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(Horewith Heartily Hoping Happy Holidaysf;"'

Ah me: The other 38 pages whisked thru the typer in a jiff, yet
this "Timber." space yawns paping, blank as ny nind. And Tucker gez
an ediborial should be more than just teliing what's in the rest of ths
ish, or what troubles you had stencilling it, or all the other standby
topies of fanzine editorisl-writers. Ah wos.

Mebbe I should denouncs
all the present theories on how to pick & convention site, and advane
my own plan, It is mersly an extensmion of the present system: i.e.the
veting 18 by the delegates present at the previous con. Howevar, the
continent of North America is divided into five zonses, as follows: (1)
Fast Cugst:; (2) Ceneds; (3) South; (4) Great Lakes-iuiidwest; (5) West.
The convention goes to eméh zone in rotetion =- providing some fanclub
in the appropriate zone cares to bid. If none bids, the con gogss to
the next zone, and the unprepared fon have to wait anothor five years,
for their next chance to bid. Only bids from the appropriate zone are
ellowed, but since there may be several fanclubs in the zone, thers is
5till & choice of site.

The factor determining the above division of
the continent 1s that the great majority of fans (at least 76%) livs
in the eastern half of the U.S. Tha center of fan population, I found,
18 approxinately Chicego. Under the sbove scheme, threo of the five
conventions would be reasonably near the largoe centors of fandom, yet
the Jest and South could be sure of getting a nearby con 2t least once
evary five years.

: Tak, the end of another year. In the January WARP,
you will find en sxplanation of how my prophecy for 1949 (VARP, Dec 48)
came true. For 1950, I won't be cryptic.

Prediction: 1950 will sea
the launching of & commerciaslly-sponsored "fanclub" by one of the big
prozines.

1950 will ses a8 widening split between selfstyled "serious
fantasites™ and the rest of fendom. The sSeceding group will do their
best to forget that stf had its origins in the pulps.

There will be a
growing clamor in fandom ageinst reprint books and mags which clamp
sver-tighter on the pocketbooks of those who try to maintain a faizly
complete ccllection.

Most of the major promags will cost 35¢ by 1951.

4iff-Davis will bring out & reprint mag.

Tsk, I have just finished conning a screed by & grammatical pur-
ist who insists that stfwriters cease devising names for s.t's which
violate the rules of etymology, classical nomenclature, and no doubt &
few other esoteric disciplines., I fear it will be difficult to re-
form the usagse of science~fiction writers. I suggest, howsvser, that
those who are pained by this sort of thing begin by trying to elimin-
ete that horrible barbarism, "science-fiction."™ It should, of course,
be "scientific fiection" unless one forgets his mrineiples and allows
the neologism "scientifiction" -=- which, however, would undoubtedly
N\ bring & shudder to the noble breast of Dr. Samuel Johnson. But
f:?. why concentrate on interplsnetery linguistic errors? Hom about
\T/ forming a society to persnade peopls to cemse using the erronsous



ferm "Indians" when they mean the eheriginel inhabitents of North Amer-
ica. And we could senmi & naery aste Yo Chur:ihilil, calling his attention
to the fact that Latin hae alivays beon regaricd as the propor vehicle
for oratory which has suy preiansions to diganlty, snd that "blood, swest,
and tears," is disgustingly Anglo-Saxon in derivation.

Wasn't it Lewis
Cgrwhl who guerisd which was to be master, the word or the person using
it%

Lot us now pause to shed a silent tear for poor old aSF, whose cov=~
ers uced to feature cities~-of-the-iuture, hurtling spaceships, super=
rayguns, and other beautiful otjects. Campiell can't do it any more, of
course. His readers might think his philcsophical and technical journal
wvas a mors stfzine.

Speairing of promags, Englend's "The Flying Legion™ in the current
FFM 1is racher appalling, Burely, evexn im 1919, readsrs could not take
in their stride Bnglmnd's cagusl eveiuetiocn of the muchine-gunning of
natives &8 & mere unplisasant necessity in the merch of progress, while
a white man who is sinot wlhile desecrating the shrine of a non-Christian
religion "died & hero's dea’h.”

SPACEVARP will be using less fiction in the future. The large pro-
portion of same in this €hristmas ish cuts our backlog down to a reason=
able size. We will use & few stories, but only those of above~ average
quality, or exceptional in some other way. It would be nice, though, to
find our mailbox full of articles writter by you.....even if you are a
newcomer to fandom. Slight caution: write about science-fiction, not
about science ~- unless you'rs an expert in some branch of science, and
then only if you can make the subject-matter interesting to others. Faw
fen sutscribe to fanzines for the sake of the science presented on their
pages.

There ars hundrads of subjects for articles: reviews of booke
or mags you've read, appraisals of your favorite or most-detested asuthor;
how you becams interested in stf and why you stay in fandom; your meet-
ings with other fans; your experiences in publishing a fanzine; infor-
metion about the pros which isn't generally known; etc. ad infinitum.

For the record, and perchance you might be interested in subblng:

DANN (bi-monthly, 156 pp legal, 10¢, 3/26¢) Oct 49. A letterzine pub-
lished by Lester FPyied, 2050 Midland, Louisvills, Kentucky.

RTAOIN SHRDLU (frequency unknown, 26 pp letter, 6¢, 3/12¢ -- deflation,.
eh wot?} VIN1l, Dec 49. A genseralzine published by the Mid-Manhat-
tan SPFS. Stephen Teller, 40 W. 77 St., New York 24, N.Y,

FANTASY ANNUAL, 1948 (120 pp & litho covers, 1.00) -~ Indispensable to
every serious fan. Lists and reviews all stf books and mags pub-
lished. during 1948, plus fen events, fans and fesnzines, fan organ~
izations, ste. It's worth the buck. Ackerman, Box 6151 L.A. 55,
galifornisa.

1A PETITE (32 pp 3% x B4, auarterly, 25¢, 4/,1.00} -~ Postry (non fant-
asy}. Genevieve K. Stephens, 530 Moyser Ave., Alma, Michigan.

SPEARHEAD (b2 pp, letter, 25¢) -- ViN4, Fall 49, Beautifully mimeo‘d
generalzine. Reminiscent of the defunct Dream Guest.

STP TRADER (10 pp, letter, bi-monthly, B5¢: NFFIrs, 3¢) Best place to
find bargains in back issues. Jack Irwin, Box 3, Tyro, Kansas,

THE TALISMAN (23 pp, letter, 15¢, 7{5,-1.00, frequency unknown) vnu.,/'j\
A serious generalzine. now f. Logn, Jr. Box 3224, Columbia ‘\_/
Heights Station, "ashington 10, D.4.




ONE OF US MUST  DIE

— -~ BY WARREN BALDWIN

Gay stroamers of dawn decorated the eastern sky as the gyro-car of
Roger Hugen turned smoothly into the Main Uay. Bright rays of orange
and biuc splashed over the front of thes vehicle, transiorminz the stream-
linsd glastic surfacs into a fairylapd of fleshing light. Far ahead,
apeingt the burnished copper dise that was the risingz sun, were silhou-
etted the myriasd slim shapes of the forest of skyscrapers which was Gr-
euter Mew York. The last lone pape of the calendar for 2100 had slip-
ped into the past during the previous night, and the first day of  the
ney vear was greating thc Barth of tho New Era dressad in its pretilest
CoLIY3, -

- But for the zlorious besauties of old Mother Nature's pyrotech-

nics plowing overhead and for the miracle which was eswakening New York
sbrxetching its s%eal and plastic sinews in preparation for the work of
t..o new yaar, Roger Hagen had no eyes. For he was riding fast on  his
way to murder. ' '
r Murder. Hoger crammed the asccelerator against the gy~
ro's transparent floorboards and. rolled the word over and over in  his
mind, relieshing its tuste. Murder. . Yes, he was on his way to kill the
rt wha Led stolen nic wife, his beloved ilargot. On his way to end the
earthiy sxistence 0of the man who had no suspicions of the fatal plans
bwing wade fcr him. . No suspicion, for Roger Hagen and Don Strong were
the b»est of friends. : ' b ~

; Roger laughed aloud. It was insanely funny when
. you -thought of it that way. He was Don Strong's best friend, the best
- friend of 'the man who had oreated that vast emptiness that chilled Rog-
er's guts. Hoger Hagan was going to kill his closest intimate, his for-
- mer wife's husband, vho did not dreem of the writhing hate borne for
him behind ‘the treaecherous mask of Rogoer's cheoarful face. A4And funnior
still, Roger reflected, he was going to get away with it. Thers could
be no doubt about that.

- BEvery morning for a year now, Rogsr had called
at the residence of Mr., & Mrs. Don &£trong to take the Mr. to his place
of daily toil.. Don was not wealthy enough to own a private gyro-car,
and e welccmad the opportunity to escaps the stifling interior of =&
‘copter bus and ride to work instead in the open-air freshness of Rog=
er's gyro. And every day Roger had thought that that day would bo the
Dey for Murder; and every evening after he had dapusited Don Strong axe

* .more at the sntrance of his spartment he had been disappointed. But he
hal forced his disillusion and impatience to be docile, for might not
the next day be The Day? He regretted that he could never -know emactly
wien the murder would be committsed until the deed had been done, but
that was unavoidable,, for Strong's death was to be -- accidentsal,

: ; L The
gkyscraper dwselling of the Strongs focussed 1nto view ahead. LRoger re~
moved his foot from the sccelerator:; the speed-indicator needle beagan
to slip downward from the 90 mark. The spider-stael supports of the
Way rushed past the sides of ths gyro~car in a blur of speed, then, as
the car began to slow, became separable by the eys into distinect units,

At the intersection of the Main Way with the branch arterial which
led to the apartment building, now almost abroast of thse car, Rogor a-
gain slammed his foot upon tho accelorator and toisted the oontrol-shick
FPowward and to the right. With 8 whine of power, thae gyro-car sworvod
{4 j toto the narrow span which drpnpod sickeningly into a bankod spiral
in towerd the roof torminals. Ground lovel, a thousand foat bolow,



wee hidden by tho laey network of lower-lesvel Vays, Altor a last dizc-

zying swoop the car charged betwoon tho torminal docelorators anC  wac
brovght to a smooth halt by the poworful megnctic fioclids. Pogcr opcnod
the door on the driver's side of the mschine aud stepped onto tne pass-
enger 1ift directly beside the rear whesel. He was gently Llowersd %o tho
cafeteria section which occupied the entirs floor just beneath the roof
terminal. As he stepped from the 1lift, & woman's voice trilled out be-
hind him;

"Roger? Roger! Here we arse."

Slowly, Roger turned. There
she was, pushing her way toward him across the crowded cafeteria floor,
3y Lsr gide wes Don. It was wondsrful merely to ses her face onca mixe,
Mergebs. Beaubiful Margot. Margot, who had once been his wife. Margot
whom he 8till loved.

She reached him, took his arm. £he spoke in short
gaeps. She was out of breath after shoving through the milling throngs
apouat them.

"lell, Roger, we--Don and I--wero beginning to think you'd
never get here. You're latse."

: We. Roger winced imperceptably. She did
not know how that simple word burned his very being. WVe. Ohe and Don,
Don, her husband now. Don, whom he, Roger, was going to kill -- acel -
dentally -- and get away with it. He forced himself to smile at them.

"Yes, I know. Sorry. Dellis detained me for a bit this morning.”
Dellia--Dalores-~was Hoger's second wifas. But she would never fill that
angtiness which had been left when he had lost Mergot. "I got here as
qu¢ck¢y'as I couald. Pushed my gyrc to the limit all the way dovm." He
spoke to Don without removing his syces from Margote.
S£he ra? never scemed so beautiful. Her shining
blue eyes, her shimmering gold hair... "Ready
to 1@&7@, Don?"

Margot. said, "Oh. WVell, you /=
, 4ida't have tg hurry as much as all that. t i 4&}\ :
e

guess we could have waited a while longsr. Don
ien'% In vhat much of a hurry to get to worke.
And enywvay, Roger, I reslly think you neglect
Dellis a littls too much.”
It was just like
her, thought Roger, always thiunking of others.
Never of herself. That had been one reasonwhy
Le had ioved her -- 8till lovsd her =- g0 much.
When she loved someone, ®he gave har whols
sel?, her whcie being, to that person. But she
hedn't joved nim. ©She had thought so, at first,
and they had teon married. But whon the infat-
uation had passed she had found it was naot true love
ou lL.oxr parv, alter all, and tkat it would nover ba. But for Roger, 1t
had veen -- and yet was. And then skhe had met Don. Don, so damably
handaoms and sc dsmrnably perfsct: And ske had sued for a divorcs, and
Roger had given it %o her, because he lovsd her too much to ask hsr to
live with him if she did not want to., £Cc¢ she had married Don, and iog-
er, trying to £ill that lonliness a2t her loss, had met and married De~
lores.
Don was speaking. "Yeah, we'd better shovae off pretty guick.
The head boss won't like it if I show up for work too late, and now=
adays, with so damn’' many people, thore's always a dozon waitingto step
into my place."
Margot roloased Rogor's arm. ©he embraced Don ("\
and game him a rosounding buss vn the lips. Hoger watched, flassh-{ 5 |
es of unreasoning joaliousy beating insidc of him, and dimming his



vision. "Seeo you tonight, darlinz," sho said softly to Don. "Bo & good
boy and keop your nose cloan whilec you'rc at tho offico."

Don kissed
her again. "You got nothing to worry about on that score, Leney,” he
murmured. "You Jimow I dorn't love enyons but you. Ycur sver-loving
will he home right afler work tonight, just 1ike he is every nighkt.”
Reluctantly, Don reisased her and stepped onto the lift, which remsined
where it had been when Roger stepped off it. "OK, Roger, let's go."

"Righto," Roger said, while he thought hatefully, maybe you won't
be home tonight, 'ever-loving.' Maybe this will be the Day for Murder.

) Roger climbed up beside Strong on the 1lift, As the degravatizers
hoisted them upward, he called down to Margot, '"Don't you worry, Margot.
I'11 get your husband back safa and unseduced by any of those offica
wenches hs works with." He smiled at her to hide the thundering thoughts
ingide his head, thoughts which made him want to shout 'I'm going to
kill your husbend, Mergeti I'm going to murder him, Margoti No one
can take you sway from me, Margot, and livei® She smiled in return and
wavod at them both until they rose up to the level of the terminal fioor
and she was severed from their line of vision.

Roger climbed into the
driver's seat to the left, and Don clambered up next to him on the oth-
er gide.

Hagen pressed the stabilizer button on the dashboard in front
of him. The opposed gyroscopes concealed in the rocar of the oar hody
gtarted up with an almost silent hum of powor. Ahoad of thom, a groon
"ready" light fiashed. The gyro bogan to move. The magnetic decelera=
tors were working in reverse now, propelling the machine toward the
branch srterial, which led to the main Wey. Accelsration pressed them
back into the seat, and then they were moving along the banked ourves
toward the Wey.

Once on the main Way, Roger speeded the cer up to a
constant 80, Once again the spider-steel] supports melted into a transe
ingont- dDlor. Neither man spoke for several minutes. Roger, now  that
the Way had besen reached and the operation of the gyro-car became almos$
automatic, sat looking neither to right nor left and let the thoughts
which had been driven from him at sight of Margot return in all their
intensity. Beside him, Don S£trong rested back against the seat cushion,
eyes partially covered by their lids, sseemingly immersed in thought.
Through the trenspsrent tear-drop which was the car body they conld see
the apirs of the Federated Earth Building which was on the other sids
of the city, seventy-five miles away.

The sun had now travelled sever-
al dagrees towaerd the zenith, and upon the opague glare of the morning
sky, Regoer imagined he could discern the soft and lovely features of
Margot, No, he was thinking, thore would nover bo anothor like DMNMargoth
4t 1o other spot upon tha plenets was thavrs a woman of her beauty, grace,
and wholosomsness., Nowhere was thers anothser who was capable of loving
a men with such intsnsity. Or capable of being loved by a man with suclh
intensity as Roger kmew hs still loved her.

Don stirred. His voice
broks into Roger's reverie. "Margot was right sbout Dellis, you know."

Dellie? wondered Hoger. 'Tho was Dellie? Oh, yes. His pressat
wife, ths girl who had failed miserably to take the place of Margot.

"hat do you mean?"

5 har."
5. “Oh, that."

"You know what I mean. About your neglecting



Iers.ll‘
"Well, I don't want tc, Don. It'e Jua’t that,.."
cTon Ty
voice wes almost feminine in its softnees 29 hs sald. "I mow. L koo
what you're thinking. You dorn't havs tc say it in words. 1I5's writ-
* ten all over you. You're still in lowe witli Morgot.™
Yas, damn  youl
thought Roger. I etill am. And you should know. You, 0% 2L veoplo.
You're the ¢ne who took her away from ma. 4Aloucd, he £aid. "Jo, no, of
ccurse not. It's only that...things 8t the office,...yon know what I
. moan."
Don shook his head. Almost as thevgh in eyorathy. "Thst's no
good, Ruger. I know botter. You'rs still in love with
4 , her. And that's why you'rs neglecting Dellie. Tell ms,
] MQf. - why did you merry Margob in the first place if you Inew
‘// you conldn't hold hev?
: =14 Ky, my, thought Roger. Isn't
this just too big-hearted of you? Concerning mourself &=«
beut my merriapgs wlth Dellie! God, what a laugh! Youl
Ycu, tha% took Margot sway from me in the taginning! Damn
you! You don't have to feel sorry for me. osetter fesl
sorry for yourself. I've got plens for you. Deadly ones.
If Marget cen't be mine, why....."0K, S0 I still love
Morgot. I'm not holding our kreak-up against yeu, am IP
Is My Gcd, man, can't you imagine how I felt wien she  left
N me? 1 had to have gomecre to trust eni furn to, someons
» < to9 tske her plzes! If youw love her like I do, you'll kow
. what I'm talking abcut. It's not ny fault if Dollio isn'% a&s wonderful
as Margot. Or her Tault either, o other waman can mebtch Margoet."

Tho
other was very asympathetic. "Yes, I guesy I can see that much. HMargot
does-~get Into your blood, doesn't she? But dammiti{ You can't go on
acting as you have been lately! Even Margot knows what the trouble is.
The way you ignore Dellis, the way your eyes light up when you see Mar-
got, the silly pretenses you drum up in order to get merely & look 8t
her...even Margot couldn’t be blind to that. This "forgive and forget"
attitude of yours =-- and offering me rides to work overy day in  your
gyro~car when otharwise I'd have to start an hour earlior in the morn-
"ing and ride on one of those jammod 'copter bussos...It's all so demned
obviously a front to soo hoer. I know you wouldn't hurt Margot for the
world, Roger, tut going on like thig, whilc it isn't oxactly hurting
hor, isn‘t doing her any good eithor. Or you or NDellie or amy of  us,
for that matter." "y, '

Roger mado & wry face. "Holl,"” ho mumbled, "I did-

n't think it was as epparont as all “*hat. But I supposc you'ro right.
I havo beon acting tho fool latelv." iuwardly Rorer seebhed. He thuught,
sure I've been acting tha fool, but not as much the fool as you think.

I have other reasons, trco, for offering you rides to work avery day.
Bgt you don't know that, do you Dom? You don't Xnow that gyro-car ac=
eidents kiXxl more peopls than sll other accident-causes combdined, do
you? No,'of course nct. You don't lmow that in giving you these lifts
ﬁolwork I'm trying to murder you, do you? No, you couldn't know that.
I'11 try to stop it, Don. I honestly will. If it's roally bothoring
Margot as youn say. But--I hopo you dcn't mind if I etill give you &
1ift in the mornings like this. I wcrlda't bavs to sco Margot. Sho
could go back to your snrartmont beforo I got there,"

: Don appsarsd  to
consider this, "Ummm, I guess that’d be all right. A4is youpgayreyou
wogfan't have to sse Margol. And outsils of this—~troubls--you§re P
8tiil a right guy, Roger. I like you for yours#lf. And I'm glad ( 7
ypu heve nothing againet me becausa of Margot.™ N



4 faint shile managed to make itself seen on Rog-
er'e lips. "Thanks, Don. Thanks a lot, You're an 0K
guy, yourself. I~-I'm relieved because of this 1littile
tolk., T guness it had to come, sconer or later." Yes,
he trougrt, 1 ¥mew i% had to come. 4And I knew you
wonldn'™ refuse me that one simple regusst. Because
you aymratlhize with ws. TYou know what it's like to
be in love with Margot. But there's something elme ym
dgon't know. You don't know that the longer I continus
t0 give you a morning ride to work in my gyro-car, the
more likely we are to have an accident. The Law of

v T, Bverazes says so. And I've checked and re-checked it

il o gith accurate caleulations. Sooner or later we'll have
an accident, an accident in which you will be killed. You damn fool:
You don't think I'd give up Mergot without a fight, do you? Oh, not a
fizht in the open. I could never get Marzot back that way. But if she
thinks you are killed in an accident, she won't hold it against me, and
gvortuslly I cen win her back. ZBut she will never find out that the se-
cident has been anticipated~-by ma. "Well, here we are at Unlted al-
ready."

The United Chemical Center loomed up before the car. That was
whare Don worked. Roper took his foot from the accelerator, and ths car
began to slow. The sised indicetor dropped. 7O, 60, 40. The inter-
section of the Main Vay and the United arterial sped toward the car,
Roger stepped upon the accelorator again and twisted the control~-stick
forwvard and to the right., The zyro-car swooped cnto the twisting curve
which spiralled into United Chemicel. Below, the meshing network of the
lowsr=~level VWays reachod upward tcward them with expactant hands...

A gyro-car fresh from the United torminal sceclorator ficlds plun~
god toward thom. Obviously it was out of control. Rrovably the stab-
ilizing gyrcsconed had failed to function. That was, Roger know, tho
main cause of gyro-car sccidants.

They saw 1% crashing toward them.
And then Roger reslized that the accident whieh hs had known would come
had finally materialized; and now that it was come, e fealing of hor-
ror and paralysig flowed over him. For in the instant before the other
car pignged into his own, smashing out his life in a bloody shattering
of rondad plastics, he recallcd something which his hidden hatred  for
Don Sprong had caused him to overlook. Thet by being in the same gyro-
car with his intended vietim he, too, stood an equal chance of being
killed: A simple piece of logiec. So simple that in his hate he had not
thought of it. Roger screamed with laughter.

L * *

And 211 over the c¢city the next 2ay, the news of the hour was how
Don Strong had escaped death in a colligion involving a gyro-car driven
by his late best frisnd, Roger Hegsu. HHow Strong had smashed open the
door on his side against terrific wind resistance end rolled to safety
an instant before the ill-fated pyros had crached and slid over the ar-
terial's edge to smash into snotlisr Way two hundred feet below.

But no
person save one ever knew of the small pile of acecident statistics sand
calculstions from a drawer of Don Stronz's privats desk which wersc burn~-
ad the next Gay in an apartment in the city.

Don Strong sighed as _he
watehed the flames. A grest weight was gone from his shoulders. ,\“§ﬁ°’

Join the Bpectator Lmateur Prass Society! Get full details from
Feaxy M. Spelman III, 75 Sparks Street, Cambridge 38, Massachusstts.



ﬁOW TO @E/Tf
Al  ARIICES

8y EDCO |

Now in these days of fandom's "Golden Age™, thares are plenty of
fanzines that cen use well-written artlisles, or, if you prefer, there
are fanzines that can use articles. Now naturally, to get the bsst e-
ffucts and a better chance of getiing your c¢tuff (i.e., your name) in
the bigger and better fanzines, you neve vo do & lot better job on your
article then just sitting down with half an ides and batting it off.
Or to just sit down and bat off something as you think it up (like this

_for instance.) - :

N\

Now first, you have to know at least something about
whatever you are zoing to write your article sbout. Then dacide onthe
style of writing you®lil use, Of course, this depends on (1)} the type
of srticle it is; {2) tue ebility you have; (3] (and

moet important) the articles you've read recently in j{v,_“$§¥\
fanzines. ¥, Y ’7;//;'\\\“\'\\\\“\
There are any numbsr of styles you can fﬁ ' \
use Ior your article. Orfe or two fer each typs. // /0 = )Q
of articie. The more serious und informa%ivs kind 4 /”.{//' !
is nardest to do. You nov only 2sve G use & ssho- Ty
lariy end formal styls, but you have t0 xrow what v /7
you 2re writing about and possibly even L1cok up ,
info and data. Then whon locxing ovor ths recent 7
articles of this kind you are ligtle to have trou-
le struggling around in tho grsmmar snd words those
guys use¢ in them. BSince there ero any number of
ariicle-writers like Darrell C. Richardscn, Richard
Uitter, Sam Moskowitz and meny others (hope those
fellows read this and see the frae sgoboo I'm giv-
ing them!) writing for those zif%es in which serious
articles are prevelent, you'd better not try to buck
such competition! '

0L course, you counld start listening to the radio
and hearing fantaesy programs to write an article over., In this, you’'d
use & running, reporter-like style which. gives out short reviews in &
very condensed form, using &ittle space for each and wasting no spacse
with needless words. Who wante to do that? Especially when there are
g0 many othsr things you could be doing instesd of sitting sround lis-
tening to a radio. Like reesding current prozines, taking your girl aib,
cranking a mimeo, taking your girl to a show, answering long overdus
correspondsence, taking your girl dancing, and many other things. Any-
way, you'd only forget what the procrems were about before you had =
chance to write down what happened-on thaem.

' So then you could look
over any one of the many current feuds and battles raging through fan-
dom and write a nice juicy article about one telling in a fast, hard-
hitting, Walter Winchellish mannoer that ell those other guys are
wrong and this is ths only way, ses? Only you'd be so0 busy de- ;J



fending yourself for the next two years, 1t wouldn't be worth it. .

ow
what do you d0% There are 8 numbsr of things and ways and styles you
can use, but they are too hard to try. So fall back on one of the old
standby types. The funny article! On, boy, this is easy. you think.
"All I have to do-is write en article over scmething in fandom and
meke & funny satire of it."™ So you think. First, consider just what
hasn't besn thoroughly gone over. Can't think of anythlng...unh uhn
Well, you could do 8 new one over something and give it a new twigt,
fresh handling .and viswpoint. A refreshed type of humor. §
g s - -] ours, i
gounds good.. But go ahead, go on end do it! First, think of what
style you'll use, :2traight, dead-psn and let it snesk up on the road~
er and play 'im? Or should it be hilariously funny? OSlap stick. Or
£ill it with Puns end fthings and lay it on with a heavy farcisl hand,
It is all sccording to what the article is over and how. you feel about
the subjsct, &éf course. Pseople really lay it onto the Shaver stuff,
for instence.

Now before you get going, think of the competition, mst
ard present, that you have to contend with, surpass and not plagarizs!
For instance, there is the one and only Charles Burbee. Nobody can
quite match his style so there's no worey there. Just as long as you
haven's read en old "Shangri L'Affaires™ lately, you won't need to wor-
ry ebout "unintentionally" iaitating.....or then thers's the likewise
ons-and-only Tucker, but he's been more or lsss out of circulation and
you prcbably haven't read much of his stuff anyway. But you can't be
;ara you aren't in some way, using one of his types cf humor. Caro=

ul nowsi

Then JoKe writes so many of thoss things you'd better be
careful that you aren't in some way plagarizing him. Y‘'see? I told
you youn got competition past and prssant. It's just lucky that the
- ;Then, g0= ’éik- ' ing from the funny article to
++s20nuh? Where are you going? I thought you Want-
ed to write an articlel : = END -

,suogects change.




=S lESSEY
BY HERMAN STOWELL &ING

"I'm hungry,”" Lem whined. "Please give me something to eat,
Uncle Ray." He grovellad.

"No, Lem," Unecle Ray said. "Not yet.
You've been a bad boy."
He started to close the cellar door, and
Lem clutched his pents leg with bony fingers. '

"But I'm starvin',”
the boy shrieked. "Starvin': Pleass, Uncls Ray, for heaven's saka
give me something to eat...anything will do, even orange marmalade;
but zive me something..." His voice trailed off in strangled BobS.
Uncle Ray pushsed him away, and quickly closed the door behind him.
There was the click of a key in the lock, and Lem was left alons once
again in total darkness.

He dug his fingers into the cold earth of the
cellar floor and whimpered. It had been so long sinoes he'd eaten! So
long! He would soon die if ho didn't got a 6. Oh, why didn't Un-
cle Ray 18t him out?  He sobbed and dug his fingers deaper into the
sarth, heedless of broken nalls. He was oblivious to pein; to any pain
except that of the burning, empty hunger that was consuming him like
fire. It was getting so hae couldn't sven think well; if only he had
some food, he could think. A growing boy must have nourishment, and
he was only seventaesn, and why did Uncls Ray treat him like this?

These thoughts tossed about in his head, like strews on the waves of

the Great Hungsr that torturod him.
Ho must have food! ////Aﬁ\\\
There wero no rats in the collar, and an ocoasional spi=- ) g§§977
/;&k?jf 4

Y
der offered litfle bulk.

"Food! PFeodl" He screamed /)
and bit his tongue.

The blood in his mouth tasted hot =
and salty. He stopped screaming, and tried to think in
the midst of his all-consuming hunger. He must have
food! And there was only one wey of getting it.

He 1ifted his arm;
bit & chunk out of it. It was tourh and raw, and the pain was great,

but he couldn't stand the hunger any longer. Hs tore off another ;iocos

Uncle Ray stopped before the cellar door, holding & tray of boans
and bread in his hand. He ghouldn't feed the brat yet, but if he did-
n't, Lem might die. It was safor to foed him a 1littlo, to barely keep
him alivg.
Turning the key in the lock, Uncle Hay swung the dcor opens
Lem didn't scuttls forth out of the darlmess as ususl. Something must
be wrong. The squirt had probadbly feinted.

"Lem," Uncle Ray called
softly. "I have some food for you. Some beans and bread, Lem. Come
and get it."

There was only silence. Uncle Ray cursed irritably and
fished in his pockets for a match.
"0f all the~--" he growled, strik-
ing the match and holding it up to illume the cellsar.

There was :
nobody in the cellar. Lom was goﬁo. You see, the poor boy had -jiZ)
been starved!l - BEND -

-
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THE FANTASY BOYS OVER THBE RHINE. This time let'e open the secret file

prominently labsled “Cinveniion" ard
mull over a few notes. This column being primarily one whkerein gripes
and ocontroversies are alred, the emphasis here will bs on opinion, not
faot.

Maybe I am ons Bourpugs among 500 slans, but I fesl &8 strong need
for an alka-seltzer svery time Y sit in a convention hall during the
business seasion and listen to them split tho convention profits. I was
g0 busy belng sick et tho Cinvention thet I don't recall the preclso
figures, but as I romembor tho 1949 convention mede a profit in excess
of 4800, A slice of this, somowmnors around 300, wont to tho Cincinnati
Fantasy Group, sponsors of the con. Wky?

I moan, admittedly the CFG must have worked themselves silly pre~
raring for the con and rumaing it. Fzpressions of appreciation are due
Charles Tanner, Don Ferd, and all the othera who gave of their time and
effort to put on the great show. But is the {300 to repay them for this
gervice boyond the call of duty, %o compoensato for sundry oxponses, NOW
montioned in the financial roport, thet woro paid from privato pockots?

Maybe -~ but if it is, somse provision should have beein meds to as-
- sure that only those who donated tims, enarzy and money to producingthe

Cinvention received slices of the ,;5600. The way it is, the money was
given to the CFG, with some provision that it use the money to buy mime

sograph squipment. This is a hell of a way to repay Tanner, Ford, end
the rest.

What did the Philly and the Toronto groups do with the money +they
wore given? Did Rothman, McKeown, Millard, Taylor, et al, get any of
it directly?® I dcuz%t it. The spirit ir which the money wes given 10
the sponsoring groups seemed to be that the monsy was to assist Ffandon
in these cities, not recompsnse the workers who produced the Philconans

the Torcon. This is a very idealistic coucept, and it is time to look
at this thing realisticeliy.

I em in favor of repaying the sponsoring committes for a job well
done. That's fair. But I am definitely opposed to onriching the clubdb

troasury just for tho sske of “furthering fan activity in this city® or
some such vague resson.

Study will show that a convention usually kills fandom in the hos?
city, cr at least dsals it 8 deadly blew. Los Angeles hasn't recovered
from the Facificon; Philly anid Toronte are nearly moritund, the onl:y
activity since the conventions in those c¢ities being very sporadie enc
carriad on by individual fens, not by the club &s 8 whole. In view ot
this, one must cynically wonder what in hell the CFG will do with $300
e worth ¢f mimsograph squipment.
<i? time 13 1ight; placs is niftyv: wo 're reorfland-bound in 19507




Let's stop dumping good money down the drain, or more correctly,
payinz for a lost cause. Let's cither ropay the sponsoring commitioe
0f tho Norwoscon diroctly and porsonslly, or lot's forget their work
sntirely, and uge the money for something more worthy.

CONVZNTION TIDBITS. The biggest headache-producer of conventions is
not overindulgencs or talking to si1lly reople,
It is listening to speeches from the platform through a loudspoaker
system that is either not working &t all or booming away  altcgsbner
too leudly.” I am no electronics expert, but it seems to me thatl 8
p-& system ought to work bvetter than those did in Toronto and Cinecin=~
nati. If they can't, why ean't we get a smaller room and . dispense
with the loudspeaker entirely? 1I1I've attended meny a class with more
than 200 in attgndance and the instructor didn't use & mike. I'm ¥i=-
red of straining-my ears one moment and having thein hattersd in by a
bcoming sound the next. # Pointless remark of the entirs convention
was L. Jerowme Stanicen’s reply to Milt Rothman's compliaint about  the
"cheesyceke” digplayed by the Migs Scisnce Fictioun which the Hydra
Club foisted en ‘hs con. "The maarsines use cheasecake,”" gaid Stan -
ton wissliy. Did he learn such Zsazhless Logle while working at adF?
I was surprised to note fret Ted Carnsll had so eligh%t a  British
accanb. lle scunded almogt midwestern. # Did a&nyone remark to the
aflsct that Vince Hamlin looked very much like his croaticon, Alley
Qort  Or was iV vigce versu? # In illusSrating the power of the rea-
Car in the editcrial office, Arthur J. Burka told this story: & pub=
lisher was travelling on a train and, noticing a younguter reading 8
magazine hig firm published, he asked his fellow passsnger what he
“hought of the meg. "This stcry stinks," seid the kid, referring o
the yarn he was reading. When the publisher got back to New York he
killed the whole seriss of which the story was a part. The series,
seid Burks, wes one ho had written
apd which hed peid him cigaret mon=-
ey fox yoars., If it was tho Josh
Mciliab sorios, I thark FooFoo for
tho critical youngster!

IN KE: TBHE STF WEIRDIST. I sup~

pos8 e
the "5tf Weirdist's" letter in the
Qctobex Spacewarp deserves some

gert of reply. First of all, how=-
ever, I wigh to reccommend that Mr.
Weirdist heve his bifocals adjuste
ed, for I 4id not say that I "ken
trace any letter."” I said I would
print the rsaxe of any anonymnous
letter writer if I could pcssibly
find it out. Zna I said that a-
bout anonymous letters sant to me.
I naver =aid & mumbling word sbout
letters sent to Art Rapp.

Possibly I cculd unmask  the
5tf Weirdiste I ¢ould unless the
qucted letter that was allegedly
written by me is actuslly spurious.




(I suspsect that it is.,) I have a file of carbon-copies for all lat=
ters that I send out, and & check through these should eventually un~
earth the one the Stf Welirdist claims to have roeceivod.

However, I haven't the time for a wild goose chase. There are
several asvects of the lettsr as quoted which convince me that I wrote
no such missive. First, I seldom ~- very seldom ~-- begin & letter with
the prenoun "I"™, The complimentary close is one I do not remember ev~
er using. I never spell it "incidently" -- and I don't 3p9}1 "aﬂras“

il A8 Q’* .

and "preoferrablv! that way. either. Of course,
it is poosivle that. I did write the latter, but
I think it is more probgble that the letter is
sither entirely a fabrication or at least a
paraphrase.

I d4id plan a "fantasy chapbook” series al-
most two years ago. For the series I attsmpted
to obtain rights to such stories as "Mogzlesby"
-- at last reprinbed in JFver Pantesy Haader #l1l
-- and C. L. Movre's obscure '"isrewoman”, as
well as several other hard-to-find items, However, if I recall cor-
rectly, I approached only two writers directly: Dr. David H. Kellar
end Seabury Quinn. Hi-ya, Doc?

In any case, I em surprised at the Htf Weirdist's attitude. For
one thing, I cannot remember becoming "ecid and acrimonious” when re-
fuesd permission to reprint an suthor's works. As a matter of faot
neither Keller nor Yuinn refused permission! For another, I d&id not
g8ay anything in "Pity the Poor Pulpster!i" in re fan reprints of pro-
feusional stories. In my File 13 sqguib I referred only to hard-cover
msterial, and the whole point of my zrgument was that many early fan-
tasy works are ludicrously out of place in such widely~-circulated re-
prints in this modern age. Fan publications generally don't ¢iroul=~
ate in - manner one could characterize as wide,

I 8til1l meintain that authors should be more careful to sllow
reprints only of quality material, worthy of hard covers. Despite the
S%f Weirdist's plaint, I will continve to look with compassion on any
author who doesn't oontrol the rights to his early crud and must suf-

fer the agony of seeing it anthologized in something like From off
This Werld.,

I 86ill say that sny writer who controls book rights to his sto-
ries and releases them indiscriminately to any semi-pro book publish-
er who comes along should expsct nothing but @ polite sneer.

Perhaps the Btf Weirdist deserves nothing but a polite snser?

BUYERS BEWARE! 8tf Trader #6, recently received, contains a full
page ad by one 5. Aronson of Newcastls, Texas, in
which this large-hearted worthy offers real, genuine "Stories by your
favorite Authors from ASTOUNDING" at real astounding prices. Aronson
offers you an unparalleled chance to obtain copiass of rare old storias
that appearsd in aSF &ll of five or six months ago! He offers coples
of such ancient yarns &s "P-Plus," "Mothor Earth,'" "Throwback," "Iro-
jan Horse Laugh," ete., for only 10¢ or 15¢ eschi

But the real bargain on the page is the offer of "In Hiding" at
76¢ and "Opening Doors" at only 50¢ -- or both of them together

@ for 41.00 }



£ there is really anyone who is willing to spend ¢1.00 to oblsin

thase two recent ysrns,. I stand ready to rip apart
ny copies of the magazines containe ' ' §

ing these ctories vo sell %o ihis N%ﬂ R
dewoay~syed person. You see, I Iknmow R\

that I can replace the issues  for. ,RL%
16¢ each. \',“ V
> A%

Unlepes the Shiras tales sre ex- \‘i\a\
cerpted and bound in red buckram, gt
with golllieaf iettering on the spins, E?
I won't pay $1.C0 for thom before the
year 1999 or later. In fuci, 1
worldn't pay i.00 for the ccmpictg
issues centaining these staries == atb
Togst not till the issues ars 10 or
10 years old, when they mizht be
worth %that mucn Lrom Unger.

Mr. Aronson must have acquired &
bunch of coverlsesss adlfs which he could
not get rid of otnerwiss, and taus tcre
them apsrt and excerpted & Ttunczn of
gtories which he is offerirg &* thuse
astounding prices. Insbtoad of gotting
5¢ or 10¢ for sach battored, covorloss
issue, he gsts 15¢, 60¢ or 756¢ for each
gtery it ccntains:

Such sterling service tc fandom
should not go unrswarded. What about
it, fans? What do you suggest?

-~ THE END ~-

(TALE OF THE
PURPLE PERCH

I thought I saw a Purpls Perch perched in & willow tree
Ard at the time I deemed it a peculiar sight to see
Since this cceurred & long and dusty distance from the sea.

-The Porch was picking plums, such was my first impression
(And unripe ones at tha%, if you will pardon the digression)
"0 Fuscnie ¥Pieh," I greated i%, "I have a strange confession.

I've ceen strange sights in distant lands, sand stranger ones at sea

But nowhere is & queersr one stamped on my memery
Than glimpsing you, a Purple Perch, plum=-picking in a tree."

Said he, "How rare that sight would be, if it should coms to pass,

But, be that as it may, I fear you are a stupid ass --
A pPerch, indeed! I'll have you know I am a Small-Mouth Bass.”

~~ r-tRapp (::)



SUPER - WRAT |
BY I E.WATKINS

Some people insist on letting fact and cold science rule their o-
piniong. They refuse to bscome romantlc. For exemple, Professor Lor-
en C. Liseley, head of the department of anthropology at tho Univorcity
of Pennsylvenia {"The Fire Apos" Harpor's Magezine, Sopt 49) does not
hold with science fiction authors on how men will meet{ his end. He has
hig theory and it does not have near the climex, the punch, the THAM! of
& well concluded science fiction story.

For example, there's thse story
where the insscts get to breeding so fast that they eat up man's  food
supply and then start in on man, with the world fineily inherited by the
ants. Thers are a number of stories where cur sir supply gots so thin

that man gasps his last along with the beare end the bLuttsrilies; or
ths water runs out and we die of thirst; or the sun gcaes oubt and every
thing freezes; or the sun bscomes & nove &nd evsrything burns. The

point is that whon man goss everyitalng goos, and you louve the story a
littlo shell-shocked, glad that you're an American, glad that you're a-
live mow and not when,

The profsssor has a much more vnromantic end far
man. For one thing he doesn’'t think we're going te take overything with
us when we go. e are unique, and we are Tho "king c¢f the hill" =-- but
wolare not the first rulers on the carth end wo will not be tho last
rulors.

Thoro aro two sorts of evolutionary movement 4o life, accord=~
ing to the professor. One 1s easy to understand. It is the variety to
be found in forms of 1ifs which occecupy the sams environment. It is due
Yo genetic drift and some natural selection. It has no importance ag
far as the great progression of life is concornrod.

The roal mystory is
what the professor calls "the great symphonic movomont through tho world
of the corridors." The fish who c¢rawled out of the sea, the amphibian
who learned to walk, the reptile who invented the egg, *the saurian who
lesarned to fly. and the creature who came out of the trees and on to the
grassland and started to think; these are the ones who walked out  of
an 0ld "corridor™ in which their ancestorz hsd livsd for conbturies, and
intc a now corridor whore no onc had walkod pofore. Some have ealled
it "muration™, boeauso the lack of ovidonce on the transition gpocies
has always becn a stumbling-bleck. Ve have fourd the bones of sarly
man, for example, but no svidencs of & cpecias that might be a trans-
ition from a common ancester with the other primates and early man.

These migsing speciss are not just peculiar to maen and his "miss =
ing link." 1In almogt svery species of 1ifo whore there is a drematic
turning peint the trensifticn spscics is liloly not to bo found. Thoro
are a few examplas, however, bDetween roptiies and birde and reptilesam
mammals. Thess fossiles giva evidence fthat chanzes f£rom one corridor to
another by a life form are mada rapidly vy emall groups under axtreme
selectivc proessure and since thoro arc fow transition spocios thoro are
fow fossils.

Tha grcat law of corridor changing is that no life form

can chango its corridor if tho new corridor is alrosdy occupiod. That
. no speciss of 1ife will challenge marn in nis thought corridor. It
16 they try to make the change and we find it out, like as not we'll
wipe them out before they get a chance to survive. Ve had to wait



our chance before we becamo "king of €ths Riil."” For 10¢ miilion yoars
whilo tho giant roptiles chewsd, eclawed, sported, cnd reared, s nsm-
mais hid in bushes, oul ¢f the way. ke Train, with which wo now rule
ths nill, wae hidden eway in g saull cveatare no larges Blan & rat. Jo.
did vhis creature chslieass the raptile-giands while they were in dmugs
of *ths nill, Aftor ihey vwere\goné --'than Zas ghme Cown - out: of the
tross, moved into %the coxridor ahd beesme & mend
. = ind what does the

profgssor think will happen to us? What happoned to the roptilios? Thaeo
hzve baén msny theories, but most of The emari noney-is now boling-the
jaeal tuat species, liks the 1pdiduel, huve & .youta, & middle s8ge,., and
s an 01¢ &£308. The revivilea Gied of 0ld 8z2s.' And

' 80 wiil Imn. No cna will coma out of

tho trses ¢ tho air or the
grouni or the sea te
chillenge vs in our cor-
ridor. Ve vill die oub
and leave en ompty world

snd then some ¢thear 1iife
b 4 @ form will struggle a-

croe8 tha grecy boundery
< - iﬁﬁlbﬁccme "king oo the

o » -
'
o A

Doesn't sound
very exsiting, does 1t?
Won't malke much of a science=

ietion story. Trhe last man

. ‘4\\\\ ~\3 dice of cancsr, ia 2 chairz

S ;22> " while Jrinking the last glass  of

B e : whickey, and whila re-reading the

laet copy of "“Astounding", and he will heve just swabiied hie lazt fly.

He' will probably do it without thinking -- Just "SWATY and tha$ will be
the.end of him.

)

The fly, you know, has & lod of stufif. Not only can
it beget other flias 1like all ged oui, it con wall upside down, Ily for
.wazds and bockwards, ead it is endowed with menitnl telepathy. I'm con=
vineod of it, ILook at a fly sometims ard think, "I'm gomna swat you,"
and watch him get %ths hall cut of there. You have to snesk up on ‘an.
you have to neil ‘'em witpout thinking.

The profossor thinks the naxt
kinz of the hill will be another mammol, rerhapc the sguirrel or some
corridor-chanzing descsndent. I'm betting i the Z1y hecouse of that
pantsl Selspatiy. : { .20 e
' The great tragedy is thet it will not come down to &
titanic conflict between man and tho fly Fer cominsnce in our  world.
The firal battie, thst last scene, where ths heir stands on the  head
ard the oyes pop, will not heppen., The last mon will ewat his fly and
dis, Lnd than, years afterward, the first super-fiy will struggle a-
crose the boundary into a new corxidor and ococupy an empty throne. Af-
ter trat, for the mnext soveral million yeers, ihogo who cannot =~ . fly
backoards end forwards and telopath had bettor watch out.

-~ END -~

BACK WARPS DWINDLING |

If you'ro plenning on somoday bdbuildinp up your file of back WARPS
notice thas my stock of two issues was cxhaustod during tho past
moxth. Mcral, act now! 1948 Lug Neov @ 10¢ por copy. (53\

1949 DLoc; 1949 Fob Mar Ler HMay Jar Jul Fov @ i5¢ por copy.
. .
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BLOOIESS
BY HAL SHAPIRO OWE

he was diffarent from the rest of us. we all agreed that he didn't
got his proper nourishment. perhasps we should have dons what is dons
s0 often in numen society and attempted to protect him from himself,
but we hed seen the world that people lived in and hadé rsjscied 1t.

we had 211 rejected it and chose to live the lives we led. all, that
is, except him. he ssid that he did not want tov be ons cf us. he
didn't went to be & vampirs. he wanted naughi of this life of death.
the eternal existence...the flying from our . caves during nights of the
full meen...the fear of anything good and light end chasis. he &id
net fly with us over the unsuspecting couniryside of transylvenis,
leaving his victims weak from loss of blocd, and unknowing thet & van~
pire had fed from their wveins. when he drank, he did not drink blood.
ha sipped what any self-respecting vampire wowld throw away with dis~
gust. his lips, which should have been full znd red, wern .pals &nd
wen from the slecohciic etigme. we fileod A membersghip tlaniz out for
him in alcoholics anonymous, but it seamg that they are prejudiced a-~
geinst anyone who is not human., i cannot halp but wonder what will
become of him, he cannot die, but neither csrn he live without drink-
ing blood. not even the bloocd of the lower animals does he touch.

how long can he keep it up. all of the witches, and even beslzebubd
are lecsing their respect for us. if he were only one of us, they say,
we would teach him to do wrong. but what we have #hold no ons is that
he differs from us in other ways. the others do not as yet know, and
1 am debating the advisability of telling them. we must be in our
coffins by sunrise, but he is free to rosm os long as he wishes, as
long es he keeps sunlight from his body. L

he cannot change form, as ws ean, by merely willing himself to do so.
he had to be thoroughly insbrieted befors he could so much as change
to & cloud of vapor. he could not be frightened by wolfbane or &
eross, nor could he be killed by driving a wooden stake through the
rezion where his heart would have boen. ths only thing that coculd
prossibly kill him would be silver or & good look at ray nelson or &
trev nalson drewing. stein would do in a pinch.

1 had best draw this menuscript to a close. it is almost time for thse
sun %0 rise. in most stories i read, some one is murdsred just as ha
is about to finish or revesal something. i am far too smart to let thse
sun catch me here in the open. before the sun comes up, then, i shall
closs. 1t is starting to psek over the horiz

@
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;- BY _CHARLES L. HAMES

7 ged patterns across %hs open '1d of tho crude walnut coffin and tho
4 thin white face within. Guiside a warm bresze whispared in the lea-
; ves of the twietsd caks and rustled the rottins old ter-paper of the
s shacks, From the agrove of ceders up by the cemetary the mournful
J'chant of tres-toads echoed &nd rse-schosed in the stillness of the
‘xsumner nizht.
g Alan "Tebber sat tense and alone in the dim room with
4 the corpse. He wasn't exactly afraid, He had never been celled a
cecoward, yet there was an inexplicably oueer feeling, s gtrange grim-
4+ ness, about sitting here in the somber shedows salone with the bodye.
.bA feeling oclosely related to terror.

The others should be on their
rway back by now. It was already growing dark. For a moment Alan
uw;Shed hs hadn't elacted himself to sit with the corpss while tho

:others had gone to do their evening chores, He should have sugges-
;tei that someone stay with him, but then that would be an sdmission
#of fear. He would rather sit here 211 night than have them suspect
#he wag afrsid.

When they came back he could boast sbout it. "I'll
#bet you were a little scersd,” they would say, and he would laugh
#and reply, "Don't talk foollsh. I'm not afraid of anything. Your

7wild yarns about ths 014 man didn't frighten me any."
I

and then they
#would tell it around town and the word would get to Millio Scvars
#and then he would bs in., ©OShe didn’'t want any coward for a husband.
2
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Yet surely the others should be back. He sat there listening to
his own heavy breathing and a little cold sweat started to trickle down
his neck.

All thoso weird and strange tales the villegers told ebout
the dead man aeapod back into his brain, one by one. "He's a  demoni
No relatives! Won't talk to anyone!: Uhy once Clay ladden ceme by his
1itSie shack and the old man was gitting out there in the graveyard a=-
talkin' to the dead! I tell you the man has uncanny powers! Why he
even itikes livin' there in the grove right by the dead. You wouldn't
cacch me~~~ I hear he's building his own coffin, Sleeps in it, too,
instead of a bod---"

Now es Alan sat there watching the repidly eppro-
gching darkness, un~asiness scoped ovor him., kaybe thosc talos had
been trvo...maybo tho o0ld men... He was being ridiculous. Yet if thay
Werd... oomstimes perhaps it is wiser to admit fear. But the others
would laugh. Especially Skud Dardy who was also courting Miss kiillie.

: \ :
ﬁﬂ. 5 V\ - He got wo from the straight-back chair and walked o-
il \ ey ver to the window. Ths dead face stared up at  him
i A and he tcre uig eyss awey. The grey flesh sickened

kool I\ him, the stiff white features sent tremors up his
: S yf\ Spine.
! /, , He coduue his ear for possible footsteps.
! 'h\ They sheuld Ly bugic. Thay’d hed plenty of time. Uhy
el 0,y gonddn'® Le Lhear tnom goming down the dirt road  or
ey ‘5 in the mocrlight pick out their dusky forms against
};\h '~ ‘~the %81l grass of the cemetary.....
T = o He went nervous
< < 1y back to th3 chair in the corner of the shack. He
wondered why, if the tales &bout the 0ld men wers really trus, the vil-
lagers had all gotten ftugethsr and sgreed to sit up with the corpseand
gi"a it @ decent furcral, It wes ail bosh., Thoso tales wers just +to
tulk about around the store or when visitors camo.
Alan found himself
staring at the form in the coffin., Ho wishod thoro were some wey to
:2vor the face. 1% locksd so white and waxy. Yet on the features --
tl@vs seammad to ts & smirk. A knowing smirk, that socon they would
cerze for him. The Sead! And no mortal could stop them.

Alan thowit
of %he sheet they hsd wrapped the body in bsefore plescing it in the cof-
fir. He knew that no ome man could cloge the coffin 1lid. Some thing
seomed to hold it fast as if in wait... Greeon lumber, no doubt, and
the e¢lose humidity of the air. -But the sheot. Ho could covoer the fom

.with that. He wouldn’t have to view the loathsomo faco, then.

‘ He stum-
bled acroas the room in the darkness and fumbled under the coffin for
the long white cloth. He gathered it up quickly and spread it full
length over the walnut box and the body. Then he went back to his
ehair and waitedeoaae

The moon had shiftod higher in tho heavens and
the night was alive with its lisht. Alan watchod tho grass flowing in
the comotary and heard the wind toar tho tarpapar on 8 sootion of the
shack. "Damn them,™ ho thought. "Show upi

Ho strained his cyos &-

long tho road and waitod somo moro, "I'll count -up to & hundred," ho

thought. "If they aren't hers by then, I'm lesving. One...two...thr-
88esefOUr, 0"

They wouldn't lesave Him here 8lone. dJust for a gag,

be. But that wasn't fuany. "Demn them{"

A A cricket rasped sSome~

“ ) where in the shadows. "I'1l count again, slowly. I'll give <them



évery chance. One... two... three... Show up!
Damn them! ©Show upi"

Ha glanced back up the
road. Dark forms wers on 1t, walking slowly
in the moonlignt.

A feeling of grastitude
and calmness came over him. He wouldn't
mention it. He wouldn't tell thoem he
hai boen frightensd for a moment. Thoy'd
izugh and make t0o much of & joke sbout
it. Ho'd face thom celmly as if ho had
folt nothing,

They were coming down
the road now. Severael of them crossing
the graveyard and headed toward the
house.

Alan suddenly remembsrsd the
sheet., He'd take it off the coffin,
They would suspect something if it was
there when they came in. Suspsct him of
being afraid. Then they would laugh.

He tore the sheet off the corpse
and dropped it under the walnut box. He went back tc his chair and
watched them through the windoew. They were drawing nearer.

Cold foar
suddenly knotted in his heart. Those woron't the villagors coming %o~
ward the house. Someone else! Alan could meke out their features in
the moonlight. Grey features, pitted and dripping like deathi

He could
fesl the clammy sweat bursting out on his forehead. He clinched his
demp hends and listensd. No sound but the wind outside. A cridd

glithered up his spine.

Thoy were at the door! They haed coms for him!
Death had come to tske the corpss: He had had contact with them. They
were opening the door slowly and without sound.

Alan eprang from the
chair and c¢rcuched in the darkness of & corner. His heart pounded in
had terror. They were here.

They htddled sbout the coffin. Fowr dark
forms in the pale moonlight talking in whispers, whispers like the
wind in the ocsks, 1lisping, 1augh1ng in scft chuckles.

Terror boiled
and fumed in Alan. He held his breath, He wet his dry lips with a
sticky tongue. Then & shriek burst in his throat and he was scrsaming.

"Take him! Take him: TAKE HIMI"
He foll, quaking, face down
on the rough floor sobbing, hard convulsive soba.
"TAKE HIMI" he
gcreeched.
When the villagers finally got back, something had taken
thom both.
- _EED -

NOT EVEN A G-STRING/

Did Rey Nelson go too far when he drew that full-pege, full-color ill-
ioc for "/hat Far Vlorld" in Dark Visdom and Qther Tales by William
James? Get this beautiful 50-pagse volume from r=~trapp today, and
soe for yourself! ©9ix enthralling stories, all illustrated in col~/o )
or! Only 40¢ per copy -- ordor yours today! ~A Misfit gublicatlon.§
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__THE PSYCHO tAB ™ ']
& DIGH MRH

Psvcho Lab, short maybe for Psyohologicel Laboratory? Funk & Wag-
naiis, says --

Peychological: "Of or portaining to psychelogy, or to tho
rnind snd its phsiomons.” =~ Laboratory: "A bullding or room fittod wp
tor conducting sziontific oxporimonts, snalysis or similar work." --5o
Persho Lab is evidently & room fitted up for the analysis of the phe-
noienz of the mind? Tell you what, napp, make me your agent (at 15 %)
ani I°1l1l clean out that room and rent it out up hers for a hundred and
a guarter a monthi

But let's get -into it. What makes Avery tick? Ro=-
botics being out of the guestion {1 can prove that) we must beliesve in
the *theory of random atoms, rejectad by all self-respecting molscules,
chancing together and organizing an 'entente cordiamle' for the oxpress
purpcese of kicking themselwoes into s placo in the sun. This theoory is
proveolo in that yo soribe visitod Ploosti & fow times along in '44, isk
anyone who wont through tho flak at Ploosti the chances of not getting
nicked. I%'s lower than Morg&n Botts' "Probability ..28". lie must de-
cits, therefors, that the Avery atoms forcefields effectively shielded
thongclivos from those of the flak. ‘'Courso, somc poople - beliove . in
luck =-=-40 - ' '

But that's in the past -~ wo must look shoad. 4nd whats head
the mirror *throws back! DBize seven hat it wears. RFlighter of course
== only & gravel agitator would wear n Stetson! But we digrass --.

Have been reading the stuff fer yeurs. Even when 1 was so short I
hed to.clember up the racks in Halstezd's drugstore (plug) in order to
reach the lurid things. Not much taller now. : b o o
Whlch bringe us to vital statistics. Born --
28 liov 192.8. Died =-- not quito. Marriocd ==
1922, Still. Heir born =-- 2 Lpril 1944. Lir-
borno (lst Combat Mission) 2 ipril 1944. Co-
incidonce?

Have throoc so~-callod hobbiocs ==
gtf, balledry and ham radio. Stf -- I road
thom all. Unlike the majority of fon, I liko
a8 good Pfat-cat horoinoc in mino. Ballagry -~
mostly collesctor -- have recordings of auth-
entic early Lmerican, English, Irish, Snanish
and Creole ballads. Probably ths only man in
Aleska that kmows four versions of "Barbry .il=-
lern." Not counting a ceertain "BY zirl in the
Lleutian Gardens. (no plug.)

Ham radio ~- licensed -
as KLTTK. Rig consists of a BC~610 Xmtr, 5x-28 receiver, and a thres
elemert rotary beam sntenna {homo-mado). Uorking the 10 metor band at
tho mement. Biggeost disappointmont so far is that I haven't baen ablo
to work W2ZGU (John W Campbell Jr.) lionder if he sver fires up his rig?

0f courss I could put an orange crate in one corner and rent it
out furnished.. Let me sse -~ 15% of 200.00 is ah--um--ah-=

X . How much
is it, Rapp? == BND =~



DEATH
Doath is an ugly thing

Squatting at tho end
0f my 1lifo.

The yollowed fangs-

Of its zroody, slobboring mouth
saw 8t my soul --

Eating, cver cating

At tho carbon protoplasm

That is mo. ,

The clammy tentaclos
Of this octopus thing
Suck and chnke;

And I am lost

In a cold caresss.

-8Y BILL WARREN
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G HADY
YOU HAVEN'T ?

Written for your freo firet ish of NEBULA, that is., You haven't?

Woll, tsk, tsk. Just take a look at what you're missing! In the

first stupcndous(?) ish we have:

(1) 4 great new story by William James, titled "The Sscrst of the
City." This i3 the best yet from this noted fan=-author. Don't
you want to find out what happens when a party of explorsrs dig~
cover & hidden ecity in the wilds of the Martian Desert?

(2) A real stf yarn by Jim Craig entitled "Sheriff Daw and the
Time Bandit." Wouldn't you like to Xknow how this officer of
peace traps the bandit who is able to move freely in time?

(3) 4 provocative end interssting article by Arthur H. Rapp, that
ig called "Same Cld Groove", and lmocks the fen who nurmur ovar
the way the hegpgard artists for the prozines draw their stuff.

(4) An informative and timely Book Review of the book "The Best
Science-Fiction Stories: 1949" reviowed by Thomas H. Carter.

{5) - 4 besutiful ccver whieh ILLUSTHATES THE LEAD STORY! Jamas'
new opus -- "The Secret of the City."

All the first ish costs you 1is a ponny for the poet card with
which you send your rame and address to the editor: Warren Bald-
win, Z07 Philip Avenue, Norfolk, Nebraska. DO IT NOW! DO IT HOU}

PHompEE Prdolls bropus rFHooE=
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BY 'YON DE CO JR

ryside the nlﬁut ish: mass of white cottony clouds enclosed my little
helicopter, novaring ercand it like strange and hellish shapses from
Boyond, ;ﬂ&nn wi'th 1lore of the Deep Cnes and their slimy, weedy cav-
aTNSs u? trisonic megic beneath the tumid seas whence these burzeonin g
morbid clouds nas risen.

SIX THOUSAND a theric feet above the limitless New Bngland count-

Below me, I knew, the gigantic crags of the
gsea-coast climbed lofty and dangeyous, clawing the cloud bellies 1like
reachang fingars. These pinnacles I had glimpsed before the feathery,
dasmen clouds led enguifsed me, but I kaew this country not at all. A
heli-=pawoad mavneulo distarbance played unzasnnily with ny 'copter's
conpess-nesile, tmisting 1t in dreadiul patterns and frlphtful oscil-
lations t1ill I knew not in what dirsction lay my course to ths pleas-
any ¢ity of Lubec, Maine, my avowed destination.

I decreased the "bits"
of the rotor-blades, and descended gingesrly through the cloudy heavens,
lowering elmost straight downwsrd, hoplig [ ould not strike one of
thoss titanic ,gnc";ng erags h.d in the ihickeszning miasma. My  heart
‘leupsd norrikly as I saw the spsotral shedow of a veak loom out of the
mist. Than, fantastically, my-helicaptar scrapsd the crazy chimmey of
8 strangs antediluv1an house, Dperciled on tns s*nxbter cliffé

It weSs
nellish: 1 landed my airship nearby, dsciding to orient myself befors
wandsying deepsr into the mad, terrifying clouds. Somshow, I felt an
awaseme , dsemonic shock as I crept toward thev pray, satlgue  covtage
in the uzv, Through rifts in the bizarre mist I ssw the dank and in-
serutitle ccean surging against the loathsome rocks 8 &izzy space be-
10?, and to my ripnt I glimssed oace the gambrel-roofs and rehale
spires of a Juein® but alien village. 4And baldly before me loomsd the
guaar &ad 1lofty. nhouse, whieh I now approached, attempting to peer into
ons of ite small-paned windows.

‘ & window on the landward side of the
appalling house was hellishly open. I steppsd through it, into the
iotestable sbode. It was deemonicslly emnity. I unpooketed an elec -
briz tcrsh and peered into the blasphemous shadows in the unplumbed
corners of the frightful foom.

"Hey voul'" shouted an unearthly volcs,
suddeniy. "What are you dning in md honge?" I cannot describe the
guastiy sonsatlons I foit ag I hasred Shat btranga voice issue from the
ciefy, cracked 1ips of an abhorvsil sweiest who had awesomely appoared
in the room. Bhiffening uy guaking kuses T resolved to confront my
loathsome host with as brave & uhow 63 possible, despita my shaken
nervas. .,

"I --= I -~ er =~ just éropped in to -- heh heh -- er -~ just

to ask how far it is %o Booblec -+ ar, ILubec Llaine =- " '
The wizened
0l man wes overllowing witk primel and unlmown evil., He d4id & sort of
~\ om;n“"b, fisguieving cekew=zlk on vie. peculiar floor. "Yeu lie!
{f/ How a1d you gze¥ atup tnis daemonic pesk?” he shrisked hsllishly.



With a cerfain ogygisn movement, the terrible old man snalghed up
a quesr, otherworldiy baton, shrikingly puzzling ia fte vriraditionsal
designs, and swumg 1t nightmarishly. I dnokel and spun cleer around
with & frantic eagerness to retrsat from “hev ghoutish room. A%, Dbal-
ance again, I cgst one quick glance over my saculdsr, gnd my heartbeat
rose to & maddened crescendo in the unnamable siience.

The abominable

ancient was no longer in the room.

A horrible shudder racked through
my five foot ten frame. The o0ld man had inconceivably disappeared al-
most before my eyes. A repellant thought came to me. Hed I, by mon-
strous chance, landed in that horror-infested region, that dismal,
forbidden and forbidden section of Massachusetts which H.P.Lovecraft
‘wrote about in his dark and suppressed chronicles? Wes this doom-shad-
0W6%9Inn9mouth, or whisper-haunted Arkham, or mystery-shrouded Kings-
port? |

The cold sweat started on my scholarly forehead as 1 stepped
through the hideous shadows toward the beckoning open window. Suddenly
I felt the grip of iron-tight evil fingers on my elbow. I knew it was
he before I heard that accursed voice. This time the tones were not
insanely furious but were frigidly cold. "No~-you--don!t! You aren't
leaving $ill you explein your presence in this house:i'

I shivered as
I lookad into that gnarled face, nameless with its ancestral evil amid
the amorphous, necrophagous shadows,

- . "H-H~How'& you disappear like
that?" I whispered into that unbelisvable countensnce.

The queer o0ld
man gave a sepulchral laugh. "Tulgey!" he wheezed in uncanny tones. "I
merely disreft the inuxabla .queebus, straining the crediscence with a
murgaric bralsfor, thus" -- his veics rose hideously -- "sledageating
the dirensic on & stockinal, hemi-judaxial tornakik into & pansidian
shoggog-=-"

I tore from his appalling grasp, vaulted the window-sill,
and sprinted to my helicopter. I am sure (though I did not turn to look)
that that.nameless horror raen at my flying hesls. I zoomed away <£from
thgt eldrich house and climbed into the lofty, terrible clouds. I did
not dsscend again till my gas ran low, I landed my 'copter at Newport,
Kentucky.

I have told my incredibls, hellish tale only to the Newport
police, and even those gentlemen of the law cursed me and detained me
in their damp gsol for the night, vowing me witless or inebriated. Omne
of tpa officers went so far as to point out, with much merriment, an i~
tem in the public prints which wes datelined from a certain town in
Massachusetts and read:

"One of this city's most colorful figures, Jeffrey Owens,
returned home yssterday. Born here in 1882, Mr. Owens became
internationally famous as a magician. His unique digappearing
act was a staple of vaudevills during the sarly days of the
century. He has now retired, and hes taken up rssidiance onhis
family estate, Ridge House, on the -summit overlooking town..."

Yet, I know that my frightful experience was the result of unnam=~
able phonomens, unrelated to prosaic and wholesome existeonce. The mon-
strous ancient on that cyclopean crag is an acolyte of Yog-Sothoth, who
shall walk again, awalting ¢nly a summons to disrseft the inuxable quee=
bus as foretold in the forbidden lore of Ludvig Prinn and the Comte-d'-

Brlette. i
For didn't I hear that distortsed 0ld man chant in his de-
graded parody of a humen voice an invocation to Yog-Sothoth, tha
Lovecraftian horror? "...Strain the crediscence with a murgaric .

bralsfor....s8ledageate the dirensic on a stockinal, hemi-dudaxial tor-
nakok -- YOG-SOTHOTH, the three-lobed staring eye! Asa-aggh?ﬁia =--END-~



i 7ith no past expsrience, & test issue to discover and work out the

E inevitable 'bugs'. Nor that it contains a representative cross-ssc-
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NEW - SUBSCRIBERS Bo-A LONG-ESTABLISHED
AND TOP-NOTCH FAN  MAGAZINE:

"Science, Pentesy, and Science Fiction"

We have recently changed from photo-offsat reproduction to
regular printing, an improvemsnt which offers much to any science
fiction fan magazins. But, %o produce +this magazine, %Yo meke full
use of the possibilities opensd by this change we nead new subscribsrs.

See for yourselfi Send a panny postal, in return you‘raceive 2}
copy of Vol. 2, No. 2. Not that it shows to best advantage the

vossibilities in the printed format, it was our first work on a press,

tion of the +top grede meterial usually seen in. ragular ‘issues, it
does contain some, but not 811, except in mention in the seditorial,
: ' {

But that you can get socuainted with this top grade fan msgazine, |

Just send that postal today for your free copy.

Also available very soon will be the Cinvantion Supplement to
Vol. 2, No. 2, featuring a 3 color photograph of Miss STF 1949 at
the Cinvention on the cover, reports from many fans on the event,
giving you +the most complete picturse of the convention, and many
photos of fans and pros, at only 50¢ = copy, in a limited, numberad |

adition.

S,F, & S.,F. imateur Prass
P.0, Box 696
Kings Park, L.I., N.Y.
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Tonth and (hallselujal) final part of 1949's preatest fanepic! Amen

"Wein," said Professor von Heins sorrowfully. "Der aliens on dar
%arth iss, ve know -- budt whore dey iss hiding, dot iss anudder quas-
ion.”
"How about & radioc broasdcast appealing to them for help?" sug-
gegted Starr, francically shredding 8 handkerchief,

"No good,™ Upper-
berth commented. "If they were anywhere near a radio they'd have
learned of the glien bubble-ship, &nd would have come out ‘intc the o=
ren before this."”

"QUIBT!" shouted the Priestess. Bheer astonished
8lilence dropped over the group in the cavernous QObservatory dome. KEv=
exryons turned to look at ths voluptuous representative of Jupiter's
anciont empiro. er lustrous ayes stared straight in front of her,
her curvaceous body was rigid with tension, her slim, crimson-nailed
fingertips were pressed to her templss.

"Quick, catch her ~-- she's
going to fainti" said Upperberth to von Heins.
' But be=
fore the bearded scientist could move, the Priestass
relaxed, blinked dazedly, and bestowed a dazzling
gmile upon her companions.

"The alians arc sotting
to work on the probdlom of tho forco-bolt,” she an-
ncunced¢., "One of them will be here in just a few
minutes to check fthose calculations of yours, ZPro=-
fessor von Heine."

Upperberth's jaw dropped, and
Starr stared blankly. But comprehsnsion swept over
the black-whiskered puss of Karl von Heine.

"Tele-

rethyi” he murmured.
, - The Priestsss took out & com=~
pact and began repairing her lipstick.
: "Of course," she said. "We of
Zartsn, even thos e of us who have not the lLlaster's ability to eraate
thought-projections, know much of ths powers of the human mind.™
e Upper-~
berth opened hig mouth to say something, but was interrupted dy the
clatter of fset on thce iron Obsorvatory stairs. “Hya, Prof. Hya, Up~-
pie. Now, folks, just relax. Xeep your girdles on. We aliens have
things well undar control."
' Professor von Heine choked, sputtered, and
grew red in the face. His besard rustled ominously as he glared at the
newoomer. Fina&lly he got his voice esnough under control to shout:

"Gott im Himmel! YOU Y You are an alient”

"Well natch," said
the newcomer, doffing his haelicopter cap and bowing graciously to the
ladies, "Vhyja think I taggoed eround witcha so much fer, whils you
were building your rocketship, huh?"

He whistled appreciatively
&t the Prisstess, winked at Starr, grabbed the sheaf of mathemat-
icg from Professor von Heine's limp hand, and flipped through the
complex aguations as he adjusted ths telescops to locats Jupitsr.



Ha was the "student" von Heine had been trying
to instruct in the art of writing salable science-~

fiction. - ) >

"oruddy rig," commented the alien, delicately
Toving the vernier traverse screw of the two-mill-
ON_jollar telescope. "At least thres micromicro~
saconds of backlash in these gears.
He shruggeds
A8 he studied the heavens through the instrument,
he continued to address z moncloguse over his shoule~
der to the stupsfied members of the FITS staff sure
rounding him,

"You Solarians give me & psin. Un=
predictable. I'11l probasbly get demoted & grads for
this mess. How was I to knmow that as soon as 1
take ¢ff for a few days' vecetion, this nutty dame
werld silp 8 shiv into the Prof? No 1logic to it a--
t8ll. And then your crude usnbslming msthods  that
uttorly destary braincell potertials, so I couldn’t : :
even datermine where vem Heine Hid his rocketship. Incidently, Prof,
I hear the crate finally took off?"

"Correct," answarsed the German
phyeicist dazedly., '"Giover Mackintosh iss piloting it, budt it igs
feliling toward Mare oudt of control.

Haff you der force-boldt found?"
he added.

. "Mateh," said the alien, sbandoning the telescope to scr-
ibble intricate but mmintelligible equatiors on a bit of paper. "Hadda
check your trajectory figures, though. You humans just aren't reliable
in egituations like thig."-

He paused, flicked 2 .glancs through his
mathematics again, and nodded in evident satisfaction.

"All set," he
angounced. 'Now all of you 'shuddup & minute till I contact Headguart~
ers and get things moving."

He reached up end shifted the propellor
on his oap & bit. Something hummed up the scale of sudibility and a
single soundlese bleep seemed to whisk through the brains of the watch-
ers. Thd mlien rsestoreld the propellor to its original position.

"Anid that is that?" he remsrksd smugly. "Incidently, folks, I'm
grateful to you feor the tipoff cn that force~bolt. The bubble-ship
eomnander should have notified us before leaving. Es'll be execubted for
neglect of duty, of course.”

"id you -~ did you stop the bolt?" ask-
ed Starr breathlessly. :

"Nope. Can't be done. Took the next besst way
out. Had Headquarters hook up & self-maintaining.’'stasias betwsen  the
bolt and the nearest planaetery mass. Acts like s tractor-beam, Plan-~
et will deflect the bolt enough s0 that it'll miss Zarth. Close shave,
thougho" :

"Wonderfull" said Upperberth, wiping his beaded brow in re-~
lisf. "But now that you've disposed of the immediate monace to Earth,
do you slppose...er, that is..."

"r., Upperborth wonders if you could
suggest some way to rescue Glover Mackintosh," the Priestess supplied

helpfully.
6259 The alien sniffed contemphuously. "Heh, typical
Solarien resaction. No logic. Nibble at the edges of s problem.



House on fire, you carry out an armful of furn-
iture instead of grabbing s fire extinguisher.
Dopes. Every lastv one 6 you."

"You mean--?"
said Starr incredulously, clutching his arm.

"Precigely," answered the Alien. "ihy
make two problems out of one? .Hooized the
fores-velt t¢ Mers. Mers yonked cut of its
orbit. Nobtninz for rocketchip to hit, no
erasth., Simplo.”

The Alien stariad dcown the
staira, *hen turned, passvsd mp abt ths 1i%4ile group around the telsscope
and addsd, "a're lemwving Earth, you know. Utterly unfit for gelastic
empire &s yet. dJust ag I predicied whan Galactic Ganter sentv me here
as an okeerver.

We ‘11 board that-runawayr rocket of yours, Pref., and
8es that the controls sre fixcd su Meckinitosh gevs bhack o.ke. Nics guy,
Mackintosh., Teuzht s to vlay The beagripes. Magnificent instrument.
Nothing like it in ths entire Galaxy."

Vith 8 chesry ferewell wave,
the helicopter-hatted, hespectacled alien clettersd off, humming "Loch
Lomond . "

* "Now I haff everything seeni" ejaculated Professor Karl von
Eelne.,
= "Oh no you haven'ti™ said Upperbsrth, waving Starr to follow

im. ,
"Hey, where are you two going? yellad the Prisstess. g ecpn

- o 8

FITS officei" callsd the chubby editor. "Something fells me our  fan-
zine raview column for mext issus will have %o be rewrittan cftar that
alien end his headquarters steff leave. Hah, no wonder they always
thought it was so funny to call themselves 'slang' and ‘star-bsgottan'i"

* * *

That just about winde things
up, "you knov. © 0fTcouras, just
for the =ake of compligiensss, we
might add that Mackintosh's "aye
witness™ aceouwnt o2f the first
gpaceflight saved FITS' circula-
tion and Upparberth’s jcb.

Mac~
kintosh was quite proud of his
article, ovon taough he had to
wirils the »eturn-tripn part from
ghocr ~meginasion. You can't
drintk Woszr aflery Leur without a
biv of Logriposr in Tha gorabral
prcecssas. In Ject, keep it up
long enurf and you pass outa. .

But Lackintosh dossn't wa -
ry Yoo much 2boat ths gap in his
memory. AIter ali, he has Starr.
And von Heine has the Priestess.

A7 Upperberth?
T / ¥.7HIS IS THE END-- He has FITS,. Q;b



THE MONTH of QOoctober, 1949, T
sew the field of cosmogony take [’ {i-

a long stride intoc the past. Dr. C ;;i
Gerard P. Kuiper, famous astron- Ut
omer at the University of Caice- -

go, made his announcement of a -
naew theory of planetary origin IU ‘— E

before a gathering of more than
five hundred scientiste, students

and professors.
Under Dr., Kui- [-‘

per's theory, the attenuated dast
and gases in space near the sun
formed & rotating ring which e~ ——
ventuelly contracted to the shape
of an extremsly thin lens, or disc. -

Thig disc rotated in the plane of the

prasent orbits of the planets and had a thickness of approximetely one
percent of its diameter. Its mass was about halif that of the sun.

After a period of time, the lens-~liks formation reached its crit~
ical value of stable density in several places and divicded in%o a num-
ber of swirling eddieg, or "proto-planets." As the critiesal density
was not the same for all portions of the disc, the planets formed by
the condensation of the eddiss wars of dissimilar mass. Thus Barth and
har sSister worlds came into btseing.

The new theory is gsimilar in all
ragpects to that presented by the Germarn scisntist, Immesnuel Kant, in
1773, The original Kent postulate tencerad as its basic ascompulon the
existence of a nebulous mass of rotating dust und geses in rotation .
These clotting nodules grew slowly by accreition end cventually formed
the plancts and their satollites. The remaining mortion of the nebuls,
comprising most of 1lts mass, contracted 4o form the sun.

A few  yoars
lator, in 1796, tho prominence of tho Kant theory was diminished by the
appearance of a new suggestion by Pierre LaPlecae. LaPlace’'s initial
provision was a rotating nsbule of very hot gases. As the gases cooled
and shrank, the nebula rotated more rapiély in order to conserve its
original angular momentum, In this manner, concentric ringe : ‘of gas
were peeled from the parent body. These rings rooled and condsnssed to
iﬁrm the planets. The greatest portion of %he nebule remainaed to form

8 sun.

For over & contury tho theorics of Kant and LaPlace remained
the only conjectures to bs mede conecerning plarnstary orizin. Then, in
1900, Thomas C. Chamberlin and Foregsu R, Mouwiten pronosed their famous
Chamberlin-Moulton theory, which cams to s kmown monularly as the "pla-
netesimal hypothesis."” It was a radicel dspartuve Trom prvevious theo-
rieg, and presupposed the existence of ihs sun. & nearhy star was en-
visioned as passing close by Sol, causing zizertic disturbancas upon
both bedies. Great amounts of gases were Shrown out inte svcce. After
the two. had once again separated, these gasss cooled ané condsnsad, form~
ing a large number of planetesimals which slowly accretad Lo their mas-
ges until they finally becsme the planets we know. The 2rocess was
assumed to have occurred simultaneously around each star.

Seventeen
_years later, Sir James H. Jeans and Harold Jefifreys brought ferih thelr
"tidal hypothesis," which was somewhat similar to the Chamberlin-~Moul=~
t thecery. Here the intruding star blundersd eo close to the s a8

. %0 nearly ocollide with it, and the resulting solar tides thraw outb

tremendous amounts of gases in the shape of a long, thin, tenuous



etreamer between the two stars.,
This filsment rotated around <t¢he

E;}/ ' sun and condensed into planets,

with the largest being in the ome

WARNER ter and the smallest 8t  eithar

end.
In 1930, a new theory feat-
BALDW,N uring the properties of elsctro-
magnetism was propounded by DBer~
laga. Under this proposal, prac-
tically any star cculd form plsn-
8ts throvgh netural processes, It
pointed sut thatv slsctrically
charged atvoms and moleculss shot
out froem the surface of ths sun
weula tendl S0 spiral in that bod-
y's oxbonsivn megrnciic field. Un~
dar proper conditions & ssories of concontric rings of gasos might ro-
sult, and condonsation might thon proceod &lorg fam.lisr lines. .
yitle-
ton, in 1936, thought that if the sun had bsen origirally e double star
the disturbances which would have reculted from the capture of its com=
panion hy & *third sbar mipav Lave left o $thin Sii-
anent of pases roteting &rourd the sun. Devselop-
mernts from that »oint would have heen similar  to
the Jeens-Jeffrey thecry.

- Tha Alfiven theory  of
1942 recognized the fazt that the sters move thru
Bpace. It provosed that the asun. ir the course of
its cslestiel wandarings, Zed npagssd through one
of the many gasscus resuigs waich gapulate whe gal-
axy. Nabular perticlss in the suvrreunding vicinity
would de sleetricelly charged ty the €un's psssage.
gngd woulc spiral inward to firm rivgs of gas. The
rings might later have condensed inve piencts. §

Hoyle, in 1944, proferred a novel theory.
He speoculated that a ster near the sun  might
heve Lecome a nove, throwing cff s larpe shell
of material. As is not uncommonly occtrring,
mors material might have besn sjected in ons
dirsction than iu eny cther. 4s the nova
gpec away from the sun, propslled by the
lor-sified explosion, = pertion of the sjec~
ted shell nay heve bhaen canbured by the sun's
gravitetionnl field. Further devsiopment would then
procced according to the esrlier Jeans-Jeffrey theory.

Only one yesar
later, in 1945, von Veizsascker iniroduced the theory which hes now
becn succacded by that of Dr. Kuiper. By an ingenious ussge of rotat-
ing co-cridinate aystams, von Veizsaceker calculated that vortices in a
rotating planar nebuliz would oo conceritreied in areas spaced approxim-
atoly ir gecmotric progression from its center. Viith the sun at the
conter of such a nehuia, tho procosave of ecercetion taking place along
tho icterseciing bderlers of thedc vortical arsas would rosult in plan-
ots and satellitos Laving dirset rotation and rovolution, spaccd in ge=
omcetric progression from tho sun.

ind now, in 1950, sfter 195 yoars of
the scimtific methed, wo soc that cosmogony has entered upon &
return te %he old ideas. Tre scisntists of our sra are looking (32)

back in thair never-ending search for an answer to the age-old -
guestion; How did it 8l begin? _ -EN 2 =~



FANCY AND FACT

The white sun ghines on the mountsins of Mars,
The red dnst clings in %he valleys,

The grest ceunale are deep in.froet;

Why creoep in devrig cluttered alleys?

The face of Venus is hidden in mist,

Hor besuty curs for uvnveiling,

Her socret she keeps with a light woman's heart
As we impationtly wait for the sailing.

Even the moon in his frozen-faced way,
His mouth & porpeiunal "ok "

Pooks into windovs end nudgos at lovors
Safe from an iron skod toe.

And while we sit and drocam of the stars
Our impotent hands in our vockets,

The Navy brass fiddlec &nd tinkers away
With their mathematics and rockefsi

G— —3
THE &YES A \/\m/\QRE/N\/ |
/

/
Won't you belieV ’/\"/7 4 1

Won't you take my word
For it?
I know.

They watch my every move,
And lie in wait

For the time

That I shall bs

Alons.

Why, oh, tell me

Why can't you see them, too?
Why can't you seo

The oyoes?

They are there --
Right there -~

And they want me;

S50 nlease « « « please
Dor’%s ieave me

Alcns ¢ ©

Don’'t gol



Groeetin's, Doc: Yoo It's me. The boy

wee writes feithliully ‘o
tae editor every time Hs peis a Tapmag. Xaw-
times. ¥ Cover -- confueing, clwrisyed snd
casniic. Coicr clotvsd, conbtrisitea iC com~
vulsicn. Timter-~{allitecation ghandoned);
I rote with amell smirks ani siight sneers
(elliteration ssmi-reesiteblishad) your tals
of accompiricimznts of the MSFS, espscislily
in re: thae Cancon, "Larsest organized de-
logation &t the CanCon, etc."™ How right
you are., Why not put it "ONLY organized
delegation &t the Cencon." Maybe all these minjaturo 'vontions {now
mown &8s minventions) will yet go dovm in hhstory. 'Jore YOU at tho
CanCca? # Enjoysd somewhat "The Case of Frankenmuth.” Only wish MTE
kal omploysd more sex, or left it out entirely. The story started out
real hot-like, leading me astray -- and possibly a lct of other warp-
readers -- and then changed to &n ordinary type of fanmag tale. False
pretenses, I cail it. More « morse sex, I'm for. Seca my girl Zfriend.
Vaybe I should write one myself. Have & dandy pseudonym all ready for
the purpose. # Didn't roead review.of "1l984" singse.l intend to got &
rvad sems. ¥ "The Road To St¢llar Bmpire“ was written for the scholar-
ly. I'm the unscholarly type (voxyl. Howover, I enjoyed it somewhat.
1711 bet, thc, that there aro other waye of conaqaering ompircs, and
Probably other ways were mentionod in evf stovics. Doa't ask me. I'm
the unscholafly typo. # Wish my gl fricnd loved’m. likec miss Doug-
las loves Shepiro. Vhen 1 show hor (my g2l friond, nct miss D) my fan=
zine work, she turns greon. FEovrgh. Uscs up 21l my liguor reviving hor.
Sgldom revives, however. OStrange. Meybe she'd better see a dcctor. #
Ccuverting non-~fen wes fairly funny, dbut shucks, I expected more. May-
ts Bi11 V is the unscholsrly type, too. I couldn't have done any bet-
ter myself., # Belated congratilations for yr coverasge and prompt re=-
~.porting of the Cinvention. Very well done. Lspecially enjoyed that
“1ittle cartoon of the type who said he just "shook hands with day Pal-
mer." 4 May Roscoe reward you as you deserve,

_ SA M MC COY 961 Harrison Avenue

London, Ontario

Dear rattRapp: Just received the November UARP. Poerusocd its contonts
without drinking a ouart. This issue ias a 1little sub~
standard. In fact.the post office won't have it banned-od. Boggs'
statoment thaet you menticn in "Timbor" activatos my brain {the proto-
plasm is limber). ©Saems he madg the samo boast in the ycar forty-cight
snd the solf-same results flowod out of the gate. And in the coming
year of firfty-one'I hopo to sco & Michi-Con. # I've already sant for
NEBULA by Spacewarp Services. 1 hope that it don't meke me as ner-
vousas I get when waiting for Happs' zine. (He even wanta me t0 publish
a SAPSzinel} # I heve read the book Nineteen.Bighty~Fuur and consid-
er it good from cover %o core. Orwell's a pessimist, 'tis sad but true
.bpt he makes sense to fen like me and you. # . “"The Case of Frankenmuth"
-soundg oddly femiliar. Is it possible it'e based on something similar
. .that was published in SPACETAKP or another such zinet That story, I
rnow, I've already seen. It's good, it's truo, rominds me of Conner. I
hope I'vo insultced nobody’s honor. i# I read "Stellar Dmpiré" dut I
won't brand it. To tell you the truth, I don't understand it. # And
now what's this? Oh, golly, geel 1It2s an ad by a #ool who wants some-
thing written by me! Why does she hanker after this terrible crud?
. She'd do better to stay home and play in the mud. Must be another of
Ben Singers' jokes. Alice wouldn't pull such a horrible hoax. if CZE)

"Converting Non-Fen" is a thankless task. Let's drop the subject.



That's a1l I ask. # Part Nins of the "Stf Broad" is merely medioore.
I wordar, but won't guess who was the joker wio wrotao it fex VADY for
811 name Fen to reasd. (Could it be Coxz, or &nusry, o Sroed?. I
never comment on the letters that others write. I could, rou Know,
bat I don’'t want to be trids. ©So I'll clowme mew and tell yoeu tluat your
postry is read by the mail clerlk of this saquedren befors he goes o bed.

Ho considara himselr the postman to whom i$'s allressed., X hopo ThAS
you now fesl properly improsscd. # G'night 2ll, Dan’h yail or sgvsdl;

Xy next lottor Skouvld bo dbottor. . |

pee AL SHAPIRO 1sz93101 chggwpzcaqw’;ao -

A — —— ————— ———— -

Doaz Art: jas vory ploascd with your Cincon issuc «~ your ropari maic
one feel a5 if one bhad been Hliexra..-X s4ill liks tho Iatisrs
therein, and I must admit that Timear is alwayz tus flrst 4hing I Lock
at...I1'm ons of those who is sometimes & Llittle anmoysd dy the slmost
'gsexy' stuff that appears on occasion, but with Vally Vebter, I ‘guoses
that it tekes sll sorts to make & world, and I muet say you keep it %o
a suitable minimuMmesesss With that, will lzave you...yours 8incerely,

S. NORMAN ASHFIELD Fl ost pae magts mhomton Hoath

Dear Art: Lossee., Timber was. sparkling and brilliant, as usual. I had

read, of course, that you'd won that wunneful twenty-five
bucke in oash, but doggone if it didn't piumd slip my mind tc write and
congrefvlata you on it.,  Since I hadn't sver gotten TIMNUAKP, not being
in SAFS, I hadn’t before read. the Bofhtatory, bul I honesily think it
should have gotten first placse over the yarn that 414, and which I had
read in WARP already, I was picgued by Roa's statement that next yesar
they are going ta change the contest rules & bdit., I'il wager that they
ere going to pick the suitable stories and pay for them at regular 2D
‘rates. Uhother they print them or not is anybody's busss. I was rath-
er dissapcinted in fandom that they didn‘t send in more entrios. Rog
sounded like he wae too. Bolieve me, if I'd beor & faned, I°'d hava
sont some ontries in, Bven if thoy had toc bo my ownl! i The Book Re~
view, for a pleasant change, was tha best item in gthe mag. I've been
hearing guite & bit about that book anyway, and s¢ it was just in time
to catoh me when my interest was hot. 4And then it was longer than most
reviews, toco, which is another pdint in its favor. A good synopsis,
"The Case of Frankenmuth" was & clever littles yarn, but I think 1t would
have been even better if the writer had written it as a straightforward
stf-yarn, instead of sticking in that euff which definitely labels it
as "only fan material." Put thie in No. 3 place. - # The current ohap-
ter of "STF Broadcasts Agasin!"™ copped second. # The two articles are
tied for Tourth, so you can ses my dofinito preference for fiction, I
about choked for laughing at that 1llo on plH. 4. Sineorely,

WARREN BALDWIN .7 :mip sv.

Dear Art: Re the next con site, why when e%c. Michizan seems to havy
_ 8 long 1ist of things done but Lefore ws jump with glea
let's look them over. '# Sincs the.Csdiilacon is 4he most impressive
on the list I leave it to last and siavrt tearing tho rest apars.
Bearcon -~ o wonder you had the largest attendsnce thars, 'Tharei were
very %ew fans in them varis to come. {(No fen in Chicago, Minneapplis,
apd surrounding territory?)) The seme holds true of the Decon 1sst De-
@ cember. It was neld in Michizan so why shouldn't tae Wichigzan
\0'1) Ten top in attendance? ((Look that ecitorisl over again -~!1 41d

-
v




mention larzest delezastions in omnection with the Docoun.}) ## Re &' -
larpze sattendance at the Temeon, Cancon, ste. So whet?!l If the fans
in N.O. wiuld have meds thers would have been snother larpe dels-chic: .
({If the N.O. fem aren's uny mers zutervriging in putting on & con th .
they are in getting to fan e¢venls, & N.0. cor wonld be a pretiy silp-
shod affair, wouldn't i6%?)) Gpecking of delepation let's see what  the
word mesns. Delegation -- & Loly of persons chosen to aect for others.
Did all the Michigan fans trhet d.dn't attund the Cincon want Poriland
&8 tha nmit convenvion site¥?? ((Yes. The duestion was voted upon at
a8 NOPS mewting prior $o the convention. That is why the Michipan dele-
gation at Ciney voted @8 & bloc.)) & In what city would the con be
held? Detroit? ((Probably.)) How meny fans there? ((At least 25 MSFS
members. Offhand, I'd estimate 75 othor fans, not MOFS membters yet, but
many of whom would join the MSEFS if it were sponsdaring a ‘lorld S0F Con-
venvion.)} Hew Orleans has over 30 in their fenclub. ({(Tsk, 29 inaot-
ive memvers and Harry Moore, eh?!) Do you have to have a 1ist of so-eal
lod thinss dons to msrit & convention? {(No, but it helgs.)} I never
Leard cof fthe Cincy bunch up to Torcon time. % From what I have heard
the Michigan bincn is & rather younpg pgroup. ((Average agze of MIPS mem~
bers is somewhare arownd 28 years. Exact statistics not aveilabvle to
me at the moment. )} It must be young to think up such childish things
as Sexocracy and Roscoe., # I could mention a number of other things
but I leave them till next time and votine time in Bortland. # Fantasy

yours,
L E S D10 M 20580 Midland
FAaNIL L/ Louisville, Kentucky

Dear Art. Congratulations on the number of prizes that Spacewsyp won

in the "Club House" con%est, I have not read "kastermind”
but your other Butte-storiss ars tops in fan fiction. Marion  Limmer
had & real prize winuar in "Ontpoct." 1 was also glad to see that Fan-
Tasy Times arcd $. ,F., & 5.7, won prizes as I enjoy these faruinss very
muche 1T locks as it thase were the only fanzines that sen’ oniries,
# Tho next bsst thiag in the November Harp is that poem on the  back
to eonvert meilmen inte faens. I nave buen watching Skinny Hixson, my
mail carrier, to see if there are any signs of builing fuuiom. Beyond
e vacant look in the back of the syes, which is normzl for bixson, I
heven't detectsd any. Howevar, I zave hopes that some maelimen goma=
vwhers will reed and vite. I% would be Zun to have unobher mail carrier
fan 0 correspornd witkh. # Apcin corgratulations vn Spacewzrn’s meny
prizess, You ought o put racx kgt line trhal I can’t Tind oa the Nov-
envair Marp -- "Fendem's Tor Monthly." It 15 interesting to note the
nurhor of adds roqiesting back issues of Spacewarp. I got 'em, but
thoy're net for sale. # Yours truly,

[OM £ WATKINS ~ it ™ne

Dear Art: Check you to 3 decimals on your decision to concontrats on
non-fiction in VARP ((from now on --ahr))}. Most fan-writ=-
ton stf takes up so much room, anyhow, that thersc's alwaye the danger
of overlcading one's fenzine with stories. I sure as heck hope, tho,
thaet your new sditorial policy won't mean the elimination of humor
yarns, for which TTAKP hes sequirsd & measure of fame. i Shucks, Art,
for years and years people have been prophesying (?) prophecizirng (7}
predicting that the hsyday of farzines wculd soon be over, or that Fape
would swallow uwp all the subzins publishers or suchstuff...l batcha a
tall beer (paysble &t South Gste in '58) that the next decade will gee
<z§> not fijjf)??gular%yfpuhliahad subzines, but more ones and rattar.

KE \/N[DY . 84 Baker Avenue

Dover, New Jerssey
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H P LCWG HAMMER
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A Scionco-Fantasy Belly Achor

§
1

O
IRIER

Uitehes, they say, arse 0ld and cronish, with lon*, clavilike fing-
sers and av11 tocthless mouthes. They are ¢lothed in ancient and fil-
thy rags, and stink to high heaven because they never hsard of Lifehugy.

But this one was different. She wore a two-piece bathing suit,
althourh you had to look close %0 seo both pieces, mebbe evan feel IOr
'em, She had &ll the ripht.thinss in just the right amouants in exsct-
1y the corcscet places. In shiori, brother, she was siacked -- bul defl
1 wes gazing at her intently (well, not eszctly her insently...) when
my givl Iriend, Betty, threw the full weight of her 100 pounds of blonds
lovliness behind her deinty fist, which connected on the extreme end of
my deiicately formed nose, just beyond tha third hump. An atom  bomb
coulér.'t stir up more beach sand than I did, bouncing on my shoulder -
blados.

"I'1ll learn you to go around looring at witches like that bit
~~ or, witch," she ssid, kicking wmo in the...or, kicking me. I sat up
end gazod_Iond;y into hor eyos that woro noctllucont with anger. And
when Betty's oyes havo that particular noetiluconco, brother, it's =&
signal noctiluceny time gotting roady to duck! .
"I was moroly sdmiring
herﬂ a ."

"I kmow what you wsre admiring, you worthless heell" Betty grit-
ted -- must have been the sand on the beach -~ "And it seems to me shse
ehould have the demency to cover them up & 1little more." She said that
wivhout considering the 1ittle covering she habitunally uses for  Ihom,
or even it =~ if the purists in our andience don't mind.
: At that in-
stant our conversation was interrupted, but not rudely. The cbjoet of
our conversation eame over and said, "Pardon mo, but I eouldn’'t holp
cverhoaring the 1littlo talk you woro having. In fact, had I been in
China I couldn't have holpod ovorhoaring it."

"Do sit down," Betty mid

in that tone of voice that meant "Beat it to hell out of here." But
the witch peid no attention to the tone. Tone-desaf, maybe. ©She sat
down. Batty shot a trsnchant glance at me. I startnd looking for 8

nice safe tranch. Ignoring Betty's glance, which would have shriveled
a cactus needlse, I picked up the last LONGHAMMEL'S HAMMERINGS and pre-
terded to resd it. {(This was my file copy. The other copy was by thon
gathering dust or somothing in the little housc out back of whoro my
subscriber lives.)

"I heard you call mo a witch," tho girl said. Hor
voice wes soft, with e musical quality that is oasy on tho oars but hoxd
to put on papor except with a tape-recorder. You know what I mean --
or if you don't. you're too young tc be reading this.

"So what?"

% [BY WILKIE CONNER




"I wondered how you kuew?"
: "Ynew what?"
"That I am a witch!l™

How Batty is & dyed-in-the-wool, 100% skeptic of anything she can
not hear, sse, touch oy hit. 8Shre diln't go to coilege Zoxr nithing. In
fact, I think i+ ecet har 014 uar deck abent rave grané, nov coecunting
the eb-~ er, that ig, extra-zurricuiar aspenses. She raiscd o aye
and said sort of snooringly, peeoring out Zrum under i%, "So you clalm,
sistor. But prove iti"

B "I cen't -~ not in putrliie. It would get into
the rspers, and witcheraft ecen't mtani pubiiceivy. But if youw and your
gentleman friend would be my guests, I cduié te very convinciag. hta s

u
can't go anywhers," Retty ovjected. "I haven't a thing to wear." Vhich

isn't far from truth, congidering her usual cos-
tums, ‘
"Don 't worxry,"” ssid ke wiitch. OShe

flicked her fingery ané Betly was olctlhsd in
the finest svening gzown anyona S7Ver EFuw. i
almost dropped desd with gurprise. L=l T
been roading TWS and Spacownrr locg ewuf
not to be¢ surpriseé at anyLning, eXcOpl 7
maybe Ray Nelscon and Gaorge Asirews.

Jv

J
"Some form of hypnotism," sesz ;f‘
Betty without batting a faulse oyo-

lash.

e shall seq," said the
witch erypficaliy. "If you ac-
cort my invitation."

Betty roca-
ched down, grabbed one of my ears,
end hauled mo %o my feotf, Shc al-~
most wnrolled it, she puiled so herd. I put LONGHAMMER'S HAMMERINGS
back in my pocked. (I wopg fully ciothed, ovon on the boach. The wat-
or was too wot to swim in today, anyhow.)

"le'll go," Betty said.
"Finel” said the witch. "We're herei™ "Bl -
And so we were. In the middle
of the biggest garden you ever dreemed of. Ard it was filled with ev-
exy kind of flower that aever existei. LRks a schbiing for a Pzramouxnt
musical starring Betily Grablc. Ox is it Wayner Broe. she works for? I
don't ramomber much aboudt mevies or aceount of I always go with Botty,
and who looks at DBetity on ihoe scrcon with Botiy in tho noxt seat?

In

the middle of this gerilcen, to got on with ths story {Ravp sez when I
write a gtory I should write a story, aed when ¥ writs an article I
ghould writs &n articls, and not 5ry to srossbtreed ‘em.), envirely cir-
cled with soma furny-icolking treas, wes the witch's lair. IV was &8
dinky litile palace, made of a cheap grade of piatinum and with only a
hundred or S¢ rooms.

"Where are we?" 1 asked.

"Venue," our hostess
answered.

Fer once Betty was speschless. In fact, she was still lost
in the charm of her dress. S0 much so that she hadn't noticed thst tis
witch clothed her, and rempired undressed, practically, herself. Smart
witch, that witnlh.

"Bull manure," I said. '"This can't be Venus. Lz?‘
I've read Conner's Venus Ledy and this doesn't resemble Venus in %7




the lsast."

“Conner had nsver besn to ¥enus when he wrote that story.

"Has he aince?"

"Ch yes, many times.'" Thero

was a twinkle in her sye which was eagily under-

standable. I made 8 mental ncte to write Con-

ner a secorching letter. After =li, he's sup-/"

poscd 10 be & rospoctadble marricd men,

complote with & wife endg two kids., At
home, that is.

~ Betty found her voics.
She stood betwsen me and the witch.
"You snesking sneke in the grass: You

two-breasted witeh in no clothing! Try- e,
ing %o steal my men, eh? Clothing me in >.¢’;;7
this...this tent when you strul about at- e

tractively unattired...:i" .
The witch gestured hypnotically (I have just
finished reading "Menirake the Megicisn" in the sunday paper.) and Bet-
ty hed no grounds for complaint. In fact, che had no clothes. I sup-
pose her facs turned red, bu%t I wouldn’'t Imow. I wasn't looking at her
fece. But that mole on her lsft nip sure shows up ewful pizia when she
gets mad.

Betty wheeled aromnd, then rnoticed her lack of rsiment, found
out she didn't have enough hands for & complste cover job. I started t
help her, bdut thought sne might misinteryret my motives. Anyway, she
said, "Quit staring , wou wall-eyed 2lowr, and geot me some clothes.” I
didn't know who ehe was talking t0 unbil she iicked me unier the left
ermpit. The witch was standing Yo one S14s, loocking clightly amused. I
looked a¥d her like a dying calf in & cyrclone and ske Lelt sorry Zor me
and doils & leandrake gagain. This time I was emberrsssed. I dldn't have
enough hands, either. And Betty was strntting around in my pants and
shirt. From now on, no matter how hot it gete, never again do I go any~
place without wesring underwesar.

Well, the witch surcly didn't like my
looks, 80 she gostured sgain and I found myvself woaring Betty's svening
gown. Por the first time in my life I felt as £illy as I alwasys look.
Uhat made it so bad, Betty almost died laughing et me. I'd try to teko
&8 step and tho tail of the demn thing would trip me. And I'd swoar amd
swoat and cuss, and finally got so tanglod up I didn't know whothor 1
was coming or gzoing.

"oadamnit," I swero, "I wish I was twonty foot
talls" And I herdly seid thc words, until I wished I hadn't. I  was
twonty foot tall, and the evering gown didn't fit me eny mors. For the
first time im my life I felt supailor to Betty. I took a giant step
and remmed into the palace wall. Betty lammed me in the shin with her
fist and almost broke my leg.

"fatnah where you're going, you big lum-~
moxi" she screamsd, "or I'll climb up there and mash your teeth inl®

Then things bsgan happening too fast to note. Firet I was large,
then I was amall. Then Betty was largoe end small. Then I was naked &rd
clothed...then Betty was the seme. It was too unbolievable oven for the
dopes who road thls magazine. Dife during tho noxt fiftoon minutos was
a8 crazy keloidoscopo of unrcality. To top tho whole thing off, boaut-
1ful maidons in Finlay dubblos ceme floating out of a marble fountain

*YENUS LADY, by Vilkie Connser, Longhammer's Hammeringe, Vol. IV #6.
Positively will not appear in any antholoay. Unless one of the
publishers goes crazy. WC
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in the center of the garden. And asomswhere & muted orchestrs  played
Strauss waltzes. One by one, the Finlay girls dlsapreared in the laks.
It was wet water, too., I found out when I dived ir., But I didn’ey find
the girls.

I never thouvght 1'd see Betty plead with anyone. I never
thought 1'd see the d=y shs'd lose an ergument, Bspscially with anoth=
er weman. Bul when the BEM in the purple eyes and vink rantise came
out of the pool and began to rhumbs,she turned to the witch and said,
"Please, you've proved your.point. May we go now?!

' : N as Dbt oille 1. 101 We wers both nore
mally clothed, thank Roscoe, and were EOmMOVHErs Near Aorrect- 109."J
ugy
g8 you say," smiled the witch. X
’ Wihizz, Joombah’ We .ware back on  the
beach. Bstty looked at me 8rid I looked e% har. Things looked jnst as
they did when we ieft. The. Same erows,,. the £ame breakers, the fSsme g8y
umbreliss, It was nard to beiieve - thad wa'd had' & hectin ?OVQge to
Venus.

"Never egain Will I call e witeh A witeh," Betty swore solemnly
and I shook hands with her on fha%, .. .,
Sehind ue there was & soft chuckls.
I looked around and -sew & haggy. Looking old dame with wizensd feabures
end clawliks hanas... ~o. W o

- THE ..... 3
” S

/HQEE S/Sh:m H A ‘/t X ot J

B m;sylsvu K. BTEYENS

B
..........
""""

Thres gisters have I on this morn,
But none as’'Fair as' thé youngest-born.

" White of &kin, blue of eye--
A young prince stopped as he rode by.

UTarry awhile!" say the sisters thrsee
Hiding the younzest up in a treo.,

But he rode.oﬁ; the Troyel son, -
Seeking only the youngest one.

Three sisters have I, dark of faos,
Ugly still in tHe finest lace. "

With blacker hearts upon this morn
They have done to death the youngest born.

With silken scarf they twined her throat
And weiphted her down in the castle moat,

And none 10 witness tho sistors thres,
For all have gone t¢ & rovelry.
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Deop in the castlo moat I lio

With none to wesp for me; "

I will riss up in the dark o' moon :
And stranzle my sisters three. - (35)
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