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"”7‘;:=L (Dafinitely Denes, Dimly Drooling Deliberations) i o

flﬁOPE 70 TUINE thought-tondrile with most of you in person between
now and the time I start cranking mimeo on the next WARP. If you have
ever attended a Vorld Stfeon, you dm 't need my urging to insure your
presence in Jincinnati, 3«5 September. If you haven't, all I can say
is you're missing one of the vital features of stfandom if you gould
get to the Cinvention, but don't.

Uith the other Michifen, I'll be en-
camped in the Metropols, Just wander eround peering in doors untlilyoun
find one that opens on a denso cloud of tobaoco smoke. Grope  around
until you eluteh & droopstom pipe, follow it up hand-over-hand, and
you'll find mo and Roscoo at tho other end.

' Think of the plessurs you
will derive from telling me in person just how lousy SPACEVARE is!

THE AUTHOR of Part Seven (in the July ish) of STF BROADCASTS A~
GAIN! is
Ep COX

AND if you are wondering msbout the cenesored box in that ish, per~
haps this will explain it:

'Dear Art:

Now look here, 'Then I gend a story to &n ed I ooneid-
er it a yes or no proposition., BEither it is accepted or rejected. If
it is accepted, I oxpect it to be printed in sprroximately the way I
wrote it. Now I reallze you have the problem of coordinsting all in-
g8tallments of the sorial and I'm not adverse to having a seone added,x
ono removed, or & bit of exira phrascology put in, otec, but I am def-
initoly =sdvorso to your shifting tho personality intonded for one char-
acter to ancother, your changing the whole sequence of my story and war-
ying the whole wording to such an extent that I myself can hardly rec-
ognize it as my owm work.

I -on't say that what I sent you was one of
my best works, because it wasn't -- it was far from it. But I d4id sp-
end a good dsal of time writing it and I felt a pride in my asccomplich
ment. I feal nc prids whatsoever in what you published as the current
installment of ths ssrial. I d¢ not consider it my owm. It i8 more
of & caricature than an actuslity.

50 I am only asking one thing of
you% Ple%se refrain from announcing me as the suthor of that install-
man LI R A

THE ABOVE wag received after page 26 was run off, but before the
zine was assembled, luckily, Since I didn't have enough paper on hand
to re-run thes pago, and wanted tc¢ get the zine into the mail, I compw-
Wmizsd by thoroughly blotting out the name.

I won't go into the reasons
for not checking the manusoript =- which was, indeed, extensively re
written -- with the suthor, except to say that it was a matter of time
--uitimat ely my own fault for not having given the writer the necesaary
data in timo for him to get the instellment to me several weeks before
deadline.

My apologies to the suthor, and also the the WARP's readers
who will have to romain ignorent of Part Six's author -- unless, as is
’euggoatod above, they chalk it wp to me.

ANOTHER unfortunatc mattor that has just como to @y_attont17n13
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the so-called "Cream O'The Crop Club” announced in VARP's lettercsiumn
in March, 1948, by Jeanstte Maris Thomes, 2648 N. Frarklin St., Thila-
delphia 33, Pennsylvanie. According %o Roy R. Uood, Zhlge g&l c¢olisat-
ed duns for the organizstion, <then apparentily drorped cuv of fandom, &
ne replies are forthcoming %o raquestis for return of the money. Un-
less this is cleered up, he plans to turn the matter over te the post-
al authoritises.

Although not directly concerned in this matter, I am
concerned about it. It is raroly that fendom turns up any deals that
are crooked, surprisingly rarely, considering all the fanprojects that
involve sending money to total strangers whose only guarantee of homes-
%y is that they are -~ or claim to bs ~-- fans. It is because of the
high record of fair deeling that fandom has marksd up in the pest that
any incident of this kind should become the concern of every fan. .

. arn
haps this particular case is explanable by circumstances not known to
Roy. If any fan does have informstion bearing on the incident, it ie

certainly his obligation to get in touch with Roy immedigtely. Cff-
hand, I can't think of any sction fandem could take if this asotually is
a case of dishonesty -- except, perhaps, to take & more watchiul at-

titudo toward future dealings with unikmown fans. Anyone have ldeas on
the subject? ‘

GEQRGE YQUNG, President of the MSFS, while wqrking in 8 Detroit
factory zigged when he should have zagged, and thue tangled with 8 dia-
mond bore machine, resulting in several.weeks in the hospital. Thie
is one reason for the long delasy in appearance of THE MUTANT, &tewart
Metohette and I, with the help of George's young eister, pot some of
the ish done over ths Fourth ~-- that is, Steve and I stood around whi-
le George's sister ran 'em ofZ.

The MSFD also msde history that week-
end by holding a olub meeting on en excursion steamsr in the Detroit
River. This is & procedure highly to be recommended, particularly if
thoro are femfon in your club. (There aren't.-- or at leasst weren't at
that meet, in tho MSPS, dammis!)

: : MUTANT will bo out one of theso weeks
barring further catastrophe amonget the MSFS mimeocorankers.

Don't forget that when, not too many weeks from now, the annual
NFFF electlon bellot comes to you, you'll want to vote for Snemry, Cox
and Rapp, tho NI ACTIVITY PARTY. By re-electing these candidates you
get (1) South CGete in '48; (2) A Monthly TNPF in *50; (3} Tho Activity
Roquiromert Plan. No% to mention ABLE, EXPERIENCED, and ACTIVE offie-
ials to heed fandom's greatest organization in the coming yesr. 1
Don?
Just zo by our campaign literature ~- compere NFFF of & yesar ago with
NFFF today, and let our actions in office be our strongest argument!

vote for the ACTIVITY PARTY is a vote for an active NFFF in 1960¢

COVER for next month's Annual Convention Issues of SPACEWARP will
be & nice repulsive little thing by Trev Nelson. I think I said it'd
appear this time, but Ray's was already stencilled, end I am lazy o&nuf
to put off cutting another stoncil until next month...80..44s

INCIDENTLY, in the course of preparing this month's cover I man-
aged to drop the bottle of rod hectoink, rosulting in somo grussomo sp-
ots just to tho 1o¥#U of my yollowback 8SF's. 1 shall weave this mute
ovidonce into & horrifying warning to be hissed into the ear of any vis-
iting fan whom I suspect might be tempted to walk off with a meg of two.

Lf Y Exit, chuckling fiendishly.....
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NO GREATER DREAM AND OTHER FANTASTIC TALES
by Jos XKermedy. The Spearhead Press, 817
Starling Ave., Martipsville, Va., 1949. 51

PP 75¢.
reviewed by REDD BOGGS

Nobody reads fan science fiction. So Mr. Joe Kennedy of Dover, N.J.
hag opined more than once in the pages of fanzines scattaered over the
country and over several years. Lest someone think I am implying that
JoKe is a dope for exprossing such cynical thoughis, let me hasten to 4i-
lvulge that I harbor tho s9zme suspicious. Howawsr, i trast that Jos joins|
me in believing that iv ie on vnizundsre2d ghans, Jor in skipping the ma-|
itorial listed urler Mrietion® cn a fwnuine’s Toll the Yesder misses  some|
mighty intgresting stnif, A e2se 1n point Lg ths new ecllsction of Ken~
nciy s own Lfiotion, which Trowasn He Cexter hag gublishad in booklet fors
undayr the titie ¥g Szestar Dranm end Othar Pantnetie Paies. Mo who pasﬁ

XA
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gvs up This iterw miugee poms Z2vToyring smterial.

. Comprising four fantneies whiech tosal some 30,000 words, No Greater
Dream it a neatly gotten-up mineozraphed pamphlet isensd by Certer as the|
Tixet of a bookist series publisking "werihwhils material which never gese)
publicedion bacauss it 48 not e=lsble o & s3%rictly comupsercial magazine.“!

L Zgur stories in this initial collaction f2ll inde trab cetegery, tru~

Ly grough, exd one hopes thet the beooskle’s will enjoy esii-out popularityl
in orasr™ ¢ assure ccnliauaticon oX tha-project.

The title piece {16.1!* 18 a sensitively done short which rates both
aa fan fiction ané as fsn fantasy fiction in the Faucyclovedia meaning of
thosa terimg., The nzre o ¥ilo dreater Dream" ie e sriond of ours --a fan-
tacy fen whose axceilent $tastes in fantastic literwiturs, which are  des<
jecibad in some dstail, promebly rarslldl Jos's own = and yours == to 8
teloge degree. Mors o a meod-piece tarn a stoxy, "No Greater Dream" does2
‘manage to produce & couvinoing new twist to the old weird themo of  the-
fpock-oontalning~the-~ultimute~seerete-cf-the-universs.

l "Cosmic Visitor" (44.3), the second tale in the booklet, 18 perhaps
jthe least unusual snd surely the leosst convinoing of the four. It also
'points up ono ¢ff Joe's chiof faulte =2 e fiectionist ~- an ineptness in the
lfcrash&dcwing $ochnigne. ag “Uoawice Viasttor™ cpens, the roader naturally
forus a gvinthy for The leacdirg character, Vor FEral, a survivor of a
‘graay eavestrophs which almost destroyel his planet, who comes to  Earthn
(Beavening for a izce similar to hiz bo esediad his people in . radullding
;thaly civilizatior, On the second »ere, Lovevar, i% is revenled that ths
Jepssainnes” Geeired dy Vor iral g of the Typo elicited from slaves. .
%kile this reveiation may have heen meani ae a surprise to the resdar, 1%
rghould heve been fovechalowsd bv some hinte e to Vor Krali's rexl pwpose.

*W0.E.  The pumder apporied to eech title mentioned above rofors to  the
| story’'s Docimel Classification, as formulated by Jack Spaer._r?r<
' ‘~—;




This same fault ip exhibited in "No Greater Dresm”. Only balateldly doas
the reader learn that the hero is a orippled war vetorsn -~ au important
point in the plot.

The point of "Cosmic Vigitor" is also guessable early in the story.:

The third yarn, "The Inquisitor" (44.9K), strikes me as the gem of
the collection. I am admittedly a sucker for this type of story, where-
in a lone Terran agent penetrates the searet society of rabels on e str-
ange, Barth~conquered plane! in the guise ¢f & native. The superscient~
ific:method of this incogri%e in ven Vogtien in concept, and the way Joe
ikeeps his yarn in high gear by putting his hero through & series of har-
jrowing adventures is in tae b53% Blenet tradition. The use in this sto-
ry of numerous little deteils aboul tns planet Riga and its culture help
establish. g not-foo-alisn bt elfsctlve vackground, and for good measure
| there is a philosophical aside or two, such as & remark about the seman-
;tic distinetion betwesen prevsn¥ive ernd sgressive war. Although the end-~
ying impresses one as being vague and oconfusing, this is a quality atf
y’al‘n -, N % : '

The £inal sbory, "The Stars Are Cold" (44.9-35.), is & puzzling 4i-
tem. According to the forsword, it was begun me an imitatian of Merritt
‘yet it is an interplanetary. Ivs theme, moraover, 1s mors typiesl of
{Clark Achton Smith who -~ along wiill Theodore Sturgeon and (I think)Carl
vSelwyn, cmong others -- 1es writtea & sftory on the same idea. The half-
rqueation of whether tne btlzarve siventures otn the planet Alcor are not
merely hallucinations ¢f a rsver~-inflemed :mind, and the well-Kandled tre~
Igic ending of the story, are perha:e¢ ths next paris of this yarn. The
tdepiction of ‘the hero's ciyssey on iLlcor is properly in the mood of an
!illusion and partakes “am. " gomethiang o ths spectacle of a movie

f carcoon run slightly out of focous and
at faster than normel spesd.

Pilotionally speaking, considera-
ble improvement could be made in each
of these gtories. A predilection fg

w=——yypurple palches and an oversbundance
< itelicized nections sre perhaps the
most obviocus faults. Italics searce~
ly serve thoir purpose in s typed fir-
mat, wut psrhers the publishsr rather
than the asthor should be chided for
fallivg %0 wse ancther device instesd
of undssliining. &nother wealness is
ths uvrnovnvivzing dielog, and the over-
use of “he Said Book. Added to these
faulte is the high inocidence of misspeilsdi woris ~-~ snother item to  be
charged agsinst ths pudblisher rather %thern ths author.

‘ On ths other side of the ledger is the enjoyable diapla{ of Ken~-
;nedy's growing competenoce in the fiction-writing field. In this bocklat
he hes written four fantasy tales on widely differing themes, none of
them very original or strikingly handled, but showing & mowledge of fim-
dgmentals and a talent for stringing words together thet can be approci~
ated ovon by onse who is woary of "hack" plots.

The mimeographing is excellent, and the prectice of skipping a line
between parsgraphs is laudable. The gray cover is neatly lettered andls
a8 wrap-around affair that encloses the gpine as well as front and back.
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. Tom Carter's introduction could have spared us the too verboss pra-
ise of the stories which, after all, follow the introduction so closely
that the reader is capable of evaluating them himself rather than allow-
ing the publisher to do so. ©Such press-agentry would better have heen
saved for adverflsing literature.

For zood messure there 1s & brisf asutobiographical note by Kennedy
at the end of the booklet. Altogether, Ho Greater Dream is a pleasant i-
tem to find in your meilbox of a Saturdey morning. In his PAPAzine Green
{Thoughts Kennedy states that the price of the booklet is "not over 504"
dut according to publisher Carter ~~ who probably should know == the pri-
[ce is 75¢. Unless the mimeographing was done professionally, 1 camot
imagine that the booklet cost more than 25¢ per copy to produce and mall.

4L 850¢ profit on each copy seems sxorbitant; I trust that Carter will see
‘fit 0 reduce the price.,

In any cese, No Greaster Dream ie a worthwhile item for your fanzine
collection. Not too many years from now you will probably be displaying
this booklet and boasting that you read Joe Kennedy's stuff before  the
irest of the TWS readership everxﬁﬁhrd of him.
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DAZEDLY Glover Mackintosh passed a hand over his forshesd. His
horrified eyes wore fixed on the swelling disc of Mars visible through
the foreward port. The rocket ship seemed deathly sllent now that the
jets were off -- so silent thaet the Assistant Bditor heard the pounding
roar of blood in his temples. A dull ache throbbed in his head  where
the edge of the control panel had lacerated his scelp.

i "ITtawocan't...b8l" he muttered. "Iis bub a trick of ye're ayes,
'Glover laddie. Ye've more guid sense than tae ¢
risk yo're 1lifeo awa' from the guid selid Harth," )

Dubiously he pinchoed himseclf, No -- it
hurt -- this wesn't a dream. For one awful
moment Glover Mackintosh olung to a stanchion
while the Universe reelad, then his gyrating
thoughts returned to & phrase he had ussd but
a moment befora.

"Sure-r~r-r, it canne bse ought but an
optical illusioni" he shouted. "That cr-r-
-rack on my head has mixed things s wes,
yet I segm to remember leaving the FITS
office for-r-r the Planetarium. Thot's
it! This isna resl at &1l -- it's only
ons of thoss machines those Pr-r-r-ofessor
laddies usoi”

Calmer now, Glover Mackintosh let got of
the stanchion and relaxed into tho =eat facing




the control pansl, "Now thon," he thought, "yo know where yo &are, @lo- |
ver laddis, the question 1s, whut are ye hare for®"

There could be only ons loglcal answer, of cowse. He must have
flatly refused to pilot the von Heins ship, whereupon Upperberth, un~
willing to give up the publicity scheme, had assigned Mackintosh the job
of taking a "synthetic" trip in ths Planetarium machine, and ghosturit-
ing the "gye-witness sccount” for the FITS readers,., True, Mackintosh's
memory wae 8o foggy he couldn't he swre of this, dut everything fitted-
-~the nearing globe of Mars, the room full of machinsry in which he
found himsélif...and here was the final, confirmatory proof -- Mackintaoh
spied in & corner under the control panel a8 familiar battered carry ing
case, Sure snough, his typewriter!

[ Humming contentedly, the Assistant Bditor hauled out the typer-~
| discovering in the process & large box thrust in behind it, a box whose
contents clinked and gurgled when he moved it.

"sh, guid, guidi{" he exclaimed, opening both cases. "Nae doot
Ur. Upperberth provided the beer as & stimulant in case this remarkabls
illueion, created perhaps by hidden movie projectors, should ungettle
my nerves., Come to think of it, they are & bit unsettled.™

Uncapping a bottle with the opener provided, Mackintosh sattled
his nerves, then twirled a sheet of paper into the typewriter and De-~
£2an to writo eess v

* * ¥

"eedUnd den,” roared von Heine to Upperberth, "dor Master uff Xar-
tan vas so speechlesas dot he dar televisor shut off. Vimmen und Thot -
Men he can dominate, but me, der great Xarl von Heind -- nefferi"

"Sure sounds like you told him off right," Upperberth replied ad-
tmiringly . "But from your description, he's not the sort of gpy to take
lan insult like .that lying down. Better keep your eyes open."
| .

~ "Bah!" gnorted von Heine. "Id iss & mere trifle. But vat inter-
este me .isg how you haff mit mein rooket progressed. Iss id for der
. flight reasdy yot?"

' "Ready?"” oxclaimed Upperberth, "It's alraesdy in spacel -- took off
| early: this .morning. Should be nearly to Mars by now." The editor of
:FITS looked at his wriastwatch. "That reminds me, Prof, I'm supposad to
‘call the Observatory =-- they're trecking the fllght with the blg scopes
{there.. '"Cmon; let's £find a phone."

-i . 5

' The paunchy publications magnate led the black-~bearded German phy-
{ sicliet thrcugh the crowd in the radio studio. Starr and the Priestess
i who had just been powdering their noses, returned in time to see the
men-going out the door, and trailed after, followed by the admiring eye
of every adult male in the studio.

"In here," said Upperberth, opening the door of an unoscupied of=-
fics.

While Upperberth got busy on the phone, Starr tuyned to ven Heine.

"It's certainly wonderful to have you back, Professor," sho ‘told
him, "Espneislly after that horrible time at the morguo."




"ieh, dot vas' too bad," agreed von Heine.' "Yon ha.; %o 1d9ntify me
for der police, nain" -~ My other body, dot iss?” :

"hat was the general idea,” Starr told him, "oxeept that by, the
time the police sot us down to the morzue, your bodp had disappearsd. I
thought Glover would Mava kittens right in the middle of the floor ==
it was aays before his teeth gtopped chettering.”

Von Heine stroked his beard in pwplexity. "Vas ist?" he muttered,
"My body disappeared from der morgue?"

"I sould have told you that ,¥ interruptsd the Priestess. "Igor ~-
|the first Igor, that is~- and I thought those Daaktan Thought-Men  had
(kidnspped you, but later we found they kmew me more about it then  wy.
In fact, no one has sver found out what really happensd.”

|

"Ach,". said wven Heine, furrowing hig granite brow, "Diss ist gum-
Iting 1 aheulnd heff known aconer! It iss an important davelopment, und
nust mean=~-

! He never finished the sentence, for just then Upperberth bsegan to
zhout into the telephame: "WHAT! He's out off all power? Why..didn't
you get in touch with me immediately? How lons?...welld, have you com~
puted...oh, he will...how socn? Yos,'yes, I'll got thare 88 soon as I
canwe.l'n leaving nowl! :

| John Upper bor th slemmocd the tfeloephone into its oradle and faced th
group. "The astronomers say Mackintosh has cut all power and is in. @
‘frec fall toward the surfacc of Mare." ho said heavily.

Starr and the Priostoss lcoked blank, but approhension swopt veon
Ebine"s faces. 'Dot iss bad," he commented. "Sum'ting hass wrcng gone,
nein? . ‘ :

"I'm afraid so,” Upperberth .  “X/¢ \
agreed. "He was to have <turned \'
the ship st midflight, 'dut inor-

ler %o decellerate, the rockets |
should have been re- started inm-
jediately., I'm afraid...”
f "Haff dey der trajectory computeds" . \
"Yes," Upperberth answered. "He'll | -'
2it the surface in abcut an hour, st tre- | “// i TR -
iandous spesd, 1f the jets remsin off." ‘ /, NP “-\\_\— .
"'"""v " »\\'*\> \\.
"Vell," roared the German, bristliag ’
1is besrd,’ “Vot ara ve standing here for? To der S Ca s
dbservetory i (o 4.;7«,

In & pell-mell rush the gusrtette thundered dow “ﬂbfhn eorridor toward|
the elevators, but in Upperberth's bresst wes the ing convietion that
.Glover Mackintosh was beyond aid. Only too well he remembered the hyp-
jnotio conditioning which the lanky Aszistant Bditor had received ~- last
~di teh effort to avert disaster on the fiight, which apparently had ne
been sufficient. With millions of miles of empty space betweon Derth and
'the rogket, with only uncertain radic contact, how eould they sid Mﬁ.cm-

-|eosh in his fearful plight? ) * *

THS GLISTHEING .‘bubble-ahip of tho Galagtic Rmpire drifted its swift
orbit arocund Earth whilas the glittering boings within it awalted the ip-
9




termational meoting thoy had commsnded. Meanwhile the shipboard routine
want on ~- the teking of never-ending observations, the ocompiling of da-~
ta for the titantic integrators back at Galactio Center.

Nogt of the instruments were automatio -~ csmeras, audio and RF re-
corders, barographe and thermographs, and instruments that recorded rad-
iatiens and field-intensities which no Torran scientist knew existed -~
but even automatio machines mugt be fed new reels of film-tape from time
to time, and must be checked to msee .that they are functioning properly.

Thus it was that a minor jiggle in a stylus~line came % ths atten-
tim of one being. Deftly he slid the tape from the instrument and re-
placed it with s fresh recl. Thon he 8lid the old tape into & projector
and began reviewing its traces for the past few hours, pauaing now and
then to consult a bulky handbo ok,

As the unreeling tape brought one graup of pips into view, the be-
ing stared with elack jaw and dbulging eyes. Mechanically he touched the
control that halted the tape, and as if in a daze pressed a crimseon tag
on the bulkhead.

The hersh clangor of emerzency alerms resounded through the craft.

& * * @

"Phrow some power into thoss enginesl” screamed the bubble-ship CO
to his intercom. He added & string of profanity in the exotis language
lof Rigel III, with paronthetiosl bites of Proesyon IWs more disreputable
idialects.

| "Bt what about Earth?" somoone apked. "Shouldn't we at least try
(to wam them of the ongrgy=-bo1t?"

| "No time!" the GO yelled, watching Sol dwindle or the ascreens. "We
.will be lucky to get out of range ourselves -- thank the Galaxy you lmp-
.pened to see that tape vhen you did. I've seon ons of those bolts hit
'8 planet, and believe ms, it's worse than a Class VI suparnova.”

! .

'| "Well,” said the corewman, "At least this way they "il ne ver know
'what hit 'em =- and if S0l goes nova from the concussion, maybs we can
=taka this tub back to Center and gzo on furlough."

"Yeah," said the CO without looking around., "That's the one good
feature of this mees,"

- END OF PART 8 - %

LILY OF MiRS - by Bill Verxsn ]

The arid waste of the alien land And then I looked, as bafore my

gtretohed far before my eyes; ayeB

and my fever'd brain in siokness saw . a spot of green aeppearaed;

stranze, urtholy things. and in this green, the green of
Earth,

And as I lay on thia red, dead world, I saw a lily grow.
and knew that I must die,
I prayed that I might sse once more It arew tall and straipht, and

a thing that apoke of Larth -- nodded slightly

not white, soft woman ner c¢ool, as in an Earthly breeze;
.green hills; and in the dew o velvet white

Juet a bit of Earth-grown life. I saw my Rarth, my homo,.

TRe
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LET US IMAGINE that exacefly one minute from now you are going to
raceive a vigit frow the family lawyer who will hand to you a check for
& hundred million dollars left to you in the will of your poor lato Un-
¢le Herry, You want that dough. Naturally. You're nuts if you don't.
Everybody, whether he edmits it or not, wants money. If somobody tolls
you he carce not for money and the things it will bring, he's a liar «-
I don't care if he's an artist, preacher, beachoombsxr or politician. So
vou want it., And in just sixty seqonds you're xoing to zet enouzh of it
to roll in for the rest of your days. But right now you'zre just sit-
|4ing therse, wai ting for that Ikmock on the door which means the end of
lall your troubles. God, it's taking & long time for that lawyer to get
2ere, isn't 1t? Look at your wat ch. Just thirty seconds gome, but you
would swear it was & minute. Look again. Another minute gzone? No,
just fifteen seconds. Aagae, the suspanse i8 killing you, isn't it%? It
is too, you liasr, But the lawyer finally arrives, right on the stroke
of 8 minute by your watch and at least fifteen minutes by your brein.

Now let us imagine thet you are in hed with the woman you love,

Not an unpleassant eituati on, surely. You and she ars doing all the
things usually associated with the ciroumstances. Fun, ain't it? Funny
how the time &hles,.though. Time for you to met wup and go now. It's

dawvn and if you wait until all the neighbors are aweke, they might talk.
Or maybe her husbanrnd is coming home from the swing shift. Anyway, it's
8%11l too soon for you, ien't 1t? Quit ssying no, dasrn you.

Now you're really going to have to uss your
imagination. Let's say that you are just a
brein., You have no sease of sight,
since you have no eyes. You have
no sensge. of touch, you have no ex-
tremities. You have no sense of
hoaring, smell or taste, no ears,
noge or tongue. Boy, are you in 8
fix!l You can't gee, hear or fesl a
clock, you can't hear anybody tell
you the time. For you, TIME DDES
NOT BXIST! In & universe in whioh L : “ % ’
thers is absolutely no motion, there oan be no time. This 18 anslogous
to you. You exist in a world of utter black, lightlees, soundless, od-
orlesse, testeless. You may have existed for a moment or an  eternity,
for all you know, You may die-in the next second or you mey live for-
sver, though to you these terms have no meaningz. You know no such
thing ag time. If you can read these words or hear them read to you or
read them by the Braillo system, this situation will beo utterly incom ~
giehensible to you., Por you have a saneo of duration, of the passage of

me «

Here we go back to you and that wonderful lawyer. Now take out
your watoh and look at it. It gaye, let us assume, precisely 12 o!clock,
The hour and minute handes are exactly coincident at the figure 12, <the
second hand reste exactly upon the figure 60 on the second disl. As you
watoh the sesond hand, (we shaell not concern owselves with the other
two)it moves. Eventually it reaches the figure 30. Ome~half minute is
gone., After a bit it moves onto the figure 45. Only one-fourth gflzhj
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original Time period remains. Finally 1t drags up to the rigure b9, On-
ly one socond to go., OStop! Here snters the realm of the hypothetical.
Let ue divide that second intec microseconds of say, only cne=-thousandth
of a secnd. That Becond now seems pretty big, eh? A microsscornd hand
gsterts at ths figure 1000, or 0. It swesps downward. When it reaches
500, hal?f the original second remains. At 760, one-fourth remsins. Ah,
here we are now at 999. Guess what? Yup., Ve divide ths one-thousand-
th of a second.. Into millionthe of & second, At 999,999, we re~divide
And so on, ad infinitum. I hope my point is obvious: ANY GIVEN MOMENT
IN THE FUTURE NEVER ARRIVES!

The foregoinpg, in particuler the last paragraph, has been gn  at-~
tempt to bring you to the reslization that all time or time senee is ii~
lusory and wholly relative. Tha fact that time, to you and to me, Sesms
to pass, does not make it so. Einstelin, Korzybski -and
ven Vogt will bear me out in this. To each and ' avery
individnal in the univerass, on this or eny other plenet,
is assigned his own particular, private illusion of the -
passage of time. Nome of them are precisely the same,
not even two, says Semantics.. Furthermore; any partic-
ular individusgl's time senss ie not a constant, It is°
continually fluetuating in accord with outside environe-
nental influences. Jazz musicians take depressive arugs.
It slowg their judement of -the passing of illusory time.
They are enabled to play, under the influence of these
drugs, musiceal compositions which seem almost impossibly
fast to one who has not taken the drug. Emotional aituations release
chemical hormones into the bloodstream which affect the time-sense ocen-
ter of the brain and seem to make time flow faster or slower sccording-
ly. While sleepins we have no .realization of the passage of time. Vere
it not for the sun, a clock, the birde, we should have no awareness up-
on awakening of whether hours, minutes, yeare, or centuries had slippad
away whilat in the zrip of unconscicusness. TIME IS ILLUSORY, AND HAS
NQ EXISTENCE VHATEVER IN RBALITY OR FACT. '

&ﬂ,})

To rescapitulate: time is illusory, & falsity brought about by cor
sclousnecss and the esenses -- any given moment in the future never arriv-
88,

Yot contrary to this indisputeble deductive evidence, that time
does not exist, that a slven moment never arrives, that all ie 11lugion,
the fact remains that our sensos inform ue that the second hand does in
reality arrive at the point of beginning, tho lawyer does in reality Pfi-
nally come and We get our much coveted filthy greoen., How to explain tihs
away? The answer lies in our consciousness., Vhat is it? How does it
work? If man does in sctuality have & soul, an ego, & non-material sub-
stance or what have you, that is not dependent upon an organic conglom-
eration of substance for its continued oxistence, how is it we don't re~
member from the "time" before we weré bhorn; how is it, indeed, that we
need & body at all? IXIf man is all the relipions and socience fiction wri-
ters say he is, if he has a soul, an ego, this awareness which ig not e
pert of our bodies and which vet conceivably has all the senees and in-

& /. telligence attributed by the sclentists to our

M/l~=  complex electro-chemiaal nature, why be  tacked

s =S —  down in a good-for-nothing hulk of a body which

4@? “Z L eventually rote away and dies (or 8o we are in-
AL 2 e e formed by our senses)?  You answer it, And how
e N to explain that we exist at all? If there 1s no

time, matter san have no duwration and thus camot
coneeivably continuve to exist,
Cannot we make something out of these
deductiong -~ time a8 such does not exist oxcept as an illusion of  the
:sonses, s given moment mever arrives, matbor camnot oxist in en illusory
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futuras, yet seocmg to do so -- which ‘i / 7 2
can make all the ‘facts' fit? Well, - ,// Soid
we cen try. Let us theorize an in- ~_::;S\j§ﬂ

finite number of co-existant mwer—/ /W\\ =
ses within a hypotihetioal fourth @~ "+ j/
mexsion. GCbviously, from our  as« /L 3
gsumptions, this fourth dimension /

cannot be time. Ve carmot con-
ceive the naturs of this dimens-
ion, it is imposgsible for us
who live in a three-dimensi-
onal world, bub we shall
mersly hypothesiza its
gxigstance. Let us anal-
oglse owr own-three-~dim=-
ensional universe to a
jdimensionless point in space, " our theorstioal fourth dimension as
‘the locus of our own small point moving reotillinearly through spacse,
‘ |or if you will, the fifth and for sixth dimenstons. This desoription
nsce“oarily suffers from the limitations inherent in en analogy, but
must euffice. Circumstances are now such that we can adequately ex~
rlain ell the foregoing deductive phonomens with referenco to the an~
|8logized picture of the universe.

Through some natural factor of the fourth dimensional continuum, a
tfactor incomprehensible to us, esach point on our line, a complete Tin-
stein three-dimensional univerge, limitless yet finite, differs from ite
immediately adjecent neighbors in a fourth-aimensional direction only in
detail. That is. ai‘acent universes ers for all practical purposes i~
ldenticel, differing only in such a mannsr that any one detall  changes
from no_nt to oount in a continuous and uniform etyle. Thus, only be-
tween two universes wicdely separated on the fourth- dimensimal 1line oen
vast differences in coné&Sruction bs noted.

Let us nowselect one particular point, or universs., It is a stat-
uelike effigy of the mobile, ever-changing world of our semnses. In it
there is absolutely no motion. All is rigid, rocklike, like the scens
that remains on the ecreen when a motion-picture camera is abruptly hal-
ted. There you are, sitting at your typewriter, we'll say, looking likm
& wooden Indian, presumebly at work on your Great Stf Novel. There you
slt, your right index finger poised foolishly and unmov1n31{£over the
"y key, You will, in that particular universe, remsin in at positim
until the end of "time." Now let us move on in our mythical unorthodox
Journsy to the universe immsdiately adjacent. Thers slmogt nothing has
changed except that you have now depressed the "y" key. A few points
farther on you have written the word "you." An incredibls number of u-
niverses later and you hsve written "30." 7You're finished. You have
written the Great Stf Novel for posterity. Now a quick flashback again
to where we began. There you still are, your finger yet ready to strile
the "y". In that universe, your brain, if it were 1sid open to inspeo~
tion, would be seen to havse & certain phyaiologioal structure, a struc-
ture distinetly difierent from the structurs of any other brain in that
universe and different from ths atructure of your own dbrain in any pre-
geding or succeeding universe. Certain neurone synaptic csonnectionsare
open to nerve current, others are not. This elsctro-chemical structure
taken in its collsctive entirety is indicative of a cortain memory dis-

inllar to any other. Your memory is a direct result of your physiolo-
gical construction and nothing else. In your mind is a memory of act-
ions and decisions in preceding universes which led up to your sitting
there at your typewriter with your finrer ready to dspress ths "y"

of the machine. You have no memory that you will strike it but maigle_
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a construotion of brain which you interpret as an intention to do so.

In the next universe the brain matter in your head has changed only sub-
tly. The construction 1s now such that you have a memory of having str
uck the typewritar key sometime in the past, that light rays have anter-
ed iour eye and sctivated the optic nervee to inform you of this and
that your actlon has resulted in a black claracter upon white paper,etc

It is evident that there must be another counterpart to man of which
We are entirely unaware. Its identity is inexpliocably hidden., Its pos-
itive existence, however, is a lorical necessity if we are to fit all the
pleces of our jlgsaw theory together. Uithout it there would be no ganse
of the passing of time such as we have. Ve would remain forevar with
the same thoughts in our head and neither we nor anything around uswnu ld
ever change. It is essential that you fix this idea in your mind firmly.
I{ nocessary go back and read the whole thing owr again., It is as im-
possible to imagine the nature of this "other self" as it is to imagine
more thamn three dimensions. 1t can only be dsdugsd that, since we have
no swareness of it, it ie something fluid and plastic which flows along
from univarse toc universe receiving impressions from the continually but
subtly changing constructions of our brains and interprets these impres+
sions as memory, desire, emotion, instinct, etc. It 18 a mystery why we
sre unable to identify ourselves with this other being. Most prohbably 1
because it is indetectadbls to any of our five senses; thus, since our ine=
dividualities exist only as impressions made upon this "other self" by
our physical beings, and it is incapable of instituting change in owr
brain structure through the sonses, it may not even be aware of itself!
Perbaps it ip a thing common to all humanity, a sort of mass mind. In
this light, the possibility of a "world dreamer" is not at all fantas-
tic. I&, in some far world succeeding our "now™ slong the fourth~dimen-
sional line, the physical minds of humanity are interconnected by tele=~
pathy, it mey then begin to recelve impressions of its own impressions,
through which we sesm {to ourselves} to0 exist and thus become finally a-
ware of its own fourth-dimensional substence. Perhaps then all deazd hu-
manity will oome to 1life again within it in another existence a&s rsal as|
this one svems %0 us now. Mgybe there is & life after death.

But digressigm grows tedlous to the reader, The faots remsin. As
our non-materisl self moves slong the infinite line of uni verses, wa ax-—
ist as a part of it, edch of us to himself, receiving awareness only th-
rough the sense organsg of our physical beings. In each universe our st~
ructure& are minutely changed and different; so we have an illusion of
the passage of time, through'the collective impressions our bodies make
upon our other ago. But the universes are co-existant, The reality of
the future , through which our bodyless being has yet to passs in order to
give us an awareness of it (otherwise we should 'remanber' the future as
well ag tha 'past'}, is ps concrete as our "™ow." The difforences be~
tween our universo and thoso we have yot to experience are all that de-
tormine whet the 'futuro' shall bo. They arc all fixed and unaltersblo.

ALL 1S FORE~ORDAINEv: There i€ no originality, no independent ftho-
ught, no genius. Einstein could no more help bescoming cognizant of the
Theory of Relativity than I could help writing this imaginative article.
From the moment of fir st awareness when I was ‘'born’', it was meant that
this should be written. It is of no use. Yhatever you think you have
done, whatever you think you shall do, it was all there befors you came
to it. If there is enother war and you 1live throu-h it, don’'t be bitter;
it was inevitable. But if you are bitter, you can't help it. You can't
be snything else than what you are, no metter how hard you try. Whoever
wrote "I am the master of my fate, I am the captain of my soul," didn't |
know what he was talking about. Even &8 he penned the wo rds, he dldn't |
Imow that that had bedn his fate since before the beginning of 'time.”"
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20, you thore, if the prozines won't buy your crud, if even the
fanzines won't print it, don’'t feel too bad sbout it. And if you <o,
you can't help.dts, &fter all, we're a8ll just a bunch of pitiful pup-
pets dancing on the é4nd of z cosmic etxing!

TEI\W -

L u) 3 . b fa k. .
thooniyghodisroscostheonlyghodisroscootheonly
b : 1o e 8
] | R h
onlyghodisroscootheonlyghodisroscootheonlygho

After some dolay through difficulty in deciphering the mildewsd
birchbark slabs, we at lagt have additional informatien on fandom's new-
o8t and greatest religion. For & time we were ctuupet by certain obscu~
re references in ths acred Writings of Roscoe, but in a flssh of mystio
Intuition one of our early ccnverts, Ssinf Edco of ILubec, divined the ex-
istence of Oscar, the Malevoient Muskrat, the evil varmint who tempts the
faithfnl into the primrose paths of heretical beliefs such as Alpaughism
tGhuism, cr Bheerasuda. ,

Ancther emininont ecelrsiesdic, Brother Rick of South Gats, is cur-
rently mediteting hermitlike in the desert, seocking insight into the re-
lztion of Rotrzoism to foo~Foorand Ghu=worshipe. What may emerge from his
resoarch, ornly Rnccos knowsi For fear they might erack undexr the strain
we have as yet not posed %o Brotner Rick or Saint Edco the guestion of
the orthodoxy of Soxoerscy, vul this form of Reosocolsem is highly recommen-
ded by Reverend Radell oi Celillsc.

THE SACRED WRITINGS OF ROSCOE {BOOK II)
l. If typing near & pago'’'s end you find you've overrun it, don't

scream & curse in Roscoo's neme -~ A it's Oscer who has done
it! The bane of fuming, fren- gz;’ ziod fon, thie evil pseudo~
beavor brings walls of woe 2 whore 'er he goos, the skulk-

ing, base deceivor:



help.it

J

2. WVho tatters covers on your mags? Who makes your hocto blur? Who
tears tho stoneil you have cut? Damncd Osoar is tho curi Ho makos yor
noedod stapler jem, he rips your pix in two; but morst ef all he makes
your mail come back merked POSTAGE DUB.

3+ Hs hides $he books you're hunting for, etiwe &wst % make you
sneeze, and sticke your cherished fanpub deep in Startling's lousy B'e,
No matter how you try $o ward his hex with
grux ansata, he'll fill your letters in the
-prez with printers® foul errata,

4, A fandom-eneering article, in mundane
zine you find it? Remember as you rage and
‘roar, 'tis Oscar who's behind itl And as the
woes of fannish 1life on you descend to smo~
ther, remember Oscar can be balked by Roscoe~=
and nons otheri

6+ If you would tread oy Oscer's toes o
. make him scrsam and wail, the most effective
- method 1s to swear "by Roscoce's tail." And if
you want to tell some rat you hope he  slowly]
hangs, begin your curse, "By all the marks of

Roscoe's sacred fangs..."

6. Some poor, misguided jerks will try to sell you their rsligion
-=but if you're a true Roscolte you will not budge a smidgin, To Osocar
with their pantheon ~-- it isn't worth a sliver: The only Ghod is Ros -
coe, and his heaven is his riwver!

7s For when Roscoe thwacks the water with his tail on Judgment Marn
the fen who sneer at beavers will wish they had not been born, for such
heathen will be punished then as promptly as caen be: they'll float
downstream %0 Oscar, who will CHEVW ON THEM with glse.

8+ But the beaveristic faithful, who were Roscoites of old, t hey
will swim into the entrance of the Beaver Lodge of Gold, and in Roscoe
8tf collection they will browsa for endless TR,

days -~ 1t is (just to prove it's heaven), gf’x L
TWICE AS BIG as Forrest J's! #f)

C -

9, Roscoe's automatic mimec will print e A
the fennish talos, and each fan will  find | 1
new fanzines flooding to him in the mails, | Aw

and the one he pubs himself -~ well, its | -;11
subscribers will be legion, and its praises %ﬁ'r/
will resound for eone through the fannisah ] g
rogione. ‘EE%%E-”/ '

10, Bverything he writes or draws will
be selzed by the ods and pubbed, with no
more 0f & delay than if Aladdin's Lamp were :
rubbed, and if -further proof be wanted that i PR O
the fan to heaven goes: In the Beaver Lodge 49 NSy
of Rosoos, BVERY FAN WILL CRASH THE PROZ}

- END -

NEXT MONTH IN SPACEVARP ~- the annual Convention Issue! Part IX
of SIF Broadcasts Againi: ' & Bottstory, snd completo coverage of the
.Seventh World SIF Convention} Tell your fanfriends! Read the first

eyewitness Cinoy adcount -- in the September SPACEUARP §Id
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FILE CLERK'S NOTE: It ie with regret that I snnounce that the already

= 'long-delayed item relating to Sam Merwin, edifor,
will not sppear in this instalment of File 13. Preparation of th;g S
em involves mome re~reading that I havo so far besn umable to ccorpieve.|
Of coures, you have my apsurance, a8 usual, that huic mutant fggtu:au
will appear nextime. # PFile 13 now has 8 sirtar deporinant, which be- |
gins in the August 1949 issue of Bloomington IMews Lottex (F.0. Box 260,
Bloomington, I1l.). Aside from one itom in tne zirst instalmernt -- &,
rewrite of File 13's comment on Time's stf review -- ths IENL department
will not duplicate this colwmn, ard File 13 delinitely will confinue ae
long as Rditor Rapp wants 1t. Aren’t you &ll glad to hear this?

BITY THE PCOR PULPSTER! Thareo,is 8 Heart-rending engle, so far ignored

: by the fan-press, to the current fantasy book
situation; ' the plight of the poor pulp writer. The author who shalls
out good money for The privilego of secing his reviled and rejected
brainchildren snug betwesn the covers of a "vanity" edition deserves no
mora than a compassionats tear, 7The writar who controls the rights to
his puiy work end neverthelecs re_eases book rights indiscriminantly to
any and all semi-pro book publishers should expect nothing but a polite
sneer. Ah, but the poor feckless writer who 80ld all rights to his hack
work of the '20's to Bloene or Gornsback! Surely he deserves all  the
kindnesses fandom can bestow upon himl

If you were Jack Williameon, happy in the knowledge that your pop-

nlay serial, "...And Searching Mind”, is to bs pudlished by Simon &
Schustser &8 The Humanoidsg on 25 Auguset, would
ﬁgg be overjoyed to leaxn thet Merlin  Prsse Q

as oculled Wonler's filss and has dregged out ¢

that tattersi srd pointiess yarn, "Through the
Purple Cloud" %o be publisheld in Frcem Orf This
World? If you were Henry Xuitnar. L-nored as
the writer of "The Fairy Chessmen”, "The Dark

World", eto., wonld you be glad to see '"When —
the Earth Lived" put in & hard-cover anthol-
08V

Suech haplese characters, it seems to Plla . B o
13, deserve fandom's deepest sympathy and help whan they ars confronted
with crimes they thought were safely hidden in the moldering filee of
Wonder Stories. The best kindness we can d¢ them in their hour of need

ls to refuse to buy the books wherein their ancient shams is written
for all time.

PANTASY NEWSREEL. The up-coming novelette hy James Blish in one of

the Merwinzines, "There Shall Be No Darkness", was
written for Unlmown Worlds and was being revised for sppearance there
when Unk folded, This suggests that those who 1iked tha ang;g iek
"Mistake Inside" last year will like this Blish yarn even more. Ru-
mor blaster: Whoever siarted the story that James H, Schmits, sauthor
of "Agent of Vega" in the July aSF, was really BE.E.Smith is in _ error.
Doc Bmith definitely haes not so0ld & story to aSF sinoe "Children of the
Lens". Thank FooFoo! I didn’t think Doc could be sc dull! Parsonally
I put "Agent of Vega" at the bottom of my An Lab 1istings, - # Tl;o,‘grg_'_




prietor of Shinder's, a izt;.e news-
stend in Minreapelie'® loop, tells
me vhat he sells 3CO copies of ad F
avery month. Accorairg to hin, to-
tal soles for tke Twin Cities 18 in
the *honeeornis, end cut-sells all
other stf m23s by a&a wide - margin.
"How about Amazing?" I asked  him.
"It dossn't ssll g0 well anymore,"
he clzims. YSzles have bien fall-
ing off for a year or itwo now on A=
mazing." # Poul Anderson, Who
wiil leed off the Saplamber aSF with :
"Doubla-dyed Villains"™, is  coming -~ TR

vp with several other ia%ns, "tge : :

next one being "Perfec eavon . ] ‘

is working this summer at Mesa Veme ROSCO/ISMY
netional parke # Goxdon L. Dick~ THE HOPE oF

son is ths latest localite to sell THE u /

& stf yarn, He has ong coming up £ WILReD

in TS or Staytling., % dJupt eall

me Heverand: When I purchased soms stenoile lately, the clerk aaked me
how things ware going over at the churoh., It meesme he mistook me  for
an assistant pastor or dsacon or something who sometimes bought stancils
at that stors for e church bulletin., It ie nice to know 1 have a Cwris-
tlan misn!

BOOK-RUYERS BEWARE! I wish to thenk several Wayp readers for their

stated support of Pile 13's miniature campaign a-
geinst swindling booksellers who ar¢ rooking fantasy fans with  thelr
mail order bunsiness. Pile 13 will be glad to pudblish the guicy datails
of any such ewindles you coms zcroas. However, for my own protection I
require & copy of the book~list or catalog containing the swindling pri-
ces. It ehounld be carefully notsed that if a book is out-of-print  the
bookseller has a right to boost the price on the book and & complaint in
Fils 13 could cauceivably result in a libel suit for damaging the desl-
er's busiress. In the case of o-p volumes wherein outrageous prioqas
ere asked, File 13 will warn against paying such 8 price, but cannot wn-
dertake to publish the neme of the racketesr.

"

In the case of in-print books, File 13 will be only too happy to
neme ‘nemes whenaver a case of exorbitent prices comes to our attention.
Here is a current cass: The King Bros. Book Store of Belmont, Calif.,
offers eight different Thorne Smith paperback books at 35¢ each or 3
fer $1.00. Whether there are new or used Looks, this is an overoharge'
of 10¢ per bock in tha case of mosi c¢f thess vooks. I am not sure Top-
per or Topper takss A Irin ars in print, but all the others can bs found.
at 25¢ on yourr lccal newsstand or -- in the case of necessity -« prob—|
ably can bhe purchased from the Pocket Books company at 25¢ plus 5¢
rostage. Don't be a sucker, frlend!l

MUR-DUR.  "Thie is one of the fuw mysteries I've read in which the he-

roine behaves in a reasonably sensible manner and doesn't go!
wandering off alone into atties,” says Inner Sanctum Mysteries "Advance
News" bulletin sbout Philip Clark's The Dark River. It'as nice to he&ar!
a mystery novel publlsher admit that such books aren't very semsible in'
that regard, but I don't think that I'll buy the book. I've got & 1lot
more againat mysteries besides brainless heroines. {

|
Mark you, 1 don’'t aislike gll mysteries. My frisnd Bob Stein  of |
the Milwaukese Steins often chides me for my lack of appreciation for the |
m ggegy yern, and sometimes tries to tempt ma away from fantasy by Baﬁt;
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ing me 8 mystery novel, urgirg me to rsad it end en oy myeelf. Well, !
I rend the book, but seldenm éo I emdoy.zvsclfi, HowevsT, I nave Tead
soma likable mvstery tales. I've upvreciaiei Tusken’a movelw. At Xi- |
lery Quésn or two, and cnse in e walliz, eamsdning oy 20MATLY ples,

My enjoyment of mysteries is rot dsrived Ifrem the pusrls the yam

exploi*s -~ whe killed Ilomer P. Glurmersy? -« bot moetly 'ECﬂ'uhS s
prieing efrforte of the detoctive who soives Vhe mystery, wnzv e
Teoson I 1ike Sherleck Holmae though I have raead @nd re-real 111 aL-

ventures till I know who killed who =-- and vay. Chalt-g tha resser. 1
pertionjarly like the edventures of Parry Magon and Johnny #lebcher.
Erle S%inley Gerdner's fast-talking, fast-meving lawyor, end Frunk -
ver's brash hustler ang ameteur sleuth dre my invoriies hecause  izsy
are alwoys on the move, ons half-step ahead of disasier, and carry iug
on in thair own breezy way. Thers wouldn't have to be & murder in
their stories to intereg? me in their beoks.

The above is, of course, somewhat pointless and perhaps irritsting
to any mystery fans reading this. It is, however, an excuse to plug
two new 257 papsrbacks. The latest Perry Mason yarn to hit the pocket
size fisld is The Cagse of the Haunted Husband, just issued by  Pocket
Books as #5290, The vniepering uuzler, a Joanny Fletcher adventure,
istn?wly out from Signetv Bcozs (#786). Both are highly recommended.
Ge 3Mm,

OPEN FIRE! (Wherein File 13 answers its mail.) The #1 fan of Rose-

land, Va., forwards a set of calculations whiohby he
reaches the nuwaber 30 in the "game of fours", where each numbar is ex-
preesed by using four fours. (Se File 13, Spacewarp, June 1949.) Since
the mathematics is difficult to reprroduce on a standard typewriter, 1
will 1is% conly one-third of the series: 44/44 equals 1; 4/4 plus 4/4
equals 2; 4 plus 4 plus 4, all over 4 equals 3; 4 minus (4 x ¢ plus
4} eyuals 4; (4 under the radical) plus (4 under the radical) plus 4/4
equels 5; 4 plus 4 plus 4, all over 4 under the radical equals 63 44/4
miaus 4 equals 7; 4 plus 4 plus 4 minus 4 equals 8; 4 plus 4 plus
4/4 aquals 9; and 4 plus 4 pilus 4 minus (4 under the radical) equals

&

Les says it is probedls that the game of fours could be  carried
beyond the present figure of 30. Some of you math bugs will have to
check him on that, and on the figures he gives above.

T.E.Watkins remarks in re Open Letter to August Derleth in Spaca-
wa;p‘foE Mey: '"You sure hit August Derleth in the belly. Don't Ior-
g8t that Avpust is the champ., He has been hit in the belly many times
and he is s6¢ill the champ.... I think Derleth should ask that you de-
fine the besis on which you judge a story. You say, 'This is good,

thig is erud, this is corap’' but you don't say how you arrived at that
decision." ¢ : !

3

In the cass of most fioction soheduled for future publication bY
Arkham House and some of the other semi-proe, my eriterion is simply
Whetherlor"not I find the stories easily readables. Such gtuff as F.
B, Leng's "Cones" cennot even be read without an efforti-- and this is
what Larleth is PUttin%hin Rim of %Qg Unknown! Some firther remarks on

Arltam Fouae 'a Jattar T,
% Fj,lghw.and Derlsth's letter In thu July Spacewarm w:i(lll ‘pe in the
I

T.Z. continues: "You eay the pulps are not decli
b : ming. I hope you
are right, bubt I am afraid of the next year. It would.ce%tainly %e d &

blow %o lose Astoundin Pantasy News, in
28T0UNCINZee e bid 5 reporting an intervi ew
with Cempbell gave as his snswer to tuo questianp'What.gcan we 4o to

718
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halp?': 'Got more resdorsi'™

Obvicusly! Al) magacines run on & commercial basis must pay for,
themselves, and w: tu vsadership turnover, all magazines must obtain'
new readers with every issae if they are to survive. Thic is nething
new. I am amezed Lkt Jang Jeal that atP faced & orimis jurt bocause
8treet & Omivih duwrped thoix cther nwulps. Pudlishers ar: ool alwaysi|
quick Co duwip a magezine thel dosen’t pay its ey, anl worlid tavn Zad-|
dsd wBF witn the otherey if it hodn't snown a profit. The 7eow that
trsy kapt 1% indicaies that it was paying end, if things 5zxe 2 normal
gouvrse in S & 9, it will continue t0o do so.

Fronkly, I don't see much to worry about in the cese of adF. It
is the one magazine I would bet on to be published teo the century's and|
No other &%f pulp can meich its reputation, ciroculation or quality. If
S & 5 throws iv onf, it is almost & lead-pipe cinchk that aSK will  be
picked up by enother publisher faster than Conner would retrieve a §5b
cigar butt.

- BEND =

BEAUTIFUL FORT WAIRI
by Pfc HAL SEAPIRO

{Plagarized from many sources}
5 (With ainoers apologies to fen in Wyoming)
Up in the Wyoming top land, Cheyenne ‘is the spot.
Bettling a hurried snow storm, in the land the world forgot,
Cutting the bdrush with a bayonette, digging the mud with a pilok
Doing the work of m prisoner, too damn tiraed to kiek,

Up with the snow and the Indian, up where a man gets blue.
Up at the top of nowhere, two thousand miles from a shmoo,
As Hell keeps right on going, it's more than & man ocan atand,
Trus, we are not conviets, but defendera of our land.

Thess months, how do ws take them, thess monthe st home we mime,
Boys, if you can't take it, for Pete's maks, don't snlist.
e ars ths Adrmen of ths Alxr Foroce and we draw our harde-earned

R . 8 L]
We are guarding people worth milliona, for two and a half a day.

But some day when the world has ended, we'll go to & plece

nown well

And Saint Peter will say, "Hers are the boys from Fort Warran.
"They've eerved their time in Hell."

{ (This hasn't gzot much to 4o with stf, I edmit, but I couldn't re~
#ist it. Rominds me of the multi~-versed epla or two I turned out in
colehiration of Camp Voltere, Texes. Hmmm, wonder If I'va got ocopied
of those thinge around here anywhars. There was one, as I recall, ti-
tlad simply "Texas", which began: "Therse ia r rather vast axpanse of
rattlesnekes and send, with chiggers populated dense, a God-foraaken
land..." or somethinz like trat. And another, "The Army makes s charge
in you; that cannot be denied, it changes your appearance and it
chenges you inside,..." That lagt one merved, with a few minor chan~
gos and added verses, just as well for the Third Infantry Division and
the U.5. Constabulery, later. . : _

1 fesl for ya, Hal, I reelly do! =-<-AHR))
7 20,/
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janojeno jane jano janoja Dear Art:
no janojenojane janoc jeno
Ja g ¢ .. Ja you had a respectable fanzine with minor excap=-
if’\} U Nl . no tions. But the ish in question {(July 49) isg
Jja J& eimply ridiculous for decency.
no -

Up to the July '49 ish of SPACEVARE

oo S A B

\

As you know &~

--3,'33 * j8 romance is wonderful, when kept on a nice plans.

N

no no Does lurid sex taks up the pages with filthy-

¥ janojano janojanojanoje ness -~for any sane reason?y.

When the qualitydof

no janojano jenojano jano
- your writings ~- your cditorisls, alone, axe

" worth the price of SPACEVARP! And the quality of the writings of other

' fans, 'are *so remarkably excellent, is therc sny oxcusae for vulgar rof-
+ granco to girls? Is not tho dcoont cloment In fandom, & more consarva-
‘tive, intelligent, and orderly crowd, more worthy:
) : ' ‘Ruggedness and sen-~
sationélism are two paths. Puritenism founded the greatest country in
the world. OCensationalism destroyed Carthage, Rome, Babylon, and other
great civilizetions. Is thet not enough proof that ~- & nlce way is =@
lasting way. .
Personslly, I don't lean %o saintliness., Nor have I any
revival tendencies. But it just docemn't make semse to bring in sex on
‘@ lurid tone ~- spoiling all the nice writings of yows, and others,and
gruining the sound excollent standing of your fanzine.
; I'm not going
into sormons. Far from that. But it appesrs to mo thet keoping SPACE-

yARP respoctadblo ie good -~ but that cheoaponing it, is not good. :
oally

; this girl businoss docen't mekoe sonso. It would, if kopt on the  seme

vlovel with "Ranch Romancos™, Truc Romancos, and othor mags that  carry
boy-girl probloms with rospoot and intorest. :
y -All I do ie read the best
in SPACEVARP, discount tha worst, and let metters as they are. But
"Quien Sabe?" being for personal opinions, I have just givem my person-
al opinion, .
. I remain ~-- quitse unperturbved. I hed something to say ~-
I sald it.
Sinserely yowrs,
GEORGE ANDREVS

({No comment, pending opinions from other readers on this question. But
though the rest of the zine will be toned down if you-all demand it, Q3
will continue to run anything you write, four-letter words and all, ex-
cept when I think it might run afoul of postal regulations, If snyone
objects to subjects or sxpressions in this column, take it up with the
writer of the letter, not me. AHR))

{{What follows is painstekingly handprinted in lines that wander hither

and thither on the page, but I'm not ambitious enough to astencil it all
that way})

Dear Art:

When Ben asnd I were fighting in SPACEVARP snd UNIVERSE, Ben
was right and .l was making s silly ass of myseif. I have finslly seen
the dark, and the resson I react so violently ageinst Christianity now
ie becanse I ‘was so completely dupad by it before that it makes me 8Ses
red to think about it,

" "Vicious Circle" was interesting, if unoriginal.
Tea Time" was pretty good, considering thaet both you snd I mauled 1t

almost beyond rscognition from ‘lestherbdy's original. "Psycho lLab's"
Wrai Ballara was disappointingly normal. "Longhammer" was gatisfactor-

| !



ily corny. "Galluping the Galaxy" was,
gtrangs to relate, the best thing in
the ish, except for my letter, ;
There do you get off calling me 4
an "ipolationiast" just because ~
I picked "Different"? Dddn't I
Join the MSFS like & good little
boy? Haven't I mlways besn a
faithful Romooist? (hat mors do
you went? ((Sorry, guwes wa moan
"Iconoclast,” or magho "Individ-
valist.” But, then, aren't we
ally))

Do you want me to Jjoin
the NFPFP? If so, go ahead and
call me an isolationiste I'1l
call you an "edltorielizer in a
nowstoryer.” so THEREI

Dorl-
eth's shot from the hip at Boggs
in the lettor column was just the
thing for old Redd, who is guito
a8 hip shooter himeolf. "Live by
the sword, otc." ya know. e

Cox, I Bec, i8 still spinning
in tho wake of that orratic com=,
ot, Yoodman. From 811 the stuff'
coming to light, now that Voudy
has quit farming, ho may ("God"
forbid.) bocomoc anothor logond,
like Bon Singor. Pirst his fight
with Boggs, and now this.
- My lottor
was, as I said bofore™, the bost thing in
the ish. A4s to Vally Uedbor's commonts on soxy covers,

YERZ N THE

.:(g {}/VJEL@ oF

RUS T Ok, - |

e

*and will eay sgein
and sgain end sgain,

((Goorgo, moot Ray, Rey: Gnorge. You boys should
" have a lot to disouss, iako mo up vhon you comd
‘to some sort of sn agroomont. AHR))

wy {{You think this is unusual? You
/ ﬁ@“ﬁwn should soa the stuff I got from Ray that I
. DON'T printi))
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Dear Art: SR - _ l
Looking over Rayz letter in Quien Sabo for last month, 1|

notico his osculatory ambitions towards myself for "Tho Master.” But
no, Ray, in ghu's namo no! it isn't Ray Bradbury.

scloncoroly, ,@’/ﬁ/’/’ﬂ——/

STEIART METCHETTE

Y ‘ The July UARP'arrived'this morning. Your rag continues
to improve with every ish, I've read worse things than that Long-

hammer ysrn in more pro-mags than I can count.
¥ One thing tho' -~ I'll

bet the babe on the cover would never gst in the door at the base of
the pyramid. Not if she tried it sideways at least!l
.. ' s "? Time" 1 could-

n’t go -- squeamish I suppose, I missed "File 13". Daressy I wasn't
alone, ."5Bal" was well done. 'QS" wes interesting {Did I leave out

anything ?) e o —e—r
: Seo ‘you in Cincy: i o .vii?DL,e;}gL_,//

Lt. RICHARD B. AVERY

Dear Art:
Have just arrived at Chanute for the purposo of sattending
qgatnor Obsorver's school. It lasts eithor 12 or 14 woaaks, perhaps
* thon I got out, I will havo & good doal, meaning no KP, dotafls,
ingpoctions, otcotco. £ - ™
. How ares things around Detroit. The club, etc.
How sbout Spacewarp? ((Should I tell him?)) and Mutant? ((No, I'd
better not.)) ' -
Ve have the largest mess hall in the AF (I understand).
Two blocks big. dbout 10 or 12 serving lines. Brrr, I'd hate %o pull
KP there. Probably won't have to.
Rantoul is & 1% horse twon. Woulde
n't exist without the base.
' Have become a fag flend. Usta =smoke a
ripe, no doudt inspired dy you. Too much bother though.
SN Jats swoop
above quite often, a couple of hundred feet abovo the barracks. Those
2rnd looios are just showoffs. £afoe S .
ohe, HRHag's, is coming here Tuoesdsay,
roissus., Must sec it.
- Theso barracks aren*t like up at Spoksane.
Thore we had privato rooma.

BY ORDER OF COLONEL SINGER:
E. B. Regnis
Major USAPF

3346th Training Sq.
Brench Post Offico #1
Chanuto Aiy Forcoc Baso
Rantoul, I1linois

Doar Art:

Starting today, this baso is on a five-day woek. Sleep late
Saturdays as woll as Sundays. Vhat aro tho latest devolopments on Mu-
tic? Hawn't hoard from Goorgo in a holluva long timo. Don't know
what tho score is in Michigen sny moreo,

Fort Werran, f!yomigg__ —— PLfe HAL SHAPIRQ
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AW [T7 Don't warzy yet.| godly re-

- I'm ecutting this stencil at 2:30
and am too sleepy to go into all

- gruesome detail on what and why

18+ Look on back issuss, Bettel
gubseribe and look on future lasy

Por your dough, you'll get one of
these things, these SPACEWARPs, th-
ése fondly=-bvelisved~by-me~to~be~an-
emateur-mag's, evary month, on the
cmonth .,

.yiook'for Cinocy coverages nsxt time.

4I go nows Go to slesp, that ise I

hops you don't do the same whilst
reading these pages.

Publisher: ARTHUR H. RAPP
2120 Bay B8Btrest
Saginaw , Michigan

Editor, typographsr, art ed, offioce
boy and slaver~like-a-dog. One
{gucss.,
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