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Have you resd the Qotober Amazinz? If you don't get the %-D pubs
I honestly feel that this ish is wo?%h mekinz an exception for. It's
too early to tell whether the unprediotable Palmer has again shifted
the cogs of editoriasl polioy, or if it's merely a coincidence that
this month holda the best array of stf since the 42-43 sra of "The
Hew Adam" and "Skeleton Men of Jupiter.”

Alexsnder Blade's 60,000-worder "The Brain" has the favorite Z-RB
theme of a super Governmsnt project which is so seoret thet even Cong-
ress itself has only a vauge idea of what's goingz on, plus that second
typical touch: the key official who has gained his post legitimately
but suddenly develops an urge to destroy the results =-- but the hand-
ling of the plot is far above the normel quality of Amazing's pages,
and in respect to cheracterization end deseription, the tele would be &
credit to the o0ld Argeomy, or even to the present-day TWS, There are a
fow unfortunate bits, the worst being repeated credit of the 4dictum,
"I think; therefors I am" to Aristotle -- but the tale ss a whole is
well worth scanning. (As Ben Singer points out, there is quite & prob~
ability thet Blade i8 a penname of Palmer himse 1f -~ whether that's
true or not, Palmer is entitled to congratulations for presenting "The
Brain" in a mag whers such treats are all too few).

Rog Phillips comea through neatly with one of hig tales based on
(as near as I can comprehend) tiree-dimensional time, While not up to
the high standard set by his "The Despoilars™, this, tw, is a very
readeble tale,

Howard Browne takes up hie "Tharn" saga where he dropped it in
January, 1943, indicating, perhsps, that the publishers believe there
isn't much turnover in Amazing's audience. 4nd, for all I kmow, they
may be righte.... A%t any rago, Part I of "The Return of Tharn" is no
worse then the jungle-boy stuff in the new FFlM. Guess I'm just not a
eave-man at heart.

The other ftwo shorts csn be mercifully forgotten.

Well, we'll go on to ether things befors you rename this column
"The Observatory" -~

Back in the pages of this WARP you'll find notice of a price in-~
orease, effective with the Ooctober issus. This will apply to all new
subsoriptions received after the 16th of September. However, since the
WARP sometimes takes two weeks to Ffilter through the myriad channels of
the Postoffice pipelines, I'll accept extensions of present subsorip-
tions at the o0ld rate until the first of October.

If your sub expires hefore March, 1949, you can extend it until
then at the 10¢-per-month price, If you are slready paid up beyond
that date, you'll still get the WARP at the old rate until your sub
runs out, of course ~- thus giving you an unlooked-for benefit for be-
ing wise enuf to subscribe!l




For your convenience, if you are eligible to expend your sub at
the 10d rate, the number of monihs which will bring it e March, 1949,
is typed on the addrass label,

Thy the price inorease? Well, the price of paper has gone up; I
hear stencile havwe, also. At the 16¢ price, I'll be able to put out
at least 24 pages in each WARP, and 8till break somewhere near even,
Furthermorse, if and when WARP oiroulation hits 200, we’ll revert to the
present price once zgain,

If some of the mimeoing this month ls slightly lousy, you can
chalk it up to the spirit of soientific inguiry. A8 a resSult of ex~-
perimental investi zation, I hereby announce that turpentine as a thin-
ner for mimeo ink doesn't work so hot. Az Tom HWatkins so pertinently
esks, "Why thin the mimeo Ink in the first.placet"™ All I oan say is
that it seemed 1like a 200d 1dom at the Wims.

Wearers of the ruptured fuck may be interested to learn that a
Fantasy Veterans' Zseociation is now being organized. Details amd ap-
plication blanks are obteinable from James V. Tsurasi, 101-02 Northern
Blvd., Corona, Long Islsnd, N.,Y.

Vell, here's one casa that the Un-American Aotivities committee
won't have to hold hearings on.....the cwiprit has confessed. I quote:

"Surprised to see my feebls artistic effort reproduced on
page 13 of #16; gads, what a smear. But then "twos late st
night when I scrawled it , and Schaumburger’'s back was usgsd as
a desk, LiELat 4 4 :

JoKa ¥

Will Singer and Kennedy now feud? Will the MSFS form a Soeiety
for the Utter Aboldtion of Now Jersey and Adjacent Territory? We can
hardly wait to find out, » oy

Up here in Michlgen, as you can see by your map, we're practical~
1y surrounded by Carada. My redic brings in about as many Canadian
stations as U.S. ones. We have Ganadian #lans in the MSFS. From these
gsources I have gained an impressim: Consdians ¥now more about U.S.
politics than most Americans, whereas the U.S. newspepers and radio pay
about as muoh attention to Canadisn events as they do to those of Zam-
boanga or Liberia. Which reminds me of the time the MSFS met in Windsor
and someons asked Ken Smookler ¢ "say a faw words in Canadian for ws.”

Wonder what the situation's like alcng the lMexioan border?

r At this writing, they ‘re still having quite a time over that fire-
‘plagued farmhouse down in Macomhb, Illinois., However, I'll venture a
prediction: By the time you read this, it will be all explained, prob-
ably on a chemical bagis. If Bo, I'1l comment further in the next JARP.
Anglyzing the situation according to Fort's theories, what I would mosat
like to know are the ages, names, and other particulars about the two
children of the household. Particularly, whether one or both are adopt-
ed children. Guess I'1ll have to wait until FATE geta arouwnd to congid-
ering the case,

Well, batter start simplifying your voeabulary,

if not your oonoepts -~ remembsr, your tegcher

probably never heard of stf..... '

r-{tRapp
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87 DAN MULOAEY

IN AN out-of-the-way cornsr of the Angust SPACEVAKP we find one
Ben Singer erpressing ki eplplun that heliel in Goud:- is m foolish
thing. O.K, he'e entitied %o hia C“l‘l”n, anl I don't partioularly
objact to his. axnwas si“q B8 putt Lo ttrast T rantoncs getu mo.

"Phen again, ¥leayd BARL eviden{iy ln. 0 wagwsmimovs mdod, "we both
may be wrong:in acsomilg vﬂ;v-uLarh-'un be Ioswal no intelld iﬂenf peopls

Ly

who beliave ip *hoge: ELEYed ‘Eu‘u’*?’”- =, Mighty &agent o pou, Ban, ang

I'm sure thons fgw dobariigsgt g e emhn telieve in thied abqurd things

gre grateful {9 you,. Bot I u:j“ % ﬁa rour oondedddnding statanents.
Elone's slags, matls don’s }U“ aTar woad BlEwiTyy | I vonder what

America wculd 16 ailke, Af Al weran v fov Shcse ~ores wke hald to rqllgs

fon, TP it budn' heen for Christienity i nflubrce, 'wa oot ‘congped. -
vahly be Living o the rotfennese of whs Romesn Tapive, or pome soqually
rev01ﬁ1ng sReuesdor. I1f it hodu 't bsex ztramwn who bs”:*ﬂ&* thaiy fod
a&nd their aouair: surth, uy*QC.iu:, the Monged herass atdyoy e Turks |
il ght Have overrun Lurepa and we'd ke ddrmiag in flavesy 4o some toiale
Jhsrian Fhom. 17 1% hadnis Luen $0r Lha Cﬁthw"lu aonarahe who finan-
ocd thw Carthalie Colurhus’ vevaze %9 the Eew forlld, wa mizght et even
be 1ivingvin thisg uovnxrya Ll G ¢a;nf* heay £ov e Fewnel scens who

)

civilizad tha Buathb et The Catiolie Fremch whe seitled i ths Missise-
elppd vegion, vhie Duritan and ﬁu“h-3a1 Backlarg initha Bent, this counte

ry mighbeattikehd iy ket "ot TRy b wRe BATLEIS4 A i OEde oountry
hadzis oo fsusded on Breidbian p SLRLPLeS, W World mighy havs fall=
en ThediiElsryr & hic i'i: L8 val you Locik Lown on Tho.c_ wrs kpld these
M hmgemed M 1'\-'\1 "]-'\ o | i

= Ak ik ¥ = ]

Sems oF th greauebt aole ntlsts and invﬂnt »& rvs believed in the
exiatance of God. 1 don 't jatand to iy to-give a Zistirg of them here
~~you can find out for Towesalf ealey,uaoughu

' pot tryiecr to convert yoa, sdam, I'm juSst asking you to bs e
little more gerefinl of ycar gbulgimanis. T'o .eI‘.J.irJ.,:_l you that thera al-~
ways-have Las, aud alwavu will v willlons of iutelligont men who be-
lieva in God. And 85, - youp -esying that thosc intellizen® men who
helieve do 83 Yotauon thdsa L0 Fi G ﬁava haan hamwarad inio theiy hesds
sines youth, mery I volpt.pub the wirersiong i of Douziad Zyde =znd. louls
Bulens {Lotn Plﬂhi223ﬁ~iur30; ngmurisﬂn} az praoods of Tne statemunt's
Toaloit '..r'“'u 3

‘m eﬁen te conversion to your philosophy., As soon as you oan . : -
.Iﬂ Pome Etha b wLal yon sep deotune, 1*“3 2:ad&ly rernsunce uy religion.

14

ST | pres:“‘ Looentt 2e¢ my wey clsar to scecnting yeur oartienlar be-
liof a5 & oorplots relbutual to tte Gniz gww.;wﬁ WET T oy of paople have
belld\‘ell TOT Lba.l.tuu. i\,l,_.u i

In ciosini, lat me state thet I do' not think that. this or any fanw.
zine’ ig Jne Uy, for 2 Giecussion of a*heim vertus ToL1si.ens-no mele.o.
tox whot 5ut L BRY Asbale ds-boupdigoisbic wpy oame narl 1ua*1nguo £
I'm"askir ﬂ U Te nuoltleon this 4o Lalanas tae inn;u?;ca e 1“adw-s com-
mente in Lzs Auglsﬁ NnPD, acd 1 sinogroly hoge it'm Gha L+4v ~;aﬁg 24
the sunject 1'I1L.raud Lu.8 fapzinek: Bnuf is sEnly , 0
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133 d%' agaion on this: f1h§~ct 1£ any, will appear 1n “Quien
i X ™
U

"M {(Fnther diEg
Sabef?" "It o lzan wermed aver eraf iwn the past faw ronthe so that yem
who ars irterected wow whore to find fone who will JLJbuUtH;»y ba uply
too d9iightad %o . JAHrL.1I'4 iy Mo A fod ‘MYe "9nab4ise of Dadeseis -
Wiy ddece Sumeviia wlant 4 foud that is aoucarneli more d*rqotdy
with fﬁr\xov?lil_ Ty ' '




THIS WAS the bip nightl BLver since the cities on the nsizbbor
planat hai been seon through the mew electronic telescops, the military
sicnal corps technicians, along with top mesn from big electrical com-
pany laborateriez, had haen working fevarishly to construet and dsvelop
squipuwsnt for en attempt tuv communicate with the next planst.

Tonight was the night of nights, for just sbout everythina was
ready and techniocians were busy meking last-minute ohecks and prepara-=
tions. My work was momentarily finished, 8o I msde my way out through

the brightly-lighted rooms filled
kO R Kk ¥ X Xk K ¥ X X X k¥ X ¥ gith busy men with their machines
( ' : and long, enske-like cebles and
" " B & e & 9 8 & @ t.; ULy RO S Wireﬂ arra‘nsad 1n What Beemed ut-
*
¥

—

{

#+ % ¥ &

b ED oK ter confusion.

¥ F % % % Kk % % %k ok K Kk K %k Kk X As I stepped ocutside and

8lid the panel shut, all of the
noigse etopped except the humming, throlbing vibrations of powerful gene
srators,

The evening air was cool and sharp., The stars glittered and wink-
ed In the oclear night sky as I walked over to the basse of one of the
signal towers, Uith these %t2ll lattice-work metal shaftes we would ocom-
municate with another world, They would send a tight-beam of electric-

sl impulses speeding out through bdlack, cold space t0 open & vast new
frontier of science and culture of a different world.

As these thrilling thoughts ran through my mind, I searched the
heavens for this new world. There it was, a glow in the sky such as
eny star would make, though it was vastly more than a mere star, as I
guzsd at it, I remombered and piotured in my mind‘'s eys how we had
all watched our viewsrs as they picked up the imsge broadcasts from the
tolssocpe in the oWsorvetory., The star rapidly expanding as the power
was stepped up, to = slighily flattensd sphere and then the continents
widening out as w: ssoual o fa2ll down upenm the worid, 4ind then I re-
meLhersd how I caishfi wy breath as the highest magnification showed
1ittle nestling tlask sylotches in the mouctaine or on great plaing,
sverywhorec, and exn tndellnxzble bthrill shot through me as we cculd ses
the tiny myriads of giittering lights in those black masses.

CitieBeessNot unlike our own. Intelligent beings inhebjited our
neighbor planet which we had thought desd and barren of life.

And now, tonizht, we would send our signals pulsing through spacs,
to that tiny flame in the sky, to make contact...

And sgomeday maybe interplenetary travel and...

Pushing aside thess exhilirating dreams, I walked bagk to the long,
lew building £1lled with gleaming lizhts., Befors entering, I pauvsed s
moment to look once more at the towering spider-work shafts, silhmet-
tad eagainst the stars.

I had almost reached my station when the gongs agunded. Thie is
it, was my triée thouzht., I finelly reached my station as the gepera-
.| #6¥8 inocressed their throbdbing song of power, Most everything was quied
:ow, but I heard occasional commands 2iven sbove the olioking saleula~

Ors8.

A steady digna) was to be sent at first, whioch would interfsrs
with any electrical coumswnlcation on the planet. Aftar ailowing time
for thenm %o determine 1fs sourss, we would vary the tiae samenoe of
tpi siﬁau;g be show that an intelligence wes trying to communicats
wita el




The moth men haq fixlshed choekiug f2r Sho lsst $ime th: final sl
gudstions cud o8 the soauly of the oalconlators stosped, I noull bsar
thom give thg govacssd fipgral.  The degk'@ souwrpe had Leen slotied so
taat LU woull continune S0 kAT bhe "hargev” pluanet dscpite tne rutation
6 owr piasst and the rewelutlion of Bsih plazsts avound ths suun. Weld
be abls t0 confinue our aishzla for Several wasks watil the distance
besants toc gread, p

Tha switch wasg thrown and the signsl leaped vpon ite way. Relays
erashed ovar 4as the powsy started to d»udld wp exd tremendouvs amounts of
powor boosted the s3jgnel aleonz. Lighte dlomed and thy smell of het in-
gulation £i1lad the room.

Trs ofignal wes now leaping off ths towers into espace! The last
relays went ovsr as the ressvvs powsr lsadz were oubt in to give the siz-
nal one last boost hefeore its otupsndoun jouywey zoress spece began.

At last the dream was reality. The sigznsl was on 1ts way. BEvery-
one was tense now and every meter and dlzl was waichsd carafully for th.
Blightest waver aprd the minutes flew by, HWe Aléun'G cxpect immecdlate re
sulvs buv s%ill we wers ewpeciantly wailing.

The alarm gongs wers ringing! What for? What'@ happened? An ac~
oldent? DOreva...

"sttention! Everyone gttention!" the sudios blared, As if in a
dream, I noticed that thoe avilos wers espaziselly lowld, for ths main
switeh had hesn cub and everything... Agaln ths andlos cul inko
thought. ©...your stations anid roport to ths assewbly hall. Heport at
orss %0 the agzenhily Lall, All porscunel »aporfe..”

I went along with the rueh and heard the baffled questions as the
men povysd into the hisll.

The hall was dark and the giant viewing soreen was alive while &
voioe came over thy viewer's awvdlo. We szt down and kept quiet. The
volce had stopped now bvd wa wuve busy waschiis the sereen, for it must
hawe dzmsthing impordant Ho 4o PitA our projesiic abrupt heit. It was
dazk, buv W Lads oul noving elcuds. We were Dindelhing couprehending
the olouds Whon tis mudfo edersad sgair. "Whe astroncmers have Lithsd
the Tiewer on to The belssoons wew and ars oousing the big eye s¢ 'the
pubiic coan gee what Shoy observed,” £xld a vioweasber s veigs.

This, then, was ou® neighbor planst! "The senior asironomer says
that while ohsgrvinpg Bad »langl in 222 jwaskion with the gebonmpt to com-
mmisate, they gev somethlng g0 frgordent that they Laitesd opsrations.
Hofu adjusting the vidwer, £olks; wa il 211l #2e8 in s momentse

Soenes IwWirled aoross the fetreen and then we esw., Through the
clovde, on zirengs continarts, we saw brlef, blinding flarss of light.
The bhlsck wass .of a osity Lull of pinpoints of Lizht, and then a glar-

ing flash. No Twinkling lights gftar that. Time aftor time the tole=
soope sconnaed the continents of the night-alde of the planat. The

soens Wes reopsaisil and owl eyes ached from the invsusa, llarce glsre,.

Then thera was ndéthing but ihe derk night.

I atumblsd frem the suwditoriun. I pasced the silent, dead ecuip=
ment. I imew -what it meent., All our bright dreams wers now empty
things, dastroyad. I wani slowly seress the grownd, cut into the moom-
1ighe, for now Kralen serd Zralim were making their mzjestlo way scross
our night sky.

i igokad uprthrough the towers for the "star," It was easier to
£ind now - “»r only the brighter stars shone throush the meoonlight,
stood there,’ lLuciiiug uwp at the plienat, which, showing nothing of the

dusk that had fellew ~ ¢ "% e “Iviug 3o bime ip th: glp, -END -
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by Bvh., ANDREW GiBG&E

"JUST G0 WEST of town across the tracks and turm left, Derleth
lives right scross frem the cametuery.” Thai’s what the lady sald when
gsheo gave me my directions. Thet'as how I found August Derletia, bead of
Arikhem House sud an ail-vound top-xoteh writeor. Ue LaB bean writlung
sincse he was 15, aud hig Pived market wae WHIRD TALRE . Although aet
writing mush fentasy now, he gtill stands with Lovecraelt and Braltury
83 & top fastssy anyhov, Trose three are the only Faxbusy writors 1o
he riTen a Z-star Rell of Howor rating by dhe late Ldwawrd 7., O'Brisn
aud Martha [oley For thelr annuzal "besti" short story cellsctious.

Thers was once an idea that these three wors only two, that Love-
ereft was Derleth. Cortailn aseocietes of TIME Mogarine argned this
wtil & sghert lo¥ter from blm led THDE to Zovsersft’s howe, Providsnece,
for preoctf. Dven to Lovecraft's grave. That was soon settled, Luwtl an-
othisr quastion has coms ubl. Slsphen &rendun i g well-known fantasy
wrifer, and a "protezs ol Lugush Teriseth,V-ssemingly distinet from him.
In his earlier sturiss, Derleth ussd that name. ond the ceincidencs
brought Lremdon fo hin, The quoteldl words are IJrom "Wad Knosks¥" pub-
lisned by Arkham Hguge and sditsd by you-kmow-who. Accurding o nim,
Greudon is from a small town acar Aatlard, Wisceinsin, and is now over-
geas with bthe Army Intelligence Seorviocs. Dsvletly merely works as

Grendon’s litsrary agent, 1t geems, racelving and salling his stories.

(Ons of Grendon's sariier sclence«~Ffiotlon storiss will appsar in the
ARIGHAHM SAMPLER, No. 5.)

A for writing fantasy, Derleth has <this
advices o offex: Good characterizatlon, net too
popular in the half~gemt-a-word Qays, 18 the
best peesibla thing for your eteriss. The old
varpires and werewolves are gtill zood for a
Btory, but charmorerization is ssszential., Wit-
negs "Homeoomiugi® An 082 variation is  fine,
toe, bubt $pat won't maks yonyr complate story.
Stusy Pradbucy For this. '

L )

The wussen forces, hovering on the outer
fyinges of space, are still good, but dm't cop-
1tellize on Lovesraft too much. I you wriia
s8torise shout the "Wecronfmicon,™ " A ¥khan,"
or "Othulhw," te sure to write te Derleth Tor
permission. He, Donald Wendrei, end R.G. Ber-
low ast for the Loveeraft estate., 411 that is
copywighted, 80 watch ontl Bven if you gst per-
mission, be careful what you write. Werloth ia
working on the lest part of "ifhe Treil of "Gthe
ulnu,” and hs wante all Cohulibu stories io 3be.
If you write about it, leep it in line with
Lovecraft s ideas. "The Walppoozwills in . the
Hills," bty Derleth, is & goof ezampie of this.
It is interwoven with "Ths Thwwigk dovrror," btut
written in the patitern of "Tho duta In Ths Walls.™

"The Trail of Cthulhu" will be 2n acccunt of the Cthulhu Oult
gleaned from Lovecraft’s stories. Unlike Shaver's eteries, it makes
{no pretsnse of being trus.,

,



el e aaniving Soribes —oeulrlig o -Rour . oinas S landl To aat
thet, %try ths Sedevapust er Harpr*s, Lo Fonidsr snl Zi€f-Davis wen's |
be pavipn wora for battar gtrries, sayu Darleth, Le's having the Seme
trouble with Arilem, House. Pespls hata G sas the prise upped on
books enid pezszines, vet pey no atteatiou teo rising labor and meterial
coste. Lxactly th the auy with his nose pointed ut the blask »ibbon
has to get it in the pockeibook is unkrown, but he dces. The Sifns-
tion is about the rame with all publishing "houses. 1t posaible, get
hold of Bennett Cerf's artiocle in the October 1347 WRITLR'S DIGEST end
Ken Crossen's reply, entitled, "The Opuleat Pocruouse,” in the Janusry !
1948 issus. Both sides have convincinq arguments Judre for yoursalf.
But ksep in mind that Augnet D'rlath doo s mot thyew she wilid partiasg
and Roman bancieds dssceribed In Crossen's sriicls, althougk others doe
THE ARXEAW SALFLIIH, with & ¢irculetion of sboud 830‘ pays for short
stories. D2ootiry amd srtieles you donste for the fome.

You're dcngting for feme when you write g top notch short stery
and sell it, ASWOINTDTING pa s moat, gays €the 1948 WRITER'S VLAR BOCK. .
One &nc wiree rarfors sents a word asl vp,- S4yd Jolm ﬁ, Jte  Whethar
thsy ean rEford %o vey mora fur Tedser gtoring 93 Lue's perSOnal\opzn-
ion, but the faet is thet they Curn's, sl 1t spocars thei iney won't

be, . Dcxleth himsels has pereisliy abendemed Tanizsy feor the mors lua=
rative Jove £iory lald, ' Py the vav; ratas for 8047 MAGZING, '8 T0p

prestigs market widh = Sﬁfll cisenlation, are uuu~u&lf 10 one eent gl )
word. Think that over, '

A8 for the Shaver Mystery, ™"Claiming that it'e trus is good
salesmanship and showmanzhip,” said Terleth. "Bubt to insist on its
truth runs the risl: ol offending fantary readers by caesting aspersions
on their intelligenoes,” ke a2ddasd. *"Lnol sed,” @s an Arkham cliizon
would say.

Visitors among the ey poundsrs to Arkham House have included
Dongld Wundrei, Rcbert Bloch, Dr. D.E.Eellor, Sem Uoskowitz, Honry
Eut {ner, and_cthsxsw

The only market he has is for the ARKHAM BSAJMPLIIR. Submit hers
and you'll ba compsting with Lovesraft, H. Russell Welrefield, Lord
Diomseny, ets. Eﬂ.

- END =

BOTTS BLEL!OCRAPHY
These are the 17 Bottstoriae so far written. Those without pub-
lication dats listed are in the hends of some faneditor or other, This
is. ths oxrder in which the taless were writton, and srplies neither to the
time-coguencas In the stories, nnr 2 their publication 3aquance.

1. Tha Man “Tho Murdered Farda™® (i eersssasteanisies BEMBEBOK Jul 47 .
25T WhITTANR20 'S dafranigd U TUL AT A s A% i onol! BERROQK augnd - 47
30 ANNITEYSETV veotoecesstnsnsnssantssssesiseontiney OEQGEmﬂﬁP'SHP 47
4. Ine Lb,-‘?bdl 1'3“1;5’1!& l...c.cola..llOl..ll.lll....I SP;&CEW‘.&B-P 001!.4!';"r
6. HOW So Vrite Uﬂ@ Besaar e e ahaweses e snveye e ves SRACEWARE Nov 47
6. The Gase of the Bohizophrerie Promag «..isses.se SPACKNARR, Deo 47
7. Probavilit vl s R I R A (SN R M[ZMT 3
a' qu SO You = Q:U?ETE N N N N YRR R R S A I{"th‘-ﬁ" DGO 4?I
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{THE GREAT STF BROKIINST

R‘ LL i‘b;)vl-l:“ & .:I'IH!‘:I‘UY l.'::‘—

RROTULIEE the great space bhomber "Spacewarp" hurtled thru the eire
less void toward the far planet of Halshapiro, where the hardy
fon were unsusmectingly sending out s steady besam of very good,
vory mnintelligible stf. The heads of all the snvermments of the
world stood in the eungine room, gazing moodily at the huge tanks

that pipod & stesdy flow of Ex-lax to tha mighty jets.

Were they hurrying to teke part in the great STF broasdcast? Were
they rushing to get in their 1little crumbs of ego-boo? NO! They were
carrying an atom bomb to blow our friends end their wonderful trans-
mitter to Xeno.

They used the broadcast as a radio beam, foroing the toughesat,
most hard-bitten o0ld veterana to listen to the broadecast and keep them
on oourse., Even these men of steel could listen for only about an hour
befors they leaped up, drooling and gibbering, and walked on their
hands out the airlock. The third man who took the dread suicide post
tore the phones from his ear as they moaned in a low B.S.* voice, "The
only true ghod is beer," over and over agaiyst & soft instrumental back-
ground.: Desperately he threw the switch that changed it from a receiv-
er to a transmitter, and soresmed "No! No! No! I can't stand eny
mored It's driving me mad, mad, MAD}!I"

Becauss, you know, it was.

JaClem snd Lune, hearing this ad-1ib on their portadble tooth-fill~
ing radios, instantly guessed that it was a listener's resction to the
otf broadoast and, after tracing the call thru central to the "Space-~
warp," realized instantly the whole plot (They were both kindergarten
stage lensmen) and spread the alarm,

Bven in this orisis the stalwart fen remained calm, cool, and col-
lected. Von Heine sized up the situation and guietly said, "Achhimmel |
dertouflemanderboatsundzapzuns, and be quiok about itl" |

Then O.George Schmidt stepped upon the scene, shouting "aAll is not
yot lost. I will save you! I will build a zap-gun to end all zap~guns,
a super duper large eoonomy size ray that will meke us masters of any
situation. Just go on with your broadoasting. There i2 nothing to fesr
save fear itself." ]

Then the famoum author duilt e strange, towering devioe out of two .
autogyro Eats, a mimeograph, 80 empty beer ocans, r-tRapp's pipe, & Gid- !
eon Bible™ snd two impossible Steinpix. Then he hooksd it up with the
transmitter and turmed to the fans with Triumph (his right-hand-man).

“How doee‘it work?" soreamed the fen in unison.

* Ben Singer's.




"Wery simple,™ crowad Schmitt. "It operates on the Keith Hoyt sin-
gle fimgle angle triseotion principle. The perverted neutrons enter the
Bible, aftex being scursd inbu motion by the Steinpix. Then they pro-
ceod thru the teer carns, their spesd grsatly inereased by the smsll of
r-tiapp'a pipe, and are flung inte ths transmit ter's parabolic refisc-~
tor by the autogyro hmats, where they follcw owr radio beam to the target.

"Astoundingk," whispered von Heine. "ihet dus it do?"

"Whenever it strilms a men," answered Schmitt, "it turns all the
suger in his blood~-=-----rr-==-- to ALCOHOL !"

The fen stood a moment in awed silence, then burst out in a mighty
shout of "We want the ray. We want the ray. ile want the ray."

Upperberth scrambled toward the controls of the new zapgun, orying
out his o0ld magazine editor's slogam: "If the little yuks want soms thing
LET 'EM HAVE IT i" and tried to turn the ray on the fane, but Schmitt
turned and stopped him with a whisky bottle on the head.

"Later, later:i" yelled Schmitt, standing on Upperberth's face.
"Business before pleasure, you know," 4ind with that he simed the ray
at the approaching space bomber, snd pulled the trigger,

FENE SEEk3E HEFE FREE gEes EZpek SREE iRy EEmE

Aboard the space bomber “"Spacewarp,” the temth radio man was just
about to go off the deep end from listening
. to the great stf broadcast when a strange
feeling came over him. It was as if
somaone had slipped a soft, wooly blan-
kst cver iiis senses.

"Shay," he said, tuning up the stf
broadeast, "Now that redio progrem
mokesh Sensh, I gesh I jusht washn't

in the (EIC) right mood before."

One by one the heads of all the maj-
or governmen*s of the world staggared
into the »»2io room to listen.

"Thatish waerlly good-shtuff," said
Stalin, falling flat on his face.
T vy "Whut do we wenter pomb
thosh bipple (HIC) far? I
shay letsh join up with
them. We, too, can have
(BURP) ez0-boo."

The rest of the world
leaders chearsd might-
ily, and all Joined
the NFFF by radio.

The purple planet
Halshapiro loomed
in the screens,
and only the
gutopilot took
note of it.

.- anp A New HiaH Jump @6corD By,
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Q\ S they lsnded they were grested by mobs of cheerimg, drunken fen
ﬁ”, (They hed murdered O.George Sdhmitt and turned the ray on them=-
1\, selves) snd held a great party to celebrate the new memberships.

Stalin came tottering into their midst with the atomic bomb under
his. eam. "Haw, haw, haw!" he roared, "We don't need this any more!"
and tossed it to JaClem.

Instantly sober, JaClem tossed it back, while the rest of the fen
pioked up the transmitter and the ray and ren for the ship. Stalin,
now fully sware of hiz danger, snd JaClem played hot-potato wlth the

bomb, while the fen jemmed into the "Spacewarp" and blasted off into
Bpace.

Hurtling toward Earth, they looked back just in time to see &
blinding flesh and a huge mushroom-like oloud on the planet Halshapiro.

Well,"” sald Upperberth, "The NFFF will have to issus a revised
roster. Two members lesss....would you favor them with a short prayer,

von Helne, while I hold my hend over Singer's mouth so he can't inter-
I'l.lp'b?"

"Jawohl,” said von Heine. "Mein Ghott, at last we're beginning o
cut down the number of characters!"”

"Aye--~MEN!" shouted r-tRapp happily.

URING the entire trip home the transmitter was kept pointed at

Barth and the ray was kept pointed at the fen, and both ware
kept munmning full force.

At lnst they awoke to find themselves cireling their own home
plenet. As they crowded to the airlock, fighting for a chence to be
first man out, Upperberth addressed them with eyes rolling.

"Pellow fen," he cried, "This 1s our golden opportunity. With
our ray and transmitter nothing cen stop us. I have just gotten =&

radio message from Earth. They surrender undonditionslly to us, aft-
er hearing our wonderful ¥roadcasts, which they jokingly refer o as
a terror weapon., Let's move in and take over the worla!

"Wis'll give them a seample of the only true government -- a STF=~

OCRACY IV
({ T0 BE CONTINUED ))

((4 noble dream ~= but will it be accomplished without difficulty?
Hhat will life be like in this brave new world? Ue're afrald we ars

going to find out presently.....from some fan's PART NINE of "The Great
BIF Broadcest." })
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Are you so unfortunate as never to have read that fascinating bi-
monthly compendium of fannish literchoor, that internationsl effort
to entertain fandom, that Officisl Orgsn of the MSFS:

Send 10¢ for a copy, or 50¢ for six, to, J_ THE MUTANT
-
GEORGE YOUNG, Director of Publications, MSFS, P& gubscribe
22180 Middlebelt, Farmington, Michigen. S today
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({(This =~--uh~- article
ig what the reporter
ing Star produced alt-
ar & dession of tfine
TORZON o What 4o non-
fenn think of stf?
‘1'1.?011....-))

1Ny

Put down that ray-gsun, Buck Rogers, I've got you cold. So I lat
him bave it with my 25th century rocket-pistol (zap, zsp), hopped in-
to my space-~chip (zoom, swish), and made off to ths planet of the
three~hes dad peopla., Minerva was waiting for me, a iight sparkling in
every nne of har six television ayes,.

SN N
S }-\\Ywﬁ
- ) B A A \

Seen any machine-men of Zor lately? They have organio brains in
metal cube-shaped hodies, you know. Vhat's the word from Helun, the
lovelorn robut, or the omeil~hizard of Veaust Euw're interplanetary
commmications with you, kild? l

NOTHING WRONG with me that a long rest =-- and protection from an- |
other sciance-fiction convertion -- won't gure, The sixth world con-
vention of these publishaess, writers and readers of fantastic tales is
beifgz held at £5 Quevn £, B. Juet tolko & firm grip om yourself,
pimnge right in, axd it shonldn®t be more than a couple of woeks be-
fora you can slecep again without nightmsres,

Of course, you may hava a few bad moments if you start worrying
about the cesmic veil of meteoriec dust wii:h s going to cover the
sarth in a feow years. Don't lab &% gob you; it'c just going to last
for 40 years and avter that ths zun will shine through agsii.

THE BUSINESS about the cosmic veil is contained in one of the
fanzines which are available for the fen attending thée Tercon., A
fanzine, among scisnsze=-fistionists, is a fan meguzine, fen is the
plural of fam, snd Poryeon is Toroabto corvention. tuming, asren’t they?

Those of tender nerves should made a point of avoiding the draw-
Ings displayed at the convention. These are up for nuction (if suyone
wants a good portrsit of a fiend for the bsdroom wall, this is tie
place to et it) and arve the originals of piatures which appssred in
fentastic and astounding magazinres and books,

THERE 'S ONE COSY little number, for instance, that shows a poor
bloke being clutchad to the breast of a beast that has the body of an
octopus and arms which are individual snalws. 4Any nusder of these pice-
tures show pocple baing done in with ray-guns (sap, zap-..vgh, you got
me}, space-ships fiying through ths nuwslivocming smoke of abcu-bomd ex-
plosions, snd lighily clzad meidens being mewaced by Ilands of one sort
¢r encther,

On Saturdey, before the formal goings-on of the comvention start-
ed, the delogates were frese to sxamine the fenzines, new hooks, and
drawings on displey, and to out up touches about fiends thsy have met

Ao thete penttney  Too mep In ona covmur warsg eareuasili dlecuseca
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HarewoLVES . O Sroup 0F thoes wes lopt sonevhere lu Guter spsre on &
Jenn% bobtwean Marg pnd ths moono

The fan are kepd in touch with one smother and the writers of
their favorite typs of 1iterafure moetly by the fanzlnes. One of the
latest of $theas is a joliy 11ttle numbsr called simpnly Macabre.

IT IS ADVERTISED: ™jant fto fesel disgusteld, scrsam in horror,
beat your head, kill your motber~in-lasw? Read Macsbre."

Science-fiction is yemrs ahead of sectual science, according ta
DPavid A. .yle, a fan, literary arent, writer and publisher of lontie
cello, New Tork. ™We had the atcu bomb 35 yesrs apo,™ he says, indi~
cating that the atom is pretty mash passs now. ™ie're on to new things.

At one time' during the war the FBI in the United States told one
selence~Fiction negdzine 1% would have to drop an atom story becsuse
it miznt give away military scerst®, The publishser said his megezine
had bean pudlishiug aton stuff for 10 yesre snd L7 it was {s discon-
tinue evregeily 1% might create suspicion. Atomic fiction mearchsd vie=
terisusly on. '

During the introduction of visjtors, the delegate from New Orleans
complainad that he had mislaid his Zomble. It was learned later, out-
side the hall, thut the 4ombis, in %this case, was & fuuzine, not a rep-
regentative ot the waelkin: dsad,

““BND -

({Correction: This is the account from the Toranto Globe And Mail,
not the Star, as stated st the begirmiung of the artiasle. I am happy to
announc? that Secrgs Youne hae just acauired & tynaw: thersfors, 1 am
sura he will type out the Jvar iter for me for the nsxt WARP. If not,

gll you aagar readard cou send il nusty leltedd.))
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by ARTHUR TEMBY JAMES
I have, at this writing, been in Fandom just about six months,

During that six monthe, I heve read a letter each by Rog Phillips
epnd Forrest J. Ackermsn.

0f all the westsd ink and useless words, the two letters of Qectober
1947, are af one aud tha same time, the most ingne, imbecellic, and id-
iotic conglomernticny of acecusutions snd counter-sccusations that 1t has
ever bear this writer's misfortune %o have wasted time in osarusing.

From these two letters, and from the opinions of some of my corrss~
pondents, it would ssem that Fardom in peneral consists of about 90 per
oent prsjudice and ten per ceut I'm-gona~halbe-'imewhathor-~he-deserves-it
0¥ =10%,

Undoubtedly, the name ealling and acousations made by both Phillips
and Ackexrman was quite justifisd in both cases; from the viewpoint of
the btysiander, sAckerman and Phillips have the IQ's of gbout 5N% that of
& meggot. OCertalrnly fthey show 1ittls intelligence in participating in

Such a moronie faud,




Uhet if ome 2id say the other was craszy?

From the lsfters, it wonld coem that both writers are more than
just a wee bit waxy-headesd.

And, as far as that goes, just about anyone who takes part in
Pgnactivities, including myself, is waxy-hecded. And then some.

Does Fandom consist of the mertal types like Ackermsn and Phil-
lips? One would certainly think 20 affor gstdying the Ackerman~-Fhil-
lips-Shaver fauds of not so recant dnio.

Which brings up the condorwmation of Richard S. Shaver.

I have been reading stf and fantasy since the days of the old
Wonder Stories, and have read a gecod many of Shavar's storles, and, as
yot, I heve failed utterly to find eny of the smut that many of my
corresprndends olaim to have found, Shaver has, admittedly, at times
been » shads or two too descriptive of the Fem form, BUT -- unless one
has that tips of mind, he or che will not dsnounce as awmutty every
othsr page they raad.,

The Chicago Art Institute is packed with statues and drawinga in
both Semi-mudsn and full nude, bubt the class of people who view them 40
go with clean eyes and cleon minds. Unless he or she has a dirty mind
to start with, bhasieally, thay will not seoe whet is not thers.

Any onse who thinks that way, can find evil in their own home. To
see your gister or your mother carryinzg a towdl and scap, dressed in a
flimsy, transparent hathrohe is not fo gay they are evil; anycne can
find evil, who looks for 3¢l

I heve witnessed scenes on the Chicago beaches and public convey-
ances of which nothing was ever done or thonght of; let Shaver print an
illo of the undraped female form ¢r deccrils the cherms of a Fem in one
of his stories, and all of Eards= - or most of them -- are ready to
jump down Shaver’s thront an’ stemy Pim as evil or sautty.

Hypocrites! -

The very first law of Christ, "Judge not -- lest ye too be judged
=~ likewisa --~=" is violatad by the vory ones who ¢laim to have a be-
lJief in t»nd and in the Lsregfter ~- cr ever. a partial helisf.

They will condemn Shaver because he professes to have little faith
in a Hereafter. Thay (Fandom) condemmn Shaver and c¢2ll him an Atheist,.

The Bible deScribes an Atheist ae one who denies God. ({Where?))

Shaver is not an Atheist: Richard S. Shaver has stated to me that
he neither believes nor disbelieves, but simply that he has little fai th
thet God does exist. So what? Doses the mera fact that Shaver neither
believes nor disbelieves meke of him an arch-e¢riminal, t0 be shunned and
derided by those who ought to be cleaning out the tresh in their own
back yards instead of critiecizing their nsighbor?

I can't see it tmt way, at sil.

I hava never .met Richerd 5. Shaver in person, but have correspond-
ed Witk Lin For zoms weeks,

/Byea right! =-~-
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Unfortunately I was born, October 3, 1931, in a little torture
chamber on the lunatic fringe "of New York. My first contact with fan-
tasy was a little friend of mine by the name of Johnny MacKarrigen. He
was the perfect playmate in every way _.
but one: mnobody could see him but mo,

e moved about quite a lot, living
first in Bridgeport, Connecticut, then
in Merion, Indiana, Cadallac, Miob4gan,
San Franc*sco California, and Oek Ridgse
Tennessee,. . L. 1earned to draw in a valn
effort to make obher. people ges Johnny 7 [
but when I found that even that didn*t do . 4
the trick, I bade & fond farewell to my -
faithful friend and have Seen very little
of him since.

In Califbrnia I became qnite a prob-
lem to the oh-so-progressive.school I haunt--
ed by telling my playmates strange tales. of
the world Johnny lived in. On one occasion I
was almost expelled for secaring the b'allzebud
out of a ccuple of 1little girls.

When we moved to Osk Ridge I to ok’ up Comic -
strips for a hobby, got & stupid kiddie strip ealled
"Petis Panda" published in the local newspaper, "The .

Oak Ridge Journal", and started a grade school paper with a science~
aviation column I used to forward my airplane photo business. (Boy
oh boy, did that racket ever pay off!) Then I got my firgt fantasy
mag, Weird Tales and I've been a fan ever gince.

The war ended, my asirplane pix racket dropped dead, and we 8ll
moved back to Gaalllao almost never more to roam. In the 8th gradse

The whole aLtluade of all Pandom in regards to Richard S. Shaver
appears to the bystander as the gleanings and products of mentalitic
that Shou1d more p*ogerly be under the care of a Psydhiatrlst.

If this arficle is going to set Pandom asainst me, then haw to
the line -- let the quips fall where they may. I believe in what I
have set down on these pages and defy {ne world to show me where I am
WIONng »

T go ‘on record hére and now as A FRIEND QF RIGEARD S. SEAVER.

 I'believe Shaver to ‘be one of tha most unjustly maligned persons.
whe ever lived -- condemned because he is willing to stand behind his
principles and beliefs, adjudged by those who, in so d01nga justly
plece ﬁhemse¢ves in danger of 1ike judgment.

According to lestters I have recelved many of Shaver's theories
have been qubstanulated by recognized scientists.

WHO CAN PRODUCE ABSOLUTE, INDISPUTABLE PROOF Eﬁ SHAVER IS
WRONG? ™ AnSwers WO ONE $ = LND _=
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i3I Jowaded and sdlitsd a ons-smol sdhool paper, the Tlrst and probahly
the Jast grads-sche) paper in CGodililac,

Uponi enteriny Hiaii Sohool, foue nopn-fen, iwo tesmchors, and myself
founded ovr 2lsk achcol paper, The Ualilluszn. whichk is efall going
gtrong alter twe yoarg, I was Trdthmen aditor anmd Aid & ssud-ghf o0l
unsi ¢alied "The Wanfering Mind", whioh W co wade "Toa Notiora) Noho
{That'e & sorh of goventh hsavern for awstsur writers, a repwnut zins
of tha besot schoel pspoer Ffenturss From sll over Amarisg.)

Degpite the souil-smobthering censorship that was slapped onto us
with the seming of an ultra-ocongervative Taschsr-supervigser, the loocal
fen end [ mnagad to 8)ip in a Yot of stf snd fantasy, &l of which
mads The Nadlonal Behe, {Mhisch jush goes to prove whos Ifve always
movm; that fanfasy is the Ligheost foxm of literators.)

Then one eldrioh Gay I saw it. Art Rapp’s rame in & prozine let-
tercojumin. I wzotes to him, joined the MSFS, and become an aactifan,
Not content with driving Rap? md, I sal ous to gebt thse rest of fandom.
My riet was very subbie, Birst, I asesulted ths vegiors of SPATETARP
and RMUTANT with artlcles sal stories shanged Mt lattle from those
Johmny %0ld me as a child, #econd, I purahed them %o the borderiine of
sanlty with ghastly piw of glodlic®, or Lump-mwa ag they &r9 sonstimes
c¢allad, which I dvew in wy sieer.

ut something was wrong. Bven after the Singer-Nelson religlon
foud the fang wers siill sarér than the rest of the world. That ocalled
for dvastlo action. I founmdsd ansther zine , UFIVILASE by nome, for the
sole purposs of driving you mad, rmd, MAD beyomd your wildest drsams.
Even now, dear reader, I am nihbling, guawing aswsy 8% rowr wind. 3Slow-
1y, ozratully, I am short-cizouiting your svnapiis sovnnsedl ong, re-wir-
inz your mantel swilchooard, and Jloosening your scrows,

How wilil you Ymow when I've finished you?
Johnny will tell rovo

- END -

The influx of new fanzines continues. Since last month, twe
more bouncing bables have bean adandounsd on my doorstep by slightly
shuddering postmon. To "it,ss0c

QT Ctherwise kunown as "Fandom's Unique Magazine™

A"IEROID x Vol. T ¥c. 1 (July) oonsists of 32 ~ BE" x '!4}“‘
pages, mimeo'd on slick papsr, Jim darmon, E& Parnbam, Dan Mulcahy, and
seversl othsers contributs fiotlon, arvicles, peelxy, artwork, ofc. Al-
though suffering ths paned Firsu-issae faulbe—%ihis mag ghews grest prom-
iss, Momthiy, 10¢, $1.00 par pear. Jim Harmon, 427 B. 8th St., Mb. Car-
mel, Iilinois,

VIANT A Official Qrgan of the Washington SFA, this consists of]
”', I ],ﬂ. S0 WERP. o : -1

¢ W 20 WirP-sine pages. The oontants sre double~spaced
throughout. Heavy papex, aithar 20 or 24 1lb, stcek. Yellow paper for
frons and Taosk ocovear . Very nsat mimes job. Oontents hizh-qualidy, in-
clvding & ropxint of a N.X.Dines srticle aboub Buasia apnd 2tf£, DPosmsg,
artieies, snd $iatioa DYy dovert dainagbury, Robext £rlges. Franklin Kerk-
bef, Frilip N. Bridges, snd Miles Javie. Dublishsd ifregularly. 104, 3
for 264, Miles Pavie, 3428 n.l. Ave., H.W,, Wasbhingten &, D.0.
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MY NAME IS Horace Longhaommer and I am &8 stf fan, That makes me
some sort of somethiang or ather. Perhaps a meriyr. My girl, Betty,
says it mekes me & plain idiat,. Bab yuu kaow now women are...that is,
most womon. Ratly igs a 1it%le difforn t. Resides helng heautiiul,
she has z nolicum ot intellipenca. Bven thomgh she dcos not cere for
8tf nor fur fandowm, sha dces net hold wy alfliedion wom“u% We, In
fact, she takes Qu;au an 1u+n*uef iz fasdome-cespsul ol ly J0r ay beps-
fit, ghe suys. DBut botwesn we Hhrse, I halisve gha l_ﬁﬂu it == fondom,
thet 43 ~= and is Juwat too 3tLTharn te admit 1it. Vonan are usualily
stusborn about admitting anybaizng. 1 gwoess they just want o piay
hard %o got,

L
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But I gnese I'm sort of getting ahead of myself. Here I am de-
gseribing a cheractar when all the experts say you otta start with
gotion. Wail, the techuique of writing Adoesn’t 50 here--since Sam
Herwin, Jr,, 7111 re Ve ro“i ﬁn$s anymay. 4sond if ne oid road it, he
probab v weuld rajast 1% ich i3 why his Magasino enjoys o large
circulation on tis ﬁPW'et han Moush soms of the fean are of the o-
pinion that Rick Smeury's votevra sya the reason it snjoys sush s tre-
menGous cirewlation. My opintoe ie thouwn thet the Marcszine®s popul-
arity hirgos on Bﬁrgey‘dliﬂ Ubhgtever thet if.

But what you want is sction. Story actionm. "Begin with actiom,"
says Woodford. "The Boy atood on the turning decks. Eating psanuts by
the peck. His father cal1ed he wounld =ot go because he icved them
reamuts 80,." There, we have berun.WL oh aotiun« I will now 3et on
with the story. (It says here in fine print.]

I WUAS IV ZHE WOODSHED back of our mansion -«- complete with four
rooms and outsida piuvabing -= oranXking fthe mimeograph that turns out
my menthly fanzips, EBM, wken thers wae & Algsrest hnock on the door.
I new It wes Bq“fi bedauae she elvayf knooke befors antering. She
navss ERQWE. Who h 2 m1aht o] wuhn¢4§ abovt the plase in my “irindav
suite Homaver, kmooking would be the laost fuinn I wonlé a 1f I baot
ti.av9 wae any euﬂnca g 2atabang her thet way. NHowever, I am olwsys
poiits wWhen X gall om har, L alwars peep throvgh ths Ls; hole hefovs
L barge into her 1oon.

I opsned the door and Betty ceme in. She was dressed comfort-
ably es is ner habit, Shorts -- very short =-- sni a bra -- very

tight. L gave a low, @prrsciative whia~
//’\kﬁbxgﬁézc

tle which she ¢ﬁan~@61 Y glmeys Tuow whan

she ignorse ne Lecaase &he alwayy glvas ma
a righﬁ haymeier v the Jaw, Wlnt Y can’™t

underatand is ths aabrodisery on her bruz "Do
not handlei® As if I ...bus wouldw't you?

"Jhat's cooking?" she asked when 1'd recov-
oered fxcm the haymaker. I dodgad snother session
of being iguered by kssping ha<-er, eyss whare they
belengeosiogs, on the mimeogr arh,.gmla gald, ") am
gotticg cut anothar acony of thp BEMIT




“"That did gour subssriber say whenm you Mmelisd him the last oopy?"
she asked.

"Do not mention my circulation," I requested. "Besides, I just
%;ranged with Art Rapp of Spacewarp o start an exchange of subserip-
ions.

"Repp is & sucker," Betty seid, picking up one of the mimezo'd
pages, She glanced ovef it hurriedly and started to replaus 1% on the
stack. Then she stopprsd and began fo read exeitedly.

"Must be interesting," I said hopefully.

Y picked up 8 duplicate sheet to ses what was so interesting. The
gheet contained the last pagze of a Bottsyarn and a filler at the bottom
vee8 blt Dy the number one fan, "Fishkake' MeGlurk. MeGlurk never sub-
bed to fanzines, but he sent one and two line M llers out to get free
coples., This one said: "I have made definite observwetions of life on
the moon., Fen who doubt this or who would 1like to ses for themselves
may get in touch with ms at my home and workshop in Shady Lady Canyon,
near Los Angeles, California,"

"By Jupiter!" Betty exclaimed. '"Wie've been wanting some place to
go on a Yacation, and right there is the answer."

"Sure,” I said unenthusiasticly, "California is three thousand
miles sway...it would cost us well over a hundred dollars just to make
the trip one way, not counting hotel biils and so forth...and I don't
have 100 cents at the moment. Maybe YOU have a suggestion."

I certainly dol" she answered in the manner of ons who has suvdiden~
1y become important, "I will enter the local beauty contest. The fimst
prize is a full paild trip for myself and an escort to Ho}lywood."

"You speak as though you had slready won!" I tried to sound very
sarcastic. -

She put her hand on her hip, stuck out her br---er, that is, her
chast, and mode a sensuous movement of her thighs, then began to parads
slowly about the workshop, mecdel~fashion.

"Don't you think I have a chance?" she smirked.

"Frankly, my dear, you are very beautiful...to me, But you have
quite & few judges to impress.”

"fhen & judge is a men, he is very easy to impress.,"” I didn't likJ
the positive way she made the statement, but I kept quiet about it. I
returned to my mimeographing snd she rushed out to make the proper ap-
plication to enter the contest,

I have never learned what cajolery Betty used to win that contest.
L have said before that she wess beautiful. Perhaps that was why. But
I have never understood how she was so sure of winning. But she won.

And five days later we were strolling arm-in-arm down Vine Streset
in Hollywaod, California, 4And the next day we crawled out of a bud near
Shedy Ledy Canyon. Betty was wearing slacks, a tight blouss, ond sun
Elasses. I was dressed quite conservatavely in a purplv¥ sShirt and pink
trousers. I never wore sun glasses, because when I tried to, bobby sox-
ors swarmed all over me hunting sutographs. I cen't help it if I have




i ‘o osars . Jiwny Duwarteto aese, apd Frank Sinsatrs ‘s ybhysique.
o uendilon Aok Rayvets vigs.

Th wazx g good half-hour’s walk w the windiang, twisting canyon to
acGlurkis hide-out. Hotby hreezed slong in fropt, and I wheezed along
behind, saryvyiung Seversl trunks containing ber olothes...also s bag with
my ofthor pants snd a camera, Why U bxought the causrs, 1 chall vevsr
now. I fergot %o bring sany film,

s i S0 2w v 3 5

)

e MeGlurk was waiting for uz, on
WS N the patis of his reanch house. If
.Qﬁﬂ”ha\ — i it yon've nuver seen Holurk, he's g-

WA bout as insulting o Jook at as
those lottare he seuds Lo ithe pro-
ol zlnes, Ho's DiZosesl do mesn Rige..

{ with red halir,6 .blne ayes, a i&rge
chin and g .prominend nose.

"leleome to MeBlurk's Haven," he
{ roared, oxtemding & land the size of
a gpace-~lock. "Juzst pat the luggege
on ths stetion waugm." . I cussed men-
t2lly wien I saw the smaszny station
wagon shanding near the houss. The
darn 4 zat-wnd gould have met us at
the tus stopi T dropped the lugzage
1 eaé neticed he still was extending
e fimnd, T ograsped it snd thought
f tlve plancts had Avooped imbe the sun
and wa wore in the grip of a suvpe r-
fnov&, 1 shook far ten minutss after
I he tuzned me looss,

"ie will lose no time in getting
to the obgorvatory," he said., "Get
into the station wagci.”

: 2 b MoGlurk drove and the wagon bouncr
_ . . Je La{f’q ed over the canyor trail for ten

= ‘ T _imiles or so, fnally ws spotisd the
big dome of the observatory high above ths canyon rim. MeGlurk parked
the wagon and we got out. Had Yo wulk the Yest of thas Way...aboud two
miles straight up,

MoGlurk led the way to a huge telescope.

"I will now prove my contention about life on the meonl!" he an-
hounced. He peered into the eyepiece end fooussed the instrument.

"aAh{" he exclaeimed, "Thare it isl™

Betty came forward and looksd. I might explain that though it was
daylizht, VMeGlurk claimed his telescope could ses around the curvature
of the sarth to £pot the moom on the other @3ds. If wae his own in-
vention, he polnted out modeatly. -

Betty went into a little dance of acstasy.,

o

"It's truwel" she said. "Pheve is life on the moonl"

"Got out of the way," I said, "and let a man look."




I meersd invo the eye-piece. Suddenly, I burst out launghing.
Mihat's so damn funny?" MeGlurk demanded.

When I could gontrol myself, I said, "Why you fool! That's not
the moon! Thet’s China: You've fooused the telescope on Chinal"™

MeGlurk was quite taken abask, as they say in the dime thrills s
of grendpa's day. In other words, he was astounded.

Buddenly, to coin a phrase, he galvanized into action. He grab-
bed Betty around the weist end placed a huge paw over her mouth.

™ou two are the only ones who kmow I have madd a misteke," he
grunted. "I will seal your lips forsver.".. .. - -

I bocame frightened and Bcared, too, all at once, simultaneously
and 2t the same timd. I realized that MoGlurk was mad. In fact, he
was insane, quite off his nut, so to espeaks Betty was squirming in
his mighty arms., I quipara}yzud.

Suddenly Betty caught his hand in her firm white teeth. She bit
down, and MeGlurk zave an anguished bellow, He threw her azainst the
wall and started toward me. I took g deep drag.on my pipe and dlew
the smoke full into his fdce. I forgot to mention earlier I smoks a
blend of super-concentrated D.D.T, It keaps the mosquitoces away.

The smoke wilted MeGlurk like & potato plant in hedes. (Thought
I‘waz go%ng tg gay 1ike @ leaf, didn't you? There ain't nothing trite
about me! ViC .

After that, it was easy.. Betty and I orated MoGlurk inte a gankv
ing cape and I dragzed him down the eanyon wall to the jeep. Or I be-
lieve it was a station wagon. Yep, that's whet it was. On re-reading,
I heve discovered it was a station wegon. It alwaye pays te check up
those things. But the station wagon sort of recembled a jeep.

Our trip teo Hollywecod was a big swocess. Betty tried out for a
part in the movies. But she turred it down. After seeing the title
of *he sceript, T didn't tlame her. It wag: "A Trivy To The Moon,” by
Fishkake Noliurk, i

— o -

(Well, if you 1ived threugh this one,. there will bs another "Hore
ace Longhammer™ estory coming soon. lMaybe you will live through that
One! too! I'm af‘I;ii.id.. TI":".L - Ml

) [y de : =
< SHBSRIPTION DATA
Sorry, there are no more copies of the July SPACEJARP, eontaining
the Torcon account, ovailable. I seldom run off more WARPS than are
necessary to cover the subsoription list, plus a dozan or so extra. If
you don't want fo miss future fanworld-shaking VARPS, I sugzest you ,
subscribe, instead of buying en ish at a time,

Furthermore, on the 18th of September the priee of the WARP insreas-
o8 to 164 per copy, two for 254, 9 for ;,1.,00. Present subsaribers will
raceive the dalsnce of thelr subseriptieon at the 0ld price, of course.

Back WARPS available: Mey, Sept 47 @ 5¢ - 4
(While they lagt) Fab, Mur. May, Aug 48 @ 10¢
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