Dearborn Institute
for the Blind. To collect insurances,
he uses Jeke, the blind monster, to
capture the newly-insured victims,
drown them in a tank, and dump them in

the Thames. The monster turns on him
when Lugosi kills the creature's only

friend, Dumb Lew, after making him deaf
The film was horrific in its bad taste,
especially in the sequence where Lugosi
sets fire to the Home, and poor, bewil-
dered old blind men stumble about help-
lessly in the smoke and flames.

John Argyle also had a film planned
to follow DARK EYES, entitled THE VAM-
PIRE, but September 1939 brought War
and Lugosi went home. It is a pity it
was not made, as Britain has never pro-
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