


TIMEWALP

This, rather unfortunately, ias
an r-TRAPP - und - YOUNG SAPSzine
ssessdon’t you wish now you'd joined FAPA®?

r~tRapp: you know him. The Pipe That Smokes Like A Fan. He
8%i1l1 doesn't know how he got roped into this orgen-
izaeticn.

Young : Better known as feorge. If you were sober enuf at the
Toreon, you recell George -- he was the guy in the
halicoptsr het who kept trying to sell Futurefotos.

By %ne way, snybody in the audience wanng buy & Fute
vrefota?

The mailmen, that poor viotim cf warestrained fanantics, knows these
two jerks as:

ARTIUR Ha RAPP GEORGE YOUNG
212!) Bay Otreet 22180 Middlebelt
Sagiraw, Michigan Farmington, Michigan

This is Volume Ona, Number One, of an in®inite number of TIMEWARPS
which our poriable timswarpor cautions otrateh into the dim, far vis-
tas of the fubure. At eny rate, the portanle timewarper sees SOME=
THING stretcning into the fuiure. We think it's =z procession of
TLUEWARES, but then sgain it might be 0ld bologzna sausages or fen-
letters concsrning Shavor, The picture is Pinrres.,

The cover painting was produced at the haight (or depth) of the BIERCON
by Milwautee's Pridef and Fandm's Ereatest Artist (pause for sounding

of trmpnots oftsisge
POBERT L. STEXN |

Don't blams ‘he other splotches on Bob, tho. You don't think we're
going o wesie cur precious stock of STEIN hectoriginals on a bunch of
SAPS, 40 you? See MUTANYC and SPACEWARD enld UNTTLD FANDOM.,

Obviously this publication cennot be considrrsd &8 a true
APAzine, for it contalns no vindictive comments on other APAzines.,
We will remedy that situation as soon as tho long arm snd sharp claw
of Most Zoly Alpaugh (Praised be Hi3 neme!) unleashes upon our sub-
missive heads a flood of orud, technically known as the Fall SAPS

maleing, with perheps also some femaleing, Shuddering, we await this
divine menifestation. How noble a way to dis!

Long live Raymond A. Palmer!}

writ by hand
this seventeenth
day of September
in the year of
Our Alpatgh 1948
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by r-tRapp

"Pelepathy,” I said, "Fascinating phenomenon.”

"Ghu drench telepathyl" rotorted Morgan Botts bitterly, sicsn~
ing & pint or so of suds Into his mouth, "It'd be s millionaire if it
wasn't for telopathy.”

"Ion®t talk with a mowthfsll of teer,” I advised him. "It sound-
ed like you caid you'd be a millionaire if it wasn'?d for telepathy."”

Botte gulpaiia

"T 3id say it31" he roared, pounding the warbhle~topped tavern
tubla w%EE'his stoin at each word. "Went me 1o repoat 1%%7 I1'd be
a mil-~’

"0Q, 0Q," I soothed him. "But thet's a strong statement. Give
with the ezplaralion.”

“You dun't helieve me," Botts muttered raprosohiully, raising a
frash bear souawhat unsteadily toward his bushy white musiacho. b Ly
ways I¥ve tcld you the Gim-bitten truth, end still ym don't bellieve
mas .Skaptie! Whippersneppexi®

"Bondt got your jets in 2 chain-reastion,” I told ths stfan~in=-
venier. "I never sald I didn't believe yon. Bubt I gotta have support-~
ing evidence for a generalizatlon liks that, don't I? Seientifie
method and all that sort of thing, you kuow."

i+h infinite care Botis sused his nalf-empty glass to the table
and osw that 1t was sitting firmly. This mementous mether dicposad
of, he clamped his gnarled hands on the table sdge, rashed his (L1 5 Rat
cen the marble between them, and reised his eyes to peer intently xato
ny facs. |

"ash & great prosheen, uh, prozine editor oncsh," he hiccoughed,
"Great prosheen. Great." He thought this over for & while, thon ad-
ded, "Extragalactic Epicm."

"Never heard of it." I took & cool swig of beer myself.

"Yer a liar," snarled Botts. "I just said it, so you must have
heard of it, Vhatea matter, ya deef?”

"That were we talking about, snyhow?" I asked, oonfused.
“Palepathy——uh--thilepitty——uh--thought—transfarence."
"Ohe What's that?"

e Arts e ————

"I111 show you," seid Botts. "Look, I'll concentrate on Some-= _J
thing, You make your mind blank, snd see if you cen read my thought "

-



"oQ, "
"Ready?"
"Go ahead,"

There was s long silence, droken only by an occasional hiccouzh
from Botts. I begen getting bored. I wasn't receiving any telepath~
1o mevsage from him; I got no impressions at 8ll, though I tried to
keep my mind blank.

I looksd at Botts. His bleary eyes were closed; his unshaven
chin still rested on the tabletop. I wasn't sure, but he seemed to
be snoring.

"T'hell with it," I thought, reaching for the one remaining beer,
which stood in the centoer of the tabdlu.

Quick as a striking snako, Botts® hand flashed out and seized the
stein. Hs sal wp straight again. "S00%?" he said.

"Huh?" I asked over my shouldew, twisted around to signal the
bartender for more beers.

"You gzot my message," erowed Botts triumphantly. "I camcentrate
ed on beer, and you thought of the same thing."

"You're nuts--" I sterted but the stfen-inventor broke in bsfore
I could continue.

"I know what you're about to say," he told me. "I'm not such a
bad telepath after all., You don't have to tell ms that, Bud, I knew
it all the time."

"Where the hell does the millionaire business come in?" I asked
to change the subject.

"It'a qui‘be a story," said Botts, gipping complacently. "It all
began when one ¢f the assisteant editors of Extragalsctic Epics turned
in an article about a jerk named Mepesto the Magnificant, whno was
supposed to be a mind-reader,"

"Fake," I seid. "They have stooges in the audience, and a set of
code signals,."

"That's what I told my assistant," Botts nodded. "I pointed out
that we were publishing s suience-fietion meg, not an astrology jour-
nal., However, he insisted thet Mopesto the Mugnificent had read minds
under conditions where there was no possibiliiy of trickery. Event-
ually I agreed to moet this slleged mind~roader and see for myself."

The bartender arrived with fresh melt. e drenk & while in sil-
ence, Then Botts resumed:

"Mepesto the Magnificent came to my office. He was & towering,
hawk-faced, nysterious-looking character, and his demonstration ama-
zed me, He hed me Write numbers on a slip of paper, then held it ag=~
geinet his forehead and told me what I had wriiten. He had me con-
centrate on scme acquaintence, and told me who I was thinking of. He




named the color of my favorite necktie after T mentally visualized it.
And dozens of other demonstrations,"

"Nuts," I said., "You were neatly tricked. These mind-readers
and their clever systems have bson oxposed time and agéin. PFor ox-
ample, as he held those slips of paper to his forehead, Mepesto the
Magnificent paseed them in front of & light, or a window, sSo that he
could read what was on thom. He'd investigated your habits and pref-
erences $0 he could deduse what you would pick to concentrate on aft- |
er Be sugsested a genaral classification."

"At any rate," =aid Bctts after a sip of beer, "It was sn im-
pressive performance. I kaaw thut here lay the key to a fortune. Ex-
trepalsctic Epics wes on the vergse of vankruptoy anyhow, because o
rising prices and papor shoriages and such, so I felt no compunctions
in abandoning my editorial job to bscome Mepesto's menager,"”

"Sounds like a good deal, at that," I mused.

"Procisely," said Botts, brushing a wisp of foam from his mous=
tache. "I'd sized this Mepesto the Magnificent up as a guy with
groat acting ability, but pretty much of & dope otherwise, I knew
once I got him signed %o an ironclad contract, I'd be set Ffor life. I
could hardly keep from laughing aloud as he picked up his fountain-
pen to sign the contract -- and then my dreams came crumbling to ruin."

"That do you mean?" I asked. Botts fortified himself with a vast
swig of beer before replying.

"I'd overlooksd one small detail," he admitted ruefully. "Mepes-
to hesitated, 10oked at me, looked back at the papers, then picked up
the pitcher of icezcold heor on my desk, poured it over my head, and
stalked out of the office muttering %o himself in Arabic."

"Great jumping Ghu =~ whyt"
"You see,” Botts said softly, "Mepesto the Magnificent really

ecould recd mindgl™
- END =

In each church throughout this nation
As the lofty churchbolls ring,

As the mipghty organ rumhles

And the choirs begin to sing,

Let us staunchly stand with Singer,
Staggerirg slightiy, softly Sheelr,
Lot us drein our steins with swiftness

For
THE
ONE
TRUE
GHOD
Is
BEER

Bottoms upl
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ANIFESTO
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SLANDOM OF THR WORLD, UNITE !
You have nothing +#o lose but

your hreins i

It 18 obvious that slmost without excuption the fanglubs of today
are organized by ildealiats, cptimivts, Status-guo-worshipping amatours.

Oomes 1t the ravolution or peThaps a more oivil war or+*two, or the
atombombing of cur motropall, and what wilil happen to thess f1imsy soo~-
izl atruofures? Nateh, ey 'il £a3l to piacaes.

But now, you oroam of the intelligensia, you supermen of the earth,
comoR your chanca to join a group that will outlsst suoch minor disturb-
8nces. It is tamper-proot, officient, scientifio, camot be slimin-

tea and
ated. S £
Join the %entiﬁoﬂ onal Nrth %merican [l{mntas;ﬂ Dnion :
S )

Unlikn the docedent, flimey Struoture oF the oriinary fanolub, the
Scientifiotional Norih Amerisan Pantacy Union is desigmed %o resist the
twin menacsa of dissolution ana anarohy. For sxampla, we have no avar-
shifting, over-rerigning, halfwittad Bosrd of Directars.

No, in the Holentifictional Novth Amarican Fantasy Union, supreme
ROvVerning powar 18 vested in one parson, the Leader, or Obergruppen-
fuhrer, He pScoes his dscross to the Assistant Leaders, or Gruppen-
fuhrers, who see that the rank snd file of the membership cbey without
the usuul Shilly-ehallying tiat uwales fanolubs so insfficient.,

And in the Secientifictional North American Pantasy Union, you need
not bother to acqusint Jourself with 50 or 100 cther mombers. No, all
you ever mest are the two other memhers of your own section, or cell,
One of tiese is your Grupponfuhrer, the cther is ¢ne of the herrenvolk
like yourself,

To keop the buay, hardworking oxooutives of the Scientifictional
Horth American Pantasy Unim Trom boing poetorsd by unthinking and self-
centored dimwits, tholr ideniyvies &re kopt secrst. In faoct, the wihole
memborship of the Scionti fiotiunal Horth American Fartasy Union is a sea=
ret. You won't get your name on a ot of silly mai ling {131;3 by Jjoining
the Boientifictional North Ame riocan Fantasy Union!

But how, ivou are askinz, can oms contaot an official in order to
Join the Seientifiotionsl North American Funtasy Union? There is only
ons waye. Go to the main intercection in the naarast largs city. At
hlgh noon, hold & oopy of "I Remanber Lemaria™ high above r head
raigse your lsft foot off the ground. Then rmiss your yight foot off
Ihe ground, Now raise both foel off the ground. One of our asgents will
bo watching for this seoret slgoal, and you will be contacted.

Down with inferior races. Superslans, join the Scientifictional
North Ameriesn Fantasy Unian, Today we rule the caverns.....

oo+ TOMCRROV, THE WORLD




What are we searching for?
Perhaps & quicker way to dle.
You'll find us with our clear~eysd
geze
Where flametrails streak the sk¥,
For in our blood thers bheats o dryn
0f danger's deadly spark
That drives us aver to the cold
And sirless, alien dark,

But who that lives could stand on
Barth
And see the spacers soar
And disappoaxr ~~ aind turn his mind
To Farthbound tasks once uwcre?
The ruggzed, raging rockoetbs,
Pirey~feathsred shining darts,
Slim arrowa of the void ~- they've
thrown
Their noose esronnd ocur hoarts,

Deuth comss to us with sudden speed
And swoeps onr ranks away;

"Bes a spaceman,' goes the song,
"Your baic will na'er turn grayi"

Our graves are wrecks on ragged rooks
Or #n &H0ma unlvown eew)

But, thoupn *he meon of svgse die

The men of srvace dieg Liwe!

S0 Y1ift your eyes a8 rocksis rise
To pierce the cloudsd bluas
And pray that each slim shining ship
May arrow safely through:
And when you've reached a safe
0ld age
And wrinkles line your face,
Tell of the men who lsughed snd
died,
The men who travel spece:

== 12BAfan







