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L ompletely Cesual, Crudely Curtailed Commentary =~ g~

TIMBER this month is seorifiecl in order to get Part Seven of the
Broadcast into an ish plarmed without it. i The artiels on page 17will

be brought up to date next month, since ballots are still coming in. #
Next WARP should be in your hands by 1 August. Wae're back on scheduls,

r-tRapp

" gtf stf atf; stf stf stf stf stf stf stf

Btf stf stf stf stf gtf stf gtf stf stf

PART SEVEN

TWO FIGURES, sinister and furtive, skulked through the darkness
bearing murder in what pessed for thelr hearts. Kola and Vogar, the
two Daaktan Thought-Men, ocrept closer to the house, ready to plunge in=-
side. To plunge inside ~~- and kill!

And insjde, pale with fear yet
proudly arrogant as svar, the goldeun-ckinned Priestess prepared to de-
part for the internlanetary thought~field and through it to the cita-
del of the Master, and po®sibly...to her doom.

She was giving last-
minute instructions to 8 black-bearded giant vho gaid little, but whose
syes watched the flowcof her goldsen curves.

Y"And remember, Igor~=-" she
started, and then broke off as the Winaow shattered inward snd two fan-
atical forms waving glittering knives burst toward herl

: "Vas this iste"
roarod Igor, and tore into them.

Kolae's knife was sbout to sink into
the prigstess’ goldon broast whon suddonly tho blade vhirled acroess the
yoom as Igor grabbed the Thought-Mar by the shouwlder, wrenched and hes -
.ved him aloft, and slammed him, screaming, to the floor. Something
cracked sickeningly, ani Kole's scream gut off abruptly.

Igor roared
again, & sulphurous Teutonis ocath“that would have stunned a Roman leg-
ionpaire. The isngbic high~tonad screamings of Vogar were quite drown-
ed ¢ut. Vogar was ettempbing to plunge his knife into the Priestess,
but sha caughn hig wright, and the two 1ocked in struggle for the desd-
ly bladsa

" Igor reached out 2 huge paw, caught Vogar by the neck, and
pulled him away from the Priestess. He clasped his huge forearms &-
round the Thouvght-Man's neak, javbed a krotty kmee in the amall of his
back, and puilad With & horrible sneapping of vertebrase, Vogsr dled
llke g ra’d ir - a buitidcg's jaws. Igor grunted trlumphantly, tossed the
sickeningliy limp body across the room, and swept the trembling Priest-
088 into his arms.

"Ach, what fools, killink mine Priestess to tryl"
ho rumbled, barocly windod by tho battloc.

The Priestess shuddered in
remembered terror, and buried her face in his bemsrd. "Th-they ware Da-~
aktans!"™ she gquavered, clirging to Igor as if sesking safety within the
gient's arms from fthe evil forces threstening her.

"Vell, dey Daaktans
iss no more, he growled, glancing contemptuously .8t the two corpses. (3)




"You mine 2rincess ist for glways; undess"”

"But Igor ,” she said, dxo -~
ing back to look up into his blazinz eyes. "It cannot bel You ©ow 0t
the Master may kill me and unthink you at sny moment?i Now I must hur-
ry btack to the Master, to plead with him for mercy, to ask him not %o
unthink you yot. Perh&apSe..,"

But the great guffaws of Igor stopped her
ruby lips half open &8s he rosred with some secret amusement. - —

SO «
she snapped, some of her old imperious menner returning. "What's the
matter with you? This is no laughing matter!i™
"Ach, yes!" he roared.

"Der Masbter cen unthink and unthink, but me, he cannot hurt! Not any-
body can me, der great Karl von Heine, unthink:i”

* * *

JOHN UPPERBZRTH stood before & shiny microphone , nsrvously rumning
his finger around inside his collar and watching the engineors and pro-
gram directors in the glass-walled control booth. At the other gide of
the studio stmge, a mellow-voiced profossionel announcer was reading
from a script: :

"Ledios and gontlomon, from coast to coast, from ooocan to ococan,
undor tho co-sponsorship of tho National Fantasy FPan Fodoration and of
Fragﬁly Incrediblc Talos of Soiance, wo bring you tho dawn of a new
orai

The volvot tonos paused, while a harricd-looking sound-offects
man hold a snarling blowtorch noexr tho miko.

"Ladies and gontlomen --
tho roar of rockets! --bringing the dawvm of a now ago -- and bringing
you this afterncon the most stupendous program ever pressnted. And now |
to tell you in detail of this triumph of seientific achisvement, this
colossal edvancement of the human race, I pive you the seditor of Frankly
Incredible Tales of Science, Mr. John Upperberth!™

Wave on wave of ap-
pé?%ﬂe roared from the vast studio audienca as it greeted the famous
editor. i

"Ladies and gentlemen ~- and fans ~~ it is with more pleasure
than I can express that I bring you today the story of the last, grest-
est achievement of thet immortal genius, the late Professor Kerl von
Heine. It is a fitting memorial to him that you shall forever honor him
for this splonded achicvement, Ovar meny months, ha, the thousands of
NFFP membsrs throughout the world, and the staff of FITS togethor labor-
ed to perfoect von Heine's last invention. On the very eve of suoccess
we, 1like all the world, were shocked by von Heine's untimely and tragic'
death, a death which left our projsct uncompleted. But as you all know,
this morning saw the frutition of our labors, the lawching into inter-
planetary space of the first successful men-carrying rocket. Since
then, I am sBure, you have gll been anxiously aweiting further news of
the historic flight. It is now my honor snd my privilege to announoe.,."

CALLING TERRA...CALLING THE PLANET EARTH,..CALLING TEE WORLD
SOL THRERE...

(Continued on page 23) -
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VICIOUS CIRCLE

by DAN MULCAHY

ﬂfé‘:‘:}\ ’
ds DPACEWARP, the Lurid Fanzine, has
N A comse up with one of 1ts periodical

kernels of wisdom, this time to the
effect that fendom is decentraliz -
ing, its character (?) changing. In
the words of the smokestack that
walks like a man: "“There gseems o
be less and less activity on & nat-
ional scale, more and more on the
locel level." And for once Daniel
Jo Mulecahy is in agreement withvhat
he reads in thess unhallowsed pages.

"
A
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7 W ——1  Sure enough, fandom is decentraliz=~

ing. The last two attempts at a nationsl orgenization -- Young Fandom
and Sclence Flotion International -- flogped pretty miserably after a
brief period of activity. The current attempt, Linda Bowles' American
Scienoce Fiction Association, may be more of a success, but I heve my
doubts., The truth is horridly simpls.

Jos Phan has becoms isolation-

ist.,

To get shead todsy, & club must adopt & neame liks the Lower Al-
toona Slightly Frenetic Society, or maybe North Farragut Fantasy Fans.,
It must elect to its executive position Homer Glunk, who once had &
subseription to Cosmic Circle Commentator. It must rush right ocut and
but & mimeo and pu¥ out & slopoily-printed newsletter called maybe the
Goshwowboyoboy Gazette, one half of whose pages are filled with ads
inviting you and_you to become auxiliary members for only one lousy
buck, while the other half will consist of letters from Sem Mescowitsz
and Charles Edward Burbee regretting that they arae too busy at the mo-
ment to dash off the requested twenty-pasge article. If a page or two
18 lefTt over, the President's Mossage will place the Lower Altoona 31-
jghtly Fronotic Society (or meybe North Farragut Fantasy Fans)squarsly
on the side of right and justice, as opposed to the Ziff-Davis Pub-
1ishing Company. Having made such a fine start, our embryo fanclub is
all set to take its place in the TWS llsting right between the Kimball
Kinnison Pan Club and the Moscowitz for President Society. i !

hy,

forsee a day when the National Fantsgy Fan Federation will have .gone
wherever 0ld fan clubs go to die, and the Fantssy Amateur Press Asso-
ociation will be as much a memory as the Science Fiction lLeague; a day
when there will be no national convention, but merely an endless pro-
cagssion of Beercons and Whitcons; a day when the Insurgent Element will
have rejoined the LASFS from shear boredom, ox moved across the border
en messe to set up the Bajae California SFS. Fantasy Commentator will
beoome ths orgen of the Greater Brooklyn Futurian Sccietly, and SalM
will perforce limit hie history to the exploits of Messrs. Taurasi and
Sykora.

And then, someday in the distant future, some benighted Man-
hattan fan will discover that there ars others of nis i1k as far away
as Passalc. They will start an intensive correspondence, and prosent-
ly organize & society called the International Scientific Association.
And the wholoe mad cyecle will hevae started onco again. ~-END~~ {B)~
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LODumG i ite soc}:et the bell seemed decayei when she vuehed
the button, Vera rapped.

3 ! "Yes, Miss, Were you wantdng 1ight house=
keeping?" fThe'sweet 0ld woman straightened an apron, freshly presgsged,
around her dumpy figure.

Noting her unworldly naivete, Vera felt en
irrationsl compulsicn 49 glug ule landledy with a gin 'bottle but in-
stead forced a amils, cr‘nmcrc*a...ly dollywood, a smile that & .. tooth-
paste manufaciuzer woulld have chorished.

"I'd 1like a three=-room apart~
ment ,” she ste ted, with her bitterswest af:feotation. "I'm Vera Katz,
formerly a child pic‘bure gter and now at U berty."

"Ohi* the orone
rembled on. "“You were in a stageplay at~-" She reddened with embarage
s6d confusion.

"The Plavhouse, here in Wilmington." Furiounely
covered the break. "™as only & try-out. We closed in twe nighes.
New York. Those critigs--"

Vara

(6) .
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MYeh," the hes continued. "Theﬁire nretty herd on pieture sters,"”

She .led Vers up the ncrrow atairs, 'm the lordlody, live here mr-
gelf, ond I can tell you we've the very thins. It'e merely fifty o

month. :

. .Yera scanned the epartment, Through a large window she could
view & oorner bar. How convenient! Anything would do for the noncs,
:%i%e she looked the city over and saw what she oould &ce. "I'll take

L 4 |
"I'm Mrs. Stein," the hag declared, a8 Vera started for the door,
"If there's anythi--"

Vara sorescmed.

She ocouldn't help 1t. If she hod seen the gruesome vision on @
rainy nizsht, she would have lost her reason,
Stending in the doorwdy|

éignginz liko an 1dlot, with legs apart, head bent low amd drooling,was
niLeye«
"Purty lady . . » yuh 80 purty! Even purtier than Mumny."

"Wait outside, Stanley," said Mrs., Stein. “Aunt Nena willls with
you in & minute.," After the horrible brat had gons, Mrs. Stein whis-
pered: "He's harmless, lilss Xetz; lives on the next floor with his fa~
ther, Georze Donvers., Mother's heen dscd for five yeers. I warned her
not to wear those spike heels, with her condition. She wouldn'’t lis-
ten, Headstrong, but she loved Stanley. MNMr. Denvers works in  chemi-
cale for our biy conoern, DuPopnt." Her widened eyes filled with mols~
turs« "4dppreciates me lookin' out for the little tyke, God love  himi
Mish I hed one o' me own,"

Vera meda payment for the room, took the key
end receipt, and started for the cormer bar. Going out the front door
she elmost eollided with a well-dressed, middle-aged man Just entering.

"iho are you?" asked Vere,
"George Danvere," grinned & line of
false tesths, "I suess you'll be seeing a lot of me from now on.“Ge
orge
wag right, A weask le ter they wore merried.
There they lived in Geor-

ze's sparitment. Vers and Georze -~ and Stenley.

VERA was mothsr-like to Stanley. Yst she never noticed how he
worenipped her kindnseses. Then, with the passinz of a _ manth, she
ecildn’'t bear the imbecillic ahild; esneoinlly whem he brought home :-e
haif-dead bird, or a choice collection from the neighbors' trash bin,
and put them on her furniturs. :
"I won't have 1t, Stanley! Teke y'r
Junk out of here. And wash y'r face. I've told you time ond agein you
look like thoss dirty dead-end kidse.”

Vers would make this more im~
pressive with a hard smack on-his little head.

Occasionally, she'd
pause after chastising Stanley; she'd heeitate with fear and bewilder~
ment. OStanley, after & severa beating, would look up with that punish-
ed our exprescion, his eyes washed with tears, and murmur: 'Mummy Vere

yuh o purty ... so purty! No med at Stanley?"

Before sha'd give in te
his oft-repemted complimente, she would see & dark shadow standing be-

nind him.
()




IT DIDH T foobocr %0 HC LUch, MEYDO o WisS» 0 VOO0r Voltod LTom Whe
strect, o mist eddiouw from the Dolowaro adver, or o sud.ion fo., ish hzzo
blown from the rcilroads; but tho oerio ghadov siruck, within heryg
ressonsive chill. Her finer senses told her: "It's the:e. it's "‘\0
inz 1"

¥ ® %

“Ttfe our third anniversaryi" s:dd Geoor e. His _ro.in: haly e
now o solid vhite. " omethinc for Foul"

"Thenk you, stieethoort,® she
said with practiced ceception. thn cazed at the diomonds snd emeralds
in her new dlnnor rin;, sad dlerlayed her ochiffon-volvet dress, Tiny
brilliants plso -1litiered from 1ts shouldsve.

The 1l.ip stood nsar them,
spoiling her pleasura,

How she would have luved to push Sionley's body
throurh the window, down throee stories to the streeti It mi—ht do some
s00d .

"Verp, bahbyl" Georzo took har in his s.ms. (The dim-witted  old
fool). "I reven't done 00 bedly. b stoeks with wuperior hove hit the
tops . I'm worth forty thousand«"

"Gongratulations, weor-el Shovs what
o smert husewnd I have.”
"No re.rete?" Le acked, his wrinkled face br-
ushings hors.
"None 8t £11," she lied, reflectins the 1li_hts with her
new dinner rin e
Wicnt o new home? Qur a-
nartment must ret mirhty irkesome.”

"Honey "
she cooed, "wouldn't wo be foolish to throw
away that monsgy? I don't nee.. © new  home;
2ll I vant is you."

"Just ss ;rou say, Vere.
Tie oould send Stanley to a2 privete school. I
know of 2 00d OnGee."

She wondorsd: was
he zettin , wise? Had that monster of a brat
told him anzthins®? Or it mir ht be Lirs.Silein
that nose:r 0ld bav, alwoy e snoopin: her way
oround, dfetendin" to like Stonley. A opri-
vate school? Never: Somethin; else to sat
into their arsets. It would toke forty thor |
sond to »nave her return to Broadwyy. Then
she 'd show thos~ lousy oritics vhet o saereen |

ater counid do.

"Geor e, Btonler and I couldn't do withoui ons anothar.
I need sanaone, while you're e, to fill my empty time." Fhe hu zed
the dorlin; idilot and ecarcerod his e ~shaped heed. Lnd he drooled. Oh,'
God, how he droolsd!

Despite her affected smils, she wanted -~ risht
now the uxr e was 2lmost ir:esistable ~- to teke St.nleV‘ﬁ head and smarl
1t e-oinet the heavy furniture. Iliecho~eny, »ebe.

"Darlin:, you wouldn't
teke little Stonley from we, would you?"

* * *

AEFTLTLY rapypings sounded on the doore. ».icaley's shreikia, was now
much louder. lirs. Steln opensd the Goor, unbidden, ond 2ave @ moan  of
hoxrror.

Stenler crouched in the corner of the room, with hie looss slec
mouth; his brow Tas creeser and his eves_protrudaq. Standin: over him w
(8]




Vera, & wowhide cocwboy bsit ia hamid, which she shipped P W

a;ein end azein aeress S8ucnlsy'.s Lave ocunclders. Livid 4 }
| welts emoared tho hoyts faes, and a corney of his 1lip 5;; i
showad & bloody clot,. tﬁF\ i
"For the love of God, kirs. Dem~ li)
vera! Are you tryin' %o 1:4)1 the child?" C}LQ\ ¢
W+ & "iind your

started for her with the Lseld, and Mis. Stein souttled

from the T00Mm, {’
Vera tnvew the belt in a apimsr and e;%///

Ahurrieulv rena*ref hor malram. Mustin't alicew Gsorge B
find her iu This Setperaan Tel mood. Bsadiag nudsr the
kitchen ten, Stan*ey 1aved. his wounds as would an animal.

busineas, ou damned o)d hag. Get out of herel!" Veras ﬁ;\\’, ('

Lioving her
gold-edzed owp, Vera ciiose her ncs3st colorful purse, turning st the
door with a2 periiny mecrsage: "Stenlsy, Mwany Vera will bring you =&
nice preseat. Scmething nice and soecial."

& It would be something ex-
tra special for Stnuicy. Somsﬁhlnq she could slin into his tez, his
speciel treat. Hoiu $on fior 2z te-ysar-old! £he had lLeen 1ucky, at
ten; to get eunough to cal. :

Skippia: Li-htly down the stairs, she hure
ried to the pharmacy ané asked the drujrist for ret-bene. With this,
end another treat from the candy atore, she returned to the apartment.

Stenley had the silver and the dishes set upon the table ~- gl~
ways tryinsg to zet iz her 2008 graces. 4And this would bse his last
afternoon of simnle, happy bliss =-- but vhy did a constant shadow o-
verheng him?

W v *

"He's bdruised." Georze Danvers looked peculiaerly at Vera. "Some-
one's beat him with & etropl"

- "Phey surely have ,” said Vera. "I stop~
nod them ia time. Our little Stanley took z whipning.™ She hypnotio-
glly shook her head at the dunce, vhile he _leyed with her gold-edsed
sups "Weren't they nasty boys, dear?"

He'd cauzht har meenin;. "Boys
beat Sucalay, an . « o Liummy Vera bought osandy.”
’ Her heart alway e
jumped with fear that Gsorze would learn the truth.

) .The phone olem~

ored. .
"Yo8? Geor;e D-avore « o o Ho, not ow « o » Oh, 211 Jight,"

He hung up. YTher went me back -- the resetion on tha ¢ new phenolisz-
inc trestment dcesn 't seam to be proceedinz es it should." £=3 24 -4

' us .

dy 1eav? his sweetume?" sho eooed. This would really make thinzs con-
venientl
"Yes, deor. I'1l bo back o8 soun e I cen,”
: | "Don't rush,
sweetums. It isn't pood for you. Oh, and ., . . stop at the shoe=
moekers' and ses if mr pumps oxe reedy, ill you?t"
"Sertainly, baby."
And he was gone. .
Now for her blg scens with S .aley Those hoys would
cstch the blome for this, she'd gee., liummy Vers would make him happy
before he took his nolson. In his tes, of cou: ss0, in his tea. The 11t-
tle ove wouldn't lmow what had teken him. Stanley should bave been &
testotsler, Get 1t? Tea-tntaler. He'd set a drumstlck from the s




chielen, dwmplin-s snd - ev.; ond his fovorite dessort: & pineapple, |
teniocaed trest. Oh, yes, she'c lrve everythinrg for 7t aloy. Oh, jes,,
sho'd have the 1little derlin- oooinz. Tiva ho'd nfdve him his poisuileu
ten, Oh my ves! MNummy Vera knew what was best for her darling little
Stanley. But why could she see 2 luminescent mist?

"Nice food e o

Wommy's 80 sweotl" ‘
There, he was at it aain. OShe frowned, dropped

her napkin, and, obedient, Stanley leaped to her rosgcus.
The doorbell
rang as She noured the powder in his tec.

"Pheank you!" The Western U-
nion boy pratefully tiope: his cen, ond she ripped the glessined envel-
o *

e GATES THEATBR, NEW YOKX, COLE AT ONCE, OECOND LIEAD
IN 'VIAKTUE'S AVOLAL'. TIO HUNDRED TO ST xT. ANSIUER
IMMTDIATELY.

HAROLD L. BLOCX, PRODUCER

Twe hundred! Returning to her dimmer, Vera lauzhed sloud. Blook
would offer such a nittence; o frection of the salery her engineered
gsohemes would bdrin: her.

Vera quenched her thirsty throat, patted Sten-
leoy'" hepd and rombled on with her nlans. AL the nage he was sjoing, and
the woy sha had drlven him, Georze wonldn't last too meny yeera, '

Stanley leuczhed.
"ihat are you ~igglin: about?" she asked, smaszed.
Then she felt it: A sharp, searing Daln rocketinz over her entire body,
envelonin; her, bitins into her inmards.
| Stareoriny to her feet, she
slanced bacgk at Htanley. He crinne . and hald her sold-edsed oup. Her
cup, With -his child-llke, idiovic fanoy, he had exchanned them. Her
20ld=-o0dged oup for his, Iilled with poison. "Bicholoride of Morowry,"
sha'd raad on the bdottle.

Crawlinz to the front room, where everything
lay lambent in a semidarlmess, she upheeved srsin and agein. IMearful
streaxs of orimson and orange crosse! her vision, yet she could ses a
chiiling gray-mist bhemding over her.

—

Over the smoky body, she saw &
handﬁome but vengeful face, which seid, "You would kill my boy, wouldn't
you?

Vera felt the crushing jab of ».narrow spike-heel in her ear,.
She screamed. Pein drove in like a2 mo.strous battleship, bounding a-
lon= on excrucisting waves; tiltin:, From gide %o side, with its fav-
ored loed of terror. Blood tushed from her noss, her mouth, her oars,.

, Giving 2 sigh of content, the smoke-like wraith feded over Ver-
a'gs bodry and floste? out the window.

Stealing over her, a torpid sen-~
sation dlssolved the »ain, leaving only peace snd rest. Yet,. in her
dying ears, sho hes rd Stanley:

"Do it arein, Mummy Veral' Stanley
chortled anc plecded, skippins eround the room in joyous exocitement,

"RPlecgo, do 1t ! Ho, h8..h8...hal lLiummy's so funny when she
laeys on the floor and kicks and wriggles! Oh, so fuiny.....Please,
Mummy Vera, won't you do it some more?"

- DND -
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TXLXLXXXXTXZXTXXAXTEXXXEXXEXXXIXXXXLXEXEK XX XX 4 a

= THE PSYCHO [A3 ~ hoarkens st - WRAI BALLARD

&
h . g
2 R R T TR BT XX IR XA ORI LI DX XEXIIXIXEXIX

I was laying around the Embryonic Gardens with the other unborn
babies, shooting ths breeze in the usual fashion, when up steps this a~
. tttendant, .

"Say, Bud,”™ he says, "I .thought you'd be interssted to know
that there's a mag that specializes in fantasy on the stands, Been out
for a couple 1ssuoes already.”

) "Huh?" says I. "Whoy wagn't I notifled at
once? Quick, bring my storki"™ I proceeded to rush around medly, wsnt
to Control Caenter and put in my spplication, and hounded the auihoritisa

But you know how these things are. 3/4 of a year had passed be-

fore I got my stork ride.
01d Doz Vings slapped me on the back. "lhare's
this here fantasy mag?" I sez. Hoe locked &% mo with the gueor loock I

always roceive whon I moention fantasy to normal poeoplo.
But than my

uncle, an early fantasy far, came in, sagar to bring a new-comer into
the fold. "Here it is,™ ne quoth. "good, too." I looked at it, And
then, and only then, did I 1let out the customary bawl,

"I don't 1like

WEIRD TALES! I wanna go backi™

So I started on & hunger strike, and
lost & couple pounds in the nsxt couple weeks fno essy task when you
weigh less than 7 pounds to start with.) All hope for me was given up,
but then my uncle, with the intelligence natural to fen, brought back
ny interest in living.

Gripasi™ he sald, "you might as well stick a-
round, Merritt's SHIP OF ISHTAR will be coming out towards the end of
thig year. More than that, Gernsback will be starting AMAZING in  two
yoars, and,.,”

Y intorruptod. "What about Shaver?" I inquired  ecan-

nily .
"Oh," ho seys, you won't have to worry [CET3
about him for about 20 ycars, and bosides it I.w;ﬁ
will bo & whilo boforoc you learn to resd, end { Vlj‘
then about thet time a great nsw mag will be B\ B
starting. They'll call it ASTOUNDING S8TORIESY -~ J ‘\\_\

"Sounds good,™ I admitted, "Guess I'll
atiok around." So I digd.

. . S0 life steggersd
on, end I learned to read, First book I ev-
er read was TARZAN OF THE APES, followed by
others of the TARZAN series. Read overy stf
mag I could mooch from my unole, which was
ouito & fow. About 1938, I finally startod oarn-
ing anough dough to got my own mags, and tho trond
rovorsod. Now I kcep my unclo in mags.
: As things hap- .
‘Ipren, I was growing up, and soon found myself in high school. -
About my Junior year, I got the notion to earn mysslf undying _-4 —
fame on ths athletic flelds. ©So I jJjoined the football squsd.

As 8 footballer, I Llsft much to be dosired. I was (and am) extremaly
nearsighted, so in my first atvempts at serimmage, I stood peering at
the fuzzy figuresc rsking sround me, attempting to see who had the_fllh




ball.
"That isn't the way," said the coach. "Dive in and tackle the

ball carrier."
"0K," I think, and shouting a war cry {(YNGVI IS A
L0USE!) dive in with the rest. Rush around madly, trying to find tho
ball. PFinally trip and bump my ncse against it., "Ahas..." 8ez I &and
twine around the bell carrier.
The ocoach comes up, and I awalt mod-
estly., "Nice tackle" sez I, not so modestly.

"Yos888S..." Coach El-
lingson agrees, "but it heppaned to be one of your own team-mates run-
ning back an intercapblcn.' Hs went on further to state: "I think it
wonld be hest if you turnm in your unifonm and cancentrate on stnging
with the glee-club.”

This I con-

gidered en insult, for &% the ti
my vcice was & welrd. hoarss,
twe ~toned ailfair, thas -f" fﬂL"
thouzat nothi 0g of juwplnv f =

ctevais geverali times psor sanierces

Later I decided to learn the

"meniy art of seli-~fdadense"” and worked ont with the boxers. Within a
short time I was willing %) aco ¢r *the request of the band director,
%nd sxchungs the Yaxt of self-dafense” for the "art of self-preserva-

ion."

One more attenpl was medo at earning a letter. I went ot for

vaciie  Thene one day, the couc fg bete noir) (don't kmow what that
noans, but 1t sounds learned; suepped out of ambush,

"Wrai," he said

TIrai, it seems to me thal anyone who smokes & cigar while doing rogi-

wori is net ftaking his training rules seriously, so I'll have to remove

you from the squad,”
Thusly I earned my fame &s an sthlste.

From then

cn iittie hoppened, untvil one day when the course of my history was
changed, vhen I 1nnocsﬂtly read THE CLUB HOUSE and ssnt for a  couple
fonzines. Fendom kncws whal happons when you slip that much. You got
letters, and the dops on the NFFFP From KayMar, and no longer is  your
lifs your owm.
! Since then I've lived a sort of fannish lifs: kept on
reading all the fantasy I conld find, corresponded to as many as I
could, wiote ficticr. of & sori and gont it t0 ‘zines that started with
5" SPACEWARP , SPEAREZAD, snd SCYLuA, Early in 1948, Art Rapp turn-
0d the NFFF Manuseript Bureau over to me, end I've been managing it e~
ver gince.

o

Can't write much about my cerocr in fandom, since said ca-
reer is still shead of moe, 80 I won't close now, but just writo.....

Continuecd, noxt episode in § yoars.

—

T RS T  LPC L0 T 2 3 S 7 LM D = T gt AT

T WILL SWAP , (r-‘bRapp, 2120 Bay St., Saginaw Mich)

STARTLING Novombor 1940 (nbe) for a Fall 1944 ish in feir or
bottor condtn.

FFM Pebruasry 1946 for tho Junoc 1846 ish in good shapo.

FFPM April 1947 for any two WT's from 1946.
ASF  Jan, Apr, and Qot 1946, all 3 for tho May & Sopt 45 issucs.
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H. LONCHAMMER IN SPACE
by WILKIE CONNER (who else?)

FORWARD, VERY MUCH 80: You can't write atories about Chuthlu or Ark-

ham or necronocmricon withcut first getting a
ralesse. Being s how I ein't got 1%, I will writc¢ about Z.P.longham~
mer instead. For thoss lucky fans who don't know about H.P.lomzhamirer
he was introduced to en wustupsciing world in SPACEWARY last ewansw,
largs amount of gald unsudsnesiing vorld now £ille the various eaakepits
arovnd the country. (Lny reganblarce beiween H.P.Longhemmer ‘s initus
and what you think thay rosemtle is purely & rssemblance., If H.P.Long-
hgﬁmgr re?amblss-anyone livirg or desd, the guy should be ashamed %o
admit it.

STORY, IT SAYS HERE. I was peacefully getting out my fanzine Longham-

nex 'y Hammerings when who should come bouncing in
but my girl friend Betfy. S£uag was unuressed, as usual, in shorts (very
snort) and bra (very!) and she locked like a Bergey covergirl, except
there waen't any BEM around. Not counting me.

Betty effectively de-
fended herself from my gresting snd picked up & page of my fanzine, eS8
I picked myself up from midst the dusiy stencils in ths corner of the
shack. {(That sentence is posbt.c ...'Midat the dusty stencils.'" --remind
me to write & vosm sometime, Rapp. W.C.) Maybe I shouldn't have tried
t0 untie her bra.

"This stinks," she sneersd.

"I thinnsd the ink with
turpentine,”" I protested.

"Not the odoure," she said emootily in that
sweet way thet only she can be anooty in (snooty, Rapp, not snotty.lC)

I removed my eyes from her br--er, that is, I looked into her be-
autiful blue orbs -~ from s safe distance. Betty doesn't 1like for pe-
opls to look too closely into her eyes ever since tho night she dated
8 hypnotist and-- well, she doesn'’i,

"Please, honey, don't oriticize
the noble efforts of H.Longhsmmer so crudely! Who knows...perhaps my
reader will appreciete my effortsi" ((He must have a circulation 1like
WARP --ahr))

g "Reader, fooay! Just because saneone in Hell's Canyon,

% O\ Sobbovia, subsoribes, is no resson to sssume he  reads
ok the thing. Maybe they don't have modern plumbing in
Hell's Canyon."

27 fr 0 ¥ L\
YR

"Thay do too have modern plumbing
in Holl’'s Canyon.....bosides, 20-1b mimec  papor
isn't suitadla."”

"F will not lower mysolf by
arguing with you," she said snottily, in  that
swest way that only sho can be snotty in. (Sno-
tty, Repp, not enooty. WC) "I camo %o bring an
idoa,"

She pausocd to slap down hand 8.

b4 . P my mhat

gort of thing would you call an idea?" I seid
sarcasticelly. I really dripblod tho ssarcesm.

laid it on thiek. Iiko Sam Morwin, Jr., whon

he rojoets a Connor story or roviows ono of

Rapp's zinos. (13)_|




VLot US DO The TLT6L 50 SOmQUOT Hpacso!T  BHO tavcd DuAG BRAGILPITiY)
gsentonco at mc, srd I was propecly shatborel. Liloe on onbéadeld e
bont oxploding in eome rediocnahivs dsegoo.. '

YI€ Einetein, Eloenliowar,
Truman, Landon and other grest hraips een’f eonquer sgzne -» Rod ewn I,
a maera ganiud, hops Tuf’

"Tim net ssfarring to you,".Retly remarks., "I
refsr to Professor Ignu P. .Eepenack.” (7K., no I shonlda introdaced &
meicT charscteyr esriier. S0 o diuc!t Fuewr unbil row taad he woull Ve g,
m2jor churactar. £9 he might net aven o & mnjor elatugisr. HOU cvnni

'Y

a Iirst lioubtenent cheraotor. W) '
To get back to the etexry Counaer 80
| rudely interrupted, I inquired, "Fush whe ig +this mmjor ckaraster =-now
he's got w5 &oing i%i~~ This Trofassor Joosoaaci?™
"Hot Nrcoseneck!™ sez
Betty., "Ropsnsck.”
. "Ropeneck?" I ez, "That's Noose to me."
"I81 - go

"You might as well," I ao-
guiesed. When you're arouni Betty, acquiessing is oll you can jolly
wall éo. In print, that is. Whav yon can &¢ oubt of print wounld be an-
otisr story -~ and ., a lob move inmbtaresting one, el thatl

out 81de and bring him in," Bstty tells me.

Betty o-

vensl the door, A hungry lonking mapn with his
e, dmuds tied behind bim

S came in. I liked

bim immediately. I knew why

. “hoSe huuds ware tied. After
N &1l, arouwd & g2l 1iks Betty,
i woulin'®™ you?

"This is Prof-
es30r Ropeneck," sez Betty.
: I!No 4 "
- 862 the Prof., "Not Ropeneck. String-

néckn 2 ;
"Not Noosaneck?" I asks.

"™o."™ he ses.
"Glad to hear it," I

: Who's this?" soz the Prof to Betty.
| "That's Longharmax," Botty tells him, /

86%. "No Hoose is good Noose.”

"Glad to malzo you," I said to
the Prsf,

"Likewise," soz he, shifting his gum ®+om cheok to cheok.
"hat?’e now iu tho rosk:t rackel " I inmuired,

"It's in de bag," sex,
the Prof, pnlling a papor sack out of his pockot. "Hore!s da whole
t'ing in e nusshell.”®

And it was. A yecan shell, to be specific. Why
anyone should build a rocket izside & pecun is beyond me, but you lmow
these Profeszor guys, Nono of them are sort of eccentyic. This ona
weg mors Sasa tht. He was eomplstaly baus,

) "Dat," sez the professor,
"is a overdrive, model M-1, series 1903, 19594, gae-operated, air-cool=
§d, ciip-~loaling sloulder weaven. Ok, pardon me, it ism 't either. I
was thainking of Ghe lscture I uwsed o give dwisg ths waw, I was a
firet llewSonany, youw Irow "
"Wersn' ycu a pejor, character?”

"Nope ,

I wasn't a major, but I sure was a character.v

(0 e
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"oes it work?" I woatec to Iow, wointing nv e rosked.

>~
-

the hell should I ¥mow?" asked the Prof, "It air't hasn S¥ied vwou., .
waanlcckin’ Jor a smozer -~ that is, R geelny after Freovledsa, To  twy
it.
"I krow Just the man," I gald hrishtly, thinking of a certain a-
thelstic Air Ferce saitisico, .
"Sheddup,” es2 Betty. VI Imow vho's go-
ing %0 try 1t. 7YOU," £he sald, poiniing dww Loig, Slendear, wall-mugca=
lod Joft breast at me. "my dcear Horces will dest thc invention., If
you sarvive, we'll ell try 1.7
Thet's whaet I 1ilke sbout Betty. She

is 80 direot. :
¥ % * ¥ W

Par, far below was the earth. The green, green earth. It was
spinmning 4:zzily on its axis, The axis w.s geresching slightly. Too
many o0il wells sad drunk the thing dwy. The green, green earth, 8pin-
Ni%gevesoSpinaing, AfSar 1L waichcd L6 for 2 while I was sort of gmmen
nyssife

s Art Repp'as house came into view. It was easily recopniged.
Thers was & pite of R.A. oars on one sifo and Schlilz cans on *hs oth-
8rs -Barn was 2ittlug out in front, eombing nis beerd and reading hie
vast collecticen of rrezines -- geacmd cnly to hie taat colliection of
pireg. {¥ooled yal! V= taogght I vaa gonna 88y beeT GrOWILS.)

I <+thot
of many thirgs as I scared starward for the first time...of the tre-
mendous merent in his%nyy I was creating. Of Betiy, end why che was
80 inguisiiorial (whew!! WC) and yoi &5 uxenicus. 02 the professor --
his brillicat mind and pleabian phraseology. I thought of spaze, and
time, and Luvecrait. That was a mistake. Luckily I'd kept the paper
bag handy efter watching the earth spirning.

Then the overdrive went
into action and I felt a bit of giddiness. Then came msrciful oblivi-
on » :
Waen I came to, there was utter htlackness in the view screen. That
is, wmtil I opened tha tlinds. Sraaking of bBlinds, did I sever tell ya
aveut the blind cow teat waded into ths 4ar pit? Udder blacknesS.weses

Anyway, witl: the bliris oven I could see great suns and stars and
moons. The darkress was crlattered with gresnt hunks of indescribable.
ligp%. Wpile I zamirsé the baaviy of (he universe I cuseed the phre-
jstis who covsed me 4o leavs my %:ppy home anl go a-spacinge I ain't
| D0 E:220r. Rapn pubs 'en La vhsn kg ratyvreas my manuseript. g
' 1 finelly

decided to try for Mars. BMars wes cinsozt to me acocording to s dial
the profesgor installed. I twirled the éial. It brought in one  of
Sinatra's recordings. Wrong diai. E0 I tried egain. This time, Mare
czwo in. llars was a big, wer-like...(oh hell, i becn reasding too much
mythology for research on this epic) and I knew everything was O.K.
{I'm gotting slsepy. I jJust ro-road tast paragrazh, and if it makes
senga, I'1l] wexry Astra Ziomoer--~oven afier the woy she treated me  im
the Decombor WARP. W3)

As I neared Mars, a strange thing happenesd.
The door of the ex~lax chimber opaned end the professor steppad out.
Clogely followsd by Betty,
"Whet you been doing in the fuel bin?" I
asked.
"TM11thy minded!™ Betty sneapped. She must have reszd smeploion
in my fada. In fadt, she must huva read my mind,

"Just fueling around¥

‘axplaine’ the Profesgor., 154




"Sey," I sez to ibe prof. "How do you turn Buis per? now qug?E--
ship off?" The® wes racecsus7 vecause Mars wap Gced #an8u. L SLHLALT
ed out the vorthols st the nese of the ghip. There wa3 2 i3S9
of frozen mid stuck on it. L thoushn of Evephen Feavten. A&7
now the coll, ¢clid growd mMs goazs L3 i Liwrsa ...

™ers a8 & peculiar
sxpression on the professor's cowtenance, Tt was & ev0s8 betwotn To=
wilderaent &ad sinjidiii.. Vikh atapidlty dn the Lund,
"Joewlllikearel!®

he exclaimed, complste with exclame¥ion peint. "I 1nvant@f Puw To ts=
in de %'ing, tuv { win'd yeot ifigzzored choubt lhow to stop iHi"

4 <3 < v 3 &6 Bet‘ty Bk
gan to display her emotions. ©She displaye everything else &ll ths time
so she might as well disr’ay her emotions once in a while. She kicked
the professor threo *imes in ths lowsr end of the spins. All on ns

+ing % happen ard grabhed Detty and soueezed lLior o8 tight as I could.
- Y

I
t

|

#

'nough I should invent &'%ing and git it woiking, wit ‘out figsern howta

bounce, Then she begon.on me.

Pirst she pulled my ears., Just call me
"elephant ears" from now on. Then she...well, I gin’'t exactly an eunuch,
but it isn't har favit.....I measged to back amay and glam tie door of a
supply room berwesn uld. T hid smwongst the flying sults to escane the
flving bocts.
[canwhile Mars was looming lerger snd larger in the view-
soreen, (Meybe I whoulds 8013 this to PiANRT?) Just as T stepped ocut~
e.d6, Betty zreeted me cheerily. What u Lofs uppsreut thet gal has!

The Frcfescox» was coming arounl. e povred some water on him., He
startel %o scvemm, e thougns 48 were tyying %o mske him drink it.

& L “D

o

something!" Bedf{y coumendeld tin. Not en unreasonable request, when you
S$C) v ooneidaye ids

"Ya espent me ta t'ink of everyt'ing? Aint it e-

etop 1% yasev
I made & speech thet even r~iRapp wouldn't print. Not e-
ven on a cover. CLatiy scconded my remarks. I1'd never realized before
how much her childéhood ysars of driving & mule team in Death Valley had
Eiozgsnad 23T Voeowulery. How words were enough to make Les Croutoch
nShe
And Mars was now only a few hundred miles away!

i
2

We watched with
professor figured. Man, how the papers flew! I
: "Paydirt in the 4th at Bslmont,..™

bated breath whi

i3
Piczxed oms wp. It g

e
sa.
Then We
arrived on Msers.
IVt was a %% of 2 mess,
Profassor whatzizname, alss,
lsn't with us eny longsr. The thock of landing ves too grost for him.
He didn‘'t \have the prezonce ¢f mind that I &éid. Me, I saw what was go-

The ehdck shook us up quite a bit, dut it dida't hurt, Beitity, she was
80 damm mad st the terrific lsnding, ska shot a withering glance at the
gide of eur sip. It witherod, and we crswlod out.

= A smell, purple
men woes standing thore, locking at un.

3 * %

Marse has a high civilizatiom. Thoy woro yoars ahoad of us in
Bpaco “ravoi, Thay hedn't visitod Earth bocause a copy of SPACEWARY had|

Bocldwtly arifuod thore. Woull you? puy 13 that is ancthor storye.
”ﬁmini.mg“yg_tﬁll 1% _to gou ssnetima, = BlD ==
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GALLUPING " THE  GALAXY- - r=tHARY

©ingo you guys woroc nuts onuf to answor tho.poldl printed in  the
MAYWARP, guoss T gotta lotcha in on tho tabulastians. ;

Firstly, tho quostions worc not prinarily desligned for sampling
the literaery tastes of fandom. No, indesd. My interest was in deter-
mining how many replies I'd get to a casuaml regue st inserted in the ed~
itor i8l column. Since over 20% of . the WARP readers responded, I think
it proves something or other. Of 200 ballotes sent out by Don Wilson
for the last Dreamland Opinionator poll,.37 ceame back to him. So you
WARP readers make nice docila guina pigs for my peychological investi-
gations. . : |

Now leave us proceed to the questions. ..{Incidently, if you ever
taks & poll, provide answer-sheets., That way you'll get the answers in
a form that cen.be treated statistically. ,Thers were so many qualifi-
cations, amendments, and side commsnts to these answers that all I can
do is present some general views and trendsi...ee

(1) " Ranking the prozines in order of preference. As was brought
to my .attention by several peopls, I forget Planet in listing the 2zines
rurely unintontional, I assure you. i One isolastionist elso inﬁluded
g vote for Difforunt, which might be considered e stf prozine. # One
.|of my purposes in asking this guestion was to eee if Don Wilson was

| justified in leaving it off his poll last year on the grounds that adF
lwould win in a valk, anywy. Well, he was right. O0f the ten fans ana-~
| wering this question, nine gave aSF top plece.-. The tenth rated it ssc-
tond, with the Standard pubs top. # - TWS and SS were sccond on most of
the lists ~-- and in all ten listings, wero nevor soparatod, which I
think proves that they could just as well be ona monthly zino, rather
then two bi-monthlies. The samo could bo said in lessger degrog of FFM
and FN, althouzh it docs not show up decisively on this poll sincec sev-
oral fon votod on only one of the pair,

Q*ﬁu fﬁa%g, X578 As for last-placors, WT wes named five times,
R AR b Plenct twico, FFM and AMZ once cach. # S35 and

-

t;&\;eﬁb' AFR consistently huzged the middlo of the list,
‘\eiégj..~\ epparently rousing noither onthusiasm nor rovul~
o $5;. gion in tho fannish broast.

¥

e i Z) - (2) 1iked and dislikoed asuthors, and outstending
storys ™A couplc" was vory liberally intorpretod by most answerers.
Three nsmed two favorite authors; from there the lists ranged sll the
way up to nins. Rather than rig up § complicated point system, I'il
merely list the authors asppearing more than once: Bradbury snd Kuttner
wers on.5 lists; van Vogt and Hamilton on 4; BESmith on 3:; and twice-
mentiomed were Frodric Brown, Hubbsrd, Heinlsin, Sturgeon, andi GOSmith.,
if In peneral, votsers tended to »ick their 1lists from s single mag: for
example, those which concentrated on aS8F voted for such writers as del
Rey and Clemant, rather than switoh sllegiasnce to the big nemes of Z=D
or Standard. Thip suggests the interesting theory that fon would rath-
er road an average writer in their favorite mag than & talanted one in
somg other mag,.

3 I

.- dielikes, there was loss tondency to turn the twosome into &
crowd:  In fact, Bome only voted for ona, saying they couldn't think of |
-any othar writer thoy dislikod. This zetms to disprove the popular tho-
2y thai fen are blood Shiv oty varpfs (1%}

et e e e E—— e+ e e = —— s o ¢ y -
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Tho cholcos wore 80 scattorod that only two numos appoar tvice:
Margarot St.Clair and EESmith, There aro a couplo of intorosting foa-
tures -~ Shavor reoeived one vots in the "best" category and one in
the "worst" category. And one fan voted van Vogt both best end worst,
seying that when hs was good he was wonderful, but when he was bad hse
was lousy.

The "best story of all time" anewers surprised me., The only story
on Which two fen egreed was Hamilton's "The Star Kings." The others
mentioned were: The Null-A series; the Green Man series; S0 Shall Yo
Reep; Alice in VUonderland; First Contact; Dwellers In The Mirage; Gray
Lensmen; The Ship of Ishtar; and Ark of Fire. (Which last would have
beon my own choice, aleo, if I'd aneworod tho amcetions.)

(3) Artwork. This category, frankly, ie & mess. So meny of the
answers were gualified that it's hard to draw any concluslen. About
the bast way to sum it up is to quote one fan's answer about which mag
has the best cover art: "None conseistently." All these megs drew
votes: nSP, AlMZ, AFR, ¥FM, FN, 5S, UT, And don't ask me what happen-
ed to TUS aund Planete.

On fnteriors, some fans voted for artists, some
for mags. TS end 5SS seemed to be the favoritas,
with Bok asnd Pinlasy mentioned most often by nama.
Since Bok snd Finlay appear mostly in other megs,
you can try drawing your own conclusions.

On covers, Finlay, snd Jones win,

Y./
Worst artists: One vote eplece for St.John, Paul, /
and Lee Browvm Coye. K\ \\v//”\

From the wide di vergence of opinion this qusstion \ \
has rovesled, I oxuoot countless articles to bs written

' B o
on this topice C'mon, sound off!
T s .‘Z‘:\\e /

(¢) Now we coms to fandom. # Most of the answer- (V/’
ers ¢0llect all prozines -~ or at least, those they read. The av~-
erage collection, aceording to this highly inadequate sampling, is a-
round 600 mags. This is mostly accounted for by Coslial's whopping
1786~zine stack. Ulthout him, the average drops to sbout 400.

The average book collector has 110 wlumes, although several
fen don't colleot books at all because it costs too much. This seems
to support Redd Bogp's contention that the outflux of hardcover stf
is too much of a good thing.

Four of the 8ix replies to the question: "Do you eave fanzinas?"
were &ffirmative, Coalal adds that he has & 20-foot stack of 'em. A
truly horrible thought, is it not?

(5) Two fen answering the poll do not belong to the NFFF. Only
one belongs to & regicnal fanciub -- mainly becanse of thes scarcity of
regzional fanclubs. Three bhelong to looal clubs; most of the others
would like to, but are iamolated.

Five repliers have met othey fon, snd nons sxpress violent re-
pulsion., Comments ranged from "surprisingly human” to0 "Bome seem like
ell=ground 200d guys, but many are.rather odd personalities; no two
alike." ‘lhich seems, to-define Mr. Average Fan pretty well, at that.

. (318) - BJD -




¥O TNLICAPION: Tt quit oo quick. (19)

;;//f/fff////f//f///]{{ Desy Arbs —T
// Pl gl L o oS it wes with considerable amazement that I

".‘.s'/
§ o - g . -
iy 40 A /{ reai Bogzs’ edaigsion thet he is a rebid  fan,
// g A b £ /6 Mhe foshion in ViFa, of whieh Redd is one  of
‘ " 3
’ ‘/

ré onteiniding membars, it Yo deay that |

THEY e
-

/;///////////////////f Sne N6 anghiny mere than & miil ivherast in |
N

arytaLng sehat Shal 8T IE.
DAN MUTCAHY

Dear Mr. Rapp,

I read Mr. Redd Bogga' letter in the current issus with considerable a-
musement and interset. I note that he hoyes I will reply. CIDut one
ecsnnot ergue in these matters., Ds gustibus non dispuisndiem is an o8«
tablighal prineiple, 821 I Xnow ¢f 1o good reasorn vo prrecsums to take
1ssue.

It sesms clear fto me that Redd Doggs is glad he does not have my taste,
and in very lerge part I an gilad tnat I o not have his. More than
that one can hardly say, unices I wera to add, as I have done defore,
that no one 17 reguivsi to buy Arkham House books, and that anyone who
prefers his cwn tasto is invited to put vy his owm money to publish
whet ke iiles,

Sincersly, AUGUST DERLETH

Dogr=Iivy:

= den't care much for fiction in fanzines, s0 haven't read that
type stulf in your mag. Msyde I otta. TFile 13 is undoubtedly your
pest fariuve, with all due repard to the piles of stuff Boggsis writdes.

Wizber® 1s, in somman wiih all sdlitorial material, of coneider-
eble intevest to w3, bul In genoral, it lvesn't seem to be a8 interest-
ing &c ne ag mest anyboir cles's cditoriel ramblings. Guess you don't
ruf eusvgh 0f ymr porgonslity in it.

What heppenad 40 yonz Llist of pen nemes? I could supply you with
whole gobes o that Info, but intend to put it in FANTASY FOUNTAIN in
FAPA scom, 30 guess I won't bother with it hers.

COSWAL

-
DB:‘:I‘ L.{,. U:

First off, congrats on your town's success in the matter of ob-
tainirg drin¥kable water. LIFE gave the event quite & spread ... and it
Just occurs to me that if you 4id not read it in LIFE, very likely ypu
didn't Ikmow Saginew wes sans aqua purs, subsisting as you do om  more
epizited ligquida.

Concerning the May WARP, 1 say:

TIMBER: Mesaty stuff, tho I fail t0 8e¢e how pickled beef relates
to fannish topics. ((Oh, I was just chewing the fat, you might say.))

PROBLFM IN ORNITEOLOGY: The bird 1aid an sagg.

BOOX REVIEW: Good tesser -- made me want to read "Siniater Bar-
rigr."

WHAT'LL I WRITE: Like Ed sald, he got a page out of it -~ and 8
clever nege 1t wes, too.

THR GLEEFUL CADAVERL Neat Nolsonnet (too bad it wasn't 14 lines
~- wouid li2ve made that comment more appropes)




PITE TUIRTEEND - Inte ostiog sball, Thanx, Redd, fLor the Xnd com-
ment concernins “apatia.” el Tryaios 19 il gwedlb. !

CCVER: Fakedly speuling, yeu nesd a gecnel %0 1% ehowing tho ezg
thatohed. .o e N0 doutsy, 3% wap =n illusteedicn dor PROEIEM IN ODNITHOL=
OG..I- a6 0

Re Clark Ashton Smith, I liked theo one story I have read of his =-
an Avon Fantasy Rsader selection it was ... "The Flowsr Wemen'. Dia

anyoorT Glfe real aund liks tuat story =-- or disiike i4?

Fapnighly, BILL WARREN

'Lo chum,

This ain't Pucker spezking, bdut Bdco. Anyhow, got the new WARP
| today with the medium luscious nude on the cover. Hope that sticky-ps-
per held on &ll tha copiss yrcu cont out!d

Noticed in the recent FAPAmailing whers somebody (Rothman?) tgok
& lusty cut at the Forteans too. Whsn the correspondence between Russ
Yectman (erdent Forteanist! ond I was at ite height, he had the Society
{1 £lood my box with orud. I got a DOUBT full of flying saucer stuff plus
enplieation blank, Then I 2ot Ywo or three more Lianks from Russ, plus
morg crud. I5 waa mogbly fxom Buss that the anti-scientist stuff came
o myv attention, Never thot they were like that. Anyway, my oplinions
on the ®S coincide wiih yours, Robhman'tg (if it were nej and most oth-
exs .

On this mimeo-hekto thing: Uhy not do the hakto first, then out
the stenoil from ths hekito copy? 2Put toothpizks in the jelly in 2 pla=-
ceg (22 mope) so ths sheet wii't pass them tnd your hekto will be iden-
Jical {as rossidla). it wonida't ruin the jelly plate since the tooth
vick holog wouid he on ftho cotside margin of the pic and future pics.,
Thnea, ac I £9id, makg the stencil frem the holkito. If it is femsible,
that i3, Ti tho stonecil can te elignod so that the mimoo copies can be
gure ol hitting “he hekio shests whorc you want thom as they coms thru
the r?1§0§3 (Docs this malo senso?) ((Zeah, but it sounds sort of ocom-
piieatsd.

Well, if Radd isn't sued by PPCI mnd/or Wells for his SKY HOOK blast
this migh®t @lso give him & hot time! That BkHk blast tears me betwesn
twd siles. Radd and Besil are, I believe, good friends of mine. Now
what to 10? I don't emtlrely egree with him (in FILE 13) but it makes
no difference. I violently disagree with him in SKY HOOK tho. But I'l1
-leave the’ now.

—t——— = —

Will Beggs end up like Wilson? Fans, juet stay in fandom long e-
nough snd veill see!l

Abeaver , ED COoX

({Now we take up Ray Nelson's elongated epistle that we had to cut off
in the middle last month)):

8peaking of amoralism, maybe us Bexoerats and you Rogoists ocan
get tocethor., Ve have & wonderful motto, you kmow., "Do you want Bex~
usl pleastis?  Join .the sexzceratal e will reorganige society in such
a way as to provide the wmmimun amount of sexuasl pleasure for every
citizenl" Since a Roscos, ag any inhadidan® of the underworld kows,
is en euntomatin pisiol,- we oviht 0 et glong just fine. WE provide
the Cavse; ¥CT prevido the ways and means. {i.s. Roscoes.) The Revo-
Juticu ie mmen up!  VIVA LA ROSODEL! ;

Ravig i Bdng! ' Bangzl Fizzle.
- i : Yore , RAY NELSON
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P.S. to Jomes U. Boll..... Write & stf story arcund Tcynbee? No'T
sane stf writer would touch that Chricitisn tallerilash with & ten-foot
pole., Shaveriem end racisl manury wers abtout ag far off the deep end
g8 Stf men care to go. NC NO NOT TOYNBEE, to put it simply.

({Sounds almost like Singer at times, doesn't he? Seems we had
another letter around here somwhere...oh, yehl) '

Dear Art, !

Maybe whet you need to save your subscription rete is to cultiv-
ate a freask. Remember how out-of-state people used to think of the
MSFS &5 "the clubd with Ben Singer in it?" If you can play this Roscoe
thing in & smartoid way, maybe said bhegvar will replace Ben 88 the most
popular menster in Tarcdom.

Is there any Texale beavers in your sect?® ((Well natch whet would
seots bs witout ghemales? And don't enswer: "The LASPFS.,™)I\

Did Hal Snapiro write the STF LBROAD this time? That "Look into my
eyes™. 3tu®? sounds Llike Hal atl that going awey party for Ben Singer at
which Ber 2id not gzc away, snd you dil ndot come .

Speaking of stf Yroeds, havs you met Vireinia Besbe? If so, is
she marriad, and whet are her shuatistics and neusurements? How would
you know? EHow would I know how ycu woulid Imow? ((We refuse to enswer
on the greunds that we mighi incriminate ourselves))

Ahk; "Tho Mustor." Give Stevie for me & big kiss.

Boggs rolls ponderously over the usual number of toss again. 1
can forgive That bastard e¢verything dbut his lousy infalability.

Roscoism should go plsces. I don't know where, tho, Mira should
be far enough.

Way don’t yau drop thet editorial "we"? It sounds silly in & fan-
zine. I know thet, berrzng beavers, muskrats, and split personalities,
thera is OnLy (Thanl "aoc’ ') ono of you. (Quotes are to show thet I'm
an athaist,) {(Sircs when? Seems you end ®inger were Ffighting in UNIV-
EXSE end MUTANT or athoism)! 1t 1o0lkts to me Like & tangentisl semantic
Goige for editors sc thmt Uhey can cuinumiosy individuel readers and pere
petuate their totalitarian rule of the Herd.

//ﬁ:;TTLZA(ML A&f\\\

NY FRIEND THERE )
VOTE THAT YOV
ARE ALt WRONG,

IHL

"

OQM
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"Tho 13her Explanstion’ &5 Pasos 4evoitoa L0 retel.iing the muchin-
ations of one of tho cordies* #ima~travel gimmicks I have ovar lorcel
mysolf to endure in crier Yo gel tho g0od out of the obhar &o mants of
a story. Is 1% tho supromg implaugibility of time tra<ol that makos
gtf hacks turn to it azain and agair, or ds thoy Just run dry of idoas?
Why don't they have & 1ittlo rospcot for the doad and bury that concopt?

In other words, "BAHRI"

"ONE SHOT" Good. "SYMPTOMS" Good. "ELSIE" Piss poor.

"Quien Sabe?" hy don't you call this column VHAT THE "HELL" or
somé such thinz. Not ono fua in £1ifty, I'll bet, knows vhat "Quien

8abe?" means.
Yorz, RAY NELSQN
Dear Art:

The April-May coveras were accurate to & gnat's eyelash as far as
synchronizing the heotoing with the mimeoing. I don't know how you do
1% . but my method would be to mimeograph the cover first, ink in your
~olom8 or ons of the mimeographed copisey, and use that for your hacto-
ureph master. IFf yon match your master sheet along two sides (a cornsr]
of yeuy hesto tray, you have nebural ouides for laying your copy sheets
dowm exsctly. No douv’ there are small details I have overlooked, but
| thev ig my guess as o how it's done.

Your Mny cover, incidently, chocked hell out of my stepmother. That
covsr Onviouely bas iig poinis, bubt Art--Gee Whiz! Ya wanna get benned
from ths mails our sumyin’?

Ouvstanding piecas in wne Aprll ieh were the two poems by Pvt. Sché
sumburger . Yes, they wors evan better than the editorial (which is us-
ueily top oo my Xist). VYou must get Joe to £ill = vwhole issue with his
postry scmeday. “Fils Thirteen" lost faver witlh me after those three
long pagos o2 open letter. The 1lasd puge was uwp o standard, but I wish
Boggs viould have used hic open le%tes 1o Mr, Derlsth as a soparate art-
icla sul sant iy to somd fanciie that I donu’t getd .

"St2 Droadcasts Againl® offered a number of chuckles. Vas horrif-
Tied to leurn tha’ Redd Bogeps wrote Chepter 3 since I was positive he
was the authe» ol the ssc.nd part. I hated t0 Bee von Heine depart from
the Living eest, but I e%ill hold a hope or two in my throbbing 1little
resrt that seme wind haasted fan will bdring him back to life. Von Hel-
ne's last words threw me into hysterice. Since I was reading it in the
rragonce of a fair-sized orowd of peaple, it wes most embarrasesing.

"Dimensi caal Gat@?” should have had a few mors cquestion marks be-
hind it, {???9?2) ‘'/las readabls, but I would have profered & little more
aumor in it. .
MAY:

"Problem in Ornithology" vent over big with me. This i8 something
I'1ll be able to reed over amd over azdin. Bive Gregg s mmall medal or
gsomethinz. '

The book review on "Sinister Barrier" was an interesting piece a-
bout an interesting story. I especially liked the ending of the review;
'twas shecr genius.

"3TF Droadcasts Agein!"™ Connor wrote chapter five, It ocoulan't
have been anybolr elsa! (But that's what I eald ahout Boggs on chapter
tvo, wasn't i%.} The plot has thickened unbearadbly. I rather enjoy
geeing you thow up sgain in the story; it must be frightening to be at
the mercy of a fen author. I hope you don’t suffer too much. ((Not asi
long 2s I hold the blue pencili))

"Culen Sabe?"” comes out darn good. You must do a lot of ocutting to

2at the lettors to come out sans sludge. (Or ghouldn't I judge othars
='22)




by mineself?) ((I do loave & lot out of most lettors printed irn (57 --
c¢lge this would be & lottorzine, I'm afraid. My geu2r2 policy is to
lezve in the parts which {2) will de of generul iniarssi, or {b) mizht
touch off 8 nice vicious feud. So far, no ons's offered to feud about
the way I out letters.)!}

And hers is where this novel shall end. I swear it!l!
WALLY VSBER

'f(cutting back to Ed Cox's letter -- boy, are we hashing this column
up this month!i)):

Gregn's Problem sounds gs fishy as "The Aphrodite Projeect™ to me.
Not to mention the (good) ending being unlikely (stfan that I am I'll
have to see it first!), I've never heard of Sindman-Kruner. In all the
A& T have, I've never Secn the gur's ramns (2l%ho he may have been esr-
| lier than my file covezs) and in PPK (aud I heve all of them, plus the
fact that I "know" %hum. I've never seon 1.8 name. Ia TUS end S5 of
which I have mos%t, 8%il1l no Zrauwe:s (0x Sicéman: I never can figure
whlch is the real neme in 3his aldae izl Thick, ain’'t 1?) (Oksy, B0
iv's Keaaerl!) ™ie snly Rramor 1ive knewr irn s$fictiondom is Prank Kra-
I mer ke of %he awkvard inl-porr, he of {uc hovrible pen=-scribblses in ASF
fand ether mags!. |idumpsic pags 85 of the May ish with page 28 of the
April Lohy 1% may shel 1izhi cn your problem.))

|- -

STF DBROADCASTS AGAIN ! (Continued from Page 4)

The loud but increditly clear tomes of a golden, alien voice bursi
from every operating ltouispeaker on Darth, completely engulfing all oth-
or Programs on thoe airwaves. Mosh of the listenors to the Great STF
Broadeast of Johr) Upperborth andi the NFFT though’ the massago was paqt
of tho program, perhaps & pickup from the Mers-rccket itsclf -- but in
slashington, in Loméon, in Moscew, in numerous Army srpd Navy labs, sta-
tions 2nd radio posts, as weoll ac in other natione, the radio manitors
didn't just '1i sten. “lirc rocorders woro sngpped on, radic diroction
findors bogdn to twist thoir 120p antonnao, and the wobwork of the con-
tinentsl radar dofonso systom bogan a fronzied scanning of tho 8Ly .

[ ] BDO NOT BB E.LARMLBD‘ SOI' THREB...‘I.JE A.RE ERE (@’-\/
‘ )

FOR FEACETUL REASONS.,.TH(S IS NOT AN ATTACK
DAY SORT...WE ARE A RACE ALIRN TO YOUR

SOLAR SYSTEM, AL VIGH M0 GON2A%T YOU FOR )

THE %0ST MPORTANT BVENT IN THD EISTORY OF ~N g
YOUR “/ORLDna. '

The beings in shining armor, whosc bubblo-ship was now hovoring
only & fow thousané mitos frem Torra's suxfaco, had no wish to booomo
vietlms of sumoe unsuspscicd dofoneo weapour of a frigger-happy semibar~
harian race. Betbar i »isk Shrowing tha whole emotional planet into
panic than to ba shod figst awd questioned later.

¢ ¢ o\/B WISH TO CONFER IMVEDIATRLY UITH HEADS OF GOVERNMENT OF ALL
NATIONS ON BARYE..,WE IEAVE IT 70 YOU TO SELECT THE SITZ AND TO
ARRANGE TEIS NLELINZ...GONTACT US WHEN YOU ARE ASSEMBLED...USHE
ANY UVAVELENGDTH IR TZE AUDIO BAND...

And so sent ths voices from out of the night of space, turning the
world into e semi-Trightened cump of Scampering ants. Not & government
on Earth really believoed the spesakers. Obviously it wea the ruse of anm
enemy country ~- but their frantic cebinet meetings and military stai;gs’

e -~
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conferences could provide no better alternative than to obey the com-
mands, while keeping & sharp eys open for the attack which they felt
sure was the resl rcason behind this fanteatic tale of a galactic civ~

ilization. L | *

THE BROADCASTING STUDIO, of course, was in chaog. Domeone algnal-~
ed Upperberth that he was off the air, and tha switoched on a loud-
speaker in tho studio so that tho ennouncemont from spaco could be hoard
thore.

Wihat happened? Our broadcast...” gasped Starr, astounded by
the frantic sourryings of the technicisns in the ocontrol booth.

"Plenty!" choked Uppsrberth, speschless for once in his l1life.
"TPhis is the greatest thing...why, FITS can.,.the rocket will...but
this i8 greater...poor von Heine, if he had only 1liv.,," He paled.

Starr, following the direoction of his bulging eyes, locked at the
door of the studio. There, coming through the bustle and orowd, was a
icvely, goldoen-clad woman, accompanied by a familiar 'towering figure
with a lush black beard. .
Upperberth found his wice at last, in s
might shout,.
"Great foaming Beer =~ It's Professor von Heinel"

* x ® ..

A PEW MINUTES before the space-broadoast began, the Master of Ear-
tan orouched over the wide., glittering controlboard in his mightg Cita-
del far from Terra. Hs was frantically calling the Priestess. The out-
ermost of his far-flunz obsarvation net had just reported the bubbdble-
ship approachings Earth.

At lest contact was made., "Priestessi" he
roared .+
Hor golden face appeared on the screen, worried yet triumphsnt.
"Yess.iMaster,” shd replied. Ves that mockery in her tone? He couldn't

tell.

Mihy have you not come to the thought~fiald as I ordered?" he
vhipped out. "This delay is dangerous! Unforseen events are threaten~-
ing our whole strategic plan, and imperiling the very existence of Kar-
tan! Come at onoe, and hurry!" his now harried woice rattled off.

"I am not coming," responded the Priestess' calm tones. AR,

(11 B
Hurry and.. .WHAT!" For the first time in untold eons, stark astaish=~
mant convulsaed the Master’'s features. "Do you dere to defy me...ME, the

lMaster of Kartant?”

"Yos!" ghe blazed with the full vitality of her be-
ing. "No longer shall I be but a olod under your overbearing dominance.
Wnat is Kartan, that I shonld defend it? 4 senilo ruler and a horde of
phentoms from his mad brainl"”

Hor voloe dripped scorn. "And Daaklg is
the samo.....You and Daakta's ruler can match Thought-Men ti11l the Cit-
adel is dust, for ell of me! I atey here on Earth, where the poople are
roal. I etay horo -~ with Igori"

His fece 1livid, the Master rose be-
fore the screen. "Then you die! And I unthink Igor at this instant
..-‘JIﬂlo.oUIlhuooIGOR!--oWH&T HAS HAPPHIED TO IGOR?" hﬁ Bcreamaa.l‘ls h m

gnveln~

hund, I em no longer Igor," roarsd the black-bearded giant, stepping wp

to ths vision-scresn. "I am Professor von Heine, der greatest uff der

“124)
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sclentists -- for I Laff o brains!
Vern dexr friestess stebhrel me, my body
died =- bub my dowlis mind Yook owr

this Tgor-body wyou proviicd.....and %
now it ias beyona youi rawer %o de- \
Btroy msl® Xe floxed nighty musoles [s‘—\:\ ~
in vigorous tripmph as his vcloe Qeais

roared at the cringing Master.

The Master slanmed the visi- S

soreen off. He wes shaking with _ -~

Sﬁnile 1‘838. “Thenoeq.' hB gra" 5/ * ey

ted, “,..they shell ALL die! The { 7 .

Folarians will nsvexr edd the PRS- 2 S

Green Planet to thoir idlotlio !j.r‘ ":J -

domocracy...end tho Friocteoss ey Sulal
g

and von Jeino shall ncb iive to
Gafy mpalw ~

I hurvield te 2 huge ’\_{
sdivining chaabe: , whare Uitantie
zoparabtus lay uadsr ths dust of cen-
taiing -~ machinery whosa science wad
eocus forgutten yot wnonas effscis were
loegendary in Kaii-n.

. Tha Master brush-
ed cohwebs from huge control vinels, set
cezialin levere in thelir sleoti, Iurned
cregking haundvieels anil sdjusced vernier
!mobe, And ahceve him, on the uarface of the
Kaer tan worid, & mountein cruntle. away to
reveal huge, glitoring electrodo-like struc~-

tures. ) ()/\
Gibbering insanely, the Mastex h =V

closed 8 switch. And %hen the sky reeled

crazily, and waves of sund folloved shock-

waves; the gloomy land oI Kartan was bathed in

light, brilliance biazing brightor than the eyo could endure. o
a

ravening tolt cf nwe enoxzzy *wisted the very fabrid of space itself

into a dimensiop-ironching halix vhich slowly, then swiftly and more

swiZtly, arrowed %toward “he unsuspecting Earth with its cargo of planet)

wide destruction.

Frothing and babbling, the Master of Kertan dropped
back into his mighty jewel-stuided throne, glazing eyes fixed on the
telescreen that mirrored his ¢ying triumph,

* * *

AND IN A emall, rude spacecraft plunging ever nearer to the red-
brown disc of Mars, Glover Mackintoch, jarred from his hypnotic trance
by the blow on his head, stared unbelievingly out the window of the
control room at the starry woid surrounling the doomed and falling
rocket ship.

~~ END OF PART SEVEN ==

The anthor of this thrilling installment of "STF Broadcasts Againi"
will be revealed in the August issue of TPACEWARP. The preceding in-
stallmsnt, which appesgsdqipnidne Jmﬁw-‘,.veowﬁtten by
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