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ITTLE RED RIDING HCT
N THE PROZ

EVERYONE knows the standard version of "Little Red Riding Hood" =--
but suppose the proz printed the tale, and made a few minor changes mre
and there to maintain editorial policy. . Here are synopses of the res-
UltSeeses

ST §-F: Little RRH is wandering through the ruins of Menhattan
on the way to Grandmother's. The red hood, of course,
isn't cloth at all, but a neutronic shield worn by Blowup survivors ¢to
protect themselves from the resudial radio-
activity on the old city~sites. Aiong comes
this Wolf character and offersc to show LRRH
. whers to find a genuine, undamaged, pro-war
aluminum kettle. ©She is over Joyed, 3he seg
hecause Granny is getting oléd and Dbutter -
fingered and drops the crude pottery and
breaks it. While the girl digs in the ruins
at the spot the Wolf points out, he dashes
behind & heap of rubble where his atomic-
Dowered space-cruiser is hidden, and takes
off for Grandmother's log cabin. Upon ar-
riving there, he finds that the o0ld dame g
the Jjoint well boobytrapped with electronic
alarms and such. But he is undaunted, for
in tho onsuing battle it develops that the
Wolf's culture posseses a high degres of :
technology too. Eventuslly hc¢ wains up an :
emergency spacewarping gadget whica bypasses the defenses, and sneaks up
on the unsuspacting Grsndmntier, who is fiddling with the televisor ocon-
trols hidden in her kitcnen cupboard. But as the Wolf is sbout to liq-
uidate her with a portable blaster, six woodchoppers step out of the fi-
replace, which is a disguised mautter-transmitter, and cut him down with
para-rays. '"Heh," cackles Gronny, waving her bodyguard back into the
transmitter. "You Centaurians think just because our cities are ruined,
we Eaorthmen have lost our scisntific kaowledge. But you're wrong -- we
of the Bclence Council are merely waiting to be sure Mankind has learn-
ed to live in peace, bsfors we bring into the open the knowledge we have
presorved through the Blownup." Sho shi fts her corncob ripe from one side
to the other of hor toothless mouth, recaches for a crude bronze knife
end adds, "As one scientist to another, I hate to do this, Wolf, but to
meints in our seerecy, we of the Science Council have to act Just like the
rest of the world." So she cuts his throat, skins him, and pegs the pelt
on the door. Lbttle Red Riding Hood comss in carrying an electron mio -
roscope she's salvaged from the ruins. "I see you took care of that dam
Centaurian. spy," she observes. "I wonder how long it will take those
imperialistic ldiots to discover that the atomic radiations made all us
humans telepathioc?"

WEIRD TALES: All is normal to the point where LRRH arrives at Granny's

and asks, "Did that wolf show up?" "Yep," sez her Grand-
mother. '"Where is he?" cries LRRH. "I et 'im," eez Granny. "Why you
greedy, selfish old bag." yelps LRRH, "Just for thet I'll eat youi" re-
torts Granny. "Oh no you won't," sez the girl. "Because I'm not your
granddaughter at all -- I'm the wolf!" "You mean that was Little Red
Rbding Hood I ate?" asks Gramny. '"Yop," sez the wolf. "And now I'm go-




ing to kill you!" "Don't mako me laugh," sez CGranuy. "Weraewoil or eir-
dale, it makes no Aiff -- you ain't going to kill me." "Why rnot?" asisu
the Wolf., "Because," sez Granny, "You may be & wolf -- but I'ma  Z0i-
BIE "

AMAZING: The entire story is in standard form, but in an author's note

which follows, Amazing's readers are informed that he had to
write in fiction because no ona would believe the truth. Do you realize
that 15 out of 16 children in the U.S. were devoured by wolves? Lvery
policemen is aware of this, but no one dares to admit it publicly. Read-
ers having information which will heip to prove %this claim arc asked to
communicate with the editor or the autlwr immediately. A forthcomingis-
sue will prescnt full documentary eovidence,
plus mcre sensational exposes of the derk
evil forces ruling the world. Don't miss
it!

». PLANET: Redh Rhydng-Hoot, 1ithe, nubile ad
voluptuous priestess of the Venu-
A ;—-1s’aian Drylands, is on 8 journey to the hiddm
y citadel where her' Grandmother rules as Em-~
press of Venus. In the swamps she encount-
ers a friendly, polite character, and doe s

\\ \_ not suspect that he is actually a Wulph, a
™\, vampiric swempdwelling entity which feeds

\:> \ / on life-force. Pretending to show her

/ A4 an outcrorping of Ultra-Uranium ore, the
K ﬂ/ Wulph loses her in the labyrinth of swemps.
-”// \\"\5} The cities of the Drylands desperately need

Ultra-Uranium %o power the gumps which keep
B o the soas from overwhelming their cities. As

el ay Redh Rhydng-Hoot is about to be swallowed in
o 8 cuickssnd pit, sho is saved by a cynical

m— ' but chivaelrous Earthman whose rocket has

A 2iNe IN THE wm MAILING grashlendod in the swamps. Thislvirile ?22
brawny ckaracter falls madly in love w

TR e Y“? Rodh Rhydng-Hoot, but gives no indication of

Mivp, Bow'r BE A DEAD 4t gycopt to squeeze & bit harder than nec-

Pracen S essary wnen grabbing her to rescue her from

the carnivorious plants, reptiles, and other swamp flora and fauna with

which she is always tangling. Together they battle their way thru  the

perilous swamp toward the hidden citadel. Meanwhils the Wulph has ent-

ered the citadel by impersonating Redn Rhydng-Hoot, and with the hslp of

g traitorious high priest and his followers, is about to overthrow the

Empress. Just as the girl and the Eartihman emergs from the s®amp, the
revolt breaks out. Forgetting the girl, the Eerthman grabs himself a
sword and wades into the fracas, where, by sheer musclepower and luck,

he kills a dozen or so of the Wulph's warriors, although he has never us-
ed & sword before in his life. The girl, while this is going on, enters
the citadel in disgulse and reaches the throne-room just as the Wulph
bumps off Grandmother. Redh Rydng-Hoot kills the Wulph. The Bart hman
enters, thinks the disguised girl is the Wulph, and stabs her. Immedian-
toly he perceivos his mistake, and takes the dying girl in his arms. "It
1s better this way," Redh Rydng-Hoot whispers through the blood that 1is
filling her lungs, "When the Empress died, I became Empress of all Venus
and by ancient law the ruler of Venus must remain & virgin." In the mxt
imsue, the Vizigraph is full of complaints that the author forgot to ex-
plain whether the Drylands cities got the Ultra-Uranium or not. Ray lel-
son and Edwin Bigler also spot the error in biology.

FANTASTIC NQVELS: Doesn't print the story. It's not by Merritt.
- YE ENDE ~-
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— ggonized wailing induced by viewing the (ugh!) 8th Mailing -w=—

) PECTATCR As one who has absoclutely no Imowledpe ¢f asccounting, I

oSk 77 find myself fescinated by the Affair of Ron Maddox's 36

&)cents. You add ii to doth sidés, deduct one side from the other
upon a flimsy p*etext and by some strange alchemy, everything ends up,
to the infinite joy of SAPS, in a talanced tudget! # .Tsk, 21 members
on tho roster and only ton of ‘em represented in the mailing. And only
five required to have something in the 9th Mailing. The 9%th being the
kickoff of SAPS' illustrious third year, it should be a big, thick, ju-
icy,tmeaty yackage of zines. ©Something to drool over, that is. But I
doudbt it....s

"YIFFFRENT One of the most attractive, typographicslly, in the en-

velove. And with plenty of thought-provoking ocomment,

t00. Trouble is, I've already read, pondered, and commented upon

thi{§ thing for PAPA. Be jiggered iffen I'll 2o it again! # Another

slight objection to includirg 4he same zine in two apas -- either it

must abstain entirely from the minor,comment and repartee which is & so

characteristic a featurs of ayjay, or it will be at leest partly unin-

telligible to members of one apa who 40 not belong to the other.  How-

every aB long as Different continues to present such excsellent material
I'a rather see it in woth FARA and SAPS than in neither.

'y liie thls nefore comsone lowers the boom. on his youthful ex-

uberanve. ‘7 And to Tind JoKe here, of all places! i# At any

rato, o worthy S5AP, I salute ye for the preserverance needed to turn ait
eight peges on & pan hecto.

r)AAA Precisely. # Oh wsil, every SAP is entitled to one issue

. (JOLAR PHOENIX Is this reprehensible one-staple business becoming
\\ contagheas? . "Call This Advertising" was, to
&Jvast astonishment, interasting. # If you could perfect that back

ocover me thod so both the ditto and mimeo are legible, you can run your

gines on only half as much peper.:

(CANDEMONIUM  Your descriptions of other fen ars always a pleasure,

~ a pleasure to read, that is. And I got a kick out of

J "The Weirds of Avoosl Vuthoqquan Lyon." # By picking all of SAPS
as his target, Ray is handicapping his feud., Should he settle down to
an individual duel with ycu, cparks would really fly! On second  thot,
that would happen if he foughb with Hank. With you, it would be more
likely to result in pandemonium. 3¢ What I like about SAPS is that I
cen pull lousy puns and no one can retaliate for three whole monthsi

r"\OON BlURPS Easily the top 2zine of the mailing, not through its
I physical appearance, although that is very good, pup:
}.ijecause of the interest and enthusiasm which Charles shows. ~ - It
must have taken hours to prepare those long mailing comments ~-  whioch
are sbout the only kind worth the space they occupy. (Meaning, among
other things, that these pages in WANIGAS ere more for the sake of tra-
dition than because of the un&ylng prose end -profound -wisdom they con-
tain.) i That oxperimental hecto-artwork interosts me, too. What have
we hore, a budding Bob Btein,Jr.? oontinuod of £ thataway~->

"Roscofucius say:-- Whon high-priced . footwear causa you woe,
loet happy thought make troubles go: © imagine you & centipedo ~- think
thon how many shoa you neod! Oh sob sob.




() APIAN = You Bcoro on the quantity side of the ledger, at any rate.
\\ # "India" interested ms enough to raad it all the way
\ ) thru -~ that's not a crack at the article, just that the sub ject
doeBn't particularly attract me. It has, of course, a rather strong
religious blas, aud I fear a great many of the statements would bedis-
puted by a Hindu or Moslem writer. It's amazing how much distortion
oreeps into any writing by any churchman on any subject. (No%te: I "am
not an atheist, The crly time I've besn to church since 1943 have been
a few chapsl services in Germany, and once here in the States to at-
tend my sister's wedding. FHowever, my church continuss to regard me as
a memhLer wherever they'z e conducting a funé-raising drive. To avoid
denominational arguments, let 's call 'em the Roscoites. Only last week
I got a nsatly-printed three-color propagenda sheet from 'em in regard
. to ‘a fund-drive for a summer camp. It started off something like this:
"A Slice of God's Outdoors -- by Roscoites, for Roscoitesi" At which
point I quietly gagged, and tossed it into the wastebaskst. Which has
not much to do with the subject under discussion. 4Anyway, I've got =
copy of Harijen, which until his assassination was Ghandi's official or-
gan. If anyons is suf@ficiently interested in the topic, I'll reprint
some of ths articles about Ghandi's death in & future mailing. (The is-
gsue is thaet of 22 Feb 48, a week or so after the shooting.)

‘IZRNEQ Tsk, you wasted $he whole back of the page:

(CXYN Uhat, if anything, does the title signify? # "Bheltered
i Yorlds" was a darn good story in its own gruesome way. Vea-
: \, therby seems to be turning out s whale of a lot of fiction lately.

ANIGAS- ' The lousy mimeoing on the last page is at least partly
1 _ explained thusly: I left a space for that little dia-
w~Jgcram, but forgot to drew it on the stencil before running the mge
off. S0 I had to cut it later, mask off the rest of the stencil, and
:unl'em all thru the machine again. Some ink found its way thru the
masking and doudble-printed some of the text. Ain't ayjay fun? :

. Now commenceth the griping. That covers the last mailing. All in
all, the covering could have been done just as well with about six feet
of eerth, out in some lonsly corner of the cemetary. Tain't what was
in the mailiing, it's what wasn't there. Migawd, this is vacation time,
dsn't '1t%? There aro all the student SAPS who have been yelping all
win#er‘that they were too busy with studies to turn out zines?

. Vith ell-too-few oxceptions,you guys act like you gotta sweat blood
%o produco a couple of peges for a mailing. If you hate publishing 8o
much, what are you doing in SAPS? I'm in favor of bi-monthly mailings.
As 1%t 'is, tho throo months botween deadlines makes everybody say, "Aw,
I'11 goet around to it later, plenty of timo." And then you either miss
the mailing entirely or you turn out a couple of last-minute pages of
orud just to meet requirements. That quota is a minimg%, designed to
keep uninterested Jerks from dragging down the rest o he society. It
looks to me like the minimum should be jacked up quite a bit. Ve don't

need more members than the present rules allow -- b use
petter nembers! P ut we could sure

That's one reason why I can't jump on Higgs, despite his contenpt
for SAPS. At least he shows enough interest to get & mag into every me-
‘iling. = If the rest of us matohed him in quantity, we'd be in a better
position to demand that he raise the quality.

this bitter denunciation of all ye hold sacred continnes —p



In a small organization like SAPS, it takes activity on the part
of every member to keep the whole group up to standard. But, just as
in every other group in fandom, too many of you want to git back and
let someone else do all the work, while you trail along for the reward.
No wonder so many of the topnotch members drop out -- why should they
stay in SAPS just to entertain the goldbricks, when they can put  the
same .amount of time and effort into some other activity whers their
efforts get more of a return,

I joined SAPS in the first place because it looked like potenti-
ally the most live-wirs of apas. As of the 8th Mailing, it sure has

failed to live gg to its gotentialities.
p— e e —

SCHOOL DALt

About the time you're reading this, most of you are just settling
down again to classes and homework. Pardon me while I utter-a horse
Jaugh in your general girection. I'm not back in school this fall, al-
though I've got two years of college yet to go -- and will get 'em in
the next few years. But so far as I can see, unless you're training
for some one specific profession on which your hopes have been pinned
from as far back as you can remember, you're wasting your time. And
for a great many of you, it's safe to say, there's no such goal. You
are studying because you have a slight interest in some one profession
and figure when you get out of school you'll decide just what kind of
job in that field you're after,

Even by the musty tenets of Aristotelian logic, that's putting
the cart befors the horse, isn't it? Why not be sensible and find out
what work you want to spend your life doing before you decide how  to
spend your once-in-a-lifetime chance at speciallized education? How?
By not going straight from high school to college. Take a break. Take
a year, or two, or three. Get a job ~- in the field you're interested
in, if possible, You won't get a high-paying one, probably, with just
a high=-school education, but you should be able to support yourself --
and to pile up some dough against those college expensss to come. And
when you do get to college, you'll have an immeasurable advantage over

the guys just out of hijgh school -- because !
you'll have a better under-
standing .0f what's important in the courses, and you’ll have a grester

incentive to learn, because you'll have seen how the kn
classroom is applied later on, owledge of the

.+ df you have no special interest -- don't lmow what kind of field
to train for -- get & job that will bring you in contact with many dit
lerent fjelds. A traveling salesman's position, if you've got the tem:
perament for it, or a hitch in the Army or Navy. Until you've done s
Elt of traveling yourself, you have no idea of the vastness of this U.
S.hs, Oor of the world. Why do you suppose it's been the custom for
genturies for the wealthy to give their children a foreign education ¢
olmply because in that manner the pupils get a different viewpoint on
all the things which they take for granted at homse.

The way our modern system of higher education is set up, anyway,
you can become T in school, but you've got to become educatéd by
your own extracurricular studies. And the saddest thing I've ever run
&cross 1is a rosy-cheeked, innocent 1little graduate who has earnestly
absorbed his lessons in school, and is convinced that he's all ready
to leap into the maelstrom of outside life, to battle the world on e-

qual terms. You can't help being ignorent, but for gosh sakes, find
out that you are, before it's too late!




MENTIONING N0 -NAMES

4

((I wrote ths follewing item Auring the recent unpleasanﬁngss, wh11§?

enjoying tha owsicer Life, smaroeicse, dueiS-sicrms, long vellis, and ovh-
er feaiures ¢ the regica iv guestion. Rver sings, I've baen trying

to figurs cut what it ig. It ceuwll 23 céailed a pun =-- or could i

It's not exactly en asorostic or av samsgrazi. In fact, 1% doesn’t fit

into any stazdard literary clasaziicairon, The nearest parellel 1is

that letter of recoamendation whick cexn be folded down the center and
thus be made to taks juet ths cpposive of its apperent meaning -- Re-

ader's Digegt printed it a few yeare bask, I think -- at least, I re-

call seeirg i1t in some pocket-size zine 1liks that. Coronet or Encore

perchance. Any literary SAP know if a thing 1ike thie has & name in
literature?))

There is
a2 rather
vast ax-
paenss of
rattl e~
gngkes &
sand with
chiggers populated dense, a gode
forsaken land. The sunbaked nat-
ives, strangely, of this hellhole
are proud, and te¢ll %the world about it in aa-
centa strong and loud. They do not like the
U.8,A., nor likewise Mexico; they think
that history started when they tuilt the
Alamo. When we've defeated Nippon
why don't we change our >
maps, ard hesdless
of Nip pro-
tests - --

cede it
to the

Jeps
?

_YIGTOR HUGO MUST BE WHIRLING IN HIS GRAVE DEPARTHENT

"0xtizens, the 19th century is great, but the 20th century will
be happy. Then there will be nothing left resembling ancient hise
tory, there will be no cause to fear, as at the present day, & oon-
quest, an invesion, usurpation, an armed rivalry of nations, an inte-
rruption of oivilization depending on a marriage of kings, a birth in
hereditary tyrannies, a division of peoples by congress, a dismember-
moent by the collapse of dynasties, a combat of two religions, olash-
ing liie two goats of the darlkmess, on the bridge of infinity; there
will be no cause longer to fear famine, exhaustion, prostitution thru
destiny, misery through stoppage of work, and the scaffold, smd  the
sword, end battles, and all the brigandage of accident in the Zforest
of events; we might elmost say there will be no more events, w shall
be happy; the human race will accomplish its law as the terreetrial
globe does its law; harmony will be restored between the soul and
the planet, and the soul will gravitate round the truth as the planet

doos round light."
Les Miserables, by Viector Hugo, page 891.



cesesWhile we're on the subject of Army verse, Lere's enother I wrote
Jjust sbout the time the war ended. This one proved useful -- T mimeo'd
it, treded Sgt Prishberg 2% copies for a inree-day pass, and slso le-
ceived an autograrhed photo of himsel? from Coloreir Drnst, our CO, in
return for a signed copy.

(o b sl by LN &

{ Dedicated to lst Sgt Frishberg )

The Army makes a change in you; thai cannot be denied,

It changes your arpearance and it changes you inside;

Let's follow a Camp Violters man -- Just one of all the millions

-- And see how well this G.I. faeres when first he meets civilians.

He leaps up briskly in the morn, though tired as can be,

And herds his family to the lawn to help stand reveille;

And not so long tihereafnor causos quito & rainful sceone

Whon he commands his &zed Dad tc G.I, the letrine.

When breakfsst 1s announced at last, he gives a joyous ysell,

But wkern hs ssas the food proclaims: '"This grub sure looks
like helli™

He asks his gray-haired Granny: '"Please, ma'am, pass the
(CENSORED) grease,™ ((Grease: buttsr. AHR))

For verily a Vlolterite knows not the ways of peace.

later, to the great surprise of postmen on their rounds,

His 1lit%le sisver is observed policing up the grounds;

His mother does not visit at the neighbor's house for tea =--
She'd sassed him tack and 1like a flash he'd pud her on KP.

He told them that the Motor Pool was closed up for the day,

Then jumped into the car himeaslf and swiftly drove away.

He stripped the gears and ruined the brekes and paid enormous
bills

Before he found i1t wasn't like & jeep for climbing hills.

In srite of all his efforts he began to mope and grieve

And one éay was reportasid being Absant Uithout Leavs.

He'd taken off end left 2 note propped up beside the lamp:

"It's not like home,” the lotter read, "I'm going back to camp."

This mede his family joyous, for the G.I. life was rough,

And though they dearly loved their boy, they'd had about enough;
S0 now he's re-enlistod and is happy as can be =--

Not only has he found his home -- he's just made PFC 1|

T/4 Arthur H. Rapp 36886935

Poet Laurocate

Hogdquarters School Division
Infantry Roplacement Training Conter
Camp Violters, Toxas

SHOW THIS TO YOUR GIRLFRIEND DEPARTMENT

"When a woman has scholarly inclinations there is goenerally
something wrong with her sexual nature."

Beyond Good gnd Evil by Friedrich Nietzsche




In case anyone wonders, I havo a semi-plausible reason for putting
the masthead of this zine way teck herg. Tnis way, even poople wao al-
ways ekip over such routine parts of thcir SAPSzines might bo taken un-
awaros, and have i% half-vead befcroe thoy reelize what it is. OfFf courso
thoro aro thoso who could reud i% ell $ha wey through and still notl ro-
alizo what it is. If suck charsctors oxist enywnere in the somi-litor-
ate and esoteric intricacies of fandom, it would be in SAPS.

The thing you are now reading (or perhsps trying to read, if that
noble mechanism, the Hit-It-Again-It's-8till-Moving Mimeograph, decldes
to pit its will against mine witkh this stencil on the dripping drum) is
e e (3 =t WANIGAS, an r-tRapp Sapzine, third in its i-

o ~ { llustrious line. It should be in the Fall,

O /v A €%
o /,‘-\\T,‘o,\ﬁ’J—\\\\f':/;i-}/f /1 1949 tundle, the 9%h Mailing, and if a suf-
N TV I ").. fering postman is found stark and stiff on
BN \\L ey Y g ’(# your fircnt stoop, a smoking revolver in his
‘ S fi st and & bullet through his brain, you cen
bet his hari-lmri was caused by opening the DAPS envelope for postal -
spection and coming face-to-face with this thing.

For the record, the "I" referred to is Arthuwr H. Rapp, 2120 Bay &t.
caginaw, Michigan. ©Sometimes I wonder if it wouldn't be simpler Just
to write a plain, unadorned summary of these fascinating data, and save
the torturous prose for elsewhere in the zine. But after all, if two
gsentences can be expanded to fill the half-page I've covered already --
woll, wcnldn't you? After all, onco I've cut the stonecil, I don't have
to rezd it any more, but you poor victims, not knowing what vital info
might be buried in these paragraphs, have no such simple escape.

In case you wonder why I put out several apazines instead of ocom-
bining them &ll into one large, impressive-by-its-very-bulk publication
let me point out the advantages. (1) 1t gives the OE more items to list
in SPECTATOR, not to mention complicating his life by having to add wup
sovoral numbers to see how many pages to crodit me. (2) If I ever run
out of things to say, I can start & #ud botwoen a couple of my own pub-

lications -- the apa equivalent of talking to onoself. (3) I get somo
stuff run off and sont in within a couple of wocks aftor the last mail-
ing arrives, thus providing insuranco aginst missing a mailing -- yot

I can continuc to turn out material whenever the inclination strikes me
right up to the deadline. (4) I get everybody --including myself,
-- thoroughly confused. (5) I have ean imgres- \\

sive array of titles to list after questicnsin
fanpolls about what fanzines I've publiched -~
although Coslial has a better system than mins,
in that department. (6) It's eamier on people
who are not emused by my zines -- they can @ad
‘em in short doses, between pubs by other SAPS
and thus are not exasperated to the point of

oussing me out in the following meiling. : {3/ E
If this pagse was longer, I could t'{:)\ g
probably dream up a few more reesons with /

a little thought. But inasmuch as I never
try to do two things at once, and I am now busy

typing a stencil, you can't expsct me to bo think- '
ing at the samo time, can you? (
AN

Don't forget that whon the NFFF oloction bal- &
lot coms to you, tho guys to woto for aro Sneary, ’ Wi
Cox, and Repp, and thoir supportors -~ bocause 1f you e ’
want an active NFFF in 1950, oloct tho NFFF Activity Party ! <




DEADLY. PERIL

"Shooting's too good for him! Hc should bo strangled, slowly and
peinfully!™ I bengod tho table with my fist as I spoke, making the beer
slosh about in the steins. Morgen Botts sipped thoughtfully at his beak-
er of suds bsfore replying. :

"That's a pretty strong statement, son," he said soothingly.

"Oh, it is, eh? Ghu dronch it'all, you old fossil, you don't sesm
to realize *hat he's brought' the hallowed and noble institution of stf -
dom to ths vergo of ruin! Uhy, in another fifteen years there won't be
a fan lel%!"” -

Botts grunted in disagreement, but I was in no mood to wait while
he swallcwed his mouthful of beer.

"Do you see the stands full of prozines any more?" I demanded an-
grily. "Do you find new stf and fantasy publications springing up 1like
bunchgrass in an a-bomb crater? No! It's getting so you have to devel-
op ESP to %ell you in what dusty corner of the nswsstand to search  for
the few stfmegs that are still coming outi"

"Well," Botts admitted grudgingly, ""there's no doubt that fantesy
has slirxed from the heights where it reigned supreme during the 'Golden
Days' oi the last half of the Twentiety Century. But fandom has  these
ups end downs. Whny, I recall oncs..."

"I mow, I knowi" I interrupted bitterly. "And what's causing
this slwrp? I'll tell you what -- it's this guy Blook and his Ghu-dren-
ched ScnSorZines. Bahi Wo're turning into a nation of morons, I  tell

youll

"Wow, now, take it easy, son," cautioned the stfan-inventor, put-
ting down his empty stein and grebbing a full one. "I've often noticed
you dooply absorbod in a SenSorZino, yourself.”

"Awright, awright! I admit thoy havo advantages over the regular
publications. When you rest your fingertips on the tensor-plastic mar-
gins of the pages, you seem to experience the emotions appropriate to the
story. So what®"

"Well, you've always claimed the average reeder identifies himself
with the horo of the stf tales -- so a SenSorZine is even better than an
old-type mag in that rospect, isn't ite"

"Ah, use your brain, Bottas. You know that the quality of thoe
writing will fall off like a slowcd-up athodyd when the author can slam
togethor any 0ld hack story and dopond on the SemnSor strips to put the
effect across to the reader. WVatch those young punks scanning the Sen-
SorZines at the next newsstand you pass. Half the time they hardly look
at the text. They just run their fingers over the tensor-strips and
think they're getting everything out of the story."

"True, true," Botts admitted, brushing foam from his white mus-
tache. "However, I haven't noticed any decline in fandom since the Sen-
SorZines appeared. In fact, it's made the fon more onthusiastic than o-
ver, bocause they think it's a sign of intollectuality to road the old-
fashioncd publications, instoed of what they call 'this modorn trash.'”




"/cll, isn't 4t%? Man, you've got to lgarn to appreciato thoso
desceriptive passages the cld fantasy authors put into thoir %alcs! Ro-
member Kuttner's descfiption of the crystal ecity in Eerth's Lagh Ciio-
del? Remember how Merritt mede you gee the crealure freua vhe Mooukcol
approach? i/hat SenSorZine hack could turn out prose like that? Ha'd 2
tell you what was going on in a few trite sentences, and depend on the
tensor-technician %o step up the emotion in the strips to compensate
for his own lack of ability to write oconvineingly."

"ell-1-1-l..."

"Why, in a few years holf the kids won't even know how to read
at all! I tell you, Botts, it's a stame and a disgrace--"

"Now back jets a minute, son," commended Botts, setting his bear
glass firmly upon the marble-topped table and ganzing sternly at me.
"You are just like all the rest of these young whippersnappers =- going
off half-cocked every time something unusuel happens."

"Oh I am, am I? Now soo horo =~-"

"SHUDDUP! Just keep your endrocines in balance for a little bit
and let me talk. T've been thru all this before. I've even gotten hys-
terical myself, seeing the doom of fandom approaching and-wondering why
something isn't done about it. Do you think that SenSorZines are  the
first menace ever to confront stf?"

"I don't now what you're driving at."

"It was a long time ago," Botts said, a reminiscent gleam flash-
ing from under his shaggy brows. "Tho situntion was very similar to
that of today -- a new type of publication came into vogue and beceause
of its veory novelty, plus & certain attrectivoness to the non-discrim-
inating, grew from a trickle to a cascalec that throeatoned to overwholm
the anciont and honorablc form of litaraturc which is so dear to us all.”

"That's whet's hoppening all right," I assented. "You say this
was before the SenSorZines®"

"Long before. I was a mere neofan myself at the time, and worried
just as you are doing today. I feared that, even though it might not re-
place the prozines, this new literature would debase and degrede them,
rob them of a new generation of fen, who would never emerge from the ju-
venile orud which separsted them from true stf." -

"What happened?" I asked breathlessly.

Botts smiled. "My fears proved groundless,” he said. '"When the
kids grew to tho age whore they would have bocomo stf-readors, thoy dig
so, just as thoy have always dono. Thoy outgrow the childish stuff, do-
mandoéd something which would appcal to thoir dovoloping intellcctual fa-
cultios, and found it in the traditional prosoc of the stfmags."

"Whon did you say all this took placae?"

"It was about tho middle of the last contury," Botts said. "You
would novor guoss what the 'monaco' was, from sceing it today, sido-by-
side with true stf, and serving as an introductory medium for meny 8 far.

"You mean ... ?"

"Precisely," smiled Morgan Botts, reaching for a fresh stein of

beer. 8 fan of the 20th Cent
to stf presented by -- the cox:lic zgogzl;{r"went gt a-fgng e ST -
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