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Everybody went 4o bed 1last night. It rained a little at first. The air was cool and fresh,
There weren't any disturbances. «==At least nobody thinks there wers,

¥orning came——suddenly. The pearly light woke everyons up., Usually, the sun rises. Today we
88¢ no sun,

Thers is blue sky outside—but no sun, You can't find it anywhere.

You oould Jjust shrug your shoulders and walk away... The only trouble is: whers canyou mlk ta?

You look outside, —Quitside is nothing—absolutely NOTHING but blue sky and pearly light,

4 religious old lady of our apartment house began to pray. ''Oh Lord, deliver us from . . . "

Mr, Wilson (in the apartment next to mine) stared and stared, The baby in the apartment underneath
me has been fretful all morning.

Mro ¥ilson adventures out of the building now and then. Personally I don't sese whers it gets him.
For after one step, he flounders in the alr with his feet towards the apartment house.

\

e, Wilsonl You can't do that, I%'s against the lawl"

'"Phat law?

"The law of gravitation—and common decency. Go away or I'll close the window and draw the ghades,'

"I'm just trying to be friendly."

“¥ell, you don't have to be so friendly that you climb up four stories vertically, then stand out-
side my window when I'm wearing a nightgown. Besides, you aren't quite fully dressed in those pajamas,"

Mr. Wilson left by walking down the side of the apartiment house,

A couple of little kids keep on looking for Weir 'lost! playmates. Maybe...they're the lost ones.
Nobody's frightencd-——yet. The air outside $s good, so wo won't suffocate. It 18——or was—summer,
g0 almost everybody is away at the country. Thus there weren't many peopls here when we awoke this morn-

ing.

This house has a huge water softening tank and hot water heaters, --The ends of the pipe which
would be broken if the house was moved, sesem to fade off into nowhere. —So we have water, Mr. Wilson's
hobby is & roof garden where he grows vegetables, ——Thersfore, we have fresh food., We also found a small
camp stove and oven, so we are able to cook our meal and a few vegetables- and make toast, too. '

By virtue of his knowing gardening, Mr. Wilson—Bob ¥ilson—1s nowour leader, (He's twenty-four.)
“That's very nice of you,"

'$hat’s nice of me?"

‘Saying that I'm the leader,"

'"Well, you arel"
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"%nd just how many times mwnnrmmwm%&wgﬁbmgv%g,' 1r¢(n%) eait?borangevss ?a. lhy name, "
“Oh, go away. FPar away."
YIn our present oircumstances that is impossible. —No! DON'TIN
My blue satin bedroom slippers hit him squarely onthe chin, His chin dripped drops of blood daintily.
"Oh Bob, I'm sorry." I began mopping up operations.
This consisted of dabbing his chin with my lips. He seemed to snjoy 1t.
. I see that I haven't told anything about myself. The name is Mona Dories., I'm twenty, green eyes,
crown hair, a major in science at College: that's probably why I'm writing this. It would make such an odd
agsay! That's why I'm putting everything down exactly as 14 happens.

"My I come in, Mong?'

"Oertainly, Bob . . . if you'rs fully clothed."

Bob squared his shoulders slightly, and entered— through the window,

"Have you thought of any explamstion for this?'

"I've been toying with several ideas., The first being that we were catapulted ‘into anothsr azwe-
tion of the four-dimensional world we live in, The second is that we ware somshow put into a gravity-free
arsa.

"o you remember when you walked outsids? Your feet pointed towards the house, This shows that it
is the center of gravity."

"But why should thers be air?”

“"The gravity seems to be normal, consequently it would be strong enough to retain an atmosphere,
It is as though sufficient air to sustain us was brought along.

"Mona, at times I feel as though someone were watching us."

'"When I was little, my father sometimes took me foraute rides. We traveled through lonely country-
sides ~And, often, as I looked out of the windows, I sawnothing save blue sky. This seems like a moastirous
amplification of that childhood experience.” I stared thoughtfully at Bob's mop of auburn hair.

"In any case, we're here. We'll have 1o make the best of things. Let's see, there are seven of us:
—Those newly-weds, Grenny Smith, the boy and girl she was minding, and you and me. We blushed in unigon.

“Looks as though we were meant for esach other!" I quipped.

"Oh, I'd say it was just fate,™ Bob replied. »

Days pass swiftly. The newlyweds ast like newlyweds. Granny Smith continues minding her charges.
Bob and I alternately romancs &nd try to find a way to get back home, Success is however not in sight.
=HNot spesking romantically, thoughs o « o

"There's one thing that seems tostand out about this," I said tiredly—dropping into aneasy chair.

‘What's that?"

"It's as though somebody hadpicked out the apartment house withthe best chance of surviving indep-
andantly. Do you remember that write-up in the !'Examiner'? This is one of the few apartment houses in
New York City with a vegetiable garden onits roof, and it has the largest reserve water tanks in the ocity. "

"Why, that sounds like somsone is watching us and wants us to survive for observation purposes—
like a zcol®

“That's just what I meant.®

"It we're going to be observed by somebody, we might as well give them something to obgervs."

"Shy Bobi™"

“Stop blushing! Hm, On the other hand.—keep right on. -Makes you look oute,"

I wrinkled my noge.

We stared out into the sky. It surroundsd us utterly. At twelve hour intervals it became alter-
nesnly bright and derk, in a manner that suggested to us both, the turning on and off of electrio lights.

With the coming of darkness we both go to our respective apartments. We ars growing fond of sach
otber—in a bantering sort of way~in these last days.

The children stop playing when Granny calls them. She loves all children. She loves these two
elio, evsn when they disobsy her (as they generally do). The newlyweds have made & satisfactory adjugte-
ment to themselves and their environment. Since the building has no electricity, when dark comes,ws all
go %o bed, There is nothing else we can do. We converse most of the day. The only thing to be tended is
the garden, and Bob has full oharge of that,

Food isconserved strictly. The husband and Bob have entered eachapartment and tabulated thetedible
contents., Foods most likely to spoil first were eaten first. All the refrigerators have stopped running,
80 once a oan is opened it has to be eaten quickly. Everyone cats together to conserve food, Food wast-
age 1s not allowed,

This caused some consternation on the part of the bride and me, Neither of us can cook very well.

""Mhat kind of spinach is this? It tastes like sandi"

'Oh.—we forgot to wash it offl"

*This toast looks as thougn it's been sharpened, Did you mistake it for a razor?"

‘Well—I burned the toast, so I had to scrape 1%."

These ares minor examples of our cullnary capacity.

Sanitation is an urgently pressing problem, The bullding has to have a olosed cycls to be self-

sufficient for any long period, The best that can be done with human wastes 18 +to place them in the air-

4tight garbage disposal room in the sub-basement. It cannot beused as fertilizer. Thers is not sufficient
water for drinking, watering the garden, and cooking vegetables which could bs eaten raw.

“Mona, I—I've wanted to talk to you about this for a long time."

“About what, Bob?"

""A-about us, I think the best thing to do would be wait six months, If by then we can't return
heme to be marrisd, let's consider ourselves married.'" He stopped short, and his face had a pleading look,
which wes remarkable, considering that itwas running dompletely through the spectrum almost twice aminute!

"Lovable l1ibertine!" I didn't have time to say anything else, Bob kissed me then. —Tp think I
naver realized before this happened how much Bob meant to me. —The way he screamed when he met B in the
‘hells—sihie way he sald "Hello!' when we both went to the subway in the morning—-the way he laughed when
f stubbsd my toe on the steps and fell flat on my face—and then picked me up.

The next morning evsryone awoke as usual, It was the fourieenth day we were in this never-never
lsad, The only troubls for us was that it looked liks an ever-sver land.

‘-4.
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Bob threw open the door and ran into my apartment , o o o as usualy; clad in pajamas.

g, Monsi Welre back home! .—Let's get dressed and go outside."

I nesded no further urging » . . - nor did any of us.

¥ithin a few moments, we ssven wers dressed and out on terra firma once again.

Outside, a strange congregation awaited us. The President; his aides, and many forelgn dignitaries
watchod, Stdanding by themseives were beings for whom there were almost no names on earth, Tall, stately,
mors like the kind of men that wers supposed o havs been bsfors the fall, than like modern man, Never-
thelsss, they wars men. They smiled at me and Bob, and Granny Smith, and the childreny, and the newlyweds,
Then the lsader spoke: . - »

YMen of Eawth, you have heen tricd and found not wanting, You are therefors welcomed into the
United Worlds."

"he United Worlds! Why, that's the galactic confederation Farth has asked to join, --And they
8ald we would havs to be tested," exclaimsd Bob.

'Dh, Bob, and I thought it would make such a good soience essay: I% looks as though truth is
stranger than o o « o o

I never finished the santspve, How could I,..When Bob wos kissing me?'

Wihe atomic ags began at erasily 5:30 Mountain War Time on the morning of July 16, 1945." I re-
xarber rasding that. A guynemed Wil)fam L, Lawrence wrote those words in the New York Times on September 26,
1945, Ninstean forty-five to ninsteesn fifty . o . the atomic age is almost five years old now, Still,
to this date, a workable method of controlling ihe use of this new power has not yet been proposed,

The delsy in finding s good method of atomic control is not to bs disheartening, I think it is
vory undsss Laz daole,l1) Tna quession that ceems so viatl tous now 1s, "Will we learn to control our atomic
groodt ¥

The answar i3 a resounding '"Yazi" Let’: break down the problem,

Thare a~a but vwwo pothe we may follow, The first leads us up the rosy road t3 a workatle Uniled
Nations and complete disarmament cf atamic weapcng, This future is never impossible howsver dark it may
H9aMm,

Ous second path is dark o . o boh no¥ completely black. Somatime in the future one nation will un-
lessh an atomic attack on another, Then, as the night follows the day, the first atomic world war will
bs inangurated, Although this seems impogssible; this path and the first path have the same end! They both
end in an snlightened civilization,

Snience has a way of compensating., Where the inevitable laws of physlcs drag us to death . . .
a radioactiva doom . ., another ons of the Jaws, the laws of chance, lead us from the valley of death...
Pure ochance dictates tha.t;, in the event of snatomic war . . . no matter how terrible , . o it is unlikely
that more than two thirdsiz) of ths earth's psoples will be wiped out.

I agree with you that this would be an awful tragedy. But, I maintain, that the civilization that
We aprs striving to keep ascending will not ba destroysd. For, ths remaining third will not die out, They
will carry ocut the task of rebuilding civilization. You musti remember, these remaining men will still be
sapable of thinking and enough books and machines will resmain to give thess people a good start to a new
and better civilization . o o who may regard the first atomic world war as a wonderful cleansing purge,

"Without Sorcery" is a book title that is a 1lie, The book 1s, without a doubt; a perfect example
of modern sursery. After reading this colleation of Ted Sturgeon’s short storiss I began to muse over
the alphabes, Did you ever consider how wonderful this collection of curves and angies is? No matter
what the followers of Korzibsky say, the alphabet and the words that are made upof those leiters are pure
magic . o o magic enough toweave new worlds . . . magic to transform the commonplace into the magnificent.
If you don®% belisve this is possible. let your imagination go and enjoy the freaadom of Ted Sturgeon's
short stories through the medium of "Without Sorcsry."

L'd 1like %o leave you with a little bit of wisdom that had me thinking for some time, I think it
is the founding factor of sclencs fiction. I don’t know Just who said it, but whoeaver said it used a good
deal of comson sense when he said; '"What the mind of man can imagine, the hands can create."

(1) "Anytning constructive in relation o atomic energy must inevitably be novel and immensely diffi=
cult." From a report on the international control of atomic energy. (Publighed March 16, 1346)

(2) "I do not balieve that oivilization wili be wiped out in a war fought with the atomic bamb. Perhagy
two thirds of the people on earth might be killed, but enough men capable of thinkimg.and enough teotes
would be ieft to start agadn, and ciwllization could be restored.” Albert Einstein in "Binstein on tm
Atomic Bomb." Atlantic Monthly (Noveeber, 1945)

(3) 'WITHOUT SORGERY, ' by Theodors Sturgson. Prims Presz (1948). This book containg such storiss
as “The Ultimate Egoist". "Shottls Bop'', "Brat', and ‘Microcosmic God,'
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' He stood in the cramped darkness between two grimy buildings waiting, A cold drizzling rain -
. geeped down scaking his dark sult until 1t clung damp and dripping to his thin frame, He sensed it was ¥ /8
. '.' ' near midnight, Any moment she would be coming past this very recess where he now waited. Any moment and g '
- he would be feasting on the warm blood which pulsated in her marb)e-white throat. ]
. : He knew she would pass this way for he had watched her three nights in a row. She always came
LA down this same dim street just at the last stroke of twelve., Tonight would be her last trip. Tonight ghe "
1 would supply him with the life-sustaining blood so necessary for his existance; so necessary for the exis-
tance of all the living dead!
He had seen her for the first time Jjust three nights ago walking silently down this somber street
= in the direoction of the apartments farther down. She was pretiy. Even he realized that. Tall and alender
__" with thin lips and a soft beautiful throat. He had stood across the street under the gray awing of an ¥
undertaker's parlor watching, waiting ee...e. A
i v It was then the mania for mortal blood became an obsessional craving, flaming in him like a raging '
fire, How many days he had gone without his necessary blood, he no longer knew. He knew he could not >
. find peace in the lead-gray coffin of his tomb by day. It was even there to haunt him, warning him that
A _’.. unless he had his feast soon he would die: die forever.
l"i He crouched in the damp shadows and listened, Somewhera a 2lock was tolling midnight in deep \ .
: < mournful tones. She would be coming soon, Perhaps she was one who worked until the bewitching hour and Snx
who lived in the apartmenis down ithe street. He was not interested in that. He felt no pity, no shams, -f_
‘. He felt only the strange burning inside him, the diabolical lust to sink his sharp teeth into the flesh of )
her throat and gulp at the blood like a crazed animal. After the feast he could rest., He could rest un- L
. t11 the urge ugain came raging inside him. ' o
Y 7 The rain started to sgheet down hard and little gushes of frigid wind whipped it into his whits, y
¢ pinched face., His 1ips had peeled away from the razor-sharp teeth in readiness, and his legs were set to |
" spring the moment he caught sight of her passing form. R
Any moment now; any second, he should hear her footsteps padding down the street.A sudden raw tsr-
ror rose and knotted inside nhiml  Perhaps she had seen him watching hes from across the streset these paet = o
. nights! Perhaps she had suspected something! But sha oould never have suspected him of being a vampirs! o
A vampire in the middle of a big city—ridiculous! To moderns, vampires were outmoded things which existed o
o only in the imagination of people in 0ld England. No one today could possibly associate a vampire with the 5 A
thriving bustle of New York. He had no right to feel terror from any such supposition. I |
But then perhaps she had seen him and suspected something else. There were other things which v o
U . strike terror in mortal hearts. More logical things. Even if she had seen him; she had only geen the 157
darkly dressed form of a man and could not be certain he was watching her. t3N
- He began to wonder, however, The time was ticking away and he could not aven hear her footsteps.
e Maybe he had picked the one night in the week when she didn't work. Mayba since it was ralning someone .
. - had taken her home in an automobile. .
i : There must be a reason. The craving had reached his throat making it ache and the dark cells of
LRt his dead brain screamed in anguish and starvation. -
g He glanced around the corner of the building but there was nothing in sighte He felt weak and -
AT R strangely stiff and cold. She must come soon, He couldn't stand it much longer, Another moment or two et
e e and he would be too weak to attack, Even how he felt his strength rapidly ebbing away. 'HURRY! HURRY!"
A ! his brain screamed, And when he looked agaln and saw nothing, he felt all sitrength leave him and he knew
t' . it was over., He felt his cold body wither and shrink.
et Suddenly — there was nothing but a dark grotesque mass of rotting flesh lying between two <tall “a
e buildings.....dsad forever.

! ' ' Across the street, crouched close in the doorway of the undertaker's parlor was she.

. v The rain beat against her cold features and her lips were curled, showing a set of sharply pc'nted A
. z teeth., She couldn’'t exist much longer. The burning, the craving, the deslrse;, it was welling in

her and she could feel herself growing weak. He must come soon! The blood! She needed the blood! Then, a4
- as she felt herself unable to longer stand erect, she knew she had been walting too long; waiting for him

* to come and stand under the gray awning. ~Stand under the gray awning, as she had watched him do, three

nights in a roW.seeeccecose
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"Gome, * gald a volisce. H

“Yay, why don't you come with us?" said another.

"Noi% shouted Morgan. '"Why don't you let me alone?'

e don't want to hurt you." said the voices. 'We only want you
to come with us."

¥Shut upl" soreamed Morgan.

"No, Not until you come,® gaid the voices.

"Fho are you?' asked Morgan.

Silence--and then, again, "Come." This time more insistant.

Morgan rolled over on his cot and looked out the porthole atthe
stars, "Go away and let me sleep, Tomorrow’s going to be a hard day."

"Come, " said the volces. ’ s

Morgan was +hird assistant director-in-charge of the I, P, D, STAR SONG. He had signed on as a
rocket - man seven years ago when the ship started out, In those seven years he had come up to his
present position.

In three mors years hecould retire with50,000 Interplanetary Federation dollars. When he started
out he thought it would be worth ten years' work on a patrol ship. Now he wondered.

At first he hadn't minded being on the patrol ship. He had been a little bored, of course, but so
had the 5,000 other men on the ship. That was before the whisperers had come.

It had happened that night a week ago when he had heard a slight hissing in his room. He was about
to press the emergency alarm button to warn everyone in that seciion that there was an air leak, when he
realized it was a voice saying, "Coms."

'Who's there," he had asked,

"Come," said enother voice,

After that his nights had hours of misery. As soon as he got undressed for the night the voices
came. One night he had managed to get to aleep in spite of them, He had awakened to find himself walking
along one of the great pacsages that ran the length of the mile-long ship.

He had hurried back to hiz compartment and stayed awake the rest of the night.

He wondered how many men on this opr any of the other ten great ships that patrolled the galaxy
wera tormsnted by the whisperers., He had asked some of the men during mealitime,

*Say, do you ever hear voices at night? Whispering to you and asking you to come?" he had asked,

The look they gave him had shut him up, He didn't say any more about them after thai. He had to be care-
ful. They were liable to get the idea that he was crazy and put him in the psycho-ward, He knew he wasn't
crazy. He really heard the whisperers.

Has had thought of hangiong himself one night when they had become more insistant. "No,'" they had
s8id ag he was fastening his bels around his neck. '"Don't do that. Come."

™o, % X711 kiil myseif firsti‘ he shrieked,

He c¢limped up on the chalr again an! was going to jump when, '"No, I can't do it,' he said. He
3.imbed down and got 2 book and tried to rea-.

"Coms,'" whigpered the voices. He couldn’t concentrate orn the printed pages. They became more
plurred until he couldn’'t see them at all.,

"All right," screamed Morgan, "I'll come, --Only, stop that whispering!"

*Come to the door,' said the voices. '"Open it. » . o now down the hall . . . "Morgen did as he
was told,

"Now atop here, Press that button." Morgan did, and a door opened.

"Step in and close the door ., . . ! said the voices.

Mprgan obeyed mechanically. He turned the handle slowly; then suddenly, with a terrific blast of
air, the door was wrenshed from his hands. The same blast blew the shattered remains of Morgan out into
space, --The airlock closed, and slowly resumed normal pressure.

You wonder why we tell you this, don't you? . . . .

It's really very simple. You ses, the whisperers call you. They will visit you svery night.
—-Some night, you're going with them. We won’t trick you like we tricked Morgan, Come,....Come....Come....

TAIL - TAG PUZZIE

In this puzzle you take the last two letters of the preceding word and make
them the first two of the next word. The first word and the first +two let~
ters of the next word are filled in to give you the idea., Dashes indicate tie
number of letters in the word.

(2) rumber (a) Numeral (f) mistake (£) ===

(b} That branch of math (g) beginming (g) ===
dealing in equalities (b) A 1lw~ - =~ (h) To mix with, o (h) = = =

(¢) Half the diameter - . - - scatter. - -

(d) Customary method of (d) = = & = = (1) a, ata, 2a#2a, (i) = - =
utilizing something, 3aH3a, etc.

(e) One who uses the sci~ (e) = ~ = = = ==~ - (j) approximate (3) ===

emre of earth measure -

ment. (k) Extension, characteristic of
the pseudopod family ~— might
be termed '1imbf,

) o e

ANSWERS: (a) given. (b) Algebra (o) Radi (d) U o)
{h) Intersperss (i) Series (J) ::tima.to :;‘3‘ Tonts(mle e (g) Cach
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WITCH DANCE
The night the witches dansed the air was still;

Opprassive, smulitry - rising from the sea

Came hints of thunder, while each rook and rill
Wirled merrily in restive vision free.

The stars hung misty; but the moon, as pure

As wronght in silver, shed its mellow light
Upeon the witalss - and each luckless wight

That trod the dance with 's.hm and felt the lure
0f sorc'ry, smbraced evilly: the night.

The witches dansed; but in the market square,

Struck muts with terror, peaple stood agape -

Watching the witches whirl; and the dark shape
0f arcient homr-'-llwv'ring in the air.

1

They daneed te dawm; but where the village stood
Xow emly stmted briars mark the place,
Where ovil dulf‘,:_ unchained, a single space
0f our serrestrial time - The seas in flood
‘Rose fas$ and furious, leaving not a trasce.ss.»

('-'.-‘.'
And thus the witches perished; legends tell;
Lot by their own black magle, when the seas
Cane roaring im and broke the esrie spell,
Lpaving yet, rains and neawries.c.ccosoe .

— Eaill A, Thampsom
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."(r Once in ancient Hellas

An urn was graved

And then 'twas 108t cocceos

In antiquity.

Ths Shn became cold -—-

Man had fled

To warmth slsewhers,

GO type suns were not 80 rars ;...
Etornity passed.vsccsce

?ill we returned.

This urn was graved in Hellas,

Oh, long ago !

~= Sandy Charnoff

FLIGHT
OF FANCY --

Mind's Eye resaches upward
Ever upward

Toward, onward; forward,
You £86k vucssao an anzwer
To the eternal mystmry

0f ‘the heavens,

Imagination sueuwe 18 emough
In a flight of fansy.

— Sandy Charmeff

TALE
OF THE PURPLE PERCH

I thought I saw 8 Purple Perch perched in a willow tree
“And at the time I deemed it & peculliar sight to ses
Sinee this occurred a long and dusty distance from the sesa,

The Perch was picking plums, such was my first impression.
(And unripe ones at that, if you will pardon the digression.)
"0 Fuschia Fighy"™ I greeted it, "I have a strange confsssion.

"I've gseen strange sights in distant lands; and stranger ones
at S8l

But nowhere'is a queerer one stamped on my memory

Than glimpsing you, & Purple Perch, plum-picking in a tree."”

Saidlhos ‘How rare that sight would be, if it should come to pass,
But, be that as 1%t may, I fear you are a stupid ass —
A perch, indsed! I°11 have you know I am a Small-Mouth Bags."

-= P-4 Rapp
reprinted frem SPACEWARP



Beautiful Terra —
Earth, man's bright home.
In all the dead worlds
You bear 1life alone.

Stardust-ringed Saturn,
High-towered Mars
Cloud-Hidden Venus
Call from the stars.

Laugh we and live we
On alien land;

Still we return

As we had not planned.

We send our ships outward,
Flung to the sky;

But every old spaceman
Comes home to die.

Beautiful Terra —

Earth, man's bright home.
Of all the dead worlds
You give life alons.

— Charlotte Picard
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We're off to see the Wizard!

TheWonderful Wizardof Oz 773
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. gass.Standing by the bureau she thought: Yes, she'd elasp him. So lovinglyl She'd uge the
goft, whits hands tint Stanley adored, creep slyly behind him and caress his throat parder _J
and harder wtil hs couldn't breathe, and his cherubic face would furn a oysnotio ¢ings, his
tongus 1oll between liverish lips and, against puffy lids, his metery-green eyes would res-
ezble rotten, melting grapes. .
\ fThare i be no more drooling, then, nor half<hearted comversation with the imbesillic
TG R BT, am e
A . . ‘"Ro, timt would be too obvious," she whispered, Mammy Vara would have %o thdnk of
' gometiing else. So adoring, and gleeful, she knew wimt was best for littls Stanley.
4E FEATURED STORYs “TEA TIME?, by IS Weathsrby, B, USN
: also . .
"INCLE HENRY FINDS LOVE" esserressessesssssecoonasCriarles L, Mimes
"D eath?v (v.!'SQ) o.oo‘oooooooooooo-ao-noo.-a-o«:oonooih@k Cuthhert
5 i 4 miw Sm"..'....'.."0............I‘....'Q"oO’com Cum—t
A [ A WPHE ' PHANTOM BI.O‘!"...............-..............Banry‘ Ao-wm
2 "Retur ™ (Bmﬂ-ﬂm)...oooootooo-t'o.o-o.aaoooo.onm So King
1Star-Gazer’’ (verso)............-u....u....u..MS iane qule
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Imagine meeting you here!l

—-llo, maybe I'd better nots. -—I've got a column to write, -—And
lots to say.

First of all, an apolegy. The powers that be played me a dirty
trick. "I ordered a 'light shade of purple...a sort of violet'., I was
sent a tube of magenta. ~~I'm talking about the color of ink in the
offset section. We were uncomf.rtably near deadline, anyway, so0 I had
to use the stuff anyway., —Anyway (to carry the phrase inte monotony),

I hope the quality makes up for the (gazh!) cclor, —~End of apclagy

Then, too, there's a section of photos. I hope you're happy! Tue
t> the large amount of material in this ish, plus the photos, thls present
JRB is costing us nearly that ef Don Day's illustrious FANSCIZNT, If
you don't know the story of "The Vizard of €z," you shculd go sit in the
corner ,.. (isn't that where the dunce's stool'is kept?) I have attempt-
ed to tell the stary through pictures, and have tried to combine the most
enjoyable aspects of both book and film,

4150, please notice that our offset section is Justified. Thanx to
Hanly Bannister for sending me a copy of his booklet on justification! It
is only 50¢ & well worth it! Virite for it -- 1905 Spruce Ave. Kansas
City, Mo. -—-llaybe, I'11l start justifying the rest of ORB later, but not
unless it is appreciated. Too much time 1s spent for little thanks, unless
you're given an occasional pat on the back,

Thirdly -- or is it Fourthly?...mimeso and ditto are back, 1ot much
ditte —- I've decided to get reacquainted with my machine, However, it'll
be back in full force next issue ~- and BLACK! I've finally discovered
a fairly workable black ditte, but don't expect too much. Black ditto is
the hardest of all the colors to handle.

The mimeo section is back by popular demand. It was ORB'!'s first mass
reader reaction. ZEverybody wanted it -~ so it stays. Satisfied? Hmmm?

FATSINE REVIEWS

Ah didn't want one, but it seems that zah!m stuck, Okay, oka¥....

SIRIUS

An odd little fanzine, just the very slightest bit ChBish, but with
its own very definite twist., Some above average fanfiction is included.
One, "The Stuff of Dreams" is really very good. The most fannish -- and
fascinating part of SIRIUS is the "Classifiend Advertisements", All sorts
of things listed therein, One for a slightly blodd-spattered copy of
THZ NECROIICMICON gave me a real laugh, Try it, -It!'s definitely a matter
of taste, STAN SEEXNER -~ 1308 Hoe Ave. ~ Brenx 59, l.Y.

TES X-RAY

Official organ »f the Universal Musketeers, and the principle reason
vhy I'm staying in this club. ~-To improve it. The editor is Fonald
Friedman, and I mean absolutely no offense when I say that he seems to be
rather incompetent. He obviecusly tries very hard, but editorial work,
Just as obviously, isn't in his line., The format, plus lack of diligent
use nf gorrection fluid, combinme to create a really ghastly example of
fanwork., Many hel:toed zines are much better than this, .

EDGAR .RICE BURROUGHS DZAD!!

The multinillionare creator of Tarzan died at his California home,
while reading the funnies, He was 74, This is indeed a great loss to
fandom and the world, .

STATTICIATTSRE: Two more new promags, --Poor Mr, Miir! --remember
his laments last ish? One is FANTASY FICTIOHN. Ivldently based on the
old formula, ‘two is better than one', In this case, referring to !"The
Magazine of Fantasy." Unlike MoF, however, this zine has a slightly
FATE-ish twist, For my money, the other zines do better in their respec-
tive ways than this one does ir speingthem both. One word of praise:
the cover is one of the finest fantasy color fotos I've seen in a long
'bime. ¢ /

FUTUR? FICTION is the other., After almost a ten--year lapse, this
Columbia publication is again back, Cddly enough, it states itsel? as
'Volume One, MNumber One', and yet on its masthead, it reads 'combined

with SCIENCE FICTION Stories, I wish it'd decide one way or ancther,

This am confoosin' an' not amoosin',

The oddest thing happened while the offset portion was being run
off, I tried %o read r-t Rapn's poem to our printer's wife, Near the
middle of the second verse, she rushed around to the other end of the
room, held her hands over her ears, and SCREAMFD, I swear, this is
absolutely true} -I dou't believe the average person can agsimilate
fannish poetiy.




NOTIC]% ;1?1 .E‘.‘imﬂggg.market for a faneditor who will give a SubStantla]ﬁ
iwtaction  (at least 10%) on a full year's subseription ’03 ..2.05.,1}?30;.
maubers, Just think! If you charge even 2% above t.he actua C_La:;‘ i;
printing your fanzine, you will almost clear even if you accept This,

Ariybody willin', huh? - :

PCTITION FOR AN AMENDLMENT TO THE ENJL..SH LANGUAGE |

lave you ever noticed that often in long, and complicated senten-
ces, how you get enbangled in the complexities of wording, s;>e]-l;1£.§,
ete,, and in your mental meenderings forget that you s S!?HP_P_OSG (;f
reading a question, and instead end up with a declaraun..on- My Sl}a:_l
gestion is: wlhy not copy the Spanish, and put a questln.on mark a;..u-.le
beginning (upside down) as well as the end of the sentence, I get
tired of reading along on what seems to be a beautiful, compleuvely
declarative sentence, and have it suddenly becone a qustion, don't
you? Enuf of this non-fannisgh nonsense,

I see I forgot to nention the UM address, Oh, well, we'lve got
an ad for them, so why give lem a free plug....

NEW PLAY I MAITHATTAN

"THE INNOCENTS" -.- adapted from Henry James' "The Turn of The
Screw." has hit legit,,.and according to critics,"!tswonderfull" As
does the story, the play often whispers rather than spealis, suggests
far more than it explaing, and calls up something not only eerie, but
ovil, (too bad you can't whisper on a typewriter, That last sentence
could have been infinitely more effective.)

"The Innocents inhgoits a different world from the usual, or cven
unusual mystery tlrillegp..."

Its best scenes inwvolve the children, brilliantly nlayed by David
Cole and Iris Mann, As the governess, Beatrice Straight is quite comp-
etent,

And off to other vital (hah) matters. .

Has anybody noticed Redd Boggs! rather vile attacks on several
well-lmown fans, and et times, ORBreaders? (mcee, toocoo) This has
occurred mainly in POSTWARP, --He's breathing a scab on his nose,...,

I got a letter L'rom gsome company trying to sell me a geiger
counter., It secms thiat s-f fans all over are buying them from this
company at a discount, Gad{  Why would the normal s-f fan pay around
$140 for a geiger counter. ~--taybe JWC is trying to kill off fandom
with printers! ink, combined with a plutonium compound? EGAD} A
conspiracy!

NZXT ISSUE: THE FAN FOTO GALLTRY, "SHRIEKING APPROACH! (I.S.
Weatherby's breathtcking sequel to "SPIRITURLLE') with illustrationg
by Gaughan and that female Bergey (who is also my girlfriend), Eliz-
abeth Flautt (pronovnced Flawt), Also a cover by BENULIS, and poetry
from ACKSRMANN & Chernoff.

As for the rest — I haven't the vaguest idea, Vait and see.,..

IBye now, & A =ns
A
[ Bob\‘/)'

ANSWER TO LAST ISSUE'S KRISS KROSS
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YUCK!
A GREEN MOIE, A PII ELEPHANT, AND & PURPLE FROG AIBLED INTO TIE CORWER
COCKTAIL BAR,

"YOU'RE EARLY BOYS," SAID TUE BARTENDER., "HE ISN!T HERE YET."



I'm all over that illness Bob mentioned in the last ORB, I want to
thank all of you that sent flowers; and to the thoughtful fan that sent
the hamburger I devote my undying love., (Next time, with omions, please,)

And, so, on with the dirty work. I have quite an assortment of

missles on hand that I am dying to pass on to you. To wit (Or 1s it corpus
delecti? ) :

Hi Bob:

First things first --the covere The life form Bill Kroll has de-
picted is certainly unique...[phique to say the least. Rumor has it that
r-t Rapp was the model, but I don't believe it, Dern thing wasn't smokw
ing a pipe./

Oh, how true are Steve Muir's sentiments in regard to mag space.
This is especially annoying if a fan has unsympathetic parents; mine are
always roady to throw my zines away any time of the day or nighte.

Bob, when you run puzzles, you geneérally run the answer also =- or,
if no peeking, you should have them in the next issue and state-:so0.

Lﬁob informs me that he natcherly thot everybody would know that the
answer would follow in the next issus.’ Natcherly...7

Your illo on page 5 was very nice, except that tl: center portion
reminded me too much of sunny-sidé-up eggs down . . » + /Bob is trying to
get an ad frcm Eggs, inc:7 Ah -~ Dawn of the Space Age:== you did a’
beautiful job on that dittoing -~ and those colorst LpRB is nothing, if
not colorful,/ g

'Bys, .
Sandy Charnoff
2234 Ocean Ave.
Brooklyn, 29, M. Y.
Dear Bob: 1

Received ORB 3, Congratulations -- your best issue to date, speak-
ing of contents., The Artrappism "Signpost" of excellent guality., "Chips"
well writtens Why don't youw fire your printer -~ with enthuslasm? Has
he never heard of black ink? ZWhat's Black Ink?/ Cover cute, though a
trifle‘blobdby in this sizee (Cover also came off, I have very good re-
flexes, tho, and am no more awkward than I should be at my advanced aggo.)
/Goody for you./

Why louse up your letter column with religidus discussion -- or
political -- or anything but stf ((for one thing, ORB leans more toward
fantasy than stf, altho it includes both - BJT)) You have no idea how
silly it sounds. /ORB's policy is a new color each issue, How do you
like -the latest? Ve agree about the religion that has been hashed in
this column, There is a question I'd like to know what answer fans
would give to (horrible gremmar). In your fannish opinion, when will
the first passenger rocket leave the atmosphere of earth and travel in
outer spacd? Make like Drew Psarson and give with the predictions,
fans ¢ « » :

Regards,

Manly Banister

1905 Spruce Ave.

Kansas City, Mo.-
Dear Bob:

So you want your readers to tell you "when you find things about’
ORB you dislike," do yow? Okay, I'll take you at your word. Frankly,

I think you wasted your money when you paid for multilithing and mimeo-
ing this issue #2. There isn't much in it that's worth reading,
That's my opinion ...you asked for it. /Ouch{/

Charnoff says he was ashamed to show his teacher ORB #1l because of
the cover pic. [pharnoff's teacher‘is sot in her ways, obviously. Sandy,
you will be happy to know, is a she, not a he ..;7 I'd be ashamed to
ahow my teacher beczuse of ... "The Home of Diana delLune," Not- to men-
tion the "poem,® Gaw. "The Erratic Guest™ was a little better, but not
interesting enough to read through to the end., Was it supposed to be
humoroud? What else can be inferred from the line "ta-pocketa-pocketase."
at the top of page 4? Shades of good old W, Mitty! L;tfs enough that
we printod it. Don't ask for imterpretations without forwarding a fee

of 410.00/ - ;

"Sing a Song of Venus™ is an acceptable nursery-rime-of-the-future,
but Bourgea's "Satan... " was about the best thing in the lssue. A
well-expressed and amusing verse, and a bit above ORB average.techni-
cally. Where did you dig up "Den Rogers & the Beggar Fan?" It-‘might
have been. humorous circa.1943 ,., "Itfs Dark Inside" was adequate, but
hardly worth giving space to, ' That's the crudest Grossman pic‘I've ever
Seen.



JOIN THE UNIVERSALL MUSKETEERS! (paid adv't.)

"Lonely"W6rldé."‘ Why does everyone have to write a certain
amount of that experimental stuff, Everyone does. It's too bad
some peoplo don't have the strength of character to tear up the
stuff after they got it out of their system. Some phrases were pretty
good, but as a whole this mightyparable was nausecating., Quinn can
write when he tries. I wish he'd try.

That's all the things I dislike about ORB #2. I hope you won't
take all this to hoart ... but I do hope you'll improve the mag next
issues I hate to sce you spend all that mongy ... /Not as much as we
hate to spend 1t:7

A final word of praise. The lettering for tho "As Others Soe
Us" and "Hero's Looking At You" dopartment headings was finc. Gaughan's
ple for "doLunc " was protty hypor, by tho waJ. /Gad -~ can we stand
this flattory?/

Sincerely,

Redd Boggs

2215 Benjamin “Ste NG.E.

Minnoapolis 18, Minn
Doar Editor:

UNTITLED: TWO and LA BEAUTE tic for first place in tho Febmaorb'
SIGNPOST in number 2 spot; IN THE VALE OF EVANDER in close guarters
and number three; CHIP IN THZ MAELSTRQI is a fast-climber im fourth
position. (( Raspborry's in a jem }!.. AND IT'S ...fectlebaum.,.=BJ))
Tho others arc all on a basic minimum interest floor and out the van-
ity dcepartmont: AS OTHERS SEX IT and print more of your fino quality
poetrye.

The cross—word puzzle is original; I don't advocato them, for your
puzzle solver is a pervert who fiddles around with his mind because heo
is unablo to use it good’'and hard for a definite and natural cnd.

/Gnu to you, too/ Still, you arc original s «
Coming ®ige-whcols’ paragraph' Bourgca, if you can keep him from
having a big hoad, Will ncod to rcad Picard morc to rate him, /him is
a hof7
Honry Ackermann’
5200 Maple Ave.
Baltimore 15, Md.
Doar Bob: ] - !

¥or lack of anything o0lsoc to do, I shall writo ORB a lottor this
cold wintor ove in Tucson. Tho curront toplic-scoms to bo Shaver and
Religion, ~Shavor is tho ocasiest to write on, tho the hardest to write
anything original on.

He is a good writor ... Ho wrote onc for AS a whilo back about an
alien ship in the junglos which some explorcrs find., A good story,
proving that he ¢an write worthwhile storicss His idcas on his mystory
arc his own business, natch, but boring eventually . « .

Religion is decper -~ Obviously 90% of fandom is not athoist -~

Picard's "Untitled: Onc" was the best thing in ORB 1, Gaughan's

plc on page 1 (story, toc) is the best in ORB 2. Best wishes for bet-
ter issucs and congratuletions to you for artistrys
Hunt Small
Box 1791
Tuscon, Ariz.
Doar Bob:

ORB #3 rceeived, 'and ‘I am amazcd ~-- 'tis a wonderful job you are
doing, and here's hoping you can keep it up for many ORB's to comes.

By thoe way ... duo to'your practice of not putting the bylimos
at the titles of the itcms, and my practico of reading a zine from
front to back Lpad' How unorthodox!/ I rcad my 4Signpost" wondering
whyinell it sounded so familiar. Couldn't rcmemBer rejecting it from
Spaccwarp, and I didn't know whore olse I'd have seen 1t in manuscript
form. Talk about absent-minded profcssors!

Your' columnists are your best feature. All in all, oneo of the

most 1nt0rcst1ng 21nes I'vo scen in months, .
. Lueck,
ahrapp
2120 Bay St,
: Saginaw, Michigan
Dear Bob: : ‘

Like Capt. Futurc, I'm back. And you can bet your ‘little circu-

lation list /little is righ€7 I'11 kecop coming as long asg ORB doese..
First the cover: Ah! That Kroll can roally draw! The cover was
a Beaut! ! ! -

"Signpost® by Art Rapp Tho Rat Trapp graceg ORB's pages with
his over-present briar pipe. /Foul thing that it is/

I'11 morcifully skip the non-fantasy pPoMme s,

"Chip in the Maelstrom™ was a quite nice little collam. Not a
thing in it I can pan., Boo Hoo}

Tho fanactivitics Kriss Kross: My zine's namc was right thero in
tho six letter words. /Docsn't your zino have 7 letters in the titlc ?/



JOIN THE UNIVERSAL MUSKETEERS! (paid adv't.)
"Untitled: Two! was good; and now we come to "As Others See It."

Sorry your lettor od is sick. /Th.anks for the hcmburgof? Five letter
writers showing off their illlteracy in fino form,; Ed Cox & Alan
Grent soancd to be the only ones with anything to say.

I still say Shaver is TOPS —-ceccemcaacacaman- Grrrrr

Your subscriber /We lovo you/
R, J. Banks, Jr.
111 S, 15th St.
. Corsicana, Toxas
Dcar Bob: 0 E Y=
Encloscd find 15¢ for mhlch scnd me ORB #, It's a nico little
mag tut it is hard for mc to undorstand bocausc I'm stupid stupid,
I'm stupid. ~At least thoy shid so in your letter column, [_Don't
give up try'iné?'As an outcast in the world and also’an undesirable mom~
bor of fendom, I'm vory loncly. « « « And, Bob, sccing you hate
me, too, how about solling mc a copy of ORB #l” ((Tust a thot¢ if any-
one olso wants an ORB #l, they'd botter hurry. With issue #5, tho
first issuos will bo raiscd to 20¢.))
Take it casy [gon't worrj7 and keep up the good work,
Sincorely,
Ralph Packard
Poynotto, Wisc.
Dcar Bob: 2
ORB #3 popped in yosterday and by now, 1t is complctely road, di-
gested and ready to be Writ to eee
Uh, was the rod ink this issuo intonded to c01n01de with Valen-~
tino's Day this month? Hmmm, I must writc a gory weirdic with Valen-
tine's Day as tho themes ‘Anyhow it wasn't bad on the cover, but whon
recading that microprint, it rather brings out tho red in your eyes. A
moro soothing blue or grocn would.be better for this microprint.
Liked Art Rapp's' short-short. He can always turn out a good’ picce.
of work, whotheor it bo fiction, article, poetry or what have you,
ORB necds morse heavier piceces of fiction or ertig¢les for the poems to
cluster around. As it is, tho poctry, while nicc, dominates and one
fecols likxe ho's eaten a lot of amall snacks throughout the day instead
of throo squarc moals. If that ... simile ... will do, Mectaphor is
closer, I gucsse (I should havo paid moro attontion in English class).
({Just to elear you up: whon you say 'my car is like a jet planc'- that
is a simile. -When you say 'my car is a jet planot - that is a meta-
phor. Happy? - BT))
Let mo skip back to the cover. Sure, let's have more by him.Iike this
a lot. Reminds one of a crosgs betwoen Cartier and Rod Ruth, two of my
favorite artistss It has a distinetion of its own, of course. Bill
has beecome vet'ancther to break across the line of fan~prodom,
Was vans & Kimo that you'd find a rogularly appcaring column, but
most of taaia.diced oub. M 3se days -the 2zincs have thom right and lofte.s
Spacewe.rp gocas to bo taking 'the honors « » o ‘uhor t'll have four

.
.......

0 im0
------

name has bC\.-I]. spcll )d rlght gince I'vo becm scclng his namo appear :Ln
zincs lately, With thc onc ''nt T -thought his Worl' was somc old stuff
of FJA's docoascd-brothor-r0contly-d:.scovorc.d or somcthing.

To commont on tho poom, good, - ‘That'!s,gbout all I can say since I'm
not really-qualifiod to crlticiZO poctry...I.do noﬁico that it-is froo
(or blank? ). verse.. . T 7 ...

Page ¥ givos moro poctry and’ a- brain~twisting thlng. There havo
bocn fantasy cross—words ‘oofor‘o but this is dlfforont' It gives tho

answors and you .fit them 1'n, worklng firom twq qlroady givon. If any-

“““““““
.....
.......

.....
tee

in the offing as- ‘oho rcsu,l,t of Grant's and Banks' lettors,..

Sandy Cliarnof€'s .book z:ovi nw ‘Tdacked -a fow v;tal ‘statistics. Such as
the cost Gatec ‘cf opublicatiqQn, Iwhero do- you get it, . ¢ote. I profor Willy
Loy's latesu, Shoughs- - ... . i) T PR

Uh, Mu:r S’ toiumn- was, supposod t0 start: mext issuc and dldn't.

Hemes' story was ouppO‘SGd to be in this issue and. wasn't, Editorial

......

.......

4 Spring st.
Lubec, Malne ’
That's all for this time, Fans. Chew on the above, digest it, and

send me your DUTDS eese CRBishly yours, BILL WARREN,
: Lettor Editor.
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PATD ADVERTISEMENT ** PATD ADVERTISEMENT ** PAID ADVERTISEMENT ** PAID ADVERTISSMENT

 INIVERSAL MUSKETEERS/

ul

Ninoty members correspond with each other., There's a lending 1ib-
rary, five free fanzines to members, an author's-writer'!'s-artist's sor-

vice, reductions of up to 25% on books and -mags, and a good firm Consti-
tutiony

For Further Infohnation, write! d T e
WILLIAM D, KIGBHEIDE s 108l Portela Drite’
5 . San TFrancisco, Colif .,
=T . .
ROFAID FRIEDLAN #* 1980 Eas® 8%h St., Brooklyn, N.Y.

i s OF Dother STILL, send g buck r*ﬁo Rompld | Friednon and--
GET IM ON TrlE UM/
PAID ADVERTISEMINT ** PATD ADVERTISIMENT ** PAID /DVERTTSEMENT ** PAID ADVERTISEMENT
2950 IR SALE

I WILL TRADE ALL FOR 12 SCIENCE FIGTION BOOKS or 125 SCIENCE FICTION
MAGAZINES

MAKE AN ©IIER

I will ¢trade at the rate of . two books for one Sclence fiction
or Fantasy book, or one .book for six Science fiction or Fantasy

RATES
FOYNETTE WIS

My Ten Years In A Quandry...........--......-......oo..J......... Gh%hley
NN Elgia'n ¢ o'a 5 siais oa s 0 8ia v o uiela oln uia oleVolateiy s o' Niste s ¢ina e sin oin v/a s oinp's e e el 10 ZOLa
Kelly..o.....-.....-o-....-.....-..-.......-.-.....Donald Hendorson Clark
Phantom Lady..-......o....-g--....-.........-...............William Irish
Uncle Tom's ChilGrCResescsessosassssasssnseasscssasnsnsonsoscsssssesoiright
01d Favorite Songs and Hymns...-..--o-.¢-..........-............MacKenzio
The Edgar Wallace Reader of Mystory & AdventurSsesssecesssoe.Edgar Wallace
M OSTIROSC s e e ohe axe [eterelelol T aToTate Iare tetaRatel slaYe atole ele atsTats eho o le che s slo s lsderele's o oie s sleNIOATING
The Dishonest Murdercr...........g.---....-..-.....-.-..........LOCkridgG
The Case Of The Cautious CoquettCesesesssssseessssssvcsnsssesness Gardnor
Below Suspicion...-o...........................-.....................Carr
Suddenly a COTpSO.......a..-Qo-ooooooc-o-ooooo.noooooooc-nu-o-;.oonvmasur
Trouble In Triplicatecotllo.ln-o.!-oon-.aq5|lo-t.olootlotl.-vooooo'lstout
Crooked HOHSO...»-.-on.a----c..o.......-..-.....o--.-......-..oooGhristiG
The Case of The Vagabond Virgin....o...,-..-.........-............Gardner
The Devil's Stronghold...-o-.-..-........-;.......--.................Ford
Rendezvous In BlQCkooonlco-ocaban-oo..ooo'.a--o..t-oooo-ouo-oOQJQWOOIriCh
Another Day, Another DOllar......-........-.-.-..-o....-.m......WintqriOh

.Tho Fifth Man-oooona-ooooootoo-c-o--o--.o-ooo-oo-.o.o.t--o-oo-.ooco'GOlOS
Great Sports Deteetive Stories.............--......;.--.............Quoon
Drawinglllade Easy....‘....l......'......'..........’.'...............Lutz

The Far AWay Music.l...lllll..ltlol..llI.ltl...Illl.IQ.!....lO'..lMOekor
Death's 01d Sweet Story.........................-....o.............StaggO
Lothal Lady............-................-.......-.-......-.....-.....King
No Private Hoaven......-............................-...--........BaldWin

A Short History of The Chinese...&.....o..-o..o..o..-.-.-..-o.:.-..NourSO
More Storics By James T Farrell.......................Farrell, naturally

Thb Golden Hewk............-o.--...............-.......-............Yorby
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\ § £ SUBSCRIPTION

™~ : RATES
Single Iscue...l5} |
moe ISBueS.“ 0/0¢ !
ONE YEAR {6™)..75¢
WATCH FOR ORB #7!

m wmlnmo 1P e PR L OB OACPIOTEERPI L OB P00 06w s ¢ 5 o m moff
PAGE COflE

OIE FAN'S Opm t'.tallullllooccv m don't L—nw, Jou never vill
PAGE THRER

AImmIImIIGm ..‘...-.‘.......'.'..."....'mles Xm
PAGE FOUR '

THE SPACE WIHISPERS sevccaveccccscoencorsocsnesseacasssBavid Bnglish |
PAGE FIVE |

™0 WTIOIB..(f&”t H flight of fanay)adooaa. Sandy Charooflf
PAGE SIX (postry)

m DAIICE scavovcvssvrcsvosnvadtovsvsansovocans Enili Aa 'nlozpan
PAGE SIX (poetry)

TAILE OF THE PURPLE PERCH....roprinted from SPACEWARP.,.....r=t Bapo

PACE SIX (poetry?)

mm: m ..‘O'..‘.Q.'I.‘.C.COCIQ'.0-D‘.'...O"&OCUG Picaﬁ
PACE SEVEN

IERE'S LOOKTIC AT YOU!....(my ditto is acting up, #0...) ye editer
PAGE EIGITT

ASOTHERSSEEITL“,.-N......”.a........ ........ 4.-suo~.o-.
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! ORB is an amnteur publication, devoted to the realms of ~fantasy
! and science-fiction, and related subjects. ‘There is no pa;ymani _
for material used outside of a free copy oi U3 ccutuining the A
anthor's material, save for poems over 35 li:gs or prose over |

e —— . ——— i ——

| 5000 words, uwhich receive a fres fantasy beok, A second copy of

| the magazine will be glven to those anthors (uho have not received

a2 book) 1f requested. Those who recelve books get only 1 capy of
ORB., This is effective as of April 1, 1950, !
SEMD ALL MANUSCRIPTS, LETTERS, VERSE, ETC. TOs QBB 811 -9th St E
GREELEY, COLO. |
ADVCRTISEMENT RATES: Maltilithed section: $1.25 per page; 75¢ per |
helf page, 40¢ per quarter pages 25¢ pex eighth page. Anything l
smallars 5¢ per lina.

Mimeographed or Dittoed sestion: 1 page: 902 ’
helf page: 50¢; quarter page: 30¢. anything Smeller, 3¢ per lius,
Dittoing in a combination of colors, free of charge, Iayout free, l
on enything larger than an eighth pege.
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