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Commencing with this issue of MIJTENT, ths mag will be published in Cadillacy
urder the able and expericnsed hands of Radell Nelson et cororts. Nelson is the
rurlisher of his own zine Ui
+iat SEACEWARP and Nelsca's nag
6d and published in Cadiilac,; I vresumd, OF ccurse, MITANT will continue to be

' edited from the House on Kiag Striot, with occasicnal ascistance from George Young, .
Norman Kossuth end the Detroit bunch, In ending, I can orly say s Welcome Ray, and °

_hore's bettery bigger, wider=known MUTANTS! gulp.

While I was working this summor, the LMSFS went en masse to Cadillae, for the bi-

annual Michicon. In retaliation, Radell Nelson dropped down to Dotreit over the
- weekond of=last month somctims, In tho ccurse of ovents, he and Young rak the
blockade at the border and dropped into Windsor for sowe chatter, Ray got an idea
for a yarn, and the result occuples pagos 4=5; the jllustration at the heading of
"Flux" is his owm, prodused on tho spot, and autographod, too.

1 The first Botts talo is presonted also; it's is a good yarn. In thoso days, Rapp

had tho usual grudge ageinst the prozinos, and wrote this story to reliove his

foelings. Vaughn Grecnc, whosc Shaver discussion articlcs woro prescnted in WARP,

givos us his littlo horro» yarnj tho illios wore sent in by Howard Millor, and to

" boat all, wore niccly fitted into Groone's yern ¢ Dick Avery supplies tho light
humor with his tale of the hon-pocked scionce=fiction fan.

Loe Cook and Kon Pitchford aro tho poots of this issuo. _Tha.mjority of the
contents, both proso and illustrations, woro sont to mo via tho NIFF Menuscript
Buroau, which is splodidly managod by one Arthur Rapp. Novor hcord of 'im &

and wo epe informed by way of Art Rapp's beaver
¥iil wsecs coms the Naw Years The mag will be edit=

According to Startling's latest comments, the art work in the mag is "wecak". The

contributions of Miller, Kossuth, and tho Nolson brothors should changc thate I'm
sonding stencils to tho MACABRE twins for covors and interiors. Anyone is askod to
sond in art work; we need littlo touches of humorous cartoons, such as Kossuth's

" itom on pago 17, :

' David H Kollor, an honorary MSFSor, wrote in and proffored his sorvices to use
. Wo are proud to aocopt, and hope to run Dr Kollor's work in the very ncar future.
_ Porhaps tho Docttr will give us on articlo on the ocarly days of stf; his memories
. and impressions of Hugo Gormsback and tho initiastion of science=fiction into its
ovn mgazine should gpove intercsting to the nower fans, as well as tho olde

1949 may wodl Be tho yoar far a gonoral rovivial af soleonco=fietion magazines.
Just as 1941~43 was o poriod in which overy month saw at loast 5 now issucs out on

. display, the coming months may be markod with rcd poncil on tho dates of the roturn;

of Unknown Worlds, and the inauguration of Avon's dolayed magazine of fantasy and

seionco=fiction. Already, Fantastic Novels, and Supor Scionce have mado roturn

. ongagemonts; wo can only hopo to so¢ moroc newor oncs, and the onos now oxtant sure
vivo this war of paper-shortage and general instability of tho post war yoarse

_ Bon Singor, Hal Shapiro; and Mirray Sinuk aro now in uniform, and would bo glad
. to roeeive maile Dick Avory, in Alaska, is also willing to trado lcttorse

MUTANT is ot all timos opon to any MSFSor who my want to air his/hor viows,
criticisms, or praisos. Just sond mo the typed out roport you waont discusscd thru
| tho poges of the mg, and I'll mako a niche for thoms, For that mottor, eny fon
" who has somcthing to say, providoed it isn't too Libclous or out=of=datc ( ov -
{~is wolcomo to drop mo a linos

Feiate o S . Buenos nochos, op revoir, in effcets 30
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"What's wrong?" asked Mary, peeping into the bedroom at the little boy in the

blg bed.

"The walls are shifting around," whimpered the littleb boy.
"Nonsense." said Mary, " Whenever your mother is away you hawve to pull some

fool stunt or other to keep from going to bed."

"No " said the child, "It's really true. The walls are shifting; they 're going

aWaYQ

"Go to sleep." shouted Mary, and slammed the door., "A baby sitter has to be a

psychlatrlst these days."

She seated herself in the front room and tried to concerntrate om her homework.
There was a soft footstep in the darkness of the kitchen. Two eyes peered out,.

"Who 's there?" said Mary, as a cold chill went down her spine,

"It's only me." said the little boy, coming out inito the light.

"How did you get into the kitchen?" asked Mary. The front room was between the

boy 8 bedroom and the kitchen,

"This isn't the kitchemn," said the little boy,"this is my bedroom, They switch=

ed around."

"Your bedroom is that way," said Mary coldlye pointing at the darkened bedroom

dOO!‘. |IG° .to _ﬁg“‘

"N& bodroom is here," maintained the little boy.

She seized him, turned him over her knee, and spamked him soundly.

"I'm going away." he sobbed. "I'm going to trade places with some other person"
She picked him up and carried him through the darkened bedroom doorway.

Then she bumped into the stove.

She drooped the 1little boy and screamed; then turned around and ran through

i

i
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he front room and through the kitchen doorway, Thers was a big bed in the micdle .

of the roome Something was in its It wasn't the little boya |

In fact, it wasn't a little boy at alls Bh

"Lordd" whispered lary," What will his mothcr think?" e f;
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T QFEA PALING FAN

T uscd to be a prominsnt fan. intrigued by anything in the way
of science-fiction or fantasys; but lately I've fallen astray.
Sad to relate, this is the way:

Now, I used to dote on Weird Tales, but I don't dote on them any more.
Yes, I used to dote om Weird Tales, but nmow I find them quite a bore.

For one night I captured a vampire, as it nibbled on my neck,

and bound it with cheins from a crucifix, and callgd it mine, by hecks,

I used to feed it every night, and get a transfusion next day,

but it howled for blood A, and mine was type B, so I staked it away.

Then, I used to dote on fantasy, but I don't dote on it any more.
Yes, I used to dote on fantasy, but got disillusioned == and more.
For I chanced on a talking unicorm, that agrced to go on display,
so I arranged a show to show off my prize, and proudly led the way.
But them at the stall, when I opened the door, imagine my dismay
to find, ere this morn, he'd knocked off his horm, and developed
a. brazen bray.
(That cured me, I'll say!)

T used to dote om Scienco Fictiom, but I don't dote on it ary more;
(if I hadn't been versed in STF, I'd never havo dared to explore. )
For one day I found a Timo Machine, doscrted in chaso of a blonde,
So I reset the dial for 40 years back, while the future owner was gonee.
But I plowed through a housc as I zoomed back through time,
And a poor littlo kid was crushed.
Thonn I learnod it was my grandpa that died young
And the paradox is driving mc nuts.

I oevon usod to dote om mythology, but I don't dotc on it any morce.
I sure usod to like my mythology, but I'm curecd, forcver more.
For I liked ye oldo tales of wonder, wondering how truc thoy were.
Ycsy I liked yo olde ghods of thunder, but nover, no novor, no morc.
For Shaver has foulcd up yc olde myths, with dcros and caverns galoro,
with mech~-machines and Hocatean hate, with dogonorato stim
he gave 'om tho gato,
for by calling thom "truth" he blew off the roof
and wo '1l nevor rospoct ‘em no more.

So I'm almost cured of being a fan, I've comc ncar the end of my rope,
ond I'd hang mo, by hock, by tho top of my noek
cxcopt for my tolescope.
But whor I look up at Mars, ncstling among the stars
and seo tho canals from zonc poles
until, by rockot barrage, wc can prove thoir truth, or mirage,
I'11 takc spaec oproe om as o gesale

= G0 Hooks,
(NFFF_MSS Bureau)
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'SEA MONSZIER |
NEFF MS Buresu : - by Vaughn Greenee

The sun was a 1livid white and the sky looked so like a bowl of chalk and the
donkey engine waes furiously rattling away. As the domkey engine spun in ‘the cables:
the diver's head appeared; then the diving stage bobbed out of the water and hov~ !
ered momentarily above == showering water down on the steaming deck and crew, i

© "A1Y right," yelled Carl Fell, "Help our diver off the stage and haul in the
air pipe." While the unanimated blacks'did as they were t0ld, Carl and Docotor
Johnson unscrewed the diver's faceplates

"Don 't bother taking off the helmet; Carl." seid Dick Laney, the diver. "B'm
going down again right away, I just came up to tell you what I'va_seen.“

The others == Dr, Johnsomy Carl Bell, and Mike, the diving fdremgn «= crowded

‘ﬁgfognd him.ﬁ.";S{it there?“_they_gske@. "Is the city there?"

right, doctors There i

- "Bot your boots it isd" rejoined
. B“&ﬁaz's dovm: theres

Laneys "You were

rith kotg

_"We 're
T

i

igngiiéi?,_fessor, and ¥h
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sedate Mike did a sailor's jJig, while Dick, who was helplessly weighed down with a
hundred poun@s of diving-weights, looked on. Everyone felt like celebrating except
the apathetic Haitian crewman. /

"Just think, doctor," said Mike, "At last we've found your fabolous islande
When you first told us that you was a geologist and found that engraved map in a
Peruvien tar pit, I thot ya was screwy. But oh boyd am I pglad we signed on wit ya.
Me and Dick get half the lootd" ;

"And who 'd ever think a dull old doctor would find a map to what well may be the
fabled Atlantis. Just the same," the Doctor went om," if it wasn't for my friend's
Carl's enthusiam, his foresight, and ebove all, his yacht, we'd never be here,"

ButCarl Bell seemed mot so happy as before. "Yee, doc, true. But one thing bot-
hers mee I wish I'd imsisted om bringing along another diver. If anything happens
to Dick, we'd have to go back == that would be bad, because I've put oeverything
I've got into this; if it fails. we'd never be able to raise another,"

This thought sobered them all for a few seconds, until Laney spoke upi

"Never you. mind, boss. I'm a8 good as golde Think we should have another go at
N A -

"Rightod" sighed Carls "Help him onto the stage, Mike. Hoy youd on the donkey
sngined Up 'er"

Leney was jerkily lifted above the shipa. The boai begam heeling over at a steep
angle -- for Laney with the equipment on welghed over 400 pounds == and the ship
wes only Carl Bell's 40 foot racing yacht, ketch rigged and light,

After being lowered te & depth of 30 feet, Laney stepped off the stage and
grapsed the guide lines, He hit the chin valves to bleed the air out of his suit
and began dropping through the tepid water at the rate of a foot a second, Once on
the bottomy he slowly edged toward the grotto he had found.

It was beautifuld Eneircled by scrolls of pimk coraly the city was colored a
deep ehina blue by the sunlight filtering through the crystal water and looked like
a fairy eity on another world. The unreality was aided by the fantastic streamers -
of seaweed, whieh covered all the roof tops =- gently undulating with the current =
and by the skelotens seattered about the sandy bottom. Finally he headed for an
impressive looking edifiee which must have been some type of temple, Temples usua=
1lly have gold im thems

I t was o .decp greem dimness inside, but the gold lust tohether with grogginess,
brought about by the depth, ogged him ons Tugging at his life lines and callously
disregarding tho skeletons he trod om with heavey lcad boots, Layne half=walked,
half-floated, bofore en immence pit of indeterminant depth, out of whioh abruptly
rose e jagged momolith, topped with an inceedibly beautiful glowing jewels

As Laney gazed at the thing, not only in appraisal of its undoubted value, but
also because of its intenee fascination, a strange lethargy came over hime Some=
thing was happening in his mindd A divor usually is quite depey when at such a
depth, but his thoughts were becoming increasingly cleary and oven morc discomcort=
ing, thoy were boeoming louderd Louder and louder, until tho sound with his holmot
woe liko someomo sercaming in an ompty cavernme. THEN! Anothor thought camo into his
mind! Starnge alion thoughts began flowing through him with such disjointod phrascs
as: thoso who summonm-all zog sholl die=and go for throo-must killeancicnt sacrifice
kill=nono shall livc=who darc~caanh=org=org= Yog...kill—KILL/KILL-KILL :
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| Geod lordd whot had he done? Ho stared down with horror imto tho purple pit .. IN |

| WEICH HE NOW PERCIEVED SOMETHING WAS MOVING! Foar swept through him as he realizod !

| he had summoncd somoc foul slithoring thing by storing ot the jowole Ho had to got

. awoy f£rom this dead city of carnol eovil, which the ancicnts had se intelligently

. destroyeds A scroom thundcrod in his hoelmot as he caught a glimpso of the slimy

' plob ‘orawling and flopping up out of this pit of hell' Frantically struggling aga=
.inst hos owmn eneriia, Inaey flung himself towars the entrance, but tripped on his

 lines, He *ried to get up, and caught a glimpse of a pulsing head-like thing come

out of the pit; them the last thing he felt before black penig mercifully turned

; Fim into a soreaming idiot was a heavy mushy claw, clinging %o his necke

1 "Wy godd Lookd" cried, Bell, "Laney's line-hose is coiling up to_the surface like
mad =~ HIS LINE'S BEEN SEVERED$" They =ll lockedy sick at the sight that spelled

- their dooms Sl iy o :

Mike said sadly, simply, "00$Obuaf“




éTHE EDITOR'S VIEWS ANENTVPROFESSIONAL-
! REVIEVERS o :

. "ps much of thoir.space is devoted to Michigan affairs, we gave it the once=over
lightly."

~ Does that quotation sound familiar? It was 1ifted verbatim from the January 1949
Startling Stories in the Fanzine Review Department, It expresses the views of the
editor, suspected to be.Sarmel Merwin, jr. Through his adverse comments; many

' prospective readers of MUTANT were undoubtedly shooed away. These readers, glance
ing over the editor's comments were given the impression that our megazine contained
localized chit=chat which would bore non=Michigan readers.

13 pages of general interest articles, fiction, departments,
and illustrations, :
6 ‘pages devoted to the MSFS treasury, constitution, events.
Rosult: 68% of contents suitable to the reading tastes of
outsiders, with 31% of contents for MSFSers alone !

Take a look at this: July, 1948 issuey with 19 pages.

Septomber, 1948 issue, with 17 pagese !
14 pages of general interest articles, fiction, poetry, i
departments, and illustrations, :
3 pages concerning }SKS happenings, and events.
Result: 827 of contents readable for any subscriber not of
the MSFS, while only 17j of tho contents was slanted to the
club doings ¢ ' *

November, 1948 issue, with 17 pages.
15 pages of general interest fiction, poetry, departments,
e and illustrations. i
2 pages devoted to MSFS cventse
Result: 881 of contents similar to that found in a mag not
en official orbang 11% of contonts to be found solely in 00's

Néw, are we "overly devoted" to MSFS happenings? Do wo clutter up the pages with
localized fiction, etcy, solely of interost to the MSFS alone? Or do we more than
' palance the MSFS slanted materail with the inclyusion of crud roadable by fen in
tho East, the South, and tho West? Well 27277

I wonder what Morwin will have to say with rogard to our ‘'official organ' status.
Should we be practitally sabotaged by a professional roviewer=critic because we
ropay tho financing of the ragazimo by the MSFS treasury by allowing space to be
given to tholr treasury rcports and olcetions? Bo fair in your decision; the MSFS
is satisficd with the slight spacc thoy enjoy eovery, or practically every, two
monthsy who aro wo to omcourago thom to domand more space?

 Wait and find out, Road Startling Storiocs, a profossionnl scionce=fiotion magazine .
overly dovotod to tho babblings of the rovicwor of tho ametour scionco fiotiom
publicationses °

- - -y
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THOSE GOOD OLE: DAYS
Py Larl Ze BDodgc

Having just startdd rc.ding StF in Febe. 1948 und
entering fandom in April of the samc ycor, 1 have scen
~nunber -of corments on the''good ole days', so I decided
to -checl.up on them. I toolk the oldest mags in my
colloection and my friends! (none earlier than '30) and
decided to compare them with my latest.  Here are the

““pesults,. my opinions on those"good ole days.”

" ork lots botter in 148 with the cditorinl and lotter

Weird Tales, 1942-48, The covers are about the same
with thec stories better in 42, Artworlz and poems about
the ‘same, ,slightly better in '48, .Club and Lyrie 60055
better in '42. Total; Weird Tales s¥ishtlybebter in- 142,

. Astounding Sciencc Fiction, 1936-'48, Covers much
better in- '48. Stories And illos lots better in 45,
Editorial better in '48 with "Brass Tacks' falling badly.
TOTAL 3 5 «Delie GO BT THRIC A0S

Planct Storiecs, 1939-'48., Stories and art slightly
better in '39 while Vizi remains about the same. Cover
better in '48. Total; Planet best by slim margin in '39.

Astounding Stories, '46 is thc oldest 1 have,so i
can't make a good comparison,

f'antastic Adventures, 1942-148, Gewer, Storieis, jand

-

colum better in '42., Total; F.A. better in '48,

. Thrilding Wonder, 1930-148, '48 completely betters.

Startling Storles, '45-'48, Not very far back, but
here's-my: opinion. Cover and art better in '48 with

-stories and lectter column about the same giving '48

the edgc.

- .Famous:Fantastic Mysteries, '44-'48, Stories better
in 144, .cover and illos greatly improved in '48, and the

. rest about even. ‘Total; '48 barely better.

L5 Granaﬂtétal;'olé'timors 2, Moderns 5,

That's about-all the mogs I have that can be comparcd,
but I belicve, I have shown that the general trend is for
the better in '48. Does'anyone want to make a fan poll
on this or argue the- points involved? .

((If so, write Earl E. Dodge, 680 Duke Sties NoDEhe
umberland, Pa., NOT US.))

As far as I'm concerncd, the golden age of - secleppe
fiction is HOW! '
' 2 ¢ %363t ENDesess
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| = The AN Who MUFDERED FAIDOM, = |

by Arthur I Rapps.

"I see you're a fan," mumbled the disreputable character, settling himself
furtively in to the chair on the other side of the greasy, marble=topped tablee

Annoyed at the interruption, I raised my head from the new issue of Ghoulish
Science Stories, where I1'd been trying to find my letter in the roadors ' colunmm,

My self invited companion was leering nastily at tho scantily-clad fom being chas-
ed across the cover by a livid purple BEM, while he absently poured my stein of
boer dovm his parched throat.

Obviously ho was ono of the pcsts that haunt these loss roputable taverns,
cadging drinks thoy cannot buy for themsolves., Ordinarily I would have told him to
got the holl away from my table, but a cortain familiarity in his appearancc chock=

" 0d tho words on my tonguo. Whorc had I scon him beforo?

T ordorod & couple moro boors and we discussod t+ho dcelino in tho quality of sitf,
as oxcmplifiod by GSS. Ho had recad all tho classics, and kncw much fascinating
lorc of fandom and the authors of yostcrday. I bogan to wondcr what part hc had
takon in the annals of stf and what had causcd him to sink to thc lovol of degred=
ation in which ho now cxistcd.

Aftcr six boors apicco and a bitter argumont ovor tho most officiont drivo for

intorstollar travol, wo finally rcachod thc propor stage for confidcnccse Tho bum ;

lcenod forward until his unshaven facc was closo to mino, and bogan his strangc
talOssass

"Yogy I was onco prominont in tho fantasy fiold. You say I look familiar to youe
Wero you at the Michicon in '49%2"

"of coursol I answorcd indignantlye “"That was back in tho yoar the so=callod
Goldon Era of fandom began, and the Michicon, hold amid the splendours of Dotroit,
broko all rocords for attondanco. Why?"

"Porhaps thot was wherc you saw mc," ho saide "Romcmbor the discussioh about
4ho futuro of stf?"

Suddenly I know who ho wasd Morgan Botts, thc stfan-inventor, who had sot the
Mchicon in an uproar by his oloquont and unorthodox thcorics in rcgard to promag
publishingé

Botts had mointainod that tho futuristic talos in promags should be accompaniod
by an oqually modcrn physical:appoaranCO of thc publications thcmsclvese
Mierofilm the promagss hc suggostcdy or uso sonsitizod aluminum=foil pages to

print the tales on by a photographic proccsse Uso tho throo dimensional illustrate

jon mothod which tho U«Se Navy usod as far back as 1947. Ho had cvon morc sonsate
ional idoas. Botts told tho Michicon dclogatos, which ho would roveel whon the
timo was ripos

"You noarly brokc up the convention," I told him reminiscently., “Fandom broko
jmmcdiatoly into two factions, tho Traditionalists who claimed that changing tho
stf mg formt would takc all thc fun out of fandom, and the Radicals, who hailod
you as tho prophet of now and glorious hoights of fantasys"

"yoa, those werc tho days," Botts sighed reminiscontly, brushing a furtive toar

%zgrom onc bloary oyoe "Rcmembor whon fistfights broko out botwoon tho two groups

1

i
|
1'.
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and tho Dctroit poliec haid to raid the comvention hall and rustorc order?" E
{

"Moro fun, morc pcoplc hurt" I agrcod. "But go on with thc story. I romcmber that
sovoral of thc publishers. were intorested in your thcory and it soocm to mo you woro
finally mado cditor of a now mage"

"You havo o good momory," Botts rcplied, hiccoughing slightlye. 'Ycs, I took thc
helm of Stupcndous Ecstasy Talcs, and turncd it into a bcstscller overnighta Each
issuo I triod out a now innovation, and modo o carcful noto of thosc which the fans
1ik0dl !

"oll do I romombor the day when, queoking with horror at my owm boldnoss, I OK'd
the cover for March, 1950," hc continucd,

I rccallod instantly thc -ish to which hc rcforred, It had stirrod fandom to the
dopthse Imagino == a bluosky on the coverd

"You worc famous," I breathcds "The world was at your foct. How, thon, did you
como to == this?" My pitying gazc took in his shobby clothos, the crackod and mde-
cakod loathor of his shoos, thc horny calluscs on his palms of monual labor.

"I have only mysclf 4 'blamc" Botts sobbod, blowing the foam from o brinming stcin
into my facce "Aftor I had determincd tho jdoal for which othor promegs vioro strive
ing, but werc clways too timid to attain; ofter I had tootod, fcaturc by foaturo,
21l possiblc improvericnts, ‘I began vork on o supor issuc of Stupondous Acstasy Talo!
It was te bo thc proung that had cycrything & Trirmod odges == cxtra stoples so :
the pages wouldn 't come looscd Every illuctration by Finlay! Thosc wcrc only a fow
of the attroctionse Gady what a mag it was, that SET for August 1952¢"

"Yes, I'wc hoard of that issuc,” I saide "Unfortunctoly, I was omployed at tho
4imo os o Fullcor Brush mon in thw wilds of Tibot, ond was unable to buy a copye ,
I'vo boon trying to get hold of onc over sinccy but 211 fandem scoms to bc joincd i.
in a strangc conspiracy of silenco regarding it, Tell mc == vhet happcrod 7" !

"I outdid mysclf," Botts wailod, the toars flowing frcoly down his stubblod choo=
ke, ond tinkling rusically into his beors "It was a perfoct stf rag.The circulot= -
jon broko 2ll rceordse Only o fow unfortunates, liko yoursolf, misscd rcading it.
And im that lay my dovmfalls" c :

"What dé you moan?" I askod broathlosslys

"You sc0," he concludod, "With that answor to a stfan's. prayor in his filcs, who
would buy amy other mag? Wo sold only thirty copics of tho noxt monthls SET, to
now fansy oncs who had not rcad the super issuo, ;

"Naturally, I'was fircde That was bad cnough, but I was also ostracized by overy
other prorcg publisher and editor, not to rmontion tho writorse Had it not boon for
tho rostraining influcncc and cool counscl of Hank Kuttncr, some of the hot~hcads
1iko Padgett and Kelwin Kont would hdave lynched mo fron tho noarcst larp poste

"I hod utterly dostroyod fandom, and it had to bo built up again frem the wvery
boginninge Thot is why a rcal old=timc liko yoursolf is so rarcly cven theso dayse

Sobbing brokenly, hc sharbled through tho swinging doors and was sugllowed up in |
the vastnoss of tho nighte
(This talc is takon from Rapp's 'BEMBOOK ', o '47 fonzino with o circulation of 30,

It ig the first Bottstory, and will followed up by "ihif finghan®s Rewvenge', the

sccond story from tho samo sourco. Wo hopo you liko thesc storics; for wc spent

hoppy timos rc-roading thon, and chuckling now and thon.) i
[:3
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What glib phrase can I start off with? What snappy scientifictional come~back
can I make to er-ire Lovecraftiams, errage Morrittians and ea-savage Shaverites?
1Y justiSay. inoay ThlpbicthCenlury Jarzons WX Tenples: -~ £

Lecerber 2376 26, thes s was a smull Zatuer.ing of s'=ns in the basement of a
house on Sarta Hesa Didre, ‘heve in Dauriot, ¥ra convantion started enrly (5:00 am)
in the movuing of the 27+h, lzself and my chaviterwis er sterhed to the grey=
Tound bus depst (17 mies away) 4o neet Ar* Ropo, AYTiving theve appToXs ten min=
utes lete, we proceeded to lock for the Saginew Slan im the depedl; Thaw Lok wasn M
‘here. Neither was it at the tram stop. Art had Torgevded o pusicard siating that
e would invaae the home of Ed Kuss if no one mei him ac the Lus JenabyIf the
were no attendants in waiting (or ambush)e We waited 2 hals hour and then Gaecided
<hat we 'd missed hime We hopped into cuc 12 year old Chewvy and pefar-pushed cur
wey out Woodward towards Ld's Yome, Art st311 dida't showe We phoned I'rs Kuss about
¢ dozen times and stiil no Ar%; so I pulled his missive out of my pockst and re-
read it to see if the date and all that was wrong, The date wasn’t wrong, RUT the
time was. It scems tho postcard said pm instead of am! We picked Arthur H up that
evoning and went to the House That Used o be cn Sonta Rosa to mmke it up for the
ackt days' cataclysms We went to bed (not together; at my farm-ington home and had
tl.e peace before ihe stoim, Dawa busteds and we slepts Atout nane o 'clock, we aiaoke
and agein went 1o Santa licsa, stopring on the way to acquirs crepe papery pins and
iiumbtackse The jernt was musterfully deccratsd with red asd green steamers, and t
the origirals were proppec egrincth valls, tables, framess the ceilings \Je alsn
oicked up Fred Reich'in Pon*i s 4hat morning, Vescperding the next two hours or tke
ameche, telked to Myp+in figer, W4 Yuss, Brace Davie, Don Tetowich end then Bill
Groover came in from Tileds vith a case cf ghed clung mder his arme We absorbed
ihe wetted word by cpeniug tho cans and Papp olmest got hit in the lkisser by *he
beer as the pressurc cscapsd frem the cand The cvening was spent talking el.ou’
sifietional suabjects (ics wines womenm &nd st )swe broke up at midnighys with Rapp
and Groover coming 4o my placs and teaching mo hew o play cucss until two zm. BI11
bett me and Art combinede (seems he'é heen playiag with tho duck waiah on his boet
trips.) Next morning, vwe again plcked up Fred and went becl to Sanha Hosa. Alger
arrivel at five o'ciock, but before that we had taliced +o Harold O#tlsy or tho
pheae (whe was detained by a rain=storo the wholc time) and whn had to leavo carly
an?wayg Wo also remsacked the sccond hund stores, with Groowar, Tapp and ryself
each buying zbout 25 pounds of moga. Things begen 1o roll at fiwss.ilscr g0% ing
Kucs and Gerald Gordom arrived, Davis and Veiowich had beon 11 Ince wo ges in
from tne bock sitores, A mote was awaiting us from Kon Tmooklor, anadier ian
from Windsor, why had had to leave befere we got hacke Irwin S¥imenis aad Led
Tret+ior (from Windsor, tco) next showed upe ductioging started up and over 59
picces of illicu, books and mags were upe The Lewrence eovert tork §1.5.30 cut of
Groover's deptliess nocke® (saving his money, sc fer away from lond,; the Finlays
goi 3,50 apiccr, That was a steal, period, Ve used the rest of +the beer and then
solieor.d got Ed Kuss to open a suitcase of mags, but which turned out to be tra2
hore of two four-foot snakes! e 're still tryiug to convince him they were reallfild
The meeting ended with the group going to the Art Institute %o see Disney's FAN/
TAGTA and then ‘the boys went home, Reich was driven heue snder heavy suow anc my
sp.nning top of a car which almost didn't get past 12 Iile Ri, Cheers can still be
hewrd from the hollers of the Lawrence cover and kinlay pless boos can be heard
from the County Jail where the uniortunates of Tanta Loz 2rc now ‘orotectivaly
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detained' from the rasvages of EMG, guulenks and shfana,

Fromthe finanecial viewpoint, the DECON floated the MSFS out of all debts and
left it riding on a wave of a $20,00 surplusd And the registration fees for '49 are
also coming in, totalling $30,00, That will make $50,00 with which to operates
For all this to happen in one year =- convention, membership, finanatal stability ==
is quite some going; watch out in '493

TREASURER'S REPORT FOR OCTOBER, NOVEMBER & DECEMBER 1948:

Sept Income C'd Over $18.,45 Debt. Loans paid $11445
Oct 3 Dues 1,05 Nov 3 Stencils 3435
® 31 Dues ., " 28 Mutant paper : 3,00

Nov 28 Dues «60 Dec 7 Memio paper, DECON. 1460
Dec 29 DECON auction 37457 " 8 Staples : - 036
" 31 Mutant subs 162 B0 " 9,Stamps 2410

TOTAL INCOME $61e22 2 13 Stencils (Feb Mut) 3461

" 21 Pastacards 2600

TOTAL INCOME $61a22 " 29 Mimen shares 10,00

TOTAL DEBT 37,47 TOIAT, DEET $37447

TOTAL PREASURY: $23,75

We paid Gordon and Singer $10,00 for their two shares in the mimeo, thus making
the mimeo the property of the I5FSe

The Cominform is now offering reduced rates to Siberia for candidates in the MSFS
elections, So far, we have one candidate for each officey and that is the way it
will remain. Sorry, but you did not enter candidacy in time, and we can't wait !

George Young=- President Martin Alger - Vice-Président
Art Rapp - Secretary Ray Nelson - Director of Fubss

I had hoped to see about 10 candidates run in this elcctions since we had nearly
30 members, I thot that some of you would run for office. The workings of this
club is direct proportion of the fforts the membership put forth; if you're going
to sit back on your haunches and let the other guy do it, it will be your fault,
and yours aloney if the club falls epart in the next year or *two because of stag=
nation. This is the list of candidates as they will appear officially. This is
also the list of offciers for 1949, effective as of now. The constitution states
that the candidate receiving the highest number of votcs shall be electeds There=
fore, one vote apiece would be enough to elect any of the above candidates as long
as they have no opppesing candidate, They have none, and they 're elected, I hope
thatt this will be a lesson to the memberships if they do not want someone gain=
ing control of the MBFS for commercial purposes or ot ervisec, then they should
mke it their business to have at loast two condidates for overy office in the
next elections

Candidacy must be filed by September 1949, and your platform must appear in the
following Tssue of MUTANT. ;

The new constitution has becn officially enacted; the abserteo votes werc collect-
ed by Art Rapps Every chapter should meke it their business to elect a respomn=
siblo chairman for 1949, as he will become a member of thc Board of Directors for
the Year. If the chapter is not reprcscnted to their satisfaction, it will be
their own faulte You have been warncdd

"People deserve the kind of government they have" ew WEAPON SHOPS seriess van VOGTe
ONWARD IN '490....UPV\IARD IN 349 ......FOR\MARD IN ''49 ::

Radell Nelsong i George H Youngs
Dir of Pubss 1949, Dire of Pubs. (1948)
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“}ossed it over the towel rack and wearily entered the living rooma

NFTT 'BILL PORTER ENTERS HEAVEN |

-— e e e = =
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by Richard E Avery.

The shrill voice shattered air. "Bill Porter, you listen hered The next timeé
I find those horrible mrgazines cinttering up my living room, out they go in the
trash oame That's where they beleng anyways "

"Yes, m'love." Bill Porter's voice was indicative of long-suffering acquisitioq
on an olt debated subject.

"I don't see what you see in that junk anyway, and don't 'yes m'love' me, you
take that stuff out of here right now, you hear?”

"Yes m'love." Bill Porter carefully finished wiping the last dish of the stack
that had faced him after dimner, shrugged out of his wife's Monday~wash=day aproms

SIS S e A }
Penelope Potter, housewife, was stretched on the lounge,; right hand holding !
the latest issue of "True Love", the loft fumbling in a box marked "Elite Candies'.
Bill Porter's step quickencd as his eye caught a small pile of magazines danger=
ously near the fireplaccs Tenderly ho straightoned the pages, ngting that his wife!
end her anger wero rcsponsible for a torn cover on the August "Amizing Stories"s A
Finlay pic in TWS was also torm in twae Bill Porter's fingors nervously shuffled
the pilo of magazines, "My FFM is gone li'love, hawe you secn a5 %Y

"That 's probably tho onc that Frifzie was chowing on this afternoons I was .
afraid it would upsot his stomach; tho poor dcar, so I burnod it." |

Bill Porter cast a furtive glance at tho golden coated Pomoranian comfortebly !
onsoconced in tho oasy chair, and clenchod his fists spasmodicallye -

Ponolopo Portor's fingers sclected ‘a chosolate deloctable, raised it halfewny
to hor potulant lips, thon haltcd.

"I want you to throw that trash out or burm it up this instantd I'vo mado up
my mindd Why, just ycstcrday Mortic Goodwinm was in for toa and just laughed her-
solf sick when sho saw omc you had loft under tho cushiom of Fritzio's chair, She
had tho gall to ask me if I mado you hide thom! I've had all I ean tako, burn thom:
this instant" ]

Bill Portor folt a tcar slido dovm his choek as he lovingly tucked the bundlc
undor his arm, Ignoring the shrill chatter of his spouse, he walked with heavy
treed to the door of his bedroom amd disappeared withine

"Bill Porterd$ You come out here this instant and dburn those = = BLAMSS Y The
shot reverteratod through the house, sheking the walls and causing the srystal
pendants of the chandelier to tinkle merrily,

#

; i

Bill Porter shuffled cautiously thru the trailing mist that obsaured his visior
All was an opaque grey, pressing in, pressing dowms Abruptly a megnificent portal !
loomed before him, Delicate traceries of intricate design chased themselves in end+

less profusion around the casing of a massive golden doore Almost before his eyes
could take it all im, the door swung slowly opem and e voice, issuing from nowhere |
end everywhere, said: "Come in, Bill Porter."
P’ 1
Bill Porter ertercds and the mist was gone, He was standing in a large columm= i

ed hall which stretched into the distance, Immediately before him, a golden desk

"_held a large golden book.Seated behind the desk was a man, a big man, with flow= |

SN : | ;

S -



se wlack haire 'He was gavbed im e loaz white ¥ohe, twimmed im golds i
"Welcome, Bill Porter, are vsu ready for Judgment?” 3
Bill Porter now knev where he was. 'Ysz sir," he answered.,

0F $ts ovm volidicu the wrand 2o0f der Losk parted and ths mem placed e fi inger

. om B lins and reada

"Knew B111 Pooter, thou has beenm weighed and found wanting as are all who enter
this dogre ”.“i.uu was tricd in absentias as is the custom here, with due diliberation
given tc thy 2o 2d deads and to thy Lor‘tcomvvs. Ths verdict returned by the jury
was Jusiifionle shieide, and'a recormevdation Ler moroy entorsd om the wecord.”

| The goldem book slowly closed as the big ram arose and extendsd s hond across the '

i desks, :

Ly “P’r.ya Bi 219 my name ie Pete. Usod ‘o be a fisherman down noar Gellilee. .

. Welcowe %o Hoavend" ; |

Richerd-E Avery is an VBFSer, living in Alaska by special invitation of Uncle Seun.I

; Diclk's fiution has appeared in SPACEWARP and now, in MUTANT, His fnlt alress iss

M/Sgt Richard I Avery 6913284,

; Hg & Hq Sqdn, Alaskan Air Command,

:. APO 942, c/o Postmaster, :

Seattlo, Washington, f
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i IHE IRAX:
I

! NFFF MS Bure=u. : )
I viake at night in cold sweat among the starcse
Nakedly I lauch. preteniing nod %o «ares

Yot hiding my naksdniss with e cemst’s toil,

I run along with a star cluster
Free of my body, my sculs

Or I stand in *the blackness, sufficient in myself,

Sometimes I take a dip to Farth end play on Olympus
: : far an hour or two ° L | S A
. . ‘With a centaur or a -satyr. ‘ ’.

But. always I race up again seeking to pierce to the
f e - . eentre of some allen sun,

. And never guite making it Dl L

“©.  [on Sirius I revel to %ne fencing girl's tune, )
| & Laugh on Polaris with a thick-lidded wenchs . : =t

' Dashing, never stopping, I grab this galaxy.or ¢ :
| A SICBHEED . P 73 wrfoymt | 2
; And crush it in my grips : s

‘The universe, my toy. Power, My symbol..

When finally weary of my sport, I swing back .to Sol,
And efter taking & cursory glance about ot my nightly
" playthings,
_I brush the -sleep from my eyes
And get up to see if it has raimed any
During the night. .. - L

e



My dear Se Metchette:
Thanks for the copy of Mutewhi, TYour society is getting out a

* fine fanzine, and you amd your fellow editors ars tc he congratulated on if.

Appears to have excellsut mnterial, Your erticle on the Saint very intercstingi he

is ore of my favorite sxrime heroes, a moderw Hebim Houde Suocess to youe If I cam :

help you im &anay wejys c2ll ou mee
David H Keller.
55 Broad St
Stroudsturg, Pao

. Thank you, Dr Keller, for your kind wordse My 'follow editors' includes every MSFS

member, They write the storiés, do the eovers amd the illios, publish and mail the

. mags Again, thanks,

speech To Missfits liverywhere:
i Bems, fems, bums, lend mp your audiosy I come to

praise George Young, net to bury hims During the past ¥ear he has served long and
. faithfully in the post of Dircctor of Publications, so faithfully in fact, that he ‘!

, ought 40 have a higher title than Dir, of Pubs, He is destined for bettor thingse

But whon ho moves on, what square peg will be there trying to £ill his (if

 You'tll pardon the oxpression) rourd holo? Why, me, of natchs

A fow rcasons, why I might fit arc (1) both SPACEWARP and MUTANT aro soon to be

" printed im Cadillaej (2) Cadillac has tho highest por capita fan population im the
' UsS ey we ought to have an officer hereg (3) I have had quite a little oxpericnco
in tho mag printing linmo: o mimeco, o hocte, a silk screen, and fust oodles of idoas.

Just for the holl ef it votc a Stroight 'Chrotic' ticket: Goorge Young for

Prosidcnt; Art Rapp for Sccrectary-Treasurcr; Ray Nolson for Dircctor of Publications

With tho Chaotic party in office you can't lose ( or win cithere Wec just ignorc)

: youa)

Voto for Nolson for Chaos/ e
(signed) Radell Noslon,
i 423 Chapin E.,
Buick, Michigan.

I wondor if tho Clinotics arc supported by popular opinion, as reported by the

! Gallup Poll? This is tho first announcement of impending candidacy for offico;
. tho rost of you MSFS politicians get your filing donc now, Cr you mau wake up
. with thc Chaotics in power!  To=day thoy rule tho caverns, to~mo¥row, Michigan /3

. Attention all MISFITS ¢

Be it here annouhced that GEORGE H YOUNG is now running AW

for the office of president in the December elections of the Y ;
WSFSe I am running on the Chaotic ticket; a vote for ME and MY

COLLEAGUES on the Chaotic ticket. We guarantee a complete set of y o3
'SHAVER AMAZINGS; the book MILLENIUM 1, =% only $1.00 per copys Ky ol 1/{3 _;}

a free set of future fotos; the MITANT (at least once a year). (L

So how can you lose (much). Vote the grggfgd steaight CHAOTIC W S oo

TICKET, Oh yesd A gymitzy for everyoune. ‘'Gynitzy' is OUR party P G

iemblemy &S witness the seal in the corner. Let gmitzyflead you.-> 1 5 4 £

e

|

jon to gory -oops, glory heights. - 8 :

George H(enery) Young. e .

That (rether unfortunately) is the second declaration of _'ffni,, i
candidaocyd Ugly little imp, isn't he, (Mo image of Benjs) S e

— G N~

EVERY MSFS MEMBER SHOULD VOTE{ IT IS YOUR DUTY{ VOTE...as you please, but -vom}?

]
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