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Foof! Wondar if we'll survive the last few hundrsd turna of the
mimederank necéssary to get this Final pags of the July WARP in shaps
for the staple=banging? ¥ &en't 4now when you're resding thisg~§dVﬁ{f
will have entrusted it {get that fviure perfeet tense-slingingi) to the
tender merciss of the postman by the 9th of July, the third day affer
getting homs from Toronte. ITf you thiak I kaven't been a busy stfan in
that time, oh, bro-therd sovaedl il o A

I trust that, if you attendsd the TORCON, the report in this WARP
will not contradict all your improesions of the event. If you didntt
attend, I hepe it puts across to you some of the fun whiech we got out
of the Sizth World Stfcon, and meke® you resoive not to miss next yearfﬂ
- CINVENTION. I bors down heawvily on my parsonal reacticns, and skimmed
lightly over thé formal program, becauss, primariily, I was in Toronto
to enjoy myself, not to work as a reportery and so I kept only skesteny
notes of who did what and when, Obviously, every fan gets a diffsrent
impression from an event like the TORZON ~- aftsr rsading mine, chesk
-on what others write in their fansines, and the average will be an ac~
eurate version, I imaginse P

o d I wish to tender my personal congratulstions to the TORCON commit=
tee for the wonderful job they did. Apprarently every detail was taken
care of ; I saw no last~minute rushing arcund -~ glfthough I had an eye
peeled for same. The program was balanésd psrfectly between serious an
humoreus features, the Program Booklet and other publications are ex~ -
cellent, and the only disappointment was Ron Christensen?s fallure to
kick his bathtub off the hotel roof. :

You fen on the Pacific .Cosst -~ if you haven't heard about it yot,
contact tha LLSFS for details of their Labor-Day conférencs, which shud
provide all ths entertaimment of a mirnaturs TORION for you. 2 e

Midwestern fan «~ Stsin and I are kicking around the ides of 'an in-
formal gathering at Milwaukee on DLebor Day, Anyone feel 1like Jjoining uﬁ
for a beor and a bullsassim? : : 3

Northern, Southern, Eastsern, Western, and Fourth-Dimensional fen ==
have you made complete plans for yoyir actions in case of a supernova?
Is your personal atombombproof dugout well-stocked with o0ld afF's and .
liquid refreshment? Have you outfitted all your Finlay originals with.
shatterproof glass? Goodes You'll neod stamina to stand the shock that
is about to rock the world of fandom. Yes, indeed., Yes, YeS, YeS.

r-tRapp hés joined SAPS

£33

|

. Members of the Spectator Amateru Press Society, you-all have my

deepest sympathy, You brought this on yourself, bub st111, I feel for

yous But I can't seem to reach you, MENE MENE TEXKEL UPHARSIN ;
: _ , r-tRa
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Now let's see.,.whot was the oubtstanding thing about the TORCON ==
aside from the Tucker Report, that is? Singer and the Birthday Suit?
Singer and the Explosive Telephone? Singsr and the International Ingi=
dent? Singer and the Alum? (I will tell of Singar and the Alum, though
it mean® gaffing SPAGEWARP barrsd trom the nails, perbhaucel) Hot to
mention Einger and the Rabbi.cooe
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Oh, well, let's tackle this vast mass of data in chronological or-
der, It all began last Thursday, with linrtin Alger and r~tRspp chuffing
weezlly along the sireets of downtewn Dstroit in wiat Alger laughingly:
insists iz an automobiie. According to frenzied last-minute posteards,
we were to meet about nine Michifen in front of the City Hall shortly be-
fore midnight. , :

Came the City Hall. Came zers houwr. Gama no fsn,

Hours passed, while Martin wenlked the downtown area looking for the
absentees, and I reposad confortably in the suto, alternately observing
the legs of passing girlg and sneculating on what a plesasure it would be
to have all unpunstual stfen in the Ariny under my supervision -- a feind=
ish concept first wiced by Martin,

By one a.m,, Maritin decided to tuks one last look bLeforve giving up 1
until morzing and & suikable hour for phoning.  Presently he returnsd,
| towing one Banjamin singer, who, it turned out, did not sgres with George
Young about where the fen were Suppesed ta meet. Shortly afterward
Young himself arrived, delayed by & frenzled and unsuceessful erfort to
get UNITED FANDOM hectoed hafore taking off,  The »est of the Michifen
souldn't make it -~ but Ed Kuss, Steve Metchetto, and Erwin Rtirmwels
followed separately next ARV o7 1; dpure :

, It developed that Singer had been passing time while he waited by
discussing roligion (of course) with a passing rakbi. This genilieman was
also on his way %o Toronto, and cince only four of us were in Martin's
car, he was allewed to acecompany e, thue spreading thse per=capita ex-~
pense & it thinner. Yas. : ,

And so, through the blackness of Canadian night we hurtled towarad
Toronto, the Mecca of all good. stfen. Argument fillsd the ear, but being
half asleep at the time, I remember nothing but the Rabbi*s polite in=
credulity that anyone could believe in derss., We reached Toronto at 8:00
8ems ‘on Friday, 2 July. in rassing, lst me say that roadside billboards”
sédum t0 be prohibited in Canada, leaving nothing to look at exsept trees,
 houses, hills, rivers, and suchlike scenerys. Hackward country, isn't k7

With many cheerful admonitions to dovote less time to religion, the
| rabbi was helped to get. his lugeage from the trunk by Singer, who was so
absorbed in this bandinage that ha forget to collest any dough for the
trips Is this mufficient to geot him, expalled frem the Americen Associs~
tion for the Advansement of Afheism? , )

D.



We oheoked in &t the Princes George, & most fasclnafing sstablish-
ment. Ultra-modern all-glass docrs swing aside to sdmit the visiter to
8 pastel-snd-ohrome lobby slighily larger than Mammoth Cave, indirectly
11t, and decorated with artistic murals and functicnal furniture, Yes.
So we registersd, snd the bellhoy taok our haggags.

s et A

[
: |
v "This way," he said, leading us toward em luconspicucus dcor in one !
wall, marked Yelevator." In tha twinkling of zn eye we faund ouwrselves
in 8 bare~hosrd corridor littered with oli newspapewrs and the remains |
of some employee's lunch, not to menitlaon s onuple of dog~-eared phonsbooke
snd an ancient pedastal-type telephcne. Wy uskirbted scme siabs of walli-
board proppod againet a flimsy partiticr, and found ourselves in a palso-
lithic elevator preaided over by vomething gul of Lovezsraft, who even- !
tually, after several attempts, got us level with the second floor so ,
the door could ba opensd. Dodging a 1light-switeh which dangled by its
wiring from ths eracked vlexter wall besids us, we entersd Jur rooms,
which proved to be the li-foot-ceiling type so popular.in the Victorian
Erss  Great black sprinkler pipes gprawlcd zcross the ceiling in muts !
reminder not %o smoke in bed. In one corner Jjutted the rusty taproots

of the hotel sign. There was e radio of the guartsr-in=-the-slot variety,
but this we didn't mind, because the hamméring of the worimen perched on
scaffolding eutsids, dismentling the siga, would have drcwned out a radic
anyhoWwes Thase workmen sarried no watehas, finding it sixpler to pop i
thair heads in our window at intervals, and ask wus the %ime, g

Singer got o7 the phone whilé we repaired the ravagss of travel and |
‘no 8leep. Es announced that Bob Tucker was ths only other arrival so
far, making us relative earlybirdse Also, Don Hutchisern of MACABRE fame
would be ever shortly.

Atter breakfast we returned to that lovely lobby o swait Don. Al=~ -
most simaltaneously, Les Croutch sauntered in, spoited us as stfen from
8 miia-off, and introdwsed himself. A bullsession fillsd the rest of the
moeninge ' !

Don, Ben, George and myself took off for show and Lo btuy Some fire=
wfackers, Les and Martin remeined in the hctel. At this point Ben de=~
2ided he wae in dire-need of a telescope and developed a tendency to rust
madly for nockshop windows, (7n Yeronto, traffic lights have practicall;
ne s;g:if;;anasn You walk aeross the street whenever you please, and
traffic obligingly stopz ivr you -~ oven streetcars. Detroit should only
live so longi: .

S0 wa procesdsd down Queen Street, Ben behaving like a puppy~dog in

vestigating a picket fence, much to Don's bewilderment, George and I srv!
used’'to Singer, Incidently, Don Hubtchison is a guist guy with a friendly
grin, rather short and slight in comparison with the rest of Cansdian fer
who run %¢ massive and lowsring physiques. Les Croutch has the build of

8 moving van, and is himself amazed that he can be so fat end at the samc
time enjoy perfact health, & end at the samo

Eventuslly we talked Ben out of attending a burlesgue show at 1:00
in the afternoon, and raturned to the Prince George, where he got on the
‘phone again, and presently announced that Ackerman was coming overs

483 arrived (he's tall, energetic, friendly) together with Beak Tay
lor (also tall) and Chan Davic {short only by comparison, dark-haired,

*I hope wy reactions don't start any feuds. In assaribing people

for WAilRPreaders, X'm mersly sta%iag how they gtruck me ad first mestégga



with an incisive manner that earries authority ang is Probably a heri~

tage of bhis wartime Navy experiasnce). More discussion, punetuated dy

arrival and departurse of various fen. George occoupied the afternoon by
digging a hecto oubt of his suitasse and finishing up UNITED FANDOM, -
Goorge also provided himself with s typical MSFS touch for the Torcon --
one of those futuristis helicopter caps. Semehow or other, I was wearing
it most of the time, tho. It seemed %o go with my 18=inch droopstem Pipe¢

The evening of this pre-convention {ny passed in the same manner,
with groups assembling in varicus hotel rosms %o dimeuss everything in |
the Galaxy and a few other things. 1 resall ons point at which Singer,
Young, and Bob Tucker were sailing paper airplanes from a iéth-floor k
window of the King Bdward, while Ghan Davie and Mog Diner discussed nue
clear physios or something in one ¢orner, and Dr. Keller with a circle
of fgscinated fen considersd politicio~suonomic tieory in the center,
After 48 hours without sleep I was about ready to hit the ha¥, when who
should appear but the SAPS (%pectator Amateur Press Soci ety to the un~
énlightened) (I am now a member tool)l. These ensrgetic gentlemen: Andy
Lyon, Lloyd Alpaugh, Paul Cox, Ron Christensen, Jos Gross, Joe Schaumbur-
ger, ote,, etol, ware about to take off for Toronte ‘s amusement park, and
somahow I got involved in the expedition, Ban and Georse had left for a
 burlesgae show abouts this Laint. S0 the SAPS and T £i311sed the hack end
of a trolleycar with st en’ jabboer, amd uitimabsly drove away gleep withy
Telliercsarter rided, ets., It turned outb these boys were guartered just
a hop-and=skip dew: the Princs Gogrge vorridor from we=uns, i

. . Pause for personalities oncs azainy  Andy Lyon snd Paul Cox havs,
a8 you might oxpsst, seutheru asoents of the ¥orth Carolinz 4nd Georgis
variety, respsstively. Thase have alwaye fascinated me. I particulsrly
enjoyed hearing them conversae with Toronto wailiresges, who have a sort
of combination Frensh inflection and Scottish burr.. You could spot the
NY and Jersey fen by their Bpesch, also., Apdy is aboud 6%, Light hair,
glasses, Panl is several inches shorter and = bit wider, From his no-
torious PLANET letter, I'd visualized a tall, thin faratic.. My mistake,

_ We ended up at a Soda-fountain at 2 s.m. whers other rassing fen
' atopped to chat until the orowd bloskad the alsles, much 4o the disgust
iof the waltresseés, Faellng 1ike cne of the walking &esd after all this
iectivity, I tottered hack to.the Prince George tn Find the rest of our

{group already fast asleep. Mo andurance, them guys,
{

. Bright and early next moraing Singsr gmd I visited the SAPS' rooms,
Tinding they had improvead things by knocking a hole in the transem of the
conneeting door to give water-pistols an unghstrustsd fiold of fire. We
vaused long enough to toss a fow lighted f£irscrasks»s in the door ani -

‘went on. The next room was (I think) Alpawgh®s. When the door opsned,
Ben spotted a well=known publication of the Gidsmn Hosiety on a bedsids
tables Like a flash hs lgaped across the wom, opened the velume, and

begen ripping out rages and tossing them over his shoulder. Picking him=|
88lf up from the corridor floor, he returned to Algerfs rosm, whars ha

| Phoned the SAPS and ongaged Ron Christenssn in 1ight sonvermation until
. 4@ got a firecracker 1it, then held the transmitter of thé& phone cicss .
‘%o it.' Great sense of humor, that l1ad.

- It was little'things like:hhefébove.which inspiréﬁ‘aomoone to leave
under our door ths nassuge repreduced on page 13, But as Rigk Snsary
would sey (if we 3idn’t review in A%, that is), poo to them:

€6} ((£f1ip over to 13, bad
((we ain't thru yet))






: o+ |
el !;‘ :

¥
44

i L !




T TR R R R R K R F R R R E R KX R E X
SRk kK $H§'*,§3§A$”*’§Tgi$ QBQAﬁcésﬁ koK ok ok ok

comnt  SWALLY sWEBER:::

Lune looked deliciously bewildered as she viewsed the backward soense
before her. People were yunning away from the displaced camp of the ar-
rior-women in all directions -- backwerdss One of the omlookers appear=
ed to have carefully spread a number of magazinas on the sidewalk, stood
up, and then watched the magazines léap from the sidewalk into & neat
Pile in his arms, )

"You sure fixed things," -snapped Stary. "Now we are reversed in the
time streami™ : s ! : | : v :
"7ell, that can be fixed easily enough," said Luna confidently. ™All
We have to do is start the time-machine agasin and turn the dail all of the
way around in the opposite direction." She turned and walked bri skly back
into the .ome fpllowed closely by a scornful Starr. Once again Luna's
fhairpin ceme into play and in an instant the mechine was bBumming content=
ﬁdly. The dial was turned completely around and the machine duplicated

1

ts electrical acrobatics of a few moments agos When the sickening shift
as completed, the two girls staggered to the door and looked out. This |
time everything was in the correct order; the crowd was gathering instead
of thinning and people were moving forward instead of backward. In fact,
Et:agher amoyed policeman was walking wary forward at that particular ine
nt.

‘ "Kindly teil me what you think you ere doing," growled the officer
of the law, ; _

"We are attending the Torcon,” announead Luna happily as she gazed
ebout.the Toronto street at fomiliar faces.  "You ses, my husband writes
Sclence~fiction, and her bees," she  indicated~Starr . "is == or rather,
was -- the editor of Frankly Incredible Tales of Ssisnce, bétter lmown a-
mong fans gs FITS," : : :

The policeman sesmed bothered by something. "Look," he said pa-
tiently "1 gcan toke so much; but too much is enough{" His voice 1086 a
bit.. T@oday has been the most hectic day of my entire life " His tone
became suddenly confidsntial, as if he was revealing a secret., "You know.
for the last four howrs there has been a prade of lunatics around this
part of Toronto that hes been driving me nuts, People walking around in
¢allophane costumes; people advertising an aleoholic Ghod; people running
around with petitions against magazines; snd-«" his voice choked, "PEO-
PLE THAT APPEAR OUT OF THTN ATR WITH PLASTIZ DOMES THAT BLOCK TRAFFIOC W

'”"Oh,-thése are just the houses of the Warriorvwomeni" explained Starr
cheerfully. "And we just came out of the past with a time~machine." The
Policeman mansged a green sort of smila, .

"But the traffic--" ha mumbled weakly.

- "That's your job," replied Luna sternly.

"What is more important to the world, traffic or the Torcon?" asked
Sterr impatiently. Then the two ‘girls turned away and hesded for the
dome where Upperberth, von Heine, Bill Storm and JaGlem were having a
fine time with the aid of the cooperative warrior-women., The police off-
icer, quite at a loss as to what to do, followed them, Interssted fans .3

@




{were fteaving the crowd to look over the time-machine. Fortunately the
|fans 4id not have a hairpin to run the device with or the officer might
have been treated with a personal venture into &ime; a journey, inciden~
tly, that he wes in no condition to take. .

: Bill Storm started guiltily as his wife, Luna, entered the dome, 4
surprised blonde looked from her place on the floor at the lap she had
S0 recently occupied. "Just thinking of you,:deax;fﬁBill mane geds

- "That lipstick on your face looks like it " his wife gritted. "Any-
ey you won*t have time for that sort of thing any more. “Jo are at the
Torgon." . ~ 4 . ! ' : 13 2n8m ¢ ‘ il g Do

"The Toreoni" shouited ths three men and JaGlem in unisor. Three
more warrior-women hit the floor, JaClem being the only one whose inter=-
o8t in females rivalled his love for science=fiction. The three men '
rushed out of the hut, trampling the dazed policeman who had the misfor-
tune to be in the doorway., ... . e L 80 HBO ¥ e

‘ - Outside, the men were met with a mighty cheer from the fen in the
crowd and soon they were: being carried down Yonge Street by the enthusi-

astie fans- on their way 4o the conventions Behind them was left the ocmmp
of. the warriorswemen. Lot Sorom*i: figure! out how to get ria of it,

At the gmventicn, Upperbsrth and von Heine took over, They relat-
ed their experiences with the: transmitter and how it had been cmverted
into a time~maciine. Von Heine had iavented the transmitter under the
{influence of "der true Gott" and could not remember just what he had done
to get such a fantastic amount of power as the transmit ter produced from
the house currant it ran on. TFortunateliy Uppsrberth had- taken exhaustive
notes during the trmmsmitter's construction which covered everything from
the fastening of the sodium crystal in the revolving force-field to. the
bottle-cap insulators and from thess notes the scientists among the fans
managed .to piece together a gemeral idea of how the deviece worked. Plans
were being made %o rebuild the traismitter, the original having been des~
troyed by the mob =- and begin broadecasting stf as soon as possible.
Suddenly one of the scientists had an idea. :

, “Sinoevwe-haVéjso much'dnfﬁut'in-this‘transmitter, why don't we :
brogdcast our first program from out dn spase? We have enough power hares
to carry all the way e Sirius and thack again v

At once the fans began to all talk, ~ Obviously they thought it fite |
ting that the first prozram be broadcast from spmce and all wanted to be |
the first to say so.  One dissenting note was raised in the back of the
room, however. "Say, how are we going to get out in space in the first
place? No one has invented a mpaceship yet." Bhe room quieted as the
fans and authors thrmed to glare hatefully at the practical member, . .

"Ach, how fevolting," saik ven Heind; puttirg the thoughte of the
entire group into werds. ™ot vur vl us mit such details iss bothered
iss inoredible.” ew Dol  ® ' : :

"Aw, leave him alons, ha's:just new here," Said one fon, coming to
the rescue. % ot

"Well, I still want to know How you plan to do it,™ the new memberx.
said belligerently. aws Bopyid 5 OW — T o SO :

. "Ohfergawdsake," howled the ex-rescuer, but you're dumb. All we = |
gotia do is pick any one of the msthods of space travel wo lave read g~ |
bout in the prozines and uss it," '

10



"But they are just fietion," protestad the dissenter.

The room got deathly éilénﬁo The new faﬂ lookeﬁ-nﬁrvduSIy'aﬁ the
ring of horrifisd faces arownd him, "J-j-just fiection, I s-s-s-said,"
trembled thé'unbeliever,~utterinthh9 terrible blasphemy onee again.. -

"No hope for him, fallows. i/e'll have to get rid of him."
"Where to? The Moon, ‘Mars ’ Pluto?n ’ ;

"He might still be saved. Just put him in the Sshars and maybe he
will forget all of this nonsenss about fietiom." ‘ '

The next instant, Joe Glumph, stf unbeliever, found himself tele-
ported to the geomotric center of the Sahara Desert by a beam of mental
force., Back in Toronto, all was well once again. .

"Thich method will we use?" asked Iuna as if nothing had interrupted

Upperberth got up from his scat, "Having had exverience with the
finanelal side of science-fiction as editor of FITS, I suggest that we
devise a method never bsfore rresented to avoid any authors eclaiming roy-i.
alties on the process used.”" Although many of tlie fans did not care
much for Upperberth, they had 1o respect his ddeas ahout Ffinaneisl mat=
ters, Who else had the ability to pay authors at rates of a cent per
fifty words with checks that bounced and get sway with ite % WA

"Und I der method got," announcsd von Heines broksnly. "iit s few
changes, der transmitter a sbace drife pee. Und der pawer from der sun
it giffs,” T y

"Say, that would be all right," agreed the fen who had managed to
figurﬁ out what the professor had said. "Let's get to work on it ‘at
once. ' : : '

With that, the Torcon came to an end and the first spaceship came
to ‘e BWeginning. ' s b : -1 , eqqoith ol -

Several weeks passed before the sixty-foot eraft was finished and
the talented transmitter was instelled. The city of Toronto was still
suffering from the after-effects of the Torcon; the war rior-women had re-
fused to leave and continued %o block traffic. The fan in the Sahara
had not been heard from yet and Upperberth belatedly remembered they had

left a number of fens and autlors baeck in the prehistoric past. Except

\
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| for.these things, the universe centinued ite donfuaimg'exiéténoé as us-
- ual, 3 : i 5

Then came the time for departure. The ship was loaded with fans
and'beer; the scientiflc members agreed that besr was one of the few. sub-
stances that took the place ‘of both food and drink, Von Heine gave last
minute instruetions in ruptured Englishs '

"Der ship py der econtrol here starts. I vill to der back mit der
transmitter go, und ven I der signal giffs, vun of you begin it going.” ;
With that, the professor left for the rsar of the ship. Several minutes| -
of tense silence passed. . . , o , 1ih

"I wish he would get the le2d out," ore fan said at last. "I am
Just itching to press that button.” e

"Ihet shows ‘how much you know about spaceghips,” mittered another,.
"because you don't press ‘the button, you turn it." :

Mt wouldn't bs & button if you turned it," replicd the other, "It
would be a knob if you turned it." , i g : ' RE

."That’S'prbbably‘What von Heine meant, only hs didn’t: know the word |

for it." "
"He wrote thiriy-four stf stories lasi ysar, not counting reprints;

he-should know the difference between & krob and a button by nowi™
l"AW, &ou don't kmow from sour grépasg YWeRY 2t.Y ‘
"Pushiiti"
"urn iti" 4
BE'BE §Qgg'yoﬁ.' See, you~push itlliké i o™

"lell bless my bems, you're right," admitted the kmob-supporter as
the Earth dropped swiftly away from tham, '

"ELBS"

"Did you hear something " gsked oﬁe’fan. ~

"HILFE! - Kommen Sie schnslii Teufel und Dlitzenl Warten Sied"
"Sounds 1ika»8cm@body hallering in German.” |

"Good Lords Von Heins!" gaspnd the ome who had pushed the buttone
"Find him, some one. Hae is the only ¢ne who knows how %o ron this thing
out in space.” \

And while the fans were €earchirg the inside of iiie gi1ip . espeecially

the beer compartment, a pale, frighiened von Heine was clinging to the
outside of the eraft as it secresmed Through rapidly thianing air,

- 70 BE CONTINUED.
({What next? We've giwen up {rying to gueas, Duve to the shoft time

before the August issue of SEAGETARR, walva madia Special evrangemsnts for
a Part Sevsn -~ S0 gata thoss brainstorms o yours to use in Part Eight

A
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after you gat the nexb lssus of SPACETAR?. )
} . e -



({continued from p6))

Ed Russ, Erwin Stirme
weis and Steve Metch-
‘gtte arrived, and with
Ben, George and I went
to‘éhe railroad depot
to mest Joe Kennedy,
who the SAPS expected
on the morming traine
We had no idea what
JoKe looked like, so
develioped the scheme
of standing around
with copies of MUTANT
and the WARP promine-
ently displayed, much
to the edification of
Torontofs citizens,
especislly a 6-~year-

‘| 0ld who ssemed fgsein-
ated by Trev Nelson's |-
WARP cover until Gsorge
pointed out that if he

6 e TS R rne | B
-y ; : { ¢ te e Bem Singer,
ThE oocte Ty

The iail fled, screaming.

QQO‘-—J ﬁ@v’ 9,*:" M HEH \6AN J Eventualiy we gave up

~ and wsut to ths Rai

: — s : Purdy Studios, where,

after all this time, the first sassion of the Sixth World Science~Fiction
Convention was about to begin, :

The suditorium was s stfan heaven i sanras and scares of originals
decking-th&gwalls; publishers?® displaye hither and -thither, a big table -
of fanzines for sale, ineluding speecial editions of the SYDNEY FUTURLAN
and Tucksr's immorial LE JOMBIR. There was alss a big board prepared by
the MacInnes® to show futurs NEIROMANCER covers, and last but not least,
the elite of fandom milling atent sverywhere. ‘ -

To me, ths mogt faweinating aspess of this whole affair was the ex-
perience of secing thoss stfancus napes: guddenly come to life:  Goorge 0 °
Smith, Erle Korshak, Don Wolheim, Llayd Esihibash, Sam Moskowitz, Bob Bloch,
EEEvans,’Acszman;‘ioKe (whé showsd up later in the day), the MacImes,
Woolston, Frank Dietz, Sykora, head Boges (who doos have red hair -- I
never imagined that heforei), Dr, Keller, Jchn Blyier, and dozens of oth-
ers, Some I wanted to see bdcause I°Q heard of theim so often; others I
have.been‘co:responding'with, and without axception, they turned out to
be swell guys who I*m looking forward io feaing agaln next year. '

The auditorium was spacious and well-lightsed, The stage was hung
with red and blue eurtains, and was equipped with & rostrum, two mikes,
and a planos The miorophones, rather unfertunately, were of the dirse~
tional type, so those speakers who moved about while taiking were hard
to hear at fimes. The outstarding exception was Sam Moekowitz, whose
bass voice wouid have filled tae room even withont elecixunics. Doc Xele
{ler too, had lung-~power io earry to the rear of the room above the sound
[of Fangab, by =




4. After introductory remarks by Ned lMcKeown, Robert Blooh took over, |

This famous writer is tall, with swept-back medium=brown hair and glasses,
Aocording to my notes, he wors a.yellow neskiies According to my memory
|Be 8ls0 wore other slathos, #3111 somsore who was present confirm this?:

- Bob's talk concerned the psychological reasons for writing and read-
ing-stf. I won?t go into dstailsglbacauﬁsAthe-fullwtext of; this and all
other convention speeches will sppear in the TORCON ‘MEMORY BOOK, of whish
{I suggest you beg, borrow, gtaal, or.perhaps even buy-a sopy. But here .

is a rough summary of Blooh's remarks:

Stfrenders make of scisnce a father-substitute, that is,

something which has &ll the answers and ‘can be dependsd upon

. 88 a wise, enduring, and benevolent rofuge., .lMost writers are
trying to take the place of "their. own parents ‘@8 a source of
eriticism, and are defending their, subconscious . fantasies and
pressures, When stfen say they afs interestddin 'seince, they
are rationalizing their real motives. Sclence in stf is pre=-
sented as infallible, the answer to all problemsg. . Jn real
1ife, science is more commercial than altruistic. :0hé prime
appeal of etf is that it glorifies the individual, This basie
p8ychology and motivation is healthy ana cmstructive. A& great
Proportion of all literature throughout the ages has contained
‘elements of fantasy, and has offen bsen shunnad by eritics at
the time of its appesrance. - But the~reader§ go rizgh% on raad-

i ; YRLT < ¥ .
. The most important aspect of fanactivity im the coopera~-
tion betwesn fans, There are busedall fans, foothbail fans, a1
sorts of fans, btut it is not fair to say the former are extro-
veris and stfen are introvertz. The Tormer merely have miuxa:
public ogportunity to display their extroversions A gathering
such as this is one of the heelthiest "asperts of fandoms You
come here today not to save the world, but to have a good time. -
4All of you are your own justificetion For being. o Pbivat

Next on the agenda was messages from the publishers -=- Eshbach of .
tasy Press, Jame® Ae. Williams of Prime Press, Korsipk of Shasta, Aok -
inchhitting for Fantasy Publishing Co, Abe Childs of New Collectors (who
@ now tentatively known as Hydra Press), Moskowitz of Avalon, and Mait~
and of New Ers Publishe:s == all giving t1s latest info on what is availe
ble and forthcoming from their various publishing houses.

. This concluded the afternoon Seasiony S&burday evening, the program
6gan with a movie tracing the history of atomic physics from Dalton to
instein and beyond. It was highly technicgl, but Tascinating to all who
1ke the scientific side of stif, :

i Following the film, George 0. Smith attempted to discuss interplan=

etary communication for the illumination of fandom, - He soon became aem=
broiled with several people who couldn't see why people on two planets
separated by a ten~minute transmission lag would have difficulty in car= I'
rying on a conversatione Unti} he fled from the auditorium an hour later.
Smith was surrounded by a three-dsep cirele of Fen firing a barrage of
technical gquestions soméwhat in the menrer of detectives giving a sus~
pect the thira dsgree. ) ¥ BYHHS o ;

Sunday afterncor was devoted to the auction of originals and was
capably présided over by Erle I, Korsbake The auction set s new record
by netting over four hundrsd dellars to help defray TORCON . expenses. The

Qe ((Wow try page EL7)
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S° THE LOST ‘CHORD °* %

tetoryl7bottstoryl7hot tstoryl T
by r-tRapp

- I haven't the hesrt tc¢ zet soré_athorgan-Botts --'éfter<all, it
wasn't his fault -~ but I do wish he'd fizure out some way of getting my
envelope backocsee

Botts was at ‘his usual teble as I entored Joa's Tavern., Obviously
he'd besn nursing one beer for thres hours, waiting for me to ghow Up !
and buy}him moreg : ; : A ; 4

"Phs world's full of jerks,”™ I {0ld him, seating mysslf across the
table and plopping a.fat ménila envelope down on its marble tope..

'"Meahing?,.;" ey (4 ‘oo 3
“Meaning you, of course,™ I assured the Stfan*inventor blithele

"But more partiecularly meanling the dopo who bumped into me and almost
(knocked me down just now or the Fourth Leval remp " { "oyred

"Some people never look whers they’irs going," sgreed Botts, ~ “Of
eourse, I suppose you were entirely blamelesse™ : ‘

"$oll, I might have been & bit abstractsd," I sdmitbed. "After ell,
an occacsion like today is plenty to give one that walking=on=gir feelingn{

"What's today?" asked Botts, waving for Joo the bertender 4o hurry |
up with the beers, : { vedton :
: os : ,
"Today marks the emérgence of a glorious new ad@ition to the ranks
of stfwriters," I told him modestly. "On the %able before you is ‘the
story which will make me famous in the annale of our noble iltereture. I '
have finally succeeded in my long efforts to crash the prozinesi"

"I knew it," commented Botts gloomily. ™idn't I always say stf is
going to the dogs? I never thought it would degenerate so far that vour
erud would sell, tho." L . ‘o 5 ad , & ed ' gy

* "You're a mere fossilized relis of prehistory,” I told him. "Grab & |
beer and help me celebrate this memorable occasion," ' !

- Joe approached with a heavily-iaden tray. '"Do mg a favor, Joe," I
told the bartender. "Run out to ‘he corner ard drop this envelope in s
mail-slot for me. It's gotta get into the evening pickuap."

. "ﬁure; Bud," said Joe. "So you finally sold one, hay? (Congratula~
ions, ' a3 _ :

"Ihanx, Joe," I said. I fondled my menila-olad braimchild affecs:
tionatély before entrusting it to Jos's Lravny graspe

Botts helped himself to g brimming stein as Joe went out with the
jenvelope. "Awright, zive with the gruesoms deteils." the stfan~inventor
said, settling back resignedly in his cheir. "You will, of course, whet- |
her I want to listen or not." b bl i : - :

P



"It's that time~travel yern I've Dbeen working on xor &6 iong," I
saids "You Imow -~ the cne where the Rero tracks down the villain after
months of effort, but too late to oversems him befere the horrible plot
to destroy Eagth has been set in operation.. So the hero gtes back in
tige"to the villain®s childhood and heats out his brains with s baseball
bat.

. -

Botts shuddered slightly and took another long pull at his beer.
"Oh, NOI" he plesded. "You mean some poor deluded 8imp of an editor ast-
ually bought that o0ld chestnut from you?'

"The plot has been used once or twige before," I admitted grudgingly.

"Ye gods! Once or twic8I" Botts mumbled iparticulately for a mo=
ment, then with an expressive shrug of his shoulders teckled a fresh
stein, :

"So what?" I said defiantly. "You've often said yourself that
there's no such thing as an absolutely new pivt. In fact, if you remsm=
ber Conner's famous book on the subject, the whole secret of suceessful

stiwriting is to make 0ld plots Seam newy" -

Botts regerded me quizzically. "You say vou've alre dy sold this |
story?" he asked. "How comes you're just mailing it out, then?" ?

"Well,"I explained, "I have sola it, but the editor wanted me to j
rework the passage where I explain time~travel paradoxes. He said I |
nesded to bring in more technical %Lerms so that the science would be su-
thentic, as well a8 absolutely clear. Since the whole point of the story
depends on the time-travel incident, it's important that evarycne undere
stands the reradox-theorem,W _

Botts downed another beer. "I can just imagine you trying to ex-
plain the science of time~travel," he said sarcastically. "Your idea of
an explanation is to use ten~cyllsble words to oXpreos® one~syllabls idears
Your college education has ruinsd you, Bud.”

[ "Oh yash?" I retortad iﬁﬂignantiy. "At least I know the principles
behind time~travel, I bet you couldn't give the basic factors of Wolfe
gang's Temporal=Continuwam Louation without boning up on the subjeet."

; "What's that got to do with a trip into the past?" Botts wanted to |
knOW ® 2 {

"Why, don't you know the seventh transformation of the Wolfgang f
Parameters alters the hynervspatisl matrix so that the plastieity of fut- |
ure~time is also applicable to rast~time, thereby genskating a Websr Self
Annihilating Parsdox? ' In other words, if you alter the past so that it
affeets the future, thus creating altemate probabilities, both probabe-
ilities ceass to exist."

1
1]
i

‘"Oh NO! Oh, Great Simpering Ghu-Lovers!®™ Botts tore at his hair |
with both hands, "Bud, don't tell me you‘ve had the Ghu-drenched imbe-
cillity to use Weber's Metaphysical Basis of Extratemproral Physies as
your source=-booki" P

"Why, yes. What's wrong withe-="
' J

"Haven't you heard? Haven't yoﬁ seen the papers?" asked Botts,
}&gfe Physicists? Association has just revealed that Jeher nisinterpreted



2 quantity In the orisinel Wolfgens Equation and bullt his eAtirs THeory|
on a false assumptioni" . ot B : . IY fw

"Fhat!" | | &
"It's all in the latest issue of Selence Journal. By the time your

story hits print every fan from here to Kokomo will laugh himself sick at
your doubletalk about hyperspatial matrix plasticityl = 3

I was already on my feet, lecking wildiy around the dimly-1it tave~
ern for Jos., "Where is that guy?" I yelled. "I gotta get back my manu-
script befora he mails it!l" v .

Just then Joe entered the green swinging doors. I rushed up to him
frantically. "Joei Joe! Did you--"

"Worried about your story, Bud?" asked Joe, smiling cheerfully. f

"Relax, Bude I put it in the mail-slot with my own hesnds. You got noth-
ing to worry about,." . .

!

"Morgens What'll I do?" I wailed. "Either the thing will get into E
print and I'll be disgraced for life, or they'll catich it before the mag;
goes to press and toss it in the wastebasket. Bither way, I'm sunkl" ‘
' l

"This," said Morgan Betts, "is tho time for acticni™ He slid back
his chgir, rose to his feet, pickad up a beor and drained it in one might;
gulp. "Come slong, Bud," he said, hustling ms out into the twilit street

"Where ars we going?" I panted, tryirg %o keep mp with his swift
strides, natd ; o

_ "f'o your place,” he said. "You've got a carbon of that manuscript,
haven't you?"

1
|
|
|
"Yeah -# but it's too late to get it into the mail, snd-=" |

. "Don't worry, just leave everything to me,” said Botts, pulling me
along a bit faster. :

The next three hours were the most hectic I've ever lived thru, I i
couldn't figure out what Botts had in mind, but T blindly followed his
orders, rewriting the crucial paragraphs and substituting them for the
erronseous pages in the carbon copy of my story. - . E

- Botts fairly snatched the shéaf of flimsy from my hahds. "Sow we
put this into an envelope and address it just like the original was fix~
ed,"” he barked. "Make sure it has gxgetly the samp outer appearance.”

. That finished, we hurried to Botts' aspartment. I was beginning to
have a dim idea of what he intended to do.

;gbnr time-machine!" I said. "You're going to switch manuseripts
on me .

"0f course," said Botts. "Don't you remember the guy who jostled ?
you on the Fourth Level reamp? It couldn't have been anyone but mel" i

“Botts, you're a genius," I said. "I don't know how to thank you
for all this--¥ 3 C§§L‘




"Aw, nuts," sald Bobts gruffly, "I remerber how I Felt about my
own first story. You sit down and have a beer while ; fix things."

I watched him step thru the Temporal Disc, then fished myself a
plastican of suds from the coolex and sipped thoughtfully as I waited
{for his return, Eventually he rdappeared, o triumphant smile on his dis~
|sipated festures, "All taken cars of, Bud," he anncunced, tossing the
retreived envelope on a chair, "Pish me out & beer."

- Itiwes elmost en hour lafer when & suddon chilling thought struck
mes I sét my half-smpiy plastiten on the floor beside the others and
bent & panic-strickan pgaze on Morgan Batts. '

"Botts," I seid. "I just happenecd 1R TR % o™

"Yeah?" asked Botts encouragingly, hrushing a trace of foam from
his whiﬁe‘moustaoheo B FT 8 1

"Back in the tavern -- when I handed wvhe envelcps to Joe-<"
© "I remember. Whai about it?M

- "Botts} I remember fesling that envaiopa -~ and the manuseript was
on stiff paperi"

' "Nonsensel™ said Bo%tts. "You'rs isiting your imagination run away
with you, Hers =- look at this menuseript I brought back. Sees if it
isn't the original,"”

With trembling fingers I tore open the heavy menila. Sure enough,
it contained a thick sheaf of bond paper. I pgeve g sigh of relief ~~
gut then I withdrew the sheets from their envelops, and uttered a cry of’

ATYTOY ., i ; i
The paper was blank,
"Ingrediblel" murmured Botts, gazing at the virgiz pages. “ﬁo you

faalize, bad, That this vindicatssiiWeber's theory of seli-innihilating
Parzdoxes after 117" .

"Ghu grench Weber's theory!" I yelled. "What heppened to my story?"

|
"Unfortunately," said Morgan Botta, "I'm afraid your story ha®m vﬁn*‘
ished somewhere in hyperspace, or psrhaps hypertime., Tsk -- both copies,
%00+ - It looks, Bud, as if you not ouly have to orash the promags all
over agaein. -- you also have the job of explaining to an editor just how
you happened to mail him a fat euvalope full ¢f blank second-sheetsl™

Do you 1live in ov areund Michigan? Do you enjoy
Sunday-afiernoon bullsessicns devoted to stf and
allied topics? Thsp, yon should be a member of:

THE MICHICAN SCIENCE-FANTASY SOCIETY
© 91,00 is a year's dues, ard includss a subscrip-
tion to THI BUTANT, the 0fficial Organ of the MSFS
{Non-members may also subse¢ribs to THE MUTANT --
104 per copy. BC¢ for six.) Write: GEOXGL YOUNG
22180 Middlebelt, Box 384, Parmington, lichigan.
o o : -




