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That is the Ultimste Preposition.f @ ;"\\“,?\‘3
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‘ Sy (,\\2. 27
Thet is why you showld get IF L G, 133

Beceuge whut hingesd arownd thet magic lLivils word is often as-
tounlding, thriiling, startling, wsira, and aclentifictional.

— /,-—-1
At apny wate it's pratiy gooed raading, jsﬂfY?
a4 A\(P‘ -\‘C? |
JE'E NOT THE BRST NOR THE WORST o i?

il iz,
Thet's being very, very simple. o Gzczﬁh\

1= v is only 10/ gl ,Q%g

T
2 ¢ AN N c =
,;»2 0 .S
% The aditor is Con Pederson mﬂ” ,“}ﬁf
0 ‘ 1{';":
706 W, Kelso (j?év -y
Inglewood, Calif, -

If you haven't heard sbout it it's hecausa IP! hapn't been adver-
tised. It°'s been rather guiest., Vory unroisome. But it might o
off with & htaung. Printing ain’t so hoet,
But what you can read wyou'll like,
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Yop, this ish is a bit late. Iiy apolozios, There are several rea-
sons. The main one {which wiil eomtinue to »lagus me for mouths to come!
is college, My spgheduls thic semanter iz sueh thet I pat homo about five
Poloe most days; the rost of ths time I get howe at eight p.m. Tezether
with homowoxXk, this oculs down drssbtieslly on the %ime I csn dsvote to
producing SPACLJARE, Dppocially since theve are many MANY cther things
Yo de of an evening besides crarking a mimao.

Secondly, my Sister got married s weak or o ack. This, as those
of you who have zone thrmgh such events well now, kent mo from having
any vims a% all for 36f for several weeks., 4 wedding is the mest effie
clent mesthod sver dsvised for diswupting houwehold routito. ¥ss indeed,

Consequently, this WARP runs only 22 pages ingtend of the 26 I1'd
plannad. By cutting down on intarior artwork, [ manasod te get everythiv
eles in, evcept my promised anglysis of the liacomb arson cass., That'll ,
cums N0zt moerdn, as will several cthor readsble srticles snd storiesd !
alrsady ou hand, «

Tlie BLEBNON produced not only a swell time for those of us who at-
Yended, Lut enabled ma t0 geb mero hestcilliee from Stein, 23 well as @
surnly of gelatin rilms, Only the aferementionod Juak of time kept the
danl thls tiwe from belng iis wsusl colortul saldle

Inc}dﬂutly. 1f you are ons of the %9 pooprla (by setual count) to
Whom I"?we lottery, thia eslomn Zavee you an ideg of why I haven't writ-
;En' iha viay things are new, you'il prolably hesr from me by Christmas.
2 sver,

Apolopgies to sy Nelson for overlooking his cavtoons when I wrote
the foctnote to Steve Metohette's article. I was half aslesp at {lhe time

I found a source of supply for 20-1b Hammermill hectopapsr, which

ig what I vaod for nost of This ish., 1Is it botter then the 1C~1p stuff
I've besn using?

Several fen maem to be trying to stir up a campsipgn to Iiok Paul Gox
out of funlom becauss of his racial views. While 1 hegrlily disscre@ |
with Pau;“‘I maintain thet he has a rerfagt risht to suy wint Lo %hiuks,l
and I Lexshy state thet i such a toballtarian Scheme suaeesid, [ will rs

~EH GRS IOy orpdnization backing ity and if nesessary, dvon out of fane
d i al'eéﬂhrﬂf. I roduse to Do gumoeialed with suy soem ef Pihough$ pol«
leing" and stand by the words of Voltsiro: W} 3a et Leliove & word you !
Say, but I will dsfend to the death your right to say it.V !

|

Tou've probsyly haard by now tHet SUFER SCIENCE STORIES is being re-
ViV?d b? SCPULAT Jubiigsiiune. Baat wishes for a iong and suscossful car
eers Incidently, tha UNKNGUN WOKLD3 anthnlegy was worth waiting for, too:

For a more detailed account of +he FLIROGW tran is given in this
megasine, write Pen Sinygsr or taorge Youne for a copy of UNITED PANDONM.

PANTASY T;ME? Baooped tha rast of Tarndom em 1ha §S8 news, I believe.
At any rate, that's whoeve I first heard nt ltesese |
: = »~tBapp (51




TYE diseppearance of Roser Almer has never been £ofistacloriiy
explainads There 1o only ona verson who knows what actuslly hsppensd
on that dark night two years ago -~ myself -~ and I choue thea 0 kesp
gsilsnt. Heweveor, the fact that Akner's huge libhraxy of dack knowisdze
has Lesn brozen m and s0ld piecse-meal to more tham & hundred colloc-
tors == over ny vehement pretesis -~ forces me to breok silence.

THE EY?S OF For two roasouns I have remnined si-
- 4 lent aboué that horrible night: the

ROG}:Q AT P shonticiom with which the story will

i KRR e s barally bs groeiled:; end fonpr that

by WILLIAM JAMES VSUESINCO @Ay Lo visited ou no DY
Big Bsy, Michigan sartain nemeless oasg. Eul now an

evon greater fear forces me to ro-

veal the tals.

I had Xnown Rogoy Llmer for the bottar part of ton
years, the night I received that frantic telephone call., I had never
boen adle to complotely understsné him. He was a scholerily man, given
to moids of deep Jdepression at times. He had 1ittle interest in the
affairg of the world, preferving the compony of bocks -- strange and |
fearful books even to me, who have sbudied meny sitrange volumon, snd 1
bave goen with my own eyss the daxk worship of savage deitisa. 1 have
alwayrs had the Feeling when in Akmer's compsany, wid pardiculsarly when
in the high-sailinged, cak-paneled library of his ancestral homs, that
I Wma clape To another worldd; thst clustered bayond some thin barrier
ware the stiadowy chepges of nightmare thut watenvd with evil, hungry
eyss Xor an opportunity to brask fhrougheeses

I haén't seen Almer for several months, when the phone in my bach-
elor aperiment rang that stormy night snd his voiece orackled thinly ov-
ey the wire,

"Hollo. Hello, John%"

"Yes. Hello," I said, ™"iho==%"

The cornnaction was poor. Akner's voice osme thinly through the
hum and cracile of tho raceiver. "Jan? Johnm North?"

¥ shouted: "Yas! Thie ig Jcha Norta."

“Johmessso" The wics sounded infinitely weary, but I thought the
poor comxisction responsible. "This is Akmer. Can you come-~-right away?

"Why -- what is wrong?" I asked. ™"Hello--Rogerl" a2s I received no |
ansawel ¢ ‘

Then, thin, fading: l

Y"Right away, John...Important...Explein when you get hers.....”
4nd g very finsl c¢lick from the receiver.

I did not know, then, what that weariness meant. He must be ill,
I thought as I struegled into coat snd hat, The wind howled and rat-
tlod the windows, and rain smsshed aspainst the gless with battering ram
foree, X shudderod as I though? of the fifty-mils drive to Alex®s home
on & nlzht 1i% this,

R S————= Tolu the NATTAL FANTARY PAY FRDRRANEOT &
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I DROVE 4hat £39%y nilics in o 1ittls over an hour " and” vongratal=
ated mysolf on maklng excallient time. Hp had beau W&“bilf foxr me, and
opened the duor the: memant :,Bat luot ou tha pcrﬁh. =

"Come in, John ' he saud and slammea the door the moment I waa
in, ocutting of f the benshes wail of the wind. I stared at kim, shook=
ed,. as I- caw him in: the lth..

"I'11 take your- hat.an& coat. His voice had the same waary, hope-
1088 tone I had sttributed to a bad tejoptone conneotion, - - :

.. A8 I strugpled.oub of my wet coat, 1 thought: Oé is 111! His
fage was draswn end pals, a2d hero wis ve has vy dnrb eirc¢las vader his
ayeS. And his bady, wich bnd almays tontded Lo plumpness, was actuelly
skolatals., Jhe kand he. liXted 4o hoelp me with wy coat was almost thin
enough s ses thruush.

'ﬁbvled fhe way into the'dafk,'ahédowed-libraryi anﬁ as i éought
words with whichk tv iunquire the uatire c¢f his ilinsas, he.anticipated
Mo,

"No, John, I'm not ill,” he sgid. . sif B8 e odE Lon

Thare was.e firs blacing in the fireplace, and he waved me to &
ohair bsfora ite - de sented hiiggelf in. &nother, bsfore which was set & |
cooktalirtuhle baaring o hige Silver «offee wrn aXd a ocup half~full ef .
bluck ucfxru,

‘..

"Vould you cara for ooffee? Or would you pre*or a liquer°“

T shook my boade

"Then 1 way as well explain," he seld,
3 Ha 11£sea tho th an& égﬁhQQ in one hana = and it tramblad a8 if
with paley -~ .and lotuing hsel in wis ohair, slowly sipped it.

2 "John," he sald finelly, "T've uct glept in g‘week."
"But then why--" I bggan, indlcating tike ooffee urn.
"Becauss I dare not sleep! I dare mot sleep ever -- until I disl”

I thought then: He ic insans. lidg studies of alder lore have af~-
focted Lie wind., Ard a0 hg opitdinmesd GO tsdl,) I becamne more and mors
osrtain of it, '

"] dare not sleep," he continued, "fo£7with.sleep will come ven-
geancei”

.. "Vengeanca?" | 4 foel 3
: : iy AT ‘ 12
"Vongeance -- yasi" His voioo was fierce, anad. Tor a moment all
weariness fled from his eyss -- to steal back ten-fold strong! His
eyelids drxooped; I could see him rtrigglivg to keep them open, bat=

tling sloesp. Laati;y he rofllled hia coffse cup from the urn,

“Thot is why. J; oalled yon,. John -~ the clogest friend, the only ‘
friend parhups, I heva.,. Th;x would give e na easy deoth. Tharefore,
I her the oxedun%t Toyor you gen sraad-me; when [ 2lew =~ destnl

Swift dehths  Therae is.2. gun in- the drawsr of thy 2esk,"




I SAT staring at him, struck dumb. OSomething in my gaze must have
Spoken by disbelief,

"Jomni" There was terror now in his eyes, abysmal fear in the
voice that spoke my neme, "You cannot fail me in thisi"

I arose slowly and walked the length of the room to the desk,
opensd the centsr drawor, and withdrew 2 heavy blued-steel revolver.
There was nc thought in my mind of using it. He was insene; I was
ecertein of that now., I would hume:r him, and when he slept, summon &
psychlatrist.

As I sat down aceln, with the revolver in my lap, I said; ¥I'l}
not £2il you, Roger."

God? Thet I sooke those words, knowing in my heert I mesnt them
not:
A weary gmile lighted Akner's face., He sipped his coffee slowly.

"Tell me, Roger," I said; "who are 'They'2"
He looked at me and his smile was gone.

TIThey'?" Horror was in his eyes. "They are the real rulers of
Barth -~ perhaps of the Unlverse: I'm sorry, John, but I cannot tell
you moreg for you would then become viotim of their vengeance."

"Tell me ot least a little," I bezged, hoping that in foreing him
to talk I eould wear his energy down the quicker, oauss him to fell s~
slesp. Covertly, I eyed the telephone across the room,

He shook his heed,

"No, John. Knowledge of Them is useless, for ian cemnot hope to
conbat THEM; and as idan-destroys the Peast that threatens him, =0 They

will destroy ms., who have ftoo muth Imowledge. No, I could not expose
nodded; hls eyolidn began to droop. Sleep was over-

you to such danger."
I wag about {0 speak further, when his head
77 &
éz f“?\ taking him, and 1 held silent, Suddenly he jerked
TRXEY) wpright in his chair; momentary terror flickered in
;ﬁﬁmﬁﬁﬁ his eyes. Ho leaned forwsrd and refilled his empty

S,ily/ cup; then he looksd dirsct at me.
o\

{9( "You will not feil me?" 3
"No," I said, feeling a slight twinge at the
lie. His obvious fear was horridly convineing.

He smiled then, and for the first tie the
haunted look was gone from his eyes. Then his lids
drooped again; his head fell forwerd. Cup and sauce’
8lipped from suddenly lex fingers and orashed in fragments on the rug; |
coffee spread in a dark, widening stain.

He sleopti

I WATCHED HIM, I felt a sense of great relief that sleep had fin=
ally come to hifl, for 1t had been a fearful strain on my nerves, humor-

|
|
|
ing him in his wadness. For a moment I had misgivings, and it was an

[



WOGLD YOU LLKE TO MBET TAIS GAl

80 WOULD I! But that's impossible
-- ghie livee in the future, as any
fan can plainly sce. So
do the next best lhing--

-= that new fanzire that
peers into the past, pre-
gent and future to bring
you reporte on every-
thing it
gées! Wri-
ters like
Dr. Keller,
Art  Rapp,
Don Wilson,
JoKe, Paul
Spencer and
Lilith Lor-
raine oon-
tribute to
the first
Lesue, now
out! Thirty-four rainbow p:
only 15¢: two imsues for 2aLd, Write

REDD BOGGS, 2215 Benjamin Street N. E., Minneapolis 18, Minnesota. |
| S e s e - T S A S T

affort to shake the fesling. Such had been the power of Alkmer's be=-
llef, something of it had been transmitted to me. It was, I told my-
self, the effeet of the semi-dark library, where shadows Seemsd to so-
1idify in the dee: corners, seemed to coil across the room.

And then I started to my feet in sharp terror.

Shadows thet coiled about Akner®s sleeping form in the bright
light of ths lemp!

The shadows withdrew. I stood gripdhing the revolver in sliyppery
palm,.

Even then, I thought it my imaginetion; the product of my tortur-
ed nerves. Akner breathed heavily but still slept. I turned towmard
the telephone; stopped.

A ohsnge was taking place in Akner's features. 4Again, I tried to
tell myself it was imegination; that Almer had moved in his slesp, and
the change was in the fall of light on his face. But slowly I realized
that his position was the same as before; and as I watched, T could Bee
the transformation teking plasce, So slowly ag to be almost impercept=
ible, Akmer's face was becoming =-- bestial:

A8 I wateched, horror ran in a freezing current through my veins., |
Almer stirred, and his eyes opened; looked direct into minec,.

They were the eyes of my friend for but a moment. Yet in that
moment I read knowledge of my failure to keep my word, and Sorrow such i
as a men may suffer but once in a lifetime; and ¥ read the depth of A4




horror mritien Ghere, horror that will heant my sleop forever, For but
a momani: and thon they were nov longor tue syes of Sogox Akner, but the
flaming orta of a jungle boast that lookod inte minod

For an instent I stood thus, frozen; and then, slowly, I bhegen te
beck away, riasing the sun. A4s I aid so, Ao ® r080 slowly to his feat
and began to shamblo Torward, Tho chungs was prearessing more rapidly
now., His arms hing ¢ the Fleor end he wallked with bent lmees, like an
ape. His nose hud “proedanad into a snoud, his jaw receded. He opaned
his mouth and snarled, showing while Zange,

I thunk I must have sare2med. Hs stopped for an instent, erouching
then he sprang!l

I fired without thinking. I could 8eoe that smarling face, the red
fires of oyes, and pulled the triggor until the hammer olicked on an em~
pty shell, Ho droppsd with a horrible moan snd ley whimpering on the
floore

I stood looking down at him, the smoking gun in my hend, eick with
horrors The room seemed to real, and I clcsed my eyas and stood swaying
on my feet, For minautes I stood thus; then rocpaned them and looked )
down at the dbody. And thsa I turned, dropped the gun, and ren Bnreaming
from the room smnd out into the rein and windswept aarkaous.

For whore Alkmer's body had been wes only a protoplasmioc mass, avap~
orating slowly, end from it two eyas stared for & momont into mine =--
the sorrowjxl sutferlng ayes of Roger Akuord

- TEE BND -~

PSALM:- FOR THE BLIND |

J
ty M/Sgh RICHARD E, AVERY, 6913284
HY & Hg wgdin, Alsakan Air Comd.
SS_ AR 948 WPolle, Senttle, Wash.
;nzer

\\r Lo all ye miserable sifen cluttering up B
ﬂﬁ% giice tha pages of fanzinen, Oarkon well and
' hoodt yo my words,

%\Taaﬁﬁ>§ .+ .| Believe not 1n ths sonseless dosgerel of
Tha wintormed and superstitious bour-

<§\ ’/¢/f§57 i+ gecimia,
\/(\\ 1/ : :
=\ :§7<“ & " " 7| They speakest with a splitted tongura and
Q\ ”ﬂ Lidevh hypocorigy in their heartss

Irust net thy soul to an omnipotent God,
for this 15 Dudresge

A ﬁi&e man spouteth off at the mouth, but only a fool believath his
aaxrt,
Look thou with disfavor uporn the religims, they deceiveth themsolves
aund you.
Bolisgve in thyself omly, ard moketh thy motto, "Cogito Ergo Sum,"

Take as thy bible the script of Descartes smd thy hywmnal the Songs N
which are Sinyar's,

M&ka Lheo a tanpls to thine honor and inasribe o'er the portal,

A sedeiets Omi Speranca Voi Thentrato,"
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e8zineszinoszineszingszineszine

by STEVE METCEETTE asgisted in spots
3651 King Gtreat by
Windaor, Imtl., Canada MORGAN BOTTS

Prozines, ag tho professional stf mazarninso are Imown to the

selence fiction aficiardon, wtve comoe arl gene. Some hove lingered but
momentarily on the fantcuy seens. like Lirasle Solguce zpnd Fapteoy
RYTPPAY:] and Rraania b«*an:s o,gu}axﬁ Jame e ve Avan lafusd 1oy & per-
104 salnwu AT OVeYr yeu e, TiLh CCr1rasponding reputaiioas having loon
brilé up dlwang thair “3* timae "‘l'u';_ﬂov1d— 1liustratas tais oate

azory nlcalJ. Btlli otnery nuwo beon on vho scene since the inaugura-
ticn of seciange~figtion inte its own, exclusive magesinese. émaulnq
Shoriesg snd Wonder Storiss fit this thao

Some prozines have famous and notorious reputations; those which
sre famous are vwrapped in & closk cf plo ; the others sre shrouded in
8 “Omawnac banevolent obscurity. Astums ;gg Sciencs Fictlon end vhe
1345 to *iB 1zsues of Amaring £6ories ara oubstslazng OX2Wples.

But:, thers are forzotten provines. The averagse fan ocan rhyme off
a half-doren at lcaeh: DGexie Tales, S4ragzs Stories, Cosmic Stories
and %,i“ring Sciance Shovins, Yet aven thede ars 6njayils weria ranown
in onwpalldon to thne prutessional sciencs fceiion and faptasy publiocas~
tiong that I am sbout to discuss. My omly resret is that I caimet sup-
ply the nmagazines 1o colleaiors ~~ not even I can boast of owning, or
having seen, @ e0pyl == &nd By one consoidtion is that on this buols
ail fans ara equal. Not sven Ackermzn has a copy, nmor has Tviple &,
nor just plain Joo Stepnan.

Herewith, devoid of &ll but the bare essentisls concernsad with the
magazines, is an alphebetical 1liet of.....ths 'forgotten pro-philes':

1. Amuging Stories - Edited by Raymord A. Hendlasy. In the 1950's
fhis meg rooked fandom by preseating the notorious "Borber
%nng%“ of Richard 8. Barber. BhRef.: "ha Ravier Enigra™ in
PACEWARP QOct 47.

2, Bloodourdli_g Taleg = Editov Keith Winton; Publisher, Borien Pub-
lioo%ions, Ino. Ref. "“Hat Yad Tmiverse™ by Fredyic Brownm,
STARTLIN G Oet 8.

de Cetaclysmic Cofmic Claegies - Little is definitely Xmemn about
this magazine. Ref.: "Whiffingham's Revengze," BEMBCOK Jul 47.

Cosmic C qsﬁca - Perheps same ag above(?) Ref.: "Probability .28"

5. Dynemic Tales - No definite kmowledge of DT is availeble, Ref.:
ABBON M&cDonald in "Goldtish Bowl" ASBP liayr «<.

6. Extragalsectic Enics - Bditor, Morgan Botts. Rof.: "Masbermind™ in
TinauAnt, Pell 48,

T Extraterrcq‘iql_malss - ¢.200C AD, featured a series of Col.Space-

- e

|

oo LpPLasa Bef, 'How T ﬁtite ST SEACEUARD Nov 47, /?pd
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e J'._:"x( :.-‘." g8 - ﬁ.itb h" Pi~ohazxd S, Beaeiar o,1850, A Tda-
niog fend L”&ﬂﬂplrau batwaan this publicotion aad ectifandom
bBGﬁqu of the stories of aavmxna Ao Trowble. ReXo.: "The fese

of the Schizoghyenic Promug” SCLACETARE Doc 47.

9, Plabbergestinz Adventures - Seme date as Amusing Stories, listed
T pravicusiy.

10, Prankly Inoredihls Tales of Seience (FITS) - Fditor: John Upper-
bortii, Novhing kuswn &8 to pubiisher or schodule. Rof.:
SPACEWARY serial, "The Grea! BIE Prosdcast,”" 1948,

11. Gagaanhhhkh Storiss = ¢.2000 AD, Re7,: "Vindication" in SPACE-
= WaALe Yeb 48,

12, Galsctic Adventures.~ Contained a letter-column called "The Read«

ar e len*vu,' “Ref.: "Joo Carson's Weapon® by James R. Adgms,
PLANBT, Spr 45.

13. Galactic Stories = reprint mag published by Henderson & liscNamara.
T Rex.: fogkst To The Morgus by K. H.Holmes 1943.

14, Ghoulish Scienes Stories (GS3) - No definite info aveilable. =Ref,:

greee——

TNe wan vho Lardores Fandom,"™ BEMROGK Jul 47.

15, Impossihle Stories « No definits knowledge as to editor, etec,, av~
aiizbdie, ZRetl.: Redsll Nelson in UNIVLRSE #1, 1948, !

16, Ingoncaivshile Inoidantq (Eys-Eye) - Morzan Botts, editor. Raf.:
PROLICI LAty 1n SPRARIGAD , 3948,

17, Scientific Teohni-Teles - (ST-T) - flourished ¢.1952. ASF-typs mag
eaturing teavy sclence, Ref.: "anniversary" SPACEWARP Sep 47.
18, §i§33 Qf Stories - Azsin, no definite lmowledge. Ref.: Ray Nel~

i, SPACENAMP Jul 48,

cﬁ

19, Stellar Storiss - Cameron, editor. Ref.,: "Special Knowledzs" by
A.H.0hsadlar, ASH IFab 46,

20. Steller Sagas - Morpgan Botts, editor. Folded after its offices

gego ;esnroyea by earthquake. Ref.: "Vindicatimm" SPACENARP
Q 48,

21, tupefying Stories = Only 2 issuss, dates vnlmown, are extant,
bOW*qlne “Toath In The Fission Chsmber" and "Lost In The
Spuce~Timo Continuum." Reviewed by Norman R. Jef<ray in "Post
Scripts" depariment of SgtEvePrcst.

22, Stupendous Hestasy Tales (SET) - llorzan Botts, editor. Featured
such raticui innovations as micro- filming, sensitized aluminum- |

foll pages, three-dimensional illos, extra steples. Thres is-
sues gre definitely catalogusd:

March, 19560 = & blna sky on cover!
August 1952 - trimmed edges, extra st ples, all illos by
Finlay. This ish broke &ll clrculation records.
eptember, 1952 ~ Circulation 30 copies.
Ref.: “"The llen Who Murdered Pandom™ in BEMBOOK, July 47. |

e - e ———————————————“ ———
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28, Surprising Storiss - (&) Keith Winton, Bditor: Publislvr: Borden
Publicaticns, Tne. Lettor column, "Rockstalk Depertment,”
run by "The Rocketeer"™ sef.: "What kied Universe"” by Fredric
Brown, ST.QTLING Oct 48.

(b) 4 stf publication edited by Don A. Stvert. Ref.:
Rooket To The Liprzus by H.H.Holmes, 1943,

24¢ YVUnbelisvable Galactins Horyortaies (UGH) -~ Editor amd publisher un-
known. Letver column, "Misbagotten Missives," edited by Mor-
gon Bot ts, considerod the beat of its kind. Instituted a rad-;
ical cover policy ¢.1950 -~ cover illos to portiray svenes from;
the stories. Felded aifber the mysterious death of its Manag-
Ing Ediver. =Ref.: '"Whiffinghem's Revenge" in BEMBOOK, Jul 4Y.

2b. The Woridu teycad - & Jactasy publication edited by Don A. Stuart.
Rot.: tocket to the Morgue by H.H.Holmes, 1943.

((Pootnote by r-tRapp: What striieo me about this compilation of Stew-
art's is that in two yesers of reading every fanzine I could lay my mitts
on, I've come across these "forgoitton" prozines nowhere but in the pro-
mage themselves and in SPACEVARP and other Technopolarian publicaetions.
Am I fandom's only satirist?)) .. ~vp

|
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sesesand spesking of fieticious proemsgz, hers's the eoncluding episods
in that mizhty sage of Frankly Incraditis Tnles of Scienge:

THE GABAY STF BROADCAST

Part Nine - by JIM HARMON
427 Bast Bighth St.
Mt. Carmel, Illinois

DDRESSING the fen, Upperberth repested: "Yes, we'll give Darth a
sampla of the only true sovernment =~ a STFOCLACY! We shall--"

A shrill scream broke thru the odd atmosphere of that queer planet,

Sol III, sometimes known as Earth.

Starr was on the sending snd and the fen were raceiving it with
the volums on full. And wonder of wondsrs, JeClem was chasing her! This
was no unfamiliar sight to the fen, but since Jallem was deed it did
seem somewhat odd.

Ben Singer brought out his folding sospbox (which had been invent~
ed for him by Morgan Botts) and steoped onto it, expleining that since
1o soul existed, there could be no ghosts. However, when JaClem burped
into him, hot in pursuit of Starr, Singer brought out & small bible (in
vented for him by King Jemes).

"A ghost! A ghost!" shouted the fen unanimously.

"You damn fools!" The fen responded instantly to this familisr
epithet, often bestowed on them by members of the non-fen rsce. Starr
{Zor 1t was she who had shouted the familiar phrase} continued: 'Don't
you realize JaClem is alive? He grabbod one of the rocket tuhes when
we took off, and breathed, while ws ware in space, through a small air

e‘ghn~taa nurl."

—— B i i o c—

Ghu-taz: A speciad aleghoi-bass piestin invented by 0.Gevzge Schm;ttil1




"The what, my dear?" askea Upperberth.

"The ghu-tee hull,.....ghu-tae hull,....ghu-tae hulll" screamed
Starr, dodging s Jallem tackle.

"My, my, Buch languaze!" murmured Upperberth.

r-tHepp, et this point, made a rather emphatic statement. To wit:
YJACLEM! ALIVEI" Two fen standing next to r-tfapp never heard the
lest word; the first one burst their gariiums.

"I sotta cut down the number of charscters!™ babbled r~tiapp, fit-
ting hig hends sround JaClem's throat and applying pressure eagsrly. In
his rage he pufied mightly on his pipe. That did ittt Ths fen dropped
like flies as the lethal fumes swirled about them,

Fortunstely, or unfortunately (depending on whether you are the fen
or r-thspp), the fumes weren't fatal after 211. As soon as thar com=~
rades drazged them out of range, the unconscious fen recovered.

The fen glared at r-trapp. 1 -Llapp glared st the fen. Having
four eyes, he was doing a better job of it. But other, unsesn, eyes
glared at 8llesses

"Be strike now!" said the Leadav. "They drove us nesr med with
their broadecacts. Now we can cul fthom off from their shiy of dresdful
weapons, and kill them. I will 1lead youl"

_ "Yes! Yesi" shouted tho Angry Mot as they ohsrged, trapping the
[ fen outside the protection of the ship.

"Dor transmidder!" c¢ried vou Heine., "I took it der schip from
to experlnment mid! I can get us away from here mit it! ILike ven ve
made uff it der time-machinoi"

"To another time?" asked Upperberth, fighting off seversl members
of the Angry liob.

"Nein:" answered von Heine, adjusting e few wires and flipping the
power 8witch. "To another dimension!"

The ingry Mob chargod in furious bewilderment across an empty field,
* x *

The fen stood on & broad, brown plain, In the distance, like some-
thing from a Dali pesinting, they saw a o%vangs object. It seemed to be
e monstrous, towering typewriter, with enormous hands typlng on it.

Upperberth hastily borrowed Singer's telescope and began to study
this pahnomenon., There was a long silence,

"Fellow fen," said Upperberth at last, "This is AMAZING, ASTOUND-
ING, and FPANTASTIC, Also STARTLING., I have read the words on the sheet
of paper in that glgantic typewriter, It t4#1ls of OUR zdventures, and
how we escaped the mob by fleaing to anothor dimension. IThero is only
one possible interpretation of this «~ we wre mere coharsacters in the
tale of some super-dimensional gtf-writeri" '

ssssaRenttuk took a long awlz of co0ld reed, his favorite beverage.
It was a2 hot dey. but he had %o get hask to work om that pieca of selance-
12




fiction for Llebmac. Corny it was, to be sure, but Llebmac, the greet
editor, was demanding stuff like that nowadays. All about science-

fiction writers and fans. Must be preparing fandom for some kind of
propaganda campeizn.

Renttuk started to tap the keyboard of his rettirwepyt. Then he
saw upon his desk a group of tiny figures.

"oh Dohg,” Renttuk screamcd, "I'll never touch enother bottle of
reeb! Take 'em away! Toke 'em awayl"

Upperberth was, true enough, cnly an editor, but he had once been
a fon, and part of his great fan intellect romasined., Using this portion
of his brein, Upperberth shouted, "Do as I commend! Type this:

'The fen got safely back fc¢ *their own dimension, and
there they lived happily forever aiter,'"

Rondituk understood. Raising his hande once more to the keyboard,
he began t0 pound away at his rettirweppt.

The fen disappeared.

Three million years later, Upperberth heard the news on the morn-~
ing edition of the Great STP Telecast:

ASF would increase 1ts size as soon as the paper shortage eased.
r-tRapy predicts that within a few more months, WARP circulstion
will hit tha 200 mark. I

Jim Hermon has published the Second issue of ASTERQID X.

Sadly, Upperberth switched off the telescrsen. He realized, then,
that he'd gotten more than he bargained for when he requested that the
fen should live happily FOREVER after..... 1

- THE BITTER END =
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FOREWORD: The purpose of this new WARP colurm is to discuss, remin-
isce, speculsts, snd pgenerally gab about subjects purported-
1y of interest to sclence-fiction fans. I will not guarantee that stf
itself or fandom will bs the take-off point for each discussion under
that "Pile 13" hesnd, but I do promise that -- unless some mighty live-
ly feud occurs over one of them ~- those worn-~out bones of controversy, .
religion and Palmer/Shaver will not clutter these hallowed pages. Oth-
er thaen that, anything is liable to turm up hers at sny time. I reser !
ve the right to be nasty, bigoted, plain-spoken and unregenerate when .
feel in the mood. Readers are sdmonished not to blams r~tRapp for any '
evidence of such in this column, for I am demanding carte blanche with- ,
in the bounds of "Pile 13", and if the Sultan of Szginaw starts meking
with a blue-pencil amid my glowing rhetoric I'1)l likely tell him to
stiek his hesd (hockah and al1l) into a ckelotron and ¥hen 1'1l bestow

righ%a to (his columm on Fantacy Commantatord Don't nobody say they
- —. L e e




Bvery month from the typewriters of;

James V, Taurasi
Ray Van houten:
Dr. Thomas &, Gardner
Joe Schaumburger
Milton &, Rcthman
Gordon M, Kall
Alvin R, Brovn
William 8, Gykora
Lane Stannard
Martin Mergulies
and many others

gomes the latest news, book revicws, club reports, latest

scientific discoveries, pro-magazine nevws and reviews &

many other items of intercst to the science~fiction ,

weird~fictlon and fantasy~fiction fans, authors arte
tists, editors and plain readera,

Trhey bring to you,

‘The World Of Jomorrow Jodayl"

every month in PANDOM HOUSE'S

T‘l‘m ...__E"j

ONLY 15¢ A COPY, 2 for 25¢, or 8 issues for 31,00

_Q_.f “L

WEIRD TALES'! artist John'Giunta is featurcd on every cover
vith his fine art work.

Send for your copy today:

PANDOM HOUS &
% James V, Tauraesi
101~02 Northern Blvd.
Corona, New York



ain't been warned. (Put down that pencil, Artl I'll damn well be col-
loquial where I please.) IR
CRUISING THROUGH CRUD, For the first time in months, I've maneged to
read an installment of thet pillar of inanity,
"The Ether Vibrates"”, in Startling. The experlence was quite painful
sven thoush I had Beethoven's "Ercica" whemming out of the radio with
all stops pulled (on the theocry that whenever the letter became devres-
sing the music would slats me enough to continue.} Therse were parts in
the column that had me grinning end chortlinz. ILa Zimmer's osndid

stand egainst "pornography in all ferms™ was one; Rlck Sneary's heart-
werming defense of Tvmpani was snother (I fairly beamsd at this one --

I checked with a mirror): bubt all in all, it wes e shattering half-hour.
OQutside of the obvious fact that Astra is uncrowned princess of the let-
toer-hacks, what gives? This letter department, which says nothing

very well but at tremendous length, containg only one or two suggestions
commending serious consideration (one of them was the proposal that
Stendard publish a paperback stf anthology). Seanning "The Ether Vi-
brates™, I am left with a2 question thet long has hawmted me, "Why do
magazines print letterst"

The traditional answer to that query i1s that letters help the ed-
itor decide whet sort of stories to print., Well, that makes some senss.
But Mr. Merwin of Stprtliing is obviously e superman mutant if he can
ascerteln what his readers want from perusing the semi-literate effus-
ions he publishes in YEV, It might be possible to evelunate the popular-
ity of a story if it reoceives an outstanding panning or especially big
applause, but the great mejority of ysrns gset a modicum of each, coucheud
in such noncommittal phrases as, "I rather liked this yarn" or "That
story wasn't very exciting."

Besldes, no hep editor will fool himself that the letters he re-~
ceive® are an accurate cross-section of his reamdesship. Viasn't it Cam-
pbell who pointed out thet at least 500 readers must be represented be-
fore accuracy can bo approached? %That only roes to show you. In ad-
dition there is the fact that letter-writers are usually juveniles out
for egoboo, (I realize this doemn’t gccurately characterize some of
them). With their patertly ad coptendum arsuments, these letter-hacks
reveal little talent for konestly crivicizing s literary work; forced
wiseoracks aye instituted to cover up this lack, thus turning TEV and
its counterparts into o showcase for fen of wit, A certain talent for

cracking wise is no asset to a critic on whose word the sditor purport-
edly depends,

Among the pulps the stf mage are the only ones festuring large, reg-
ular letter sections. This is signifioant., Life, Collier's and other
8licks maintain reader departmsnts for the use of smerp-eyed wesders who
protest that the foto on p. 67 was not of Shirley Temple bul of BoDe
Shopp, Miss America 1948, or who note with glee that the two-oun horo of
Lrnest Haycox's latost opic has the same name s their butler. The stf
mags use their letter ssesctions for orientation.

Orientation! Thet's what I said. Very few readers, familiar witi
mundane literature only, are eoguipped to appreciate fantasy or partic-
ularly stf. The fine points of Bgo Clarke's "Against The Fall Of Night,'
for example, sre ubtterly beyond the comprehension of one wipo herato- 1
fore never looked futureward beyond the ensuthg weekend, The mind-wr ench-
ing conceptions of a yarn that takes plece millions of years ia the Ifui-
ure are enough to stump even an intelligent (but uninitiated) reader,

163



Thet is where the lettsr depertment comes in. Just vhen the new
resder begins to zrumble, "This stuff is crazy!”, he sees TEV, and
roads with growing amaze that there are & helluva bunch of people who
actually like the stuff, Muttering something about 50 million French@
men, the reader goes back to the fiction, and
maybe he finds one not-too-fantastic yarn that
Interests him. The influence of the resader de-
partment is still working, meentime. Some
months later the reasder picks up the issue con-

taining comment on the megazine he saw origin-
ally. In TEV he reads the gzlowing praise for
the yarns he couldn’'t stomach ~-=- and he roads
letters loudly panning the story he did enjoy.
Then, if the fetos are bemign, he refurns to

the original iwsous, ro-reads the storiea he
didn‘t like, itries tc¢ understand ithear merit as
opposgad to the story he liked. Ho begins %o re-
alize thatl Xere is ¢ now types of literature with
a fascination that, once understood, begins to
grow on you. A fan's 2elective taste is born.

That, brothers, is the way it worked with
me. Vhen I firet discoversd Astoundiug, slam-
bang interplenetaries were my meat -- influ~
ence of Buck Rogers, my only previous ex-
perience with stf -- and "thouzht~varia-
nts" were completely over my head, It
was a shock for me to discover in the
letter department that the "crasy" yarns
I had disliked weras reelly the ityps of
gtf that most Ast fans enjoyed and that
the "wonderful" space-battle tales I loved were
really treshy.

Orlentation of new reafters is the only legit
imeto furction of & stf letter department. Let
no ons Yeil you differently.

E I T T

RANWDOM TEN. I tahink it was Harry Werner, Jr.,
who once suggested the game I pro-
pose to play right now. It is a very pointless
game, especially when the only participant at
the moment will be myself. However, I sm qui te
confident thet I am supreme in this little con-
test and invite all to attempt to better me
when you try it. Here is the piteh: TWrite
down the first 10 stf titles thnat coms to your
mind «- end do it es fast as possible.

Here are the 10 I named: Vault of the
Beast, Line to Tomorrow, Whispering Satellite,
Star Crash, dule 18, By His Bootstreps, The
Time Annihileator, The Water iJorld, Set Your Course By The Stars, and
Alas, All Thinking! Those 10 tdties whisksd into my mind and on to pa=
per in the space of 45 seconds. Can you do as well -~ without landing
on the works of ome author and mining 10 of his pot-boilers in a row?

Why those 10 titles above should be the first I would think of is

Eg.eminor puzzle. i/ith the debut of football season, Simak's "fuls 18"

|
|
|
|
|

|
|



has been in my mind off &nd on for some time. And i3as, all Thinking!”
oozed out of my subconscious in response to some mental comment to the
efiect thet "All this furious thinking isn't doing much zoodl" But

why such & hacky thing as "Whispering Satellito™ or "The Time Annihi-
lator”™ should turn up, I've no idesal"

({More Borgsian meditating nextWarp. Meanwhile, you non-servifen |
might it emusing to ferret cut the darivation of the title. By the way,
the firet ish of Redd's CHRONOSCOPE just came, and it's really 2 honey:
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PRELUDE, Saturday, OSsptember 4
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This story really began yesterday when Gaeorzo Young cailed all
Michifen to inform them that he, at last, had found transporiotion to
Milwaukes, the site of the BEERCON. Yes, he did have transpurtation
for all, courtesy of the Greyhound Bus Line. arriving at the depot and
purchasing my ticket, I found no fen. PFinally & huifin' and a pufiin'
and a shovin' his way throuzh the crowd ceme soueons who ressmblsd Ed
Kuss, I stopped up bohind him, gave him a hearty slap on the backs '
He turned around, and I saow that I was right:; it was Ed., PFive minntes
before bus time comes Georgs Young towing & Ben pamed Singer. |

We made it., On the ninth bus of an eight~bus convoy we weie, at
1sst, hoadsd for Chicaogo, Thore was the nsnwal scramble o get a seat |
as far away from Bsa as possitle. Who should we moel at the Chicapo
depot bub brer'r-tRapp. On ths final lap of the journoy sScme slisevi a |
fow mounwuts, the rest were kept awake by Sinjzer, We arvived in the
city that wade beer famous at about 1:17§ a.m., and joyously headed for
the mausion of Robert L. Stein Esg. for room and beard. !

|

No one but his fathe¥ was at home, but Mr. Stein must have heen
used to fandom, for he calmly invited the five of us %to pilo in with
our baggese, as 1f midnipgkt invasions by swerming heriles ware the us-
ual thing. When Bob at last arrived, we set nbont the business of the
con, that is, bear, wine, sofl &rinks, and for me milk. (That milk is |
powerful stuff.) lappaning uvon Stein's s8tf cellection, wo cturted in
purchasing stf-stuff thet wa had no earthly use for, if only to add to
the RLS fund to purchuse an enlarger. Abont %:00 a.m. we finally de-
cided it might be a good idea to grab a it of sleep. l

MISCELLANEOUS ANTICS - Sunday, September 5

Bright, if not early, in the morning, we cozed out of bed, off
cots snd couches, and wherever else ws had beon parked for the nigrt.
Sleeryneads were awakened by Jazz loudly played on the vie, although
Singcer 8till insists it was church bellsz. After a prolcongdd soarch for |
an open restaurant, and ultimate success in finding one, we returncd to
the home of the one who had mede his homa our home (tha sap). e once
again messed up his carefully-soriod stf collection. Lsesving for
lunch, we found a differemt restaurant than the ons where wa’'d eaten
breakfast, Stfen take this natural precaution for obvious reasonse.

After lunch we wandered about the downtown area arguing with Ben
Singer the improbebility of soing to a burlesaque show. Hearing that
the United iAmateur Press Assocint iom was holding their convention in
uilwauikae ., ws ~rasted their marcshme 'low roast, and probably made fan (/7!
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history by being the only Zarvenilon ever to0 g0 wading in lake HIoHIganI
9_;1 me50a.

Although Bob'd left & note on his mailbox reading "Out to lunch.
The key 18 in the mailbox, Stfen come in and mske yourseilf at home.
We will be back within the hour." we found no more stffers upon re-
turning to Stein's. So everyone swarmed down o Bob's cellar studio
and dived into the mearsat scientiifictlion, thio time varying the pro=-
cedures by purchesing werke of arf, {Thero were nons by Art Rapp, dut
there ware plenty by Poh Stein, lNelson, and others. 4And as the sun
8lowly set behind the purple and yelilow hills of Schlitz, we wandered
wearily off to bed,

OFFICIAL BEERCON ~ Mondey, Sepiember 6

This, the official day of the Beercon, caw fen tumdbling out of
beds, couches, cots, and cracks in the woodwork. This was the day for
which ws had been waiting! Came brushing of fangs. Came washing of |
tentacles. Came the dawn. Came one fon from Chicago. ((Bob said hs |
sant out 1560 -~ or mayhe it was 250 -~ announcemsnts of the Bearcon.
Parsonally, I expected half the midwest to bes there)).

Then came tho arent which ell true fon will treasure to tholr dying !
days. We saw, not one, but TWO H.G.Wells motion pictures, THE SHAPE OF
THNES TO COME, and THE LMAN WEO COTLD WORK MIRACLES. Bssides beidg ex-
colient stf pix, thoy were 8180 otguct lessons in what could happen, 88
was So Shall Ye Reap by Rog Phillips. ‘

Bidding farewell to Ed Xuss and to Carr, the Chi fan, who had to
leave early, wo dscided to humor Singer and look for a burlesqus show, |
although no one slse was interested. (It says here). Finding none, we
returned to Stein's shack to go to sleep early (nmo one did) to be Lresh
for the morning's journey. A Milwaukee fan, however, changed the outloo
when he showed up with one of those ancient motor vehicles which use
petxroloum, We eruised Milwaukee lncking for Donn Brazier and iusulting |
fomeles., Then we rotirned %o Shoin's resldence to omce again take caxe
of the aicohol suppiy, but when Singer wrote & song entitled “"Somewhere '
In This Pig Wide World, There Must Be A Big Wide Girl For Me” we deocidad
to fotire for the ovening,. E

AFTERMATH - Tuesdéay, S8ptember 7

|
Tearfully parting from Robeat L., wo got started on our way to |
Michigan, dbut our route led thru Chjcago, where several things trans~ |
pired, Upon arrival we chenked ouxr bags and set out to see the town. |
Spotting a booketore we dasmhed in, a5 should all true stfen, and were ‘
all set Yo buy out the store, except thet we suddenly discoversd we'd |
spent all owr dough alreedy. |
|

Heading for the lMuseum of Sclence snd Industry, we captivated our= |
selves with the gadgets and pushbuttons there until olosing time. But
before visiting this fascinating place, we paid another visit. i

We wandered along Wabash Avenue to that fabled address: 185 North..
Then up to the 223 floor (mo kidding!) and into the office of the leg-
endary Raymond A. Palmex,

RAP turned out to be a very trusting fellow, for when he heard we
wers Irom Michigan he invited ws into his office without even soarching !
/na forgsonconled g-~bomba. Wa heerd about his seerst panels for slip-

. o
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ping out when he didn't want to be seen, and about his secret door
leadins to an elevator sheft. This, I presume, was to take care of
reople he never wanted tc see azsin.

Cn his desk I noticed a letter with a very femiliar return address
Yos, it was one I had written myself and I mentionsd that fect. But as
Repp says, "Isn't it -oing too far to meil & letter and then come your-
self to make sure that it is prianted?”

As we otepped out of Paslmer's office (he was taking us downstairs
to buy ue coffes) who should we meel but Berkley Livingston. e dxank
said coffoo, zatbed with RAP, Livingston, end J.Allen St.dohn, the il-
lustrator. Among the tasty facts that were dropped by csald pcople
was that Alezandsr Blade is a pon name, not an actual person. Then
there was the refusal of Livingston to relate all his pen names, and
the refusal of St.John to autograph the cheek for my milk. I asked him
to do this in a weak moment when I forgot that AP was psying. I dig,
however, obtain both Palmer's ard Livin-stends autogrephs on two nude

photogruaphe in the magazine Pageant. These now adowvn my walls.

pareschuts, from Halley's Comat the last time il passed Easrth. But he
ecouldn't have -- I was wabehing the comet, and I aidn't see him, Pal-
mer was very vague upon the subjecl of wiather he believes in Shaver's

Also spilled was the fact thal Rog Phillips belisves he jumped, vis

storiss.

But we almost began to belisve in Tero ourselves, when Pelmer pre-
sented %o us a package contalning ninety illustrations from Pantastic,
Amszing, and Memmoth Yestern. (The latisr, of courss, we ignore).

The rest of the evening was spent in wandering about Chicago.
Singer wished for a flashlight to shine into 1the bushee in the parks,
but the zreat Ghu and George Young kept it from him and avorted murder.
Success¥ully finding a butlesque chow, avd then discovering we didn't
have enough dough to buy tickets, we returned to the noareat park.
Seeing a multi-colored fountein in the diste nce, we trekked to it just
én timﬁ to sea it shut off. Remarked George: "It must have been

eToS.,

So we sat down and discussed many things, including a proposed
! filihor winter Michicon, GLAPA, Xeno, and who would have first choice
[ © e illos,.

Thus endeth the first BEERCON., Bottoms up!
~ PINIS =~

i

|
'
|
|

Why don't you writo Bob Farnham, 1159 E,. 44th St., Chicago 15,
Illinois, and find out aboutf SCIENCE FICTICON - INTERNATIONAL 2
If your enthusiasm is for lelter-writing, this is the club for youl

T ) ~

LET'S TRADE misi} WAlTE R-TRAPP |

My Surplus I Vant e 70
Doc Savage -

i

|
|
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ASF =~ Mar, Jun, Oct 47 ASF ~ Mey, 8ep 45; Jan 46 |
dvon - FR #1 Nov 1934 Apr, liey 47. i
Amz - April 1941 PRl - Jun 46 !
Start;}ng - Win, Spr 46, Jul 4% Plgnet - Sum 44, Sum 46 |
| T7S - Tin 45, Sum 46 Spider - Amz - Dec 44, liar 45;
Planet - Uinber 47 Oct 1941 May, Jun, Oct 46 {
WI - Jan 44 (poor}, Mar 48 (poor) PA - Oct 45 )
| M - Jun 45 ({13719 HAVE SOMD OFFERSY)) TWS - Fall 44 WT - Nar 47]
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Dear Art: '

Conner contends that thd elusive criss-orossing lines upon Mars
are not ocsnals &t 211, dbut long, very high buildings built by highly
scientific dwellsrs of that planet in redlivation of the fact that
their atmosphere was slowly but steadily dissipating into space. Fur~
ther, he says, these zolliath consitrucilons, baing moist, are covered
with paraeitic growths similar to mose ap the lMlartian year advances.
That accounts for the 'greening' of the lines as seen by astronomers.
Under these conditions they might easily be confuged with cansals.

(1) Conner assums & highly advanced scientific ociviligation crep
ated these 'buildings,.,' If, Mr, C., theoy wore so technically superior,
why 4id they not eract their refuges in the shapss of hemispheres, or
at least in patterns closely related? The advantages of this are !
very obvious. Pirat, this would obtain thsm nuch more livinz space
for the amount of external surface exposed to the thinning atmosphers.
This, in turn, would meke for economy of materials; surely & vital
factor to them. Then, it would enable building to be limited to cer-
tain key continentsl areas. Obviously, my boy, it would be very il-
logical to scatter their resourcoes in the msking of elongate, sprawl-
ing structures when the type I have sugpested would be far superior,
Communicstion between individusl hemispheres could be as sasily main-
tained as between the other type -~ via radio, television or mental
means, or, if personal contzot between all members of the race were,
for some reason, absolutely essentiel, conneeting underground pass-
ages would suffice and be infinitely more presctical.

(2) Acain, Mr. C., why would Such an intelligent species use a
meudlin substance such as the Martian enruivalent of cement for their
precious project? Surely there are much better materials for with~
stending eons of destructive outeide influences. That would be what
they would need if, as they no doubt recognized, they were destined
to remain "entombed alive" virtually farever. Of course they may not
have known of anything better than their cement, but this would belia
your own conception of the grest extent of their knowledzs,

| {5) "So they built long, high buildings.....probably eight or

ten miles high.” Does it occur to you, Wilkie, that such enormous
iheight would be effective in producing gigontic shadows? Naturally,

especlally during ths early mid-morning and the lats mid-afiasrnoon.
Consequently there would arlss an observable fluctuaticn in the ease

of visibility of the 'cansls' as the day on Mars advauced and waned.

I have neifher heard nor read of such fluctuations stitributsd to this
sausge; most differences ln observahility have been entirely blamed by
Torran observetories upon the changes of the so-celled “soecing” gual-
ity of our own atmospheric envelope, Granted thet such shadoys world
be partly brightened by diffuse 1light from Mars' air, but not nearly

to the extent that they would be ou Eerth since gasses on the fourth

plenet are less sbundant and relatively transparent execept in ihe vio-
let end ultraviolet. Besides, the shadows' collossal size should cam-

SUIl «
Whet, then, are the 'canals’? I don't know. DPorsonally I'll
take the originsl theory. Yes, sir, Schiaparelli had the right idea.

Sincerely, WARREN BAITWIN
112 Park Avenuve
{201 Norfoik, Jebracka —n

[

pensate for their vapgueness, even with the increased distance from the :

- —-



Dear Art: _
I've killed off a1l the dangerous BEM's in the neighborhood but

there are still plenty of harmless ones. lieyba we could have target
practice on a few?

I hope you zuys meke it up hers for the Csdillicon. ((Some did))
Maybe you could use & spacewarp and save zas.

How meny railroad ties are there in a mile?

m
M= J1-vije? ({Is that supposed to be the answer?))

By the way, you cen recoznizo me by my zgreen hair and pink syss.
The chlorophyll in ny hesir saves money.

I don't have to eat. Chirographily yours,
TOM KENNEDY !

402 Holbrook
TUadillac, Michigan

hi rat trapp:

have you ever thot thet possibly every thing that we can conceive
caen only be conceived because wed done it before. in other words the
person that originated the werewoifl had seen and experienced a werowolf
then or in some other lifo. maybe lovecraft d4id see the horrors that
he describes in another 1life tThai he lived. the pecple that love his
stories and can inagine onoce experienced the samo thing and, each rose
has its thorns you know, try to bring back some besutiful moment with
the reading of his stories. and the people that dont 1like lovecrafts
stories didnt heve 2 happy memory to recall end the psople that think
his stories are silly never expsriemcsd them and 3o, naturally, cent
plcture them. the above assumption would oxplain a lot of things 1
believe. {

assuming that the above statonunt is true; youve probadbly noticed

that many authors heve written of animsls that are invicible or of a
color thet we can not see. and why shoulént there be? why shouldnt
nature in her variovus exporimonts playsd with this idea? this would
explain ghosts that peopls used teo sac. mayne wo searcd the "ghosts"
a8 much as they scared us, 8o that new few people see them. and if
the ghosts were scaired why shouldnt thoy naturally live at night at
cemetaries where we rarely ars?

but enough of this. one department that is ssdly lescking in
spacewarp is the letter department. a letter department is the one
sure thing thet an approvel subseriber will turn to to ses that the
editor knows that his fanzine is good and not afraid to print letters.
what with more pages lets have at least two pages for letters.

fasinatingly yours, CHARLES HENDERSON
2146 east 13th south
salt leks clty 5, utah

Dear AYT:
I haven't heard from Stein since Labor vay, so I'm not sure whe-
ther you finally made it to iilweukee and thet sShunned house on Vienna
Avenue or not, If so, I hope you had a good time and didn't zei{ buried !
under magazines in thot ghastly cellar of Bob's where the Great God Ghu |
weed to sit with & dingy electric light eternally burning over him. GﬂQ;l
—— KEDD BOGGS (21

S~/
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