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Cents Of Wonder

	Science Fiction's First Award Winners

	Introduction:
Lost Tales of Forgotten Writers

	By ALLEN STEELE

	 

	THIS IS AN ANTHOLOGY of stories from science fiction’s early years. All of them either won prizes or were runners-up; despite that, they’ve become obscure, their authors all but forgotten. Nonetheless, these stories are worth reading. They aren’t about rogue AIs or computers or human clones or exploding black holes, but they’ll entertain you all the same if you’ll just give them and the long-dead authors who wrote them a chance. And there’s a lesson to be learned from them, too, but I won’t tell you what this is. Not just yet. You’ll have to stick around and first read what I have to say … even though it may upset or infuriate some people who do.

	Perhaps more than any other kind of popular fiction, science fiction has been shaped in large part by its contests and awards. SF is a relatively young genre; it didn’t even get its name until around 1930, replacing the slightly older “scientifiction” coined by Hugo Gernsback in his magazine Amazing Stories in 1926, and before that, “scientific romance” or even les voyages extraordinaire as Jules Verne’s publisher called his novels.1  And because SF was primarily a genre of popular literature — that is, fiction meant for the masses, not just an educated elite familiar with Shakespeare’s plays, Longfellow’s poetry, or Voltaire’s satire — it was inevitable that readers would invent prizes and awards as a way of acknowledging their favorite novels and stories, and also give their favorite authors an incentive to continue delivering their best work.

	The stories that won science fiction’s very first literary prizes were those commemorated in this anthology, the winners and runners-up of a concurrent pair of short-fiction contests sponsored first by Amazing Stories, and later by Wonder Stories. A more detailed history of these contests is told later in this book by one of its editors, but I can’t let things pass without mentioning that the publisher of both magazines, the legendary Hugo Gernsback, would later have his name attached to SF’s most prestigious prize, originally known as the Science Fiction Achievement Award, now officially called the Hugo Award.

	Today, no other literary genre has as many awards as science fiction and its sister genres fantasy and horror. Imaginative literature currently has more than 50 awards, most of them presented on an annual basis. This figure only covers work published in the English language; many more awards, such as Japan’s Seiun Award or France’s Prix Apollo, exist for non-English works. Nor does it include awards that are now defunct and forgotten, like the International World Fantasy Award (given to Clifford Simak’s City in 1951, for instance) or the short-lived Donald A. Wollheim Award (I believe that I was this award’s final recipient when it was presented to me in 1993 at Kubla Khan, the annual SF convention in Nashville where it was presented each year). 

	These awards cover just about every category of SF by writers of just about every background. There are awards for libertarian SF, progressive SF, LGBTQ SF, feminist SF, alternative-history SF, gender-twisting SF, military SF, space SF, small-press SF, SF poetry, overlooked SF, and even bad SF. There are also career-achievement awards, awards specifically given to SF writers from the Pacific Northwest and the Deep South, writers who are Jewish, Black, or Asian, writers from Oklahoma, Texas, and Canada, and writers who are simply new and notable. One award, the Retro-Hugo, is sometimes given to works for each year before 1953, when the Hugos were first presented at the annual World Science Fiction Convention. 

	And then there’s the obscure Really Good Science Fiction Novel Award, which was invented by a certain female science fiction writer (a friend who will go nameless) to give to her husband (likewise), another author who’d never won a major award until then1. She thought his writing deserved special recognition, so she came up with this award, determined by a jury of one. The following year, her husband reciprocated by giving his wife, who’d also never won an award, the second Really Good Science Fiction Novel Award. She was so delighted to receive the award that she had the traditional acceptance photo taken while she lay prone upon a bearskin rug, tastefully nude, the trophy strategically positioned before her.

	Awards and writing contests large and small, major and minor, famous and obscure, have been a big part of the science fiction field from the beginning. They have helped introduce a lot of fresh new talent who’d go on to become major voices. Robert A. Heinlein, arguably the most influential SF writer of the 20th century, wrote his first short story, “Life-Line”, intending to submit it to a first-story contest being sponsored by Thrilling Wonder Stories (previously titled Science Wonder Stories, one of the two pulps whose contest-winners are collected here). When Heinlein learned that he could potentially earn more money by selling it to Astounding Science Fiction, a magazine with a larger circulation and correspondingly higher per-word rate, he decided to send it there instead. Its editor, the nigh-legendary John W. Campbell, Jr., immediately snapped it up, thus sparking the career of SF’s most illustrious author. Nonetheless, the Thrilling Wonder contest played a role in Heinlein’s literary genesis.

	And then there’s the story of Philip Jose Farmer, author of the Riverworld series, who in the early 50’s was an up-and-coming new writer who’d produced a noteworthy string of stories, including the 1952 novella “The Lovers” that was responsible for him receiving a Hugo in 1953 for Most Promising New Author. Around the same time, Farmer entered a writing contest co-sponsored by Pocket Books and Shasta Publishers, a small-press outfit specializing in SF and fantasy. Farmer’s story ‘I Owe For The Flesh” won the contest, but by then, the prize money, which had come from Pocket Books, had been secretly spent by Shasta’s owner Erle Korshak in a futile effort to keep the company afloat. At the awards ceremony, the unctuously beaming Korshak presented Farmer with a check allegedly for $5,000. A photographer on the scene snapped the acceptance photo at the very moment Farmer noticed that the check wasn’t signed. The stunned expression on his face suggests that, all things considered, he would’ve preferred to have been handed a cashable check, maybe while laying on a bearskin rug.

	The annual SF writing contest with the longest lifespan is also the one that’s arguably been the most controversial: the Writers of the Future Contest, sponsored by Bridge Publications, the SF-publishing wing (whose roster of writers consists of just one writer) of the Church of Scientology, the religious cult established by pulp-fictioneer L. Ron Hubbard. The contest was started in 1984, its generous cash prizes purportedly funded by royalties earned from Bridge’s sales of Hubbard’s novels. The contest is open only to previously unpublished writers; thousands of stories are submitted every year, with the final selection made by a blue-ribbon panel of SF authors. The awards are presented at a swank black-tie dinner in Hollywood, often with film celebrities in attendance (usually Scientologists).

	To be sure, the Writers of the Future has been responsible for quite a number of SF writers making their professional debut, several of whom have gone on to establish notable careers. The professional SF writers who serve on its jury usually justify their participation by saying they’re trying to “pay forward” the debts they owe to those writers who helped them when they themselves were novices. Their sincerity is unquestioned, but nonetheless, the award’s association with Hubbard and Scientology has tarnished its luster.

	The alleged purpose of awards like these — whether they be for science fiction, fantasy, horror, mystery, romance, westerns, or any other kind of literature — is noble and useful: to single out works that were the best (or at least better than average) novels or short fiction in a given time and place of publication. And when the systems by which these awards are chosen work well, and the intentions of the people who started them are faithfully followed, this is what readers get: well-marked guideposts for which novels and stories, out of the many thousands published each year, are worth seeking out and reading.

	For many years, both the Hugos and the Nebulas, although chosen by two different groups of people under two different systems, have served as reliable channel markers for which books and short fiction were indeed the best of the year. If a novel received a Hugo, for instance, it was a safe bet that it really was the best science fiction novel of the year (or at least one of a small handful), as determined by a democratic majority of science fiction fans. And if a short story, novelette, or novella received a Nebula Award, much the same could be said for that work because it had been picked by a jury of professional authors from a long list of novels and stories recommended by the members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America.

	Because SF awards have been so numerous, and because the majority of the most prestigious ones have also been the most democratic, they’ve become driving forces in shaping the nature of the field. A chronological survey of the major awards, taken in comparison to the times in which the winning works were published, tends to reveal that these awards don’t just reflect the nature of science fiction at the time, but have also had a hand in molding it. Traditional hard-SF dominated the Hugos during the 50’s through the early 60’s, for instance, but more experimental, less science-oriented work, like those of the British and American New Wave movement, seized most of the awards during the late 60’s onward for the next ten years. 

	Fame is fleeting, though, and tastes change. The kind of SF that readers love and honor with awards in one year may well become passé and overlooked only a few years later. Popularity is short-lived in mass culture; the only place you’ll find a permanent wave is in a hairdresser’s studio. And likewise, few writers care little or nothing about awards; even those who loudly proclaim their contempt for literary prizes or the process by which they’re selected will often be found crying in their beer after their story or book loses. So if a certain kind of story — space opera, cyberpunk, dystopian, feminist, or whatever’s going to be hot next year — starts garnering awards as well as sales, you can bet this will have an effect on what’s being published now and in the foreseeable future. 

	This feedback loop has been a driving force in SF for a long time, and for the most part, it’s been healthy. SF has seldom become stagnant, and when it has, its periods of creative ennui haven’t lasted very long, and the awards process is a major reason why. In recent years, though, something has happened to SF’s awards system, a change so subtle that most people haven’t noticed it. 

	Somewhere along the line, for the most part, the awards stopped going to the novels and short fiction they were intended to honor, and started being given to the people who wrote them.

	Yes, there is a difference, and yes, it is significant. 

	Traditionally, for the vast majority of readers, the author of a book or story is invisible. The only thing most readers learn about the person or persons who wrote something they’ve enjoyed is the name on the byline. Even if there’s an author photo on the back cover, sometimes with a short bio below it, the reader knows little about the writer. There are plenty of interviews with writers, particularly new ones who’ve made a notable debut, and sometimes there are in-depth profiles of the better-known, bestselling figures, but even these are usually just as poised as the photos that illustrate them. People rarely see the writer just after they’ve gotten out of bed, clutching a cup of coffee as they stare at the computer screen and the half-finished page where they left off yesterday. Nor do they see who shared the writer’s bed last night, or what they may have done there besides sleep.

	Yet, one of the effects of the Digital Age and the Information Revolution that came with it was the gradual dismantling, if not utter destruction, of the walls that separate public and private life. It’s now acceptable — even expected — for writers to reveal everything about themselves with their readers. Not just their writing habits or whether they prefer whole-bean coffee to the instant stuff, but also their age, their race, their personal history and family life, their religion, their politics, their stance on whatever events are current at the time, and yes, what they do in bed and with whom. And while the older generation of writers may balk at the thought of sharing such private matters with their readers — or believe that the only response anyone needs to give to nosy questions is “none of your damn business” — the younger generation, raised with smartphones, chat rooms, blogs, SnapChat, Twitter, Tic Tok, MySpace and all the rest, has little reverence for the sanctity of private life and privacy of personal thought.

	So authors — for better or worse, whether they like it or not —have become public figures. Everything about a new writer is open to scrutiny; their publishers will insist upon this, even if their authors are reluctant to be forthcoming about themselves. The days when a writer could be a reclusive hermit like Thomas Pynchon or J.D. Salinger, or successfully hide behind a pseudonym as Alice Sheldon did behind James Tiptree, Jr. and Racoona Sheldon, are over. And because the authors’ personalities have become inextricably linked to their work, the most popular authors are frequently those who are most willing and adept at using the digital media to foster their public images, build an audience, and even manipulate critical opinion about their work … because in this new environment, there are no longer many dividing lines between writers and their words.

	This paradigm shift is reflected in the awards’ ballots, particularly those of non-juried awards. It used to be unusual to see a single author have two or more works in separate categories of a major award like the Hugo; now it’s become common, with the same handful of writers doing so year after year. When people now speak of literary awards, they no longer say, “Galactic Sexpot won the Hugo for Best Novel this year.” Instead, more often than not, it’s phrased as “Jack Jones won a Hugo this year”, and the fact that Jack Jones is the author of Galactic Sexpot is of secondary importance. And it’s not hard to see that race, age, gender, and sexual orientation have come to matter as much, or even more than, the works themselves.

	This is not why the awards were created. They were created to honor and promote the novels and stories themselves, not the authors who wrote them. I have three Hugo Awards on top of the bookcase in my living room, but I don’t fool myself for an instant by thinking that I won those awards; they were given to the two novellas and a novelette that bear my byline. Time will tell whether my stories will be remembered by future generations, and the same goes for every other science fiction story that has ever won an award, regardless of who wrote it.

	Which brings us to the lesson to be learned from this book.

	No one remembers most of the authors of the stories in this anthology (although Clare Winger Harris was one of the very first women to write science fiction, and A. Hyatt Verrill was a leading author in the 20’s and early 30’s). They died many years ago, before the lifetimes of most of the people reading this book. Except for their descendants and maybe a small handful of genre historians, no one can tell you much about them. For the most part, they exist today only as bylines, nothing more. 

	Yet long ago, each of them wrote a short story that won a writing contest and was subsequently published in an early issue of Amazing Stories or Science Wonder Stories. Because of that, these individuals have achieved a kind of secondary immortality.  They themselves are lost in the mists of time, but their stories are just a few pages away.

	That’s why we have literary awards, and that’s why they matter.
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That Sense of Wonder Feeling 

	By STEVE DAVIDSON

	IN CASE YOU DIDN'T notice (and we're not being critical if you didn't), the title of this anthology is a pun, a play on words. The phrase it plays with is a trait inherent to the genre of Science Fiction, one that attempts to identify a combination of qualities of the genre and explain the impact that reading it can impart, the “sense of wonder”, often described as awe and encapsulated by the expression “having your mind blown”.

	The title references the fact that the stories contained herein were awarded cash prizes for accomplishing the goal of invoking a “Sense of Wonder” in their readers.

	It should come as not a great surprise that a definition of the Sense of Wonder that adequately describes it has so far eluded the critics.  After all, it is a feature and/or an effect of engaging with a genre of literature that is itself ill-defined, which, in some respects, makes it the perfect definition for the genre:  if it makes you feel like it’s science fiction, then it is what I am pointing to when I say “That's Science Fiction.”.

	But enough prevarication as I wait for my thoughts to gel, and generate a theme for this introduction that I've written a good handful of unfinished drafts for.  Those drafts are procrastination in  written form;  I can't conclude a discussion of the Sense of Wonder if I don 't really have a handle on exactly what it is.

	But we'll have to be content with an inconclusive conclusion because so far, no one else has been able to come up with a comprehensive definition over the course of the past century of science fiction.  I am not alone!

	Perhaps one definition of being a Science Fiction Fan is “a person who seeks out and experiences a sense of wonder  and understands what it is, even if they can't define it.”

	In preparing to write this piece, I pondered and then rejected several different approaches as none of them quite made the points I wanted to make, and I am still in that position.  However, deadlines approach, so try we must.

	The Oxford Dictionary of Science Fiction offers this definition:

	
SENSE OF WONDER n. a feeling of awakening or awe triggered by an expansion of one's awareness of what is possible or by confrontation with the vastness of space and time, as brought on by reading science fiction.

	 

	Yes, but it is more than that as well.  (Note that Wikipedia identifies the above definition as related only to SFnal usage, noting that the phrase has been appropriated for various and sundry mundane applications.)

	The phrase is also often associated with childhood (which may be one of the reasons that some people continue to disparagingly refer to Science Fiction as “Kid Stuff”), invoking the idea that, to a child, most everything in the world is undiscovered and new, and every exposure to it results in the expansion of the child's experience and understanding of the world.

	We can try to play associational games with the reader as one way of demonstrating what that Sense of Wonder is like. For example:

	Try to remember the first experience of looking through a telescope or a microscope and directly experiencing entirely different realms;

	Try to remember the first time (as a youngster) that someone said to you “What if atoms were tiny little solar systems, or our solar system was an atom in some gigantic being?”  (Flawed, but probably a revelatory experience had by most while growing up.)

	Try to remember the first time that you looked at the night sky and truly understood the vastness of space and time, as you tried to wrap your head around the concept that it went on seemingly forever.

	Now, try to remember that first Science Fiction story you read that made you put it down and say “Wow”.2

	That mental rush, that instantaneous expansion of your understanding of the possibilities of this (and perhaps other) universes, IS the Sense of Wonder.

	The reason we struggle so hard to define this concept is because it is a feeling, an experience, not a “thing” with four dimensions that can be defined with numbers. 

	The Sense of Wonder is not mere “shock and awe”  either.  Shock and awe is the cheap version that the mundane world substitutes for a true Sense of Wonder.  We can be “shocked and awed” by, say, the bombing of Baghdad, or the deprivations of a serial killer, but we can't do anything with those experiences other than being shocked and awed.  There's nothing speculative or extrapolative about those experiences (other than perhaps more and bigger 'splosions).

	A Sense of Wonder is not something that every reader will find in every expression of science fiction, but the fact that it might be is one of the driving forces behind an SF Fan's continued engagement with the genre.  When it happens, you get a little shot of endorphins, experiencing a little bit of a high, just enough to reward you for taking the time and incentive to keep you coming back for more.

	The Sense of Wonder doesn't just awe, it also inspires.  And what it mostly inspires are attempts to bring that moment of awe into the real world so that it can be experienced both mentally and physically.  Evidence  abounds, but is perhaps most easily seen in Elon Musk's SpaceX venture.  Elon was inspired by Science Fiction and essentially determined that spaceships should work the way they  did in Science Fiction tales – taking off and landing under their own power, multiple times.

	He engaged his Sense of Wonder, and then used his resources to silence the naysayers.  Most people (adults) experience fantastical things, enjoy their presence in entertainment, and then return to the mundane world, never giving those wonders a second thought.  Make-believe, they have been taught, is something that does not belong in the adult, or so-called real, world. 

	On the other hand, people like Elon, Fans of these genres, learned early on that retaining their child-like Sense of Wonder, when properly bounded by a mature understanding of the world, not only opened a whole vast world of entertainment to them, but could also be used as a great tool for exploration and advancement. The individual possessing a Sense of Wonder is not stifled by thoughts of what can not be done.  They have already seen what can be done in their imaginations.  They have learned to ask “What If?” and “Why Not?” and to eschew presumed limitations of the mundane world.

	(In point of fact, during numerous and on-going discussions among fans, some suggest that stories containing tropes like Faster Than Light travel or Time Travel, to reference the most popular examples, should be relegated to the Fantasy genre.  This is a failure to properly engage the Sense of Wonder, as well as a failure to be fully cognizant of the relationship between possible, probable, plausible and precluded by the laws of physics.  Both of those examples remain possible, given our current understanding of our universe.  Reality tells us that neither of those concepts has been ruled impossible, yet.  Our Sense of Wonder tells us that as long as something isn't impossible, it remains a valid area of inquiry, of both the imaginary, SFnal literary type and the real, as, for example, continued improvements to the math underpinning the Alcubierre “Warp” drive continuously demonstrate.)

	Before moving on to the stories, it is also important to remember that the Sense of Wonder knows no physical boundaries and is not bound in time.  The stories found here were fully capable of engendering a Sense Of Wonder among their readers, and did, if the letter columns of both of these magazines are anything to judge by.

	Indeed, I can still experience that rush of awe and discovery by looking at that Starman Jones book cover.  The effect is diluted a bit by repeated performances, but it is still there.  Most of the awe and wonder experienced from reading science fiction is still there for me...and hasn't faded, because even if the new worlds and new concepts it exposed me to have either been entirely precluded by our understanding (sadly, no Martian barrel people on Mars), or they've become part of my everyday real world (with our advanced technology, I could conceivably travel around the entire world in less than 2 days, let alone 80), I can still invoke the feelings I had when first encountering these ideas.  

	So if, while you are reading these stories, you find yourself falling out of their fictional worlds  because “that's not possible” or “yeah, but we do it differently now because...”, cut them a little slack and remember that the people who were inspired by these stories are the very same people who made the world you live in right now...and the authors who are writing stories now, with the intent to instill a Sense of Wonder in their audience, are creating the future that you will soon inhabit. 
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PART ONE

	The AMAZING STORIES Cover Story Prize Contest December, 1926 – April, 1927

	Hugo Gernsback And Amazing Stories Magazine

	by STEVE DAVIDSON

	I FEEL SOMEWHAT GUILTY, or perhaps the appropriate word is inadequate, in writing up a brief history of the man and the genre he founded.  Much of my own knowledge of him was obtained by reading the works of people like Michael Ashley, Gary Westfahl, Robert Lowndes and Ted White, each of whom knows and has produced more on the subject than I can read, let alone match in expanse or detail.

	Which is a roundabout way of letting the reader know that I am perhaps a bit more knowledgeable than most fans on this subject, but by no means the last word.  Look those fellows up and give their works some attention.  I am sure you will be intrigued.

	Nevertheless, the task at hand is to provide the reader with some basic history of how the Science Fiction genre came to be and who it was that made it happen.

	The man who made it happen was one Hugo Gernsbacher, born in 1884 (later, Gernsback), who grew up in Luxembourg, the son of German Jewish parents, and emigrated to the United States in 1904.

	As a boy, he read works by Verne and Wells and was inspired to begin dabbling in new technologies, including electronics and radio; stories relate that he installed an entire  telephone system in a nunnery (receiving special dispensation to enter the convent), used his scientific knowledge to escape from a basement he had inadvertently been locked into (and almost killed himself in the process), was keen, at a young age, for gathering lists of science fiction-like stories and came to believe that science and technology could address and solve most of the world's problems.

	He arrived in the United States with a new patented design for dry cell batteries which he intended to sell to make his fortune.  Unfortunately,  while it worked, the new design could not be produced economically.

	Which is fortunate, as that missed opportunity forced him to look elsewhere. He soon found that elsewhere upon discovering that there was no ready source for electronic components for making radios and similar electronic devices.  Working with a friend, he opened a mail order company for electronic parts, most of them sourced from Europe, and went into business publishing a catalog.

	He then seems to have independently invented the (non-electronic) version of social networking and crowd-funding, and realized those concepts by publishing a magazine (Modern Electronics) which offered up projects and tips and speculations on what the radio-enthusiast might design and create.  Fortunately, he could steer them to a source for the necessary components.

	This feedback loop became a regular strategy on his part.  He would next offer up a magazine devoted to radio enthusiasts – Radio News – and quickly formed a membership organization to support that effort.

	Along the way, he invented a radio receiver that could fit in a pocket (charges of fraud were brought against him until he proved that it worked), started operating a radio station in New York, soon thereafter a television station, became friends with Nikola Tesla, and tried to publish a magazine titled Scientifiction in 1923. 

	He floated the idea to his existing readers and got little enthusiastic support for a magazine featuring technology-based adventure stories.  (Again we were lucky.  If that first effort had succeeded, we might all be forced to have to write “Scientifiction” every time we refer  to the genre, let alone trying to pronounce it when talking about the genre.)

	But the idea of using fantastical stories (like those that had inspired him) to interest people in becoming involved with science and technology never left him, and after three years of waiting, he finally launched the magazine, re-titled as Amazing Stories, widely believed to have been distributed to newsstands on March 10th, 1926.

	For most of the next three years, Gernsback first defined the genre (an excerpt from his first editorial incorporated below31) and then set about developing a stable of authors who could provide its stories.

	During its first year, the magazine published all reprinted materials (by authors such as Poe, Wells, Verne, Leinster, Burroughs) as representative of the kind of new and original content he was looking for.

	If his own reporting is anything to go by, the magazine was an instant success, the first issues selling out a print run of 100,000 + copies and requiring reprint (note that those numbers related primarily to newsstand/distributor sales), circulation numbers not matched then or now by any Science Fiction magazine, with the exception of China's Science Fiction World.

	During its first year (April 1926 – March 1927), Gernsback spent much of his editorial space attempting to “justify” the import of the new genre, trying to establish the perception of it as serious, adult fare (the genre still hasn't shaken its “kids’ stuff” mantle), introduced the world to Science Fiction art through the awe-inspiring artistry of Frank R. Paul;  he'd go on to introduce an annual edition (dropped after one year) and subsequently a  quarterly edition of the magazine in order to feed the demand for new material (bringing out an issue every other week was seriously contemplated);  he published the first female SF author (Clare Winger Harris) and wrote positively of the involvement of women in the field.

	And then, in mid-1929, he lost his publishing empire to bankruptcy when several of his creditors called in their debt.  (Bankruptcy was different back then:  creditors could force a bankruptcy even if the company itself was considered to be solvent.)

	Questions remain about who and why this happened and, despite microfilm copies of the coverage provided by the New York Times (Gernsback was frequently covered by that paper), details remain murky. (My own investigations into the matter are actually mentioned in the November 1978 issue of the magazine, page 111:  “I cited all my sources in my articles — the New York Times, the court records, U.S. Supreme Court Reports, and a lawyer who was involved in the case — so that anyone who wanted to could verify my statements. I note with pleasure that one reader — Steve Davidson of Cherry Hill, N.J. — has already done so.” (Tom Perry, author of an article on the history of Gernsback's bankruptcy, published in the May, 1978 issue of Amazing Stories and preceded by letters to the editor from both Perry and Moskowitz in the July and October 1977 issues of that magazine, all of which are available to read at the www.internetarchive.org website.)

	Which brings us to a temporary conclusion, because in well less than a year following the bankruptcy, Gernsback was back in business with not one, not two, but three new science fiction magazines – Air Wonder Stories, Science Wonder Stories and Science Wonder Quarterly.  Science Wonder Stories would host its own inaugural story contest, about which you can learn more in Part 2.



	

$500.00 Prize Story Contest 
By HUGO GERNSBACK 

	 

	SINCE THE FIRST APPEARANCE of Amazing Stories, we have received a great many manuscripts for publication in our magazine. We wish to state at this point that at present the magazine is not in the market for full length novels, because the editors have a great many on hand that await publication.

	They do, however, want short stories under 10,000 words, stories that would occupy nine or ten pages in Amazing Stories. 

	Furthermore, we receive an increasing number of letters, asking if we are in the market for short stories, and to these we wish to reply in the affirmative. We can not get too many real short scientifiction stories. To encourage this, we are starting a rather unique contest this month. 

	We have composed on our front cover a picture which illustrates a story to be written by our readers. We are frank to say that we haven't the slightest idea what the picture is supposed to show.  The editors ideas pertaining to the real solution — if one there be, —  based upon the picture, are necessarily vague.

	There is for instance the strange race of people which you see in the left foreground, while in the distance there is an equally strange city which may or may not be on this planet, and there is the still stranger ball-like machine floating in space which apparently has captured a modern ocean greyhound in some amazing manner.  What is going to happen to the ocean liner is the great secret.  Does the ocean liner contain human beings, or have they been left behind?  What force has lifted the steamship into space, in this incredible way, and where is it being transported?  All these are vital questions that all of us should like to have answered.

	Now, some one of our readers is going to write a real short story of less than 10,000 words, around this picture.  He is going to study the picture from all perspectives and, knowing a bit about science, he will not have much trouble writing a most convincing story.  We know it will be so convincing that we will actually believe it.  And the author who is going to write the best story will be a good observer, because he will miss no detail of the picture, and will take cognizance of even the smallest detail.

	It is in the very nature of this contest that there can not be a great many prize winners.  The editors have limited the prizes to three, and only three stories will be chosen, and only those three will be printed.  The reading of the three prize-winning stories will, we know be most interesting, because each will very likely be entirely different in plot and in treatment.

	Here, then, is a great chance for you to become an author.  It is a great opportunity to try your hand in an imaginative story of the scientifiction type.  But before you jump to any conclusions, be sure that you read the rules carefully so as not to be disqualified.

	The purpose of this contest is to have you write a story around the illustration on the front cover of this issue.

	 

	
		The story should be between 5,000 and 10,000 words.

		The story must be of the scientifiction type and must contain correct scientific facts to make it appear plausible and within the realm of present-day knowledge of science.

		The story must be typewritten or in pen and ink.  No penciled matter will be considered.

		All stories submitted to this contest must be received flat, not rolled.

		Unused manuscripts will be returned if return postage has been enclosed.

		AMAZING STORIRES can not enter into any correspondence as to stories.

		Three cash prizes will be awarded - First Prize, $250.00; Second Prize, $150.00; Third Prize, $100.00.

		This contest closes on January 5th at noon, at which time manuscripts must be in.

		In awarding the prizes, AMAZING STORIES acquires full rights of all kinds, including those of translation into foreign languages, second rights, as well as motion picture rights.  The Editors will be the judges.

		From this contest are excluded the employees of the Experimenter Publishing Company and their families.

		Anyone may join the contest even though not a subscriber to the magazine.



	Address all manuscripts to Editor, Cover Contest, AMAZING STORIES, New York City.

	 

	 

	

	$500.00 IN PRIZES

	The following cash prizes will be awarded, and will be paid for on publication of the prize-winning stories in AMAZING STORIES:

	 

	First Prize....................$250.00
 

	Second Prize................$150.00

	 

	Third Prize...................$100.00

	 

	The stories will appear in subsequent issues in their correct order of merit.
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	The $500 Cover Prize Contest
By HUGO GERNSBACK

	IN FINALLY ANNOUNCING THE prize winners in the $500 Prize Contest, an interesting chapter in the young life of "AMAZING STORIES" has been brought to a successful close. To those of our readers who have not seen or heard about this prize contest, let us briefly state that, on our December, 1926, cover a picture was shown, around which a story of not more than 10,000 words was to be written. The picture was purely fanciful and you will find it reproduced herewith. Not only was it highly fanciful, but fantastic as well, and our readers were asked to base upon it a suitable story that would be not only plausible but possible. The story was to be of the scientifiction type, and was to contain correct scientific facts to make it appear plausible and within the realm of present-day knowledge of science.

	The contest may be said to have been a very successful one. Some 360 stories were actually received by the editors and our readers may rest assured that it was not a simple matter to come to a decision, because many worthwhile stories were submitted. There were to be three prizes, totaling $500, as follows: First Prize. $250. Second Prize, $150. Third Prize, $100. The prize winning stories were:

	First Prize, “The Visitant” by Cyril G. Wates, 9453-l00a Ave., Edmonton, Alta, Canada.

	Second Prize, "The Electronic Wall,” by Geo. R. Fox, Three Oaks, Michigan.

	Third Prize, "The Fate of the Poseidonia,” by Mrs. F. C. Harris, 1652 Lincoln Avenue, Lakewood, Ohio.

	The three stories mentioned above are printed complete in this issue, while four further ones, which were awarded honorable mention, will be published in future issues. The four stories which were awarded honorable mention were the following:

	First Honorable Mention—"The Ether Ship of Oltor," by S. Maxwell Coder. 6926 Paschall Ave., Philadelphia, Pa.

	Second Honorable Mention—"The Voice from the Inner World," by A. Hyatt Verrill, Box 118, Station "W”, New York City.

	Third Honorable Mention—"The Lost Continent," by Cecil B. White, 1949 Crescent Road, Foul Bay, Victoria, B. C., Canada.

	Fourth Honorable Mention—"The Gravitomobile," by D. B. McRae. 392 “E" Street, San Bernardino, California.

	You might think that seven stories inspired by the same picture would of necessity be alike. We were very much astonished to find that such was not the case, and you will be delighted, as were the editors, to find the wide divergence of interest in the seven stories. They certainly could not be more totally unlike if we had specified that as one of the prize-winning requirements.

	Of course in each story there is the suspended ship and the ball-like space flyer, but that is about all they have in common. Furthermore, the treatment in each case is different for no two authors treated even this subject alike. In the three stories you will find not only good fiction, that keeps your interest, but good science as well. You will find that the authors have given careful thought to the smallest details and particularly to the vital scientific parts.

	We are certain that you will hear more from the prize-winning authors. All of them have the makings of future scientifiction writers.

	We would also like very much to have our readers' comments on the prize-winning stories, and the editors would like to know if they, as judges would have awarded the prizes in the order given. For that reason we have changed the voting coupon for this month to take care of this phase.

	Of course the prizes will be paid as announced here, but if the readers should vote differently. their findings will be given in an early issue of "AMAZING STORIES."
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	Next instant, I seemed to be falling. All sense of material existence vanished, and in a whirl of confusion I seemed to be floating in space. Then I felt the reassuring clasp of Rethmar's hand and gradually I regained my composure, only to find to my astonishment that instead of resting on the bottom of the Zeeth, I was actually poised in space at the centre of the globe, without visible means of support

	
First prize of $250.00 awarded to Cyril G. Wates, 9453-100a Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, for 

	The Visitation
By CYRIL G. WATES

	 

	IN introducing the new author of the prize story of our cover contest, we believe you will agree with us that Mr. Wates not only knows how to write interestingly and convincingly, but he also keeps your interest from beginning to end. Nor does he allow you to guess what it is all about until the end. Selected from over 300 stories, you may be sure that it must be good. The Board of Judges have awarded the first prize to a previously unknown author. The story not only is good fiction, but contains excellent science. We predict that we shall hear more from Mr. Wates. He seems to have the knack, that only a few people have, for writing scientifiction.

	 

	Foreword

	THIS IS THE NARRATIVE of the last voyage of the S.S. Shah of Iran, to which voyage the greatest transformation the world has ever witnessed, was directly due — the voyage which resulted in that epoch-making year, universally known as “The Year of the Visitation.”

	Who I, the writer, may be, is of little importance and yet my name is not entirely unfamiliar to the countless millions who will read this story and will rejoice that the silence of nearly ninety years has at last been broken and all the world may know the events which took place on that extraordinary voyage — events which have hitherto been wrapped in mystery — at the request of those strange beings who called themselves “The Deelathon,” but who are better known to us today as “The Visitants.”

	I am Benedict Clinton and I am the great-grandson of Charles Clinton, who was Captain of the Shah of Iran. Captain Clinton, my great-grandfather, died yesterday at the age of nearly one hundred and twenty-six years, and his death unseals my lips and releases me from the promise I made to him, a year ago, on his birthday.

	Although, as I have stated, my own personality is of no importance in this narrative, it affords me a certain amused satisfaction to realize that I am perhaps the last historian of the human race.

	Owing to the changed conditions under which we live, the professional historian has become almost as obsolete as the lawyer or the alchemist of past ages. There is an old saying that “Happy is the nation which has no history,” and that proverb is as true today as in the past, except that for the word “nation” we must substitute “planet.” History is rightly defined as the record of the sufferings of mankind. Without suffering, there is nothing deemed worthy of record

	During the past century the world has been passing through the most extraordinary phase of transition which ever has been, or ever will be known. Prior to the year 1950 — the Year of the Visitation — Humanity was divided by innumerable lines, largely artificial, into hundreds of races and nations. Since that date man has known only two divisions; those who were living at the time of the Visitation and those who were born afterwards.

	We have adopted the two Deelathon words, “Zykof” and “Epzykof” (immortal and mortal), in referring to these two subdivisions of mankind and the names convey a fairly clear picture of human society of today. We of the new generation, the Zykofs, having been born to a knowledge of the Thon, glory in the prospect of a life which, while certainly not eternal, is infinitely richer and happier and more extended than that which our forefathers knew, but sometimes we are saddened by the sight of those who are nearest and dearest to us growing older and dying before our very eyes. Our friends the Epzykofs, who saw the great events which transpired nearly a century ago and even, as in my great-grandfather’s case, were directly responsible for bringing about the Visitation, have only an acquired and not an inborn knowledge of the Thon and therefore are not fated to share with us, for long, the innumerable benefits it brings.

	A year ago today I left my little workshop in the palm groves of Florida, where I carve and decorate the polar bosses for pleasure Zeeths, and before evening I set foot on the pine-clad shores of Vancouver Island. I had come, with many of my relatives and friends, to pay honor to Captain Clinton on his one hundred and twenty -fifth birthday. From all parts of the world we came and as I alighted from my Zeeth, I was greeted by several old friends who had just arrived from Japan.

	Together we walked up the winding pathway through the forest, until we saw the gleam of white marble and emerged upon a wide lawn, upon the farther side of which, half hidden in a group of graceful cedar trees, was Capt. Clinton’s home, with its fluted columns and ellipsoidal roof. The Captain was seated upon the steps, his white hair shining like a beacon light in the last rays of the setting sun, and gathered around him was a group of our relatives in animated conversation.

	As we approached. Captain Clinton rose and came forward to greet us, his fine figure still erect and his eyes bright with youth in spite of his (for an Epzykof ) great age. For each he had a word of welcome, but it seemed that his handclasp to me was especially cordial.

	"I am glad, very glad that you have come, Benedict,” he said heartily. “I have a task for you to perform, a very important task, not without its responsibilities, and I hope that you will not refuse the request of an old man.”

	"That is a hope which will be realized as soon as your request is made known,” I replied. "As for the responsibility involved, the fact that you have selected me, when all mankind delights to serve you, will give me strength to perform whatever task you set me.”

	"Thank you, Benedict,” answered the Captain, simply, and turning to the others, he said, "In this happy world, where perfect candor is universal, I have the doubtful honor of being the only man with a secret. As you all know, I am the last survivor of the crew of the Shah of Iran and soon I shall go to join my shipmates. Tomorrow I will tell Benedict the story of my last voyage, a story which was to be kept secret until the last of us had sailed for the home port. When I am gone, Benedict will write it out for all the world to read.”

	We surrounded him with loving words and tender caresses. Not because he was the most famous man in the world for nearly a hundred years, but because of his simple nobility, we loved this fine old sea captain of a past age. Thelma, his eldest daughter, who with her companion, John Adair, had come from their home in Spain that day, slipped her arm around her father’s neck and cried:

	"You must not leave us yet, Father dear ! You have a hundred years of life in that big body of yours still. I believe you can beat me in a swimming match even now!” For Thelma was a famous swimmer.

	"That remains to be proven, my dear,” said the Captain with a little laugh, half gay, half sad.

	“Prove it! Prove it, Thelma!” we cried and soon we were all running down the path to the shore, where we plunged into the warm waters of the Pacific.

	Thelma beat her father by a length, her white body flashing through the water like an ivory Zeeth cleaving the air. We remained sporting in the bay until the daylight died and the big moon rose.

	As we loitered up the hill, my great-grandfather drew me back from the gay crowd.

	“I should like you to climb the Shah with me in the morning, Benedict,” he said. "I want to watch the sun rise — who knows, it may be for the last time — and then I will tell you the story of my last voyage and the Visitation of the Deelathon. Will you come?”

	The half light of dawn was just touching the snow-capped peaks in the east when Capt. Clinton and I started our ascent of the Shah, the little mountain just behind his home, to which he had attached the name of his old ship. We tiptoed down the steps in order not to disturb the sleeping guests, whose white forms lay —

	"Star-scattered on the grass”

	 — as old Omar puts it. Soon we were high up among the rocky buttresses of the Shah. An hour of exhilarating climbing brought us to the summit and we sat on a flat boulder to watch the ever-new miracle of the Dawn.

	To the East shone the placid waters of Queen Charlotte Sound, sparkling like molten gold in the radiance of the rising sun. Beyond towered the mountains of the mainland, lifting their snowy heads above their mantle of green. To the West, the waters of the Pacific widened to an unbroken horizon.

	At last the Captain broke the silence and for an hour I sat spellbound, listening to his deep voice telling the story of that last voyage — the Voyage of the Visitation.

	 

	CHAPTER I

	The Meteor

	
YOU must often have wondered (said Capt. Clinton) in common with the rest of the world, why no person among the crew or passengers of the Shah of Iran has ever revealed what took place on the last voyage of the old ship. The reason for this secrecy on the subject which is naturally of more than average interest to everyone, is quite simple.

	When the Deelathon conceded to our request to make the Visitation, it was upon the express understanding that the location of their country should be concealed. They pointed out to us that it was impossible to foresee the outcome of the Visitation and they wanted to insure their own safety in any event.

	This request was so entirely reasonable that we all unhesitatingly agreed to it. We realized that it was not possible to release into the world a tremendous force like the Thon, without producing a widespread upheaval, which might be beneficent or the reverse. We decided that the simplest way of preserving the secret was to make a pact among ourselves that the entire story of the voyage should remain untold until the last of us was dead. If it seemed wise, in the light of events which were still in the future, the last living member of the party was to tell the story to some dear friend, who would publish it after his death.

	This, then, Benedict (continued the Captain), is the task I am asking you to undertake. Say nothing until I am gone and then publish what I am about to tell you, word for word as I shall tell it, as you may easily do by the aid of the Thon. I feel that my end is not far off. All possibility of danger to our friends and benefactors, the Deelathon, has long passed away and the necessity for preserving their secret no longer exists. And now for my story!

	The Shah of Iran, of which I was Captain, was one of a line of huge steamers which made the journey between Vancouver and Australia in the fifth decade of the twentieth century. These great vessels, which became obsolete with the introduction of the Zeeth, were magnificently equipped according to the strange standards of that time and were so powerful that, although they floated upon the surface of the water, they had little to fear from the worst storms they were likely to encounter. They carried a thousand passengers and a large crew, not only to handle the elaborate machinery and to navigate the vessel, but also to attend to the thou sand and one wants of the thousand passengers!

	On the seventeenth day of September, 1949, we sailed from Vancouver on a pleasure tour for which the Shah of Iran had been chartered. We were to touch at San Francisco, Manzanillo and Panama before striking across the Pacific for Sidney. The voyage was uneventful until we left the Isthmus and were three days’ journey southwest of the Galapagos Islands. I was standing on the bridge with my chief officer, a fine fellow named Ian McFane, you knew him, Benedict.

	The sun was rising. Ian and I were discussing some matter relating to the navigation of the ship, when a sailor came running up the steps and, touching his cap, as was the custom in those days, exclaimed:

	“Beg pardon, Sir! There’s something wrong with the sun!”

	Ian McFane and I both looked to the East and both cried out in astonishment. Exactly in the centre of the golden disc was a round spot. This spot was perfectly black and about one-quarter the apparent diameter of the sun.

	“What do you make of that, Mr. McFane?” I asked. 

	“Well, I hardly know, sir,” replied the mate. “It’s too big and black to be a sun-spot and, besides, it’s moving!”

	Sure enough, as we watched the spot, it crept slowly to the edge of the sun and in about ten minutes had left the disc altogether and vanished.

	“It is some opaque object between us and the sun,” I said.

	“Some new kind of plane, maybe,” suggested Ian.

	“I doubt it, Mister,” I replied. “It simply vanished when it left the solar disc and that would show that it’s outside the atmosphere. More likely a big meteorite.”

	“If that was a meteorite and it hits the earth, we’re going to know it!” said Ian.

	“Well, don’t start that idea circulating among the passengers,” I replied. “We don’t want a small sized panic on our hands and, anyway, we may be entirely wrong in supposing that it was a meteorite.”

	My warning proved to be useless, for when I descended to the promenade deck, I found many of the passengers gathered in groups, discussing the strange phenomenon, which had been seen by several early risers.

	The news of the curious black spot on the sun spread like wild-fire and as soon as I made my appearance I was surrounded by a group of passengers, clamoring for an explanation.

	“I’m sorry, ladies and gentlemen,” I said, “but I am as much at a loss to explain the spot as yourselves. I can only
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