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ippsncies)

To combine hecto with mimeo (L) Run %4ne stencil on your hecto mes-
ter paper or whatever you use &5 a substituse. imn a counis of exiras
while you're st it. Never can teil, you migir louwso somatning up liater
on, {2) Haul cut your hecto inks and maks 2@ with watsvoolors vpoxt the
newly-mimso'd sheats., The cil in the wmimsc irk ls MelpTtol iu kesping
your colors frum running together. (3} Hecic as muny coplies of the
lousy~-locking results ag you went, and ten or firieen more bvecnuse frem
now on the process gets tickliish. (4) Run & thin sheet 0F peper  thru
your mimeo -- legal-size, if you can find cre. Adjust the guile £¢ the
pic is high and to the left. {5) Make & hicinl cheet, lay 2t om  +this
mimeod sheet. Hold 'om vp betwixt you end & ligrky. This malkes it elu-
ple to move ‘em into register. (6) Without letting ‘em 8lip, Llins the
mimeod sheet up with the feed-table guide and run the sandwizh thru the

mimso azaln. If you are lucky, the mimoco will hit the heciod shoet as
a1t should.

Sounda liks work, doesn't i1t? It is.

. e were going to editorimlize on Audrews-vs-sex-ves-Nelson herae, but
you'll find our sentiments expressed exactly by kedd Boggs back in G-BY

Which remindse us: The two concluding installments of "STF Braod-
casts Agein” will positively eppear in November and December. Glad?

Pfc Hal Shapiro, enroute from Wyoming to Alaska, spent a few days
8t home, culminating his furlough by tossing & party and inviting the
MSFS as well as sSome mers humans. All we got to say is you shoulde bin
there! Never have s0 many Tfen becoms So sou3zed so swifily. The bdrawl
tegen at 8:30 p.m. and droke wn aton® 4:30 z.m. By noon next day we'd
nigratad from Detroit %o Cwoeso for a rezular MOFS mset which troke all
records for atiendance. As Verren Baléwin remsrks in a receat letter,
"Oh, to-lead the life of a FAN!" but we must add: . "Yep, & great life
12 you don't visaken."

Speaking of alecoholic beverages, it seams. the MSFS has a reputatim
for drink-littersd meets. I suppose this legend begen as & result  of
the Beorcon and DeCon, but just c remssurs eny non~-tipplers who may be
twitching in horrof, I assure you that even teor has gppeesred aft only 8
half-dozen or s0 of cur hundred-odd rezuler maovings. Belisve it or
not (and undoubtedly you won't) the MOVS is crdinarily 8 coke-and-cof -~
fee club. We have nothing against strongor stuff, oxcopt 1ts cost!

Tsk, this begins to sound like THE MUTANT. But before leaving the
fascinating topic of the MOFS, let me add just one final phrase:

MICHICON IN FIFTY-ONE @

"Quien Sabe?" continues to struggld sgainst page-limitations in
gpite of all my efforts. For guite a veristy of reasons I'd prefer to
keep WARP to 24 pages per month, but that eesms hopeless. ' 0f late 1t's
even getting difficult to cram everything invo 25, The guys getting it
in the neck on tkis mre the suthors of tihe dczen or &0 stories I'm hold-
ing, waiting opportunity to use. *The Rumor" has parked in my files (3)
since last April, for exemple. So unless you are resigned %0 a nine-
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Lest ish I warned you to get into SAPS while the gelting was 2500&'
I'm sure most, if not &il, of the wecencies dn uho rogter are i tllleﬁ
with the earlybhirds. If the rost of you hesitalci anct were laguyiap the
next best thing ~- get on the weiting =is% Lelers iov genk crOf;ei, VWirite
Henry Spslman III, 76 Sparks Btreet, Cembr:idge 38, lassschnsevio, for
forther info. And don't blame me if you put it off until %00 latel

The reaction of the Postoffice Department to the last WARP was in-
teresting. Out of the bundle of 100, they sent back 15 for allitimal
postage -- and a more-or-less random gscgraphical selectiorn, ot that, I
meiled 'em on the 8th of September, but yoc night have Zmovn 4 weulld be
the Convention Issue where such delays would crop up. Anyhow, I trust
you've all gotten your September WARY before this Oetoder Ish axrived?

Added details on the Cinvention: For a while, Singer was é&nrplete-
1y convinced thait Pat Crossley wes Margaret St.Clgir, incognito. He was
Tostercd in this delusion by Frarnk Keriiof, as I heard it, snd i% was o-
nly aiver 24 lours thet somsone put him right., # Uertin Alger was hi-
ghly satrisgued by anothsr of Kerkhof’s idsgs -- seems %he pride of WOFA
wore iwoe name-~tags at Ciney, expiaining %hat upon parteking of aleohol
he metamorpesized into & character kncwn as Kr. Unglevaum.

dnyone in the crowd know how to spell that word, meta------- = Jon
Shore don't look right as 'tis.

Ldvertising rates in SPACEWARR sre 50¢ per pags, 25¢ for half, and
15¢ for a quarter-page: Circulastion 100 gopies,

I've got a fow back issues of YVARP -- in most cases, nct more then
5 or 6 of any one issune, though -- which you can buy if you're that ora-
zy. The earlier the ish, the lousier it's likely to be, by the way.

At 10¢ per copy: 1948 Aug Sep Oct Nov
At 15¢ per copy: 1948 Dec; 1949 Feb Mar Apr Mey June July

And don't ask for copies of the Jenuary 1949 issue! Dere sin't =a
one t'be had. 1In fact, my fils copy is the only one I ever saw.

Speaking of file copies, I think there ere only three or four fen
besides mycelf who have all the WARPs: Les Hudson, Wally Weber, end I
think Redd doggrs are the only ones I can recell offhend. Hmmnm, think
of the biddirg vhen one of those guys donates m complete set to some
Convanticn in the futura! Come to think of it, maybes I should have
kopt a cduplicate set for such purposss, myself, But how daid I know, as
I put out VIN1, that SPACIUARE would live to enter its sixth volume?

By the way, although WARP {as used by me) refers to SPACLWARP, try
not to zet it confused with its companion zines: TIMEUARP (SAPS),
MINDWARY (FAZA), and POSTWARE (forthcoming NFAR lettsrzins),

With which oonfusing thought I leave you to face alone the horrors
of Hellowe'en. If I survive that night, which in this region of the
fanworld will be a hectic one, I'll tell you about it in the next igh.

Join the NATIONAL PANTASY FAN FLDLRATION @
r-tRapp
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4 In the Aimy Madicel Museum in Vashington ere to be found a mer-
wan and s cyBIOpSo...-

But don t worry, before going any further, I
”ent to maks one thingz closr. ~~ge mutacions are both unborn. You
Y13y 2088ibly have heard of other nubteticns of this type being born, how-
.ver, there are cortain things lscking in these two that make 1lifs a
near impossibility. Dven if they were, by a remote possibility, born,
i3 is extremely doubtful that ther would have boen pormitted to live.
The merman is the nearest to nommsl. Ho, like all the others who
nre almost humen, hag bulgins sves. (Closed, of gourse. Opon, the''d
ts extremely unpleasant to seal)

He is normal in every way oxcept that
1.8 lezs are fusod, with the feot nointinz to opposite sides. There's
no indicetion of a juncture of two logs; it's only one solid mass.

If
he'd lived his life would certainl; have heen unhsnpy. Assuming that he
a8 bones in his legs, there's no indication of a knee joint. Thet

means he would be incapshle of banding from the waist down. 4ll his
1ife would have to be s.ent in a sieclally constructed wheeleheir. If
ne wanted to stand on crutches, it would be impossible without aia.
{Just sit on the floor and try %o £rt upy without flexing your lkmees and
yen'll see what I mean!) -
P'rom my ,oint of view it looks like it would
nave been next to impossible for him to swim. Iiy decision is bassd on
lack of flexibility, but I gcould bs WIronssesee

Yiel1ll, let's leave him {¢
his misery end 20 on to the crelops: His body is perfectly developed.
Eis only trouble 1s his head. There 1s onl:r one eye, in the middle of
his forehead.....a stark, staring blue.

On the card next to his bote~
tle they say the nose is below his eye, sSut tho.only thing that would
Eass for a8 noso is an inverted "I" {lap of skin directly above the eye.
I examined this nose closelr but nowhers could I find any orfices
regembling nostrils, In fact, there were no orfices at all. 8¢ it

v:\;;,hj  be 8 sei‘e o eay he had go Desa, a4 alle, . HE4 he dved. hle... &;i\%@-;

gt TCONTINULD O Al 15)




THE RUMOR

Chapter 1

The guye wers laughing and talking with thelr gale aal Se%kiaz u-
round 88 the man came in end nobedy ncticsd him, I wasn't peying much
attention t0 what was going on ezZ¢eph my surdee and only noticed that
he did cocme in. Pratty soon Tip coner swer and stavts valiing ta
conesy who's sitting rexi te me. Now viaien Tip starts talling 40 Jon-
esy, I wake up and take notice. Aiioer gll, Jdoassy is my gicd and Tip
is my rival wolf., Not that I'm a wolZf,

What's up?™ I esk Jjust to
break into the conversation. "Anything cr just the same as usual?"
This was 8 small vurgh and nothing usually doss go on.

*Oh, nothing
much," Tip says and turns his great charm back %Yo Jonesy who . ZIen't
gsaying anything much f£or fear we'd, Tip and me, get going at each oth-
8> apain. But I'd soon put a etcp to him.

I finishel off my sundse,
£lipped the coin of the realm fto the white-clad fizzician and says:

"Well, let's deprive this place of our presence and take to the
heap,” %0 Jonssy, who immedistely took to the idea.

Vie got into the
crate and I finglly got the thing gioaning into motion. I hoped that
Dad would get mo that now 3uick whon I start in at college. You soao,
I um a Sonior sad @0on to leave ths felr, sacly-laned town of Maple-
view for the big c2llaoge, in =n equally small Sown. Jonesy was & Ju-
nicr, and I was woxrying artout leaving her hers in Mapleview with Tip
on the loose. My thcughts were busted by her dreamy voice pouring in
to my esrs.

"Did you hear what Tip was telling me? I mean, the ru-
mor that's making the rounds now. Bill Taylor came into Kline's and
told it sround," she said in that dream-voice of hers.

Now I reme m~
bered vho that guy was who came in. I rade words.

"Whatever Tip was
telling you isn't worth repeating and he shouldn't of soiled yowr 1il
eexs with it enyway," I said, wincing at the corn. But anything to
get & crack at mine enemy.

Sho went on, ignoring my beautiful words.

"Thore's a rumor going that they've fenced off the approach to
Miller's woods and the swamp," she sald. ‘'The Sheriff has been down
there making en investigation. I wondar wha%'s going on?" she end ed
in 2 museing tors of voice. 1 knew she wanted me to drive down there
end have us a look~see.

"Jell, it'11 turn out that somebody's  gog

20t drowrsad in & bog and they are afraid g kid will fall in next,” I

seid quickly, regerdluss of facis, preparing to lead the conversation

away from the subjeet sni conceuntrats on the dance at the CGrange the
nent nignt. Bun 1 was doomed to Zaliliw a.

"But Tip says that they

think the Bestdsly child already k2g been lost in there. He said thet

they are trying to keep whatevor's going on sgeretl It's an awful
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Place anyway. Huve you ever gone way in?" she asked, almost melting
me with her wide, misty blus syes. The heap woavdd back and forth on
the road 2 couple of times before I was able to answer her. :

Nops, I
kept out of there. ‘'lont partridge shooting along the eastern 8dgo
once laet fall, though. Not bed therse," I replied and let the heap
come to & shuddering hslt in front of her abode. Before I could even
open my mouth to say another word, she scoops up her books, jumps out
of the car and runs up the walk., I'm worrying til I see her grab her
kid brother (Little Napoleon) away from the poor dog and thea turn & -
iound and call goodbye and wave to me. I wave back and mumble  some-
hing.

Oh, well, I thought, the ways ¢f women ers indeed strangs, amd
turned to tho task of gotting the hoap started down the strcet.

Chaptor II

I wae just finishing sup.er when Dad started talking about the
rumor. I'd completely forgotten about it until he mentioned 1% again,
This time I loarned more about it.

"Did you hear the rumor goimg a-
round about Miller's swamp?" he asked. From the twinkls in his eye,
I knew thaet he kaew something about iu. Mom said no, and I risked =&
falsshood and said no too.

"Mlell," he said, drewing back his chair,
"Milvern down at my office told me something's up down by the swamp .
Sheriff Link has ordersd it clossd off, Funny thing 1s, though, that
they aren't telling just why. Or what for anyway,” he said. 'ie had
all finished eating and retired %o the living room. The meid, with an
gar open, started clearing away the dishes.
"Mihat 4'you mean, why or
what for?" I contributed. "Is there some &irty werk going on?""L "
ewls,
must you alwaye turn things into something grussome?" Mom asked me. 1
shrugged while Dad finished 1lilghting his pips.
Nlell, we do know this
The Boardsly child has di ssppeared, and they think the ohild is  lost
in the swamp. But," he said, pausing dramatically, "Jhy the secracy
involved®"
I wes culck to Jjump into the situation.

Miell, maybe
somebody killed the kid, dumpsd the body in ths swamp, and this is all
cover up becauss they don't want publicity,"” I rattled off, sand  then
roalized that Mom was getting exasperated with me agein., I shut up
but too late.

"Lewis, sometimes I think those megazines you read have
too much control over your imagination," she begen. Dad, who was nou-
tral in this argument, gave up his conjocturocs as a loat cause and op-
encd his newost Hunting & Fishin%. I grabhed my trig and English pooks
and Tushed upstairs telling Mom that she needn't worry about woird
Tales unduly influencing my mind.

Chapter III

I got up to my room and chucked the books on & table. Then found
the latest Astounding and went out on the back porch via the back sta-
irs where I could read in peace. I was daoply engrossed in van Vogt's
"Clane™ serisl when Tud ward's voice broke into my thoughts. I 1look-
ed up in time to see him vault the white picket fence, nearly lasnd in
Morn's flowers and run across the yard townrd meo. I rolled over on tho




couch and got uwp in time to open the soreon door for hin,

"Hi, Ted,
what's new?" I tritely remarked and eased onto the couch egain. I res~
cued the Astounding -and 8 Startling from certain destruction as he plum~
ped down on the couch beside ns. .

. ! "id you hear ,” he panted, "what hap-
pened, down in Miller’'s swamp?"
: : "No, I haven't heard much,"”" I replisd,
sensing that my neighbor had some inside nsws., Thiﬂ wag developing into
gsomething.
"I know.,. They aren't letting much out but me snd some ofthe
fellows were down there hanging around and helping with the fencse. Thay
've put up & big ono on the towneide," he continued. "I got some hints
as to what's .oing on.,. The Beardsly kid, rou know, 1ittle Joo . Beardsly
the kid that playod on tho zrammar-school basoball team, well it . seems
he's dead, Tho%bfound hinm in thero," ho firishod. Hils enthusiesm diod
down and d through the pagos of an old FFM, absont-mianded like,

Miell, blast it!" I huffed, "what's  hap-
pening? I mean, cut the stalling. Come on
boy, give! Don't stop now!"
: ] : It came out in

& rush now, He knew snd he wanted to sharein
his terrible knowledge, For it wam terrible.
-"°omebody found what wad left of the
body pretty deep in the ewamp. 7The men got
sick when he saw it. He hotified the sheriff
office and the coroner and a c¢ouple of polike
-men went down. . They found that the kid had
;f wandered off down.there and couldn't find any
tracks other than the man's thet had found  him.
54» But the.thing is, the body was half eaten! . They
_never sew the likes of it bofore and can't think
what there is around here that would., I don't think any dogs aroundhere
arq wild and that's the only thing that I know of ," his voice trmiled
gffi hIdJust sat .there, aghast I gouess. "hat a0 you think of 1t?"  he
nisnede.

.. "Bounds like sonething out of_ileird Taleg to me," I said,
as it was the first thing that po,ped into my hced. "This neods invest-
igation too," I continued, "from us. liec ought %o got sonoc of tho Buys
togothor and snosk down thero and look around. How sbout tomorrow ovo-
ning?" 1T asked, all centhusiastic overr sormo real advonture. It gounded
good anyway...
" "Hey, you won't be so all-fired quick to go off into that
place tomorrow night when I tell the rest of it," he replied. :

"The rest
ol " yelp.d. =X

"Yegh," he said, his volce low, "and this iE the
worst of it. They saw or think they sew what did it or traces of what
dia it! I aidn't get all of this beceuss they-told us guys to soram out
of there and they drove off anyway. Bub. Jack Shunnon's father is one of
the cops, gou mow and he pumped his old man. Anyway, that's it," he
finished.

"Yesh%? You didn't tell me what the thinz, is it a thing? is
like,” I epaid, all lathered up. This .oundad Zood. Hkaybe I could write
an article on it for & fanzine if it panned out good.

"Oh," he said, dis-
sapointed—like, "well, I uasn't abla to find out. That's the worst of
it. We only half- know what's going on,"

"Jell," I shot out, "that 's
why a bunch of us ought to get down.there end ses if we cen find out just



what is happening down thers, or what is down there," I sali, &
up %galn. "Tomorrow night while Thie is still ho%. Toc la$s t
B0

-

11 heatad
cnignt to
Wait a minute! Vhat about the. dance? MNoet of us ove going.  And
I thought you were going t¢ Yake Mexine," he countsred (Yawics ie Jone-
8y's real Zfirst nama.) - =

"Brio-ther!"™ I breathed, "I foxrgct all sbocub it!
I 414? How could I ("

"Well, you did," he shcet back. “Faow what? Say,
;..we eculd sneagk off after the'danca or gt intsrmission." he noadared.
But what would the girls d0? I zues® we'll have 1o wals,’ e Linishad.

"No," I gaid; trying to save the ship. "We ought to te abdls t
swing it_somehaw. Mayve we coulld teks ftha girldi...ne, ftrat = no 800G,
They'd like it being dragged arouuéd in thet mess. 1 go% it! You and me
can go down tonight! Then we could fake the rest of the guys dowa later M
I enthused, all excited again,

, . "Naw, it's ftoo late now," he said, shat~
tg;ing my enthusiasm. It was, too, for we'd been talking for quite a
whila.
"Well, gotta got back across the fence, Lew," he said getting up.
"Say, can I borrow this FN? I haven't got mine yet.Y
Ho usually re-
turns them okay so I said yos he could and he went out. The last I saw
of him, he was ssiling across the fence inte his yard. He is one of our
top track men and he iB too lazy to walk down our driveway and up his.

"Chapter IV

Well, in the middls of the night I heard the solution of the winle
thing. It was raining. #4nd it soundod like 1t waan't zoing to stop for
quite 8 while., 1If it didn’'t stop, that meant the dance would probably
be called. off and if it was.....

‘ For tho rest of the night I couldnt
slesp.. I kept turning over and changing the rosition of my feet andlegs
trying to find a new, cool spot. . And my mind was just as restless. Fig-
uring out how Ted and I could slosh dowm to %the gwamp and leok around. I
finally dozed off again and about & minute latsr, it seemsd, the alari
brought me owt of it with a jolt. A

By -nine o'clock I'd found out that the
dance had baen celled off becauss of the rain. A leak in the roof hed
developed and the floor cf the hall was soppei and unfit Ter dancing. Of
couren, I'd cleaned up, eaten and all those other things but they seemed
incidenteli. Then, after I'a gone through my morning meil (including re-
ading hoth fanzines that came) I got Ted over.

"7all," he said, shaking
himsslf like a wet dog, "looks like we ocan make it now doesn't it?" Ho
geemed strengely unanthusiastic about the thing now and ss soon as he

. got his raincoat hung up, he sat down beside me and said
just what I thought he would.

"Do you think it's wise

for us to goE" ho askad.

"Now look," I eeld, "don't toll
me you're backing down! Why, all we need to do now is
to wait a few hours, about an hour after lunch and then
we can go. I% ought to bo dono raining by then and our
guns won't get wot.™

Mi-e~1-1, I wasn't aexactly Dbacking
down ," he replied, "I was jJust wondering. After all
how .do we know what we'll find thera?”

5k 3 "Look, dope," I

said, pacing up and down before the couch, "that is the




i1 soss?” d looking for words
idea! Can’cha see....?" I stoppe ng . TR .

i dle, fer instence.”
"something too big for us t¢ handle, "ah, hell,” I shrug-
ged uneasily at him, "I doubt it. But..." I was remembering what he'd

. se he was more aware of it than I was.

EOSETR So I startsd telk-

ing and talking fast. For over half an hour, Then we agreed on the tine
we'd leave., After all, I wasn't going to go alona.

Chapter V

"Lucky it stopped raining hard," Ted seid, fesling the wet draining
down his face as & light wind blew the misty fog.
T I looked up at the
twisting gray mess in the sky and wondered when it woul d
) let loose mgein, and resretted it, " Damn ,
L) that's three times I've stepped in a de ep
(. puddle,” I raged.

And sc we squished along
the cow path down along the branch of trees
from the forest toward the ewamp. The growmd
was low in tho' first place and the puddle s
were only deep spots where the water could
get depth., As it was, the ground was liks a
spongs.

The half mist-foz blew ascross  the
neadows and condensed on us while our  feet
wera getting wet even in lumberman's rubbers.
We didn't say much but we were thinking ple-
nty. Were we nuts coming out here liks this?
Or wasn't there anything...?...but they had
recovered a grisly thing that was once & boy

+«.Somothing that we've never seen had @&one
that t0 hltesens

"Here we aro,"™ said Ted
in a gay wico that rang dull ss 8 counterfeit mlf
/7 dollar. "After you Alphonso."

; "Oh, no, I couldnft
think of 1%," I said graciously. "After you, Gaston."

S0 I took the
lead and started slopping and sloshing thto the swamp. Now there are
meny different types of swemps but this waes the more northern kind. It
consisted of a shallow scoop of land that was filled with water in vary-
ing depths sccording to the season and rains. Doggy mud made uwp the
"golid" apots and to avoid getting badly wet, you had to go from clump
to clump of grass. Tp finish the scene off, slders and smaller bushes
and trees grew in abundence which were good for scraping mosquitoss off
of your face and skin too. There were & few boge around but whensever we
folt the "ground" sag under us, we got away from there fast-like. An oo~
casional water-soaked log made for a dublous stesping stone.

I stopped
on & big rock thet was strangely out of place here and made room for Ted
to inch up beside me. I starad at some dead leaves floating in a stag -
nant puddle.

"Woll,”" ventured Ted in a stage whisper like sandpaper on
wood, '"Whuat next?"

"hat are you whispering for?" 1 asked sloud. And 1
regretted it because I felt so foolish and unprotected telking out loud
like that., TFor sane regson.....

Mioll," I whispered, "Isa't this about
the place we'rs suppossd to stert...zh...looking for cluee? Signs or



something?"

He didn't answer cnd I looked &t him. He was staring down
to my left so it was hard to see what he was looking at, since he was
also to my left.

"What is it?" I ventured. I was irritated by a sud-
den quivering of a stomach muscls.

L “ "Look," he whispersed and pointed.
followed the direction hies lone finger showed, and looked, ;
Chapter VI

At first, I couldn’'t see anything different from usual. A mogg-

covered rotten log sticking up out of the water with clumps of grase all
argund. Dead leaves and sticks and stuff all around in one big tanzgle.
Aldexs here and there. Then I saw the branch of ths big tree. It was

bpukep as if somebody had stepred on it. ,The dead orenge of the encsg
SLwed up bright sgainet the dead, wet black of the bsrk. It was crush-
ed as 1f a big foct had trrd on i4. Bub what foot.is about two fest

wics? I was ehout to sey scmething silly and irrelevant when I not iced
the smocoth look of the grase and leaves. Like grass’'looks after waier
hes teen running over it in one dirsction for quite & while. It 1ooked
liks eomeone had draggoed & sack over it. A sack of cement.

“"That must -

've been recent, Lew, or those little pigces of rotten wood would’'ve been
waskel away In the rain. 4nd the black mud would've been too." Ted was
dead sober and his blue eyes were troubled. .
Miell," I said finelly, "I
guess that's the direction we take."

"Okay," he replied. He started off
the rock without anothor word. e didn't bother wondering vhet had made
the trail. Ve 4id Jmow that no man had. Not unless he was dragging
things around and why should he, way out here in this mess?

Ted had hie

gan in his hend and I suddsnly found that mine in my hend was the mos ¢
reassuring thing in the world at that moment, : ‘
The Saith & Wesson felt pretty darned good
right then!

"Oops, getting deep," Tsed yelped
quietly. ™Je'll have %o circle out of this.
Greund rises over there." He pointed to 8
smell forest of alders.

"Mia'll have to circle
those too," I added. '"e'd never maks it
through thoss.". .
S0 we s8loshed on. 1 sudden-
ly noticed that I mede every effort to make
as litftle noise as possible. 3Because Ted
mas tool

1t started raining -again as we

finally came to where we thought the trail
would lead., Ted stopped. N

Miell," I mused—| .7 77

gloud, '"we were originally going in a
8traeight line from that branch., If we had
kept on, we'd have to come out here, I th-
ink. Let'S...uh...l00k around. Together,”
I added.
' It was & bit daiffieult to walk with : ‘
one hend in your pocket but we didn’'t want to /{f",——-
get moisture on our guns, even though we'd oiled and = L7
gresased them up prstty thoroughly. 4&nd we didn 't



want to let go of them, either. Twice I stunbled and
came down on one foot quite heavily, ueking quite a
splatter. .

I spotted the mark this time. The séck
again. Like it was dragged out of the water onto the
higher ground. The grass vwas flattensd down and wont
"against the grain" where tho gress hud previously
streamed like hair down to the wator as tho highor
lani drasincd., A&nd this timo, wWe saw whero theo
trail kept on going. A glistening-liko trail. Sort
of 1iko 2 sneil makeSesess

Chaptor VII

This time we knew that we were on the  trail
of it, whatever "it" was. Vie knew it was "it." 1
just weat along in a daze without thinking, I did
not feel 1ike meking eny guesses as to whet that
wes, Uhy we didu'% go back and show somebody, I don't
know. DBat here we were following its trail. Through the /
scggy muck, deceyed lsaves, rotten refuse of bushes and
frees...in other wvords, the swamp. It locked like a huge snail had gors
thicugh 1like 2 bulldo zer, scraping ite path es it went.

Suddenly I was

scared, Because I knew this wasn't a dream,

S0 we followed. Two high
school seniors slogging through the mucky swamp with revolvers in their
hands, follewing...what? It was fantastic but real.

Ted stopped =sgain.

Je were on the edgse of a shallow lake vhere the ground was basin-shaped.

He turned to me and ssid, "Say, Lew, how 4o we get out of here? Have

you been noticing how far we'rs in? This,” He gestured out over the

gmall body of water, "is way, way in thoe ewenp. I saw & mep once and
we'rs at least two or more miles into the center!"

I didn't answer. 1

looked out in the little pond and watched the water boil. I stood there

looking &t the smeary track go down into the water; at the rushes and
cat-'o-nins tails crushed down and st the turmoil in the water.
Ted's grip

dug in my srm. "Something's in there,” he said needlessly. He dign't
need to tell me what it was,
"hat'll we 407" I asked. "It is out
there. That must be it!l"
"It" decided for us. 4 streak of foam made
for the "shore." Towards us. The hammer on the Smith & (Jesson click-
ed and I noticed that I hed unconsciously cocked the gun. 23But for what?

"Let's get..." Ted's wice died a8 an elmost translucent Jelly
mass started to break water. It looksd rudbbery; it glistened. It stank
e backed away quickly as it foamed nesrsr. ‘e Jjust backed and gawkedi...
and shiversd. It looked like & huge amoeba. iihat we would sse of gt .
But it moved so guickly...Then we saw the tentacles, or were they pssud-
opods? They sneked out and hooked around alders and tightened. /ind one
tightened around my ankle!

T must've yelled something but I don't re-
member. My heart pounded and skipped as I fugged foolishly, 2lmost up-
setting myself, The stringy-looking pseudopod didn't look like it could
hold up under its own weight but it pulled. I nearly fell. Then Ted
wes hacking at it with his long pocket knife. It parted and the small
length curled and writhed as if alive. It vas.

Tor_the best in fenfiction as well as _outstending Brticles . reed SLWarp.




Chaptexr VIII

Then I fired into the msss. The .38 slug ripped through it with
seemingly 1little damage. It gquivered apd reared up out of the watax on
to the higher land. I found it couldn't move su quickly out of water.
It pulled itsell along by grudbing wmall trees and pulling. Thst's now
it madse those dragugy-looking ftracks. 4nd now it was dragging i%sself to-
warde ug. : ’

Vie serambisd back and tried to get out of reasch, which was
not easy. Then a pair of wide oye9, pupiloss, stared at us and e gape-
ing mouth slobbered at us. 4 harek paniting sound issued from it and I
decided that it was mors than ar over -sized amoeba! Both Tod anl I op-
ensd up on it. The bullets tore through it, meking & sickening thud
-rip sound. The thing came on....

""Look, Lew," Ted pented, "these slugs

%fgg‘t doﬁng much damage. Let's make dum~dum slugs out of them. For
_11 LI B Y

- ——

I agreed hastily, wishing we had rifles. Ue ran, if you
could call it running, a distence end dug a noteh into the noses of the
builets, flippad the cylinders back in and turnsd to fsce ths horror
ali?hering and squishing toward us. #4lders creaked and bent and broke
88 it pulled on them, dragging itself nearer end nearer to us.,

1" OkB.Y

let's try i1t ,# I said and pulled the trigger. The .38 buoked in m&

hend a little and the dum-dum thudded into the crawling horror. The
thing stopped, convulsed somewhat, and then proceeded slowly.

"It work-

ed, Lewi" Ted yelled. "It bored a big hunk in the thing but didn't
80 completely through. Maybe we con bust this thing up..."

He fired
agein and I took out extre cartridges and notched them. Then I fir ed
while he reloaded. I aimed near the sids of the thing and a great blud
of "flesh"” sloughed 0ff the side of it. I fired into the middle of it
until the gun was empty and my thumb sore and bruised where it scraped
on the oylinder releass each time tho gun recoiled.

. y I reloanded as Ted
started firing. "They're warking!'" he yelled. The monster seemed  to
loss what shape it-had hodiend was losing big hunks each time we fired.
Then it started to literslly dissolve. It collapsed into itself and be-
came a dripping pool of slime. An odor suddenly assaeiled our nostrils
eand we choked and coughed and nearly retched.

* "Lasaghhh, let's scram
outa here," I gaBped, "It looks dons for."

Chapter IX

Ted agreed very heartily and we scrammed from there. The silenm
suddenly became an extreme to the racketing gunshots of a fow moments a-
80 and only now did we realize what a nolse wo had beon making. R

vas
aven more of a nizhtmare expsrience making our way out of thet swamp than
when wa destroyed the monster. The effects started to set in and seve-
ral timsSs we had to stop and get rid of the swmkes. 'ie lost lunch, the
breakfagt and the supnsr befeors tnast, hefore we got halfway out of the
placa. e tried,to erase the horrcer from our minds and mentally "~ tried
to cleanse our mémories of the terribdle scene we left back there.

Then
it started reining hard asgain. It would...wash...it...away and cover w
moet of the tracks and what had happencd. In & week, most all traces

ougat to be obliterated.:
"Lew,"™ crocked Tei, "we'd botter just try toc

forgot this, I mean, not tell anybody. Vic wore," he paused, "juston



(Y

for & walk or somsthing.”
2 "Yeeh," I replied. ™Je were out for a five

hour jaunt somewhere. I hope I never take another like it." & o

' 8 in-
2lly arrived home in the darkening afternocon as the rain let up angco&-
tented iteelf with a drizzle. Before going into the house, I luckily
noticed something.

I scraped off, with some mud, some slimse from oy
boote. s
-~ THE END --
3ROKeN IMAGE TS
| A byg

Stone and rubble and dirt clod,
Broken dwselling of a god.

Who was rsplacad by stronger onse
Undarneath & youigér sun.

Step softiy and most carefully
On this thin edgs of immortality.

Lest in his sleep he take alerm
And strike at you with broken arn,

-~ GENEVIEVE K. STEPHENDS

PAST GATEWAYS

Past gateways of-the conscious mind

Vistes wait of madness and delight: o
Towers riss up for me ST&I N
By day cr night.

And shedows clustering, bow low--
in Emrrsss, absolute am I,

0f endélass Rinpglnms

Over and beyond the sky.,

-~ GCNEVIEVE K. STEPHENS

= ‘_j — T
i " TREV NELSoN

—



would have been relatively simnle. Plastic surgery could havs cut off
the old noso, and put & new oxe in the righi plecec. If %hors were any
nasal cavities they would have baun' opened ani connectod to the LeW

nosa. -

But unless he joined & freak show, he woull have & tremsrdous in-
feriority complex. Not to mention the pushing sround he would have re~
ceived from others.

. As far as officisldom is concerned, these freaks
are caused by simple mubation, dut peraess, just perhaps, they are caun-
sed by long-receasive genss. Perhaps thkey are once-ussful, bhut now of~

ten fatal, atavistic characteristics inherited from.....inheyited from
e = 20 .\TRA.T?
- the end =~

. ARCTIC IDYLL

by RICHARD K. AVERY, and put
in here for the beneflt of Hal Shapiro

Through srctic night thet has no da'm
The welf paclk rrces on

Floet, untiring, the gray forms swirl
Like the gprey of ocean foam

The bhunger madness grips their flanks
-and rlecks thuir sohbre Jowls

A£nd adas an oerie note ¢f horror
%0 the moon-mad, awoscme howls

Sweoping Susitra's banks thoy hurl
their breath ¢ the frozon sir

Lacing the night with frozon mists
liko silvoreod coret's Hair

Up the valloy t'wards Slocping Maid
-tho howling peck 2ush on

Nor rause %o noto the quiot that greote
‘thoir niddous cerilion

old Grayvoard 1iv5e his hosd
Tonsog, peisee, 970nvg nis hoofs
end tho caribou lecave thoir bod

Thce hornless ycung arc hordod in
the doof noxt teite their stand
¥Vhiloe aniicred huczs surrownd thoe all
an armcd and armorcd bhaed

Uith loversad heeds the phelanx walts
the hideous slsmur grows

And into their ifsar-£i1llsd vision springs
the torrent of their foes

Straight to the herd the wolfpack spsed
thur 2realr snd cirels round

But on every side an zntlsred wall
stands rootsed and iron bound

The madness grows as the
arctic gir
wafiz forth the scent
of the yeerliing fawms
And a gruy form leaps
in futile rags
end dises on Gray=-
beard's horns.

fingther tries, eand another
dises
and the moon. lights up
" the stage
And the hours spesd Ly as
the wolf-pack ery
Their hungsr-maddenced
Tags.

Oh how can ye of the
southern c¢lime
know aught of ths are-
tic waste?
ind of the beasts that
live and the boasts
that die
*noath Lurora's burn-
ing rays?

So cherish your fire this
winter's night
Dine woll, and tako
your choer
'Cause I'1l give you a
clue; belicve it well
It's coldor tharn holl,
up hore!
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SYMBIOTICA
[ 1. SPHACT

From time to time, much controversy hes been occasioned as to whe-
ther or not "plants"™ have heartbeats, hearts, etec. -- And yot, scionce
will not accept conorete facts proving this thoory to be truc.

A8 long ago ss 1929, Jir Jazaedis Bose proved that "plants™ not only
have haartbeats; but he finds evidences of life in metsls and all other
incrgenic matter. His findings so impressed English scisntists thet he
recoived Erniighthood and several daegrass - honorarily.

In his treatise "Plant Lutozsraphs and Their Revelations” he tells
us thet plants have a circulatory system essentially like our own, and
he backs this up by numerous disgrams showing the heartbests of vege-
tableos and flowers.

Now, this In-itself is & sufficiantly remarkable discovery, but the
present writer has, with &1l due respect, en even more astonishing one
to relate. - # ' R

Sir Jagadis Bose has been able time sand again to reprcduce a per-
fectly good hsartbeat of fine guelity, so far as rhythm is concerned, in
in a mere cotton lamp wick soaked in the juice 0f & large cabbags.

Finding these pulsations in a living tissue as low in the gcale
as a humble parden vegetabls is what one might expect, BUT -- what cen
be said of their appearance in inert and lifsless matter?

The question arises: Is the similarity between these disgrams of
the pulse of plants and the cerdisgrams (or electrically-mede autographs
of the human heartbsat) merely onc of externel aeppearance, or ars the
causeB8 beohind the racords in tho two cesces similar in kind?

- THES END =~ -
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Fex athelsnm reprin%s 8| ((We're straining our usual policy & bit and

prints sex atheism re| running this letter evon thousk it's anour ous,

‘x; .ar- _ x| To future Q-8 contribbers, hewewar, we Soint

: t_Jﬁ" F\j P | out tnat chences of your nissive s tern: usad
-

38 Y&l are &.most nii unless it'c sigmsd. Uhis is
te iT| msreiy for our cwa protecticn -- if you don't
ho /5\ ’? nh; wan® your neme printed on the letter, 0.X.: we
gs { te] will leave it off -~ but we waat if on the or-

. si| iginal copy just in case of repercussions.)}
8¢x auheism reprints s
m reprints sex atheism| Dear Art: May I make a response to File Thire
. ! teen in your Avguszt issue? Not hear-
ing any negative response, I'11 proceed. # Our kaustik £riend has &
ia2iie pon; a Cearlylilian turn of phrase, tho I dout it the ons would
uss Tane terms of expressun of tho uther; seams to be imbued with & sens
0% nolzgesble impertance but is offon rong. # I tako ishu with his
remark zcent " Tho weiter who controls tho rights to his puip work and
20v0:biuslnss reloasss eoouk rights indiseriminately to eny and all semi-
pro punlichers should ezxpecs nothing but a polite snoor.” # Now I hav
in il pcssossshun a8 letter from this same snoeror as follows:

"Doar Mr.
Stf, Weirdest:

I am planning a sciros of chap books in which I hopo to
be able tc roprint some of the oldor stories which I considor worthwile
and are nct casily obtainablae.

Would you considor giving mo permission
for tho roprinting of ono of your stories -- preferrably 'I Hoard  tho
Nightirgaic in the Moonlight' ag I have always considorcd that ome of
tho.féncst, not only of your work, but of the stories curront at  that
period,

Incidontly I have writton Bloody Hands®; Intor Werld™; atomio
Atmosphore™ and soveral othors and hopo to have & full schodule  lined
up vory snortly.

Thenking you for your considoration, 1 am,
signeod
Redd Boggs." ¥idnit bebly nob the correct title.

Now indeed, consider the "poor pulpster™! Every week there sare
many repetitions of Mr. Bogee pleas and many, like him, become most ac-
id end scrimonious when the “pcor pulvster" finds it either inconverniant

or momersarily unfeszalley tc agresv. If une doss "help {me) out" from
the kindness of heart 2nd the iops that syms erterprlzing sole will
find both plezur and reward for their effor4s, then, akording to the

infiematery yung men, they "dusorve posning hut & polito sunocor." # It
is becoz of this tirade and atitud tat s¢ many of us feel fanz r not too
fair or considerate of of too hih & menzal grad. For one, I feel that
when & "pulpsbter™ haz donated one of his "brainchildren" to the not to
tender hendz of a fan he surely deserves more than & sneer, polite or
otherwiz-- and it is mostly otherwiz, for they are a notoriously un-
geateful pack. # Rodd sez he ken trace eny lettsr. Se whut he duz
wi?h this. His copied letter is othontik. Kindly dispozed, (to, not
of
2%f. Weirdest.

Dear Axt, Speaking of Cinevents, here's one, Ben Singer and I  were

gitting in Art Repp's room, chewing ths fat, when a certain
slightly plastered pgblisher, who shell hers remain nameless, invitedus
down to his room for s few drinks. A8 wo three sat in said room, guz-
zling happily, our publisher friend began to mutter about the good old
days. # "Ben," he said to Singer, '"femember the FPhilcon? We  sure
hed fun then, didn't we? You were just a sassy brat then, but now you
have grown up. You're & man now, Ben, but you sure raised heck at the



Philocon. remember how you..." and the publisher went on to  re-
late & whgggg'liat of typloelly Singerold stunts. # Aﬁ we left, two
drinks and a dizzy spell leter, Ben remarked thickly, Gos, &f i had
that much fun &t the Philcon, maybe I should have gone to it." i This
month's WARP was swell, from cover to cover, but how the heck did you
ever manage to get the Con report out 3o scon? Did you run it off in
the car on the way home? # But as to the letter colgmn, herae's ny
trusty ego-blaster, loaded and ready %o firs. "90% of (fandom are
Ghodists of some sort)" sez Bob Johnson. According to the fan poll in
the first issue of United Pandom, only 38.4% of fandom believe in God.
That leaves 61.6% eivhor agnostic or atheistic, and that is en estima-
te that leaves out the possibility of those guys who actuslly don't
particularly belisve in God, but pay lip service o Christianity be =
bause they have been brought vp to think it is the "thirg %o do", and
the guys who are afraid %o speak up for stheism, oven tao they are at-
hoists, because of fear of condemnation by the CGullible Hevd. I ecan’ ¥
prove those borderlinrers ave sthoists, so I'AlL retreatv (o thoe figure I
can back un. Say I, "61.6% of fandom ig wither 2theist or aguostice”
Happy, Bob? Also, my estimate of fandom dces not imply enything 0z o
mobely rasembling what Johnscn thinks it dces. Don't I say enough atp
tackable things so no one has to ettack me fer things I DEN'T say? 7
Wally Weber's comments are more 1lkkxa it. ¥e moay bhe right about my not
wanting to spend my every waking nour in ssxual activiiy, aven tho
8uch a plan looks very interesting at first glance. Mayhe we shbuiil
stage an experiment fo find cvi just how mueh I can take. I wi ready
to sacrifice myself for scienca. fet's get us sone giris, go into the
darkroom, and see what develops. Wekrer 1s aiso right about my  being
erazy. What a brain on Wally. Ho's $he first one to f£ind me out. T
As Zor Baklard, %e it known %o him the$ I hal the only birds-bees thing
I ever got from pappy three yeers ago, and then I already knew all he
had %o tell me. I learned all I know about the broad field of broads
from {heh-hseh} trial and error and Shaver. i And Dan Mulcahy claims
that my humor of old was good but since then -- ugh! Maybe you missed
it, Dan, but the spaceship I had in the BtF Brosdcast was powered by
ex~lax. That's what I call a dirty joke, if there really is such a
thing. The stuff I have run in my Sexoeracy letters has hever been
dirty, (except one word, used for emphasis) only sexy. There seems to
be a8 funny notion floating around that sex is shameful, and anybody who
Jokes about it or $alls a spade a spade is a "it" from the swamps of
Ploor. When I told a joko that wes dirty, being concerned with dirt,
nobody made a pecep, but just let me say one word, ovon in jest, about
(gaspgespgesp) sox, snd ovory prig in fandom is on my neck. I'm  be-
ginning to wender if fandom is such an open-minded, 1liberal thing, af-
ter all., This Mulcahy ovon whips out his portablo psycho-snalyst's
couch, plops me down om it, and mekos likec a poor man's Froud. Just to
puncture his little bubble, I hersby "szpose™ what ha thinks I was try-
ing o hide. I say again, a8 I have sald hefcre, but this time  more
calmly, "I'm sorry. When I was a Christlern [ was wrong. I made a
misteke."” 1 do wish, tho, that you woulidn't call me "it." I don't
went that to get around. # - And Warreon, the guy in the pic is leaning
on higs fist with boradom, &8s if you didn't Imow. Anyway, I suxs am
glad to meet one fellow who hasn't yet found out that I am crazy, even
tho he does &iffer from me in his views on WARP policy. & Complements
from JoKe? If I wasn't an egomaniac before, this does it. # Lester
Fried saz that gsex iz a good thing %o talke your mind off other things.
Sey I, with tha feintact troce of a suparinr snmeer, "Whaet other things?'
But then he msy ve right ebout not putiing sex into stories. Most of
the stvff I've seen gzots you all stirred ¢p nu the hero and heroine get
closor tnd elossr te bed, then, just as thoy are almost thers, the
story ends, or the scene ehifts or something. The reader is loft gl
steamed up with noplace to go. "Ban the sexy mags from the stands," I




roar in my few world-saver moments. "If they reveal some of the  pro-
cess of sex, they ought to show it ALL." &So jyou see, lesg, we 30 &gres,

afper all. # Ham. I dor't knov whether %5 welcome the rere, Sane .
voice of B4 Cox or not. If it gets azound thet I ou in Ffever oF  most
of his ideas, these fannish witch-nunters whe Meve been hounding mo

might get out after him, too, Rather than give you the oid Nelsor kiss
of death, I'll say "Nuvz to you, Ba Cox,” &nd hope against hepe that you
don't taks it soriously, like Quien Sabe's good squae toock Some othor
things I said just for laughs. # Yerz,

RAY NELSON, 433 E. Chepin,

_E§dillac, Michigen.

Chesrio: SPACLVWARP for Boptember srrived here yostorday and a good job
it wag ~- fast too, for it was the first convention roport
to reach my mailbox. I found the rcport accurate so far as my - know-
lodge goes, and you are to be complimentsd for such accuracy on fast
work., # 4bout the Sinper dsath hoox: I wen® to talk at length on
this and you'll be doing mo & favor i¥ vour publish this part of my let-
ter. I had intended writing ycu earlier, asiking you 10
publish a retrgctica, becausae kB ijheelex hos hsen get-
tinz letters of cordolencs &nd a courlie 0f serious
reactions have come up. If however, you cnly put
out forty cories of the flash notice, nossibly
all forty who received that notice will re2d this
or your own account of the affair in the Septem-
ber issuo. Will you soe to it that thiz pertion
0of my lettor roaches all who got tho houx notico?
# The reactions were these: Uill Sykore fels-
phoned the owner of vhs theatlecr whers { work, and
the owner was pretty scre when tha matlter was ex-
plained to him. He 3idn't knew vhat kind o
newspsper Sykors published snd tne whele sifuir smel=
led of bad publicity for nis movie, iHs Llemed me for
cireculating the fire and death rumor and comglained
to my union’s Business Agent, who jumpsd me about it.
Also, Sykora got out & specisl edition of his FPentasy News which raked
me over some rather hot coals for so contempteuvle a tricke. Finaelly,
a fow days after the convention, Valt Dauzherty telephoned from Los
Ag3oles ready t0 give me hellil. It ssems the Los Aageles fraternitywss
ready to run me out of fandom. Ses how & little thing like that can

snowball? # I'm not angry with Singer. Naturally he is no longer
wolcome around these discpimze, but I hold no rancor for him. I ax-

vect he'll eventually grow up, and the litile "fugchead awsrd" I gave
him at the convention ig about the limit of my feelings in the matter.
Ho will have to tokas whatever knocxs that come from the rest of fan-
dom; at the convention I successfully persuaded two of my friends to
loave him alone -- they wers all for knocking him around & bit. One
of the parties on the long distance phons was all for running him out
of fandom. O©h wall. # As for the death notice, and the wording of
it, and the many gullible people who believed it, I have a further
word: anyone who has been in fandom for at least 8 year ghould  Jmow
better, should have seen at & glance that it was false. Of the thir-
teen paragraphs in that notice, eight of them were blatant give-aways.
Singer (or you) put words in my mouth no dying man would utter, and
added such faney trimmings as to expose the whole thing. Rest assurad
vhen I om dying (actuslly and finally), I won't give a tinker's Gamn
for fandom and I'm pretty sure I won't h.ve any finel parting wordsfor
them.....unlegss it is to consign them to holl for driving me into an
oarly grave. i I nmust 1ift a surpriscd eyebrow at pedplc who baliocved
tha hoax, after reading such obvious c¢luos a&s "Toll them I'm serry,”
and YHo died peacefully," and the s2d story of my writing a lcve novel
which was lost by accident, snd my drinking nmy worries away, and the



bunk about "PFandom, Ina."” and the five pseudonyms 1 was supposed to
be ueing while wri%ing for Campbell, and ths bit about LB uneﬁ;ﬁrhad-
opting the children ~- promising to pu¥ ﬁhom.through,co¢lsg§ R
ing them supolied with science-fiqtion megazires. AltsE al¢i gonvs,
just how much will you swallow? 4§ That about covers it, Ar%,
think that this letter, combined with the roport you mads in your con-
vention erticlse, should take care of the maiter. But I do beliewvs you
should send this to everyone wio recelved “ha hoex potice. After a3,
1 cen handle the theater owner and the union officials on my tail hera
but I'm wary of Sykora and Daughtery and those athers who are  ready
to run me out of fendom. Best,
"‘ BOB TUCKER, P.0. Box 260, Bloomington,
Illinois. .

Dear Art: Really I am surprised, flatterec and excitsd. In the Sept.
SPACEVARP so many of the best fans in fandom mention m. 7
How much I read and hero-worshipped thegfe ans' writings in promegs and
fenzines. # I really could never admit that I was one of them and am
in the seme class. Honestly, I doa't “elong with thase great minds, E-
ven Ray Neison is my hero. I only hope that ny suddsn ropularity(?) is
honestly esrnced, Heavens!! But how can I be cincerely asmong these &=F
heroos? 1 doubt that my 2 or so psrcent can kesp up the gned work.
Sufficlent to express my feelings -~ now %o comment to all who mention-

ed me. To Vially Vleber: Sex talk snd drewings can be toned down be-
cause no amount of printable sox muterisl caun equel ond Irench postoard.
S50 why elabtorate? Vrai Ballard, ©o cuote: "To not overdo it." Pre-

cisely, ¥Wrai, end put forth by you, correctly precisely. Ray Nelson -~
read my reply to ially Weber. To Bd Cox: All people are not broad=-
minded. When you treat sex like propaganda, it is high time to differ-
entiate from senee and non-sense. In moval: "Trying to dig rock with
8 shovel, will break the shovel." # Your Ciney coverage Art was great.
Great in itsolf alone, and considering all the pitfails (various other
duties, backlozs, and lack of time) you did perfectly. So you really
met Ray Palmer, fog Phillips and others. Did you rest uneasily from
one log to the other, with mouth agape (ears pinned back end looking
dumb, which happoens to be natural) when you met them., Or did your
Scoteh pipe blow furiously ~- with all kinds of smoks =- except t$obacco
smoks, No kidding, you could hold your own with them and I bet you did.
# Machiavelll by Repp was cxeiting, with suspense and mystery all the
way. Tha enswer Morgan Botts wouldn't give, is here. Tne independent
fan was Rapp. Now, when Moxrgzan Butts could pull sll thoss ctrings and
not touch Happ, you have eanxLher answer. Rapp was the werd-heeler be-
hind Botts!! Tns ariicle bty Crarles Stuart is clear enough. Ve do
need space travel ils my opiunion. ¥ The poems were typically excellent
for all S~F poems eare exzcelleant. i %iell, gcodbye for *he nonce,

GEORGE ANDREJE, 8917 Cumberland Ave., Cleveland 4, Ohio.

Repp, Repp, I'm knocking at your door. 4nd I have a peculiar fooling

that this letter is going to be 2 loeng one. SOsesve To
start off with guess I'll tell you how much I enjoyed the Cincon report.
Aside from the change in locality it reads somewhat 1like the Torcon re-
port of last year =-- just as zany, much more interesting, and just as
much fun. Offhand, I can't imagine anything even halfway approaching e
fan convention. Can't think of anything I'd rather do than attend one,
either. B'Gawd, I'11 mske it to Portland or know the reason why! Yseh,
how many times have you heard thet one before? But now for a few run-
ning comments... Heh, Might have known you’d get lost in Cincy. Soma~-
thing like thet one can always look back upon and leugh at when discus-
sing the con. Vhy, it would hsrdly have seemed like & con if it hedn't
heppened, now would it? .....Hit«It-Ligain-It's-Stil1l-Moving Mimsograph-
-=I 1ike that. Sounds fannish.... Vhat & list of fan and pro celebrit-
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The following are all zood items, and it breaks my heart fto part 4
with them, but I have to make room for other stuff, SOtiececviresa &

*

LIFE EVERLASTING - Keller - exc. = 4/ -mnot even eyetracks on thisy
copy. ~ now out of print, and before it reachos astronomical.. - x
prices you botder gradb it at - L5.00 ' .

INTEIGUE ON wht vpPPER LEVEL - Hoyne - good = no d4/j - 1934 ed -~ "4
story of erime, love{!) and revolt in 2050 4D under tenth die-
tator of USL - 4l1.70 *

THE MISSING LANGEL - Erle Cox - good - 4/j - ALussy ed - almost as

o2

THE SUARLET PLAGUE - London =~ Bxa - 1lst ed » LiaoMillen 1915 - i1l
= o0vez brimmed in red & yeollow - no d4/J ~ a bergain at $2.00

SHOCKiNG TALES - Vyn pub. - anthology = exe - 4/) =~ unusual col-
lection of tales of cruelty, frenzy, jealousy, obmession & cyn- x
igist - $1.75

THE OTHER SIDE OF THD MOON - Pellegrini & Cudohy - exe - 4/j -
gerlith's latest collection, maybs you'll like it ~ a 3.75 bookx
oYy g{5125. *

Two mage ~- PAHTASTIC ADV. Sept '39 - exc - not even eyetracks-50¢ 4
UNCLNNY TLLES - good - Canadian mag - Sept-Oct,no date tho

T A RERT T O THE

1110 Gillespie Ave. p
********************************»****ggiﬁgii**gigggi******************
ies! The ones I'd like particularly to meet:; Boggs, the Cox's, Don
Ford, Kroll and Grossman, the Nelsons, G.Young, George O., Poul Aaderx -
sep, Pulmer and ROG PHILLIPS...., Woll! So the con was oven plugged on
g d~jockey show. I was wondering, did the plug draw any sightseors or
isolated fen in Ciney who hadn't heard about the con? /gquien sabe?/Sin-
ger is gotting to be almost a legond at the cons. I still remombor
Singer and the Alum,.... 'We ren off 200 copies. We sold about 25. Ua
discontinued the zino." I wondor how many noophyte zines have collaps-
cd because of thoso throo sim)le but oxprossive sontoncos? ...Yes,
Kroll is an excellent artist. I know. I take SCIENTIFLNTASY... Heck,
Just thought. Xroll lives in Des Moines dcesn't he? Maybe I could
havs caught & ride. Foo...Specimens from the Muon, eh? Reminds me of
a cartain hoax, of which more later... So you received orders from Sin-
ger to mimeo announcemsnts of Tucker's death and distribute tham "o
leading fen"? I received one. Iaferring...Ch, zoody! ... I think
Williamson was right when he said that stf writers have for the most
peérc been ignoring human valueos for the scientific theme. You know, of
course, that that is why Bradbury has been placed in the status of =
demigod by most of the fan warld. The fen wora all s¢ tired of rcading
stories of supermen, gimmicks, gadgots, knick-knscks, twists, ot cetera
that when Bradbury sppeared upon the scone with stories that placed the
human element first with the scientific side as more of a docoration
they immodiately gave him far more credit for being a wonderful writer
then he actuslly deserves... Raoy Nelson's costume proves what I said &
%hile back. Is he uninhibited!... Tha full F/NSCIENT was a swell one,
wasn't it? I got guite & buzz out of ANGELMIN and the cartoon... 41l
in all, & very sweet job of reporting, Art. Oh, to lead the life of =
FAND 1is great! See you at the Porcon. # 4nd now, Arthur H, Ratt, a-
bout that hoax. I'm disgruntled and aggreived (oh sure) that you would

rare as his 'Out of the Silence ' - & steal at {y3.00 *
Two by Kobert Chambers ~ no da/j -~ THE MLN THDY HWNGED - good - 5
$1.00; SLAYER OF SQULS - loose binding, otherwise good - (1.50 ,
THE LN FROM LIMBO - Guy Endore =~ good - d/j ~ his first book o
{1920) = ruore - ¥3.00 W
ETCHED IN MOOWLITE - Stephens - Liacmillan '28 -~ mo d4/j - feir - *
%.L,-OO *

*

*

*
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play such a trick om poor, unsuspecting fen. Now all my sorrow hag fone
to waste! Yes, I admit I was complsetely %aken in, although I did think
your obit was worded rather odédly. wLncé sywaking of vhat ¢bit%, i am cuv-
ious 48 to how mvch of it was true anéd ho auch wasn't. For instance,
ig 1% reslly true that Tucker has bsen writing for adI'? VWhere does Sin-
ger gat thsse fiendigh idens? And that ad on pege 147 ho s Singsr's
test friend? Sinzer or Tucker? i The new Lotisiory was fine, art. Sx-
cellent. Rut, 1like Boggs, I don't feel meved to comment. 7 The Book
Review didn’t do much rore than enurersts the titles and suthors in the
book, hut 1t didr’t make & hell of a lot of difference to me as I have
the bock. 3 Of the two poems, Goneviove Stophens' was the botier. ¥ I
gee that PITIFUL PUPPETS drow & coup.e 0f cavugtic commonts %$o QUIEN SABL
I was going to put in & coule of lengihy reiutaiions slong ebhous hero
to cugt Nolson end Cox and perhaps slart a feud [Mot? Another?/ but it
ig getting so darn late that I won't be abis fo dov it since I 1ive in a
gtinking rooming house and there might be complaints on my typer. It
sure maxeos & lot of noise for a Noisseless. And I'm getting sleepy, too.
X will only point out here that JoKe was the only one of those comment-
ing that caught the real flew instéad of pickipg on detalls. Smart guy,
that Joe. Ok, &nd snother thing before I closs. Inasmuch as my lebter
in which I eupport "toning down WARP" would seem to be in direct oon-
trast te the second psragiaph in PITIFUL PUPPETS (which I didn't consi-
der as being too gtrong, tho I eea it drew a remark) I wish to esay in
my own behalfl that you are ths one to decide the editorial policy of
VARP, and while I would profer the meg to bs "toned down'" until you 4o
80 I'1ll continue t0 write mnything you'll print, including that threo-
lettor wori, As soon as8d if you decide against it, tho, I'll quit wri-
ting it into my etuff and so will, I'm sure, all your other notable au~
thgrs. Trhere. Now that's ovenod up I can sign offi., % Will como up a-
z&in soon.

WARKEN BALDWIN, 407 Philip Ave., Norfolk, Nebraska.

Dear Art: A very good issue of Spacewarp arrived today, and I wonder
again: How do you do it? I am still s0 sick 0f sclence
fiction, after talking about 1little else for 4 dsys at the con, that
I’ve been unable to do much fanning, though I did grint out an instal-
ment ¢f the colyum for Tueker a counle evenings ago -- three days past
deadline, to be exact. 3 Your convention coverage was adacuate, though
not equalling your excellent Torcon report. I finglly rersad that in
Mindwary and am stlll impressed with your blithe, complete-coverage,
porsonulized elant there. Too bad the Cinvention Daily didn't pan out.
¥ 1 was interested in seeing what happened at the last session, which
I didn't attend, I intended to leave Cincy on the 11 p.m. bus but due
to circumstances &idn’'t mske it. I spent a very unfannich ovining
(night, in fact. 81l nignt) in Newport, with an old airforce sorgcant
vhese nams I don’s toven know except that he was "Mac" aad ke had lots
of foiding steff. Nowport should be tho capital, or the papal seat of
Sexccorsey; yet I'll wager most shitendees didn't know about Newport un-
til they read Fried'c letter in this Spacewarp. Sponszors of the con
ghould inform us of things like this. % I ran into Stein a4t the bus
depot at 7 a.m. Tussdey, 6 Sept, when I f£inally zot back to fincy and
was hurrying 4o my Sus [Bcb was going to Columbus), and thought that
brief encounter would »s my izst view of a sensitive Fannish facs for
8 while,bubt, z2fter killing twe houss in Chicago where it wis raining
disielly, T was just about ready to cateh the Minneapo.is bus when i !
spisd John Grcessmen. S0 he, Zroll and I had abcut 5 minutes of conver-
sation before I left. i Otherwise, Spacewarp wag imaroved in format
and £-95 T.ze good - prodably your best effort in both irnsiances. The
leck of & £rame aronnd most DRLES Was weisome, in particulsr. Letter-
ing-guide haads were sxcelisub. i 4s I said, "Qeion Sano?" wae fine.
Ray Nelson hits the hail on the ncad, and I love his final crack, If



agt Yime, I'd pick on Den Muleahy and his statomont about profanity.
But I haven't so I'll merely ask Dan what's wrong with 4~lotter Anglo-
vexon words? I suggest he read Heinlein's yarn where it was sardonice-
8iiy peinted out that A-O can't be used in Holite society but that La-
in eguivalents can be, with the end result being the same. I'd also
recormend & perusal of llorris Lrnst's discussion in To the Pure; A
Stuly of OUbegenity and the Censur (Vikiug, 1928 (%))

Whtt 1S wrong with the Angio-suson nords? They .are

The sinplest and most direct and unambiguous.  An T
inoffensive example (I trzust):ss» oh hell, I have -ﬂlib\ﬁh
no wish to have Warp barred from the meils; the Ve VQ\;§;
pestal department is, sad to say, not modern . or n %&\ 4§¥m§§
eciizntened in this mespect., Anyhow, I think ~an gy, ,f(\\\\ﬂ&-\
A-5 4~letter word is one helluva lot better then a . /”U N
texm like "guieting concupiscence", which I under- (C Qh\
stand is what the Pops calls, uh, eoitjon. Let \\A\

van and others who deery Anglo-Saxonisms hbarken

%o Havelock DBilis: "The encient gnd simple -words
fior the more private bedily parts] are...unaues-
tionably the best and, in thelr“origin,:the-most
dignified and expressive .words, Many persons . are
of the opinion that on this dccouxnt they:should
be rescued from the mud....I am of the opinion tiat
this is the ideal to be sought." - Symeone slse in
9 -~ 1t vas Les Fried -- says thet sex 'in -stories
appeals only to boys of 14 or 15 end grown people
"who weren't all there™, 1I'd say it was to people
who weren't gll thpre that sex in stories doesn't ..%
appeal, and I wonder.if’n Los has chenged his mind
8ince hearing Les del Rey speak at Cincipnati? - # o
Your Warp Services in mimeosraphy is'almost exactly whet I planned to do
last spring, I think it was. (You'ro going to think.I'm & jealcus un-
original dope -- aftor I alroady mentioncd once that Stein and I consid-
ored the idea of a hecto-mimeo pic.} Anrhow your plen is very similar
to the one I toyed with, and might have inaugurated with the iMay SkHk,
except that good dear FooFoo wouldn't let me reduce the explanation of
the plan Into sufficient cogency and briefness to fit the gpace 1'd left
for it in the issue., So I s4id the ocuieting concupiscence with it  and
ran & poem Oor something inetead. 3 Note: PAPA recuires 68 copies, in-
stead of 65 as shown on your plan, JRoger. Wileo.)] # Oh, yesh, tell
whosver it was (lietchette?) that the Spear decimal system is complete,as
shown In the BEvans Index. The gape in it were left in order to lot it
grow, if needed, and Juffus has steted that an enormous amount of plan-
ning went into detormining whore those gaps should be. Knowing  Juffus,
I don't doubt it. # Hah, graduslly I'm sotting my kid sister initiated
into stf. Fdr years sho's boon asking for something to read and when I
proffer something she's said, "it isn't sclence fiction, is it?" But
she'd read stf whenever I had nothing else at hand, efid after she read
The rortal in the Ficture she decided 1t was pretty good. Tonight I dag
up What Mad Universe and che's loving every word of it. i Hey, what is
wrong with you? Or is something wrong with me? Herse you sey KPG 18 6
foot 6, and I don't think he's more'n 6'2", and then you call Hizgs "ra-
ther thin and tall". Hell, he's not zs tall as I ~-unless I'm nuts ==
and I'd say he's no more'n 5'10", which I don't call tall. Take a
chence now: How sbout Coswal? i DLrror: Judy Merril's panel included
Fritz Lieber Jr., not Jack Williamson., 3IELk was on it, too, as moder-
ator. % You ssy in yow last letter that the Wash DC gang souads like
more fun. Well, rfavliat and Kerkhof turned out to be lovaly characters
inteed., They saved me, first day of the con, vhen Stein and I didn't

gat up $il1l just time to wobble tol the opening session, without eating.
Durine the intermission ¥, ¥, and I went out an absorbed 3 Nuclogr
Fizzos (re¢ipe on request) which curcd my headacho, bolly-acho an




sundry other aches, Wonderful pick-mo-up. Sincorsly, REDD BOGGS,
2215 Bonjamin St,, N.E., Minneapolis 1€, Mimmogpsa., (The only indo-
pendont on Botts' list. | (One of tho bost Botschiories. by the way)(If

you print this, make it "Summy-echo";

"holly¥ Lg Ang.o Shxin.)
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Interior artwork by Radell and
Trever Nelson, Robert L. Stein
and Rosele knows who elsa,

What I'd like to know is what good
it doez to list the zine's content
above, vhen the pazss don't have
any pa:se-nambers on 'em?

alack, in new brunswick, in georgis

and meine
the postmen are hitting the bottle
again
their red eyes roll wildly, their !
nerves are aguiver |
for again they're confronted with
WARP to deliver

o postmen of brunswick, of georgis
and mains

let one brizht hope chser you thru
horror and pain

g8 you bear the curst burden romem-
ber, remembor,

once you got theso passcd out, that(
is 811 till

novembor.

L}

YOUR SUBSCRIPTION IS Kiryp !
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