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Produced upon the HIAISM liimeo at 2120 Bay Street, Saginaw, lichigan,
by Arthur H. Rapp, for the 50th Mailing of FAPA, February 1950. This
is a one-shot, for which we may all be profoundly thaukful.
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2 b [ﬂ his begasn as an anthology of material b 4
v 1\ii members of FAPA, taken from the pas
(\\\ X almost-thres years of SPACEVARP. As J!
\ it turned out, some of the material |
appearad in the sra whon WARP was a &

hekto'd zine, some was regarded by

S its authors as better off buried in

b T dusty files, some of the stencils I
*\) had filed away in a hot attic for a

\ / summer or two had fused into a waxy
pﬁ\\ﬂ\\ / and useless mass -~ therefore, FAPA~
Sl NTHOLOGY becomes, instead, an an=

\ thology for members of FAPA, taken
bﬁ_h<;‘\~———~ﬁ\ A from such parts of SPACEWARP's sten=-

=g

/ / ; cil file as were available, useable,

e \\\\\\\ and began and/or ended with the be-

\ / .  ing the non-FiP4 work of

by \—"—  FiPs has dimmed into  the

scribe to SPACEWARP. After all, not all the interesting prose of
fandom lurks in its apas...

/
! : ginning and /or ending of a page,
'\\ & ™G . It's original alm of reflect -
\fﬂ/
ik v ¢
rnore nercenary aim of possibly
persuading some of you guys to sub-
COVEResssasby Uim. Kroll, stencilled by HellilleTeeseeeeees June 1949
Plickering Future.....by T.B.UatkinSessseessccsnassss November 1948
The RuoTssss«by L.T.George (pseudo 0f 8 FiP)essessess October 1949
*File Thirteen..l.iby Ited.d Boggs...l..‘...'l.llll...ll...'.l P/[ay 1949 }
Vicious CirC].eooauoby Dan Mulcahy.....................-.. July 1949 % .‘-
Lady of Flames..s.by Redd BoggSesssscsssssssasssssses Fobruary 1949 iﬁ
i und
Interior artwork by Ed Cox and Robert L. Stein, among others.t;otslor
*Phis is a regular V.u.P column, 10 instalments of which have. _
appeardd thru this time (January 1950). 1T ——
Beginning with its
March 1950 issue, WARP will also present a column revivad
from VAWMPIRE -- Fanzine Scope, by one F.Towner Laney. Now

is the tine for all good FiPins to send in their subs to
SPALACEVLKRE .
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Kawsas Uity 2, Kensas

Phe trein is coming down She tract, TOOT, 1007, TO0OT! The sta-
tion agent end Siark Hent Look down at o broken rsil. we sit back
in our mOovie ssutE with a smus sense of satisfectlion. There is mo
dangsr, that traiu will not jump the track beceuse we knov who Clark
Kent is. He is not a bird, he is not a plane, Hi IS SUPLALANI All
he has to do is %o reach down apd Twist that rail back in place with
his 1little finger. Shusks, he could blow it back in place.

The station epent dows not know that the man beside him is
SUPEBRMAN . Ths train is coming down the .rack, T00T, TOOT, TOO
The sgent rushse up the treck to warn the train. Je wonder why
Clark Kent delays. Twiet that rail, boy, that agent can't stop that
train. Kent locks ground, Spics hayuta k, runs behind haystack,
trompets souwwnd, train whistle boots, azent waves maaﬁy, and taTA

eTA, out frem behind haystack cecmes {(ch my achin' eyes) SUPHAMAN in
fulL rezalia =-- long underwoar and cans.

O.k., 0.k., S0 he can't twist rail without special uaderwesr,
Let's go, Sui, the train is coming fast, TOCT, TOCT, TOOTI Thizzes
past g@nrent. This is a job for SUP HuwilN! OFf he ro0es. Gets in front
of train. Mighty muscles buige as he pushsd on engine and stops
train cold. Peovlie get cut and zather round. Byab vop. And THEN,
with many a grunt snd grosn, SUP. .Ei4N twists rell back in shape.
Oh, well, I sup cse SUZLKWMAN has to kavo nis cgohoo end ha doesn't
twist rails uniese someome is 1ooking. Evt mab Zor our 45¢, lie've

gean the Teature anyway ernd this

is Yhe sorigl, On our Way out we
ruetice that the Ikiisg hpve thoir
5789 glmeé to the screen. Don't
snser ot bthe Iittls carikrg o
tray ars futwre ouf . ans. They

ars gatiing their ABCs. They will
avart cut oa cJJZh-nK snd Buek fog-
ers and pernals centinue to enjoy
van Vozl, wWilliamson and fussell.
'."-T__J e Frir s

The thing that disappoints us
ig the lack of gcia seience fistion on the sc¢reen. There have been

. auita a aumder of fantasy p;ciurcs and scme I would call semi-scien-
ce fiction, but very few real science fliction pictures.

|

Four pictures produced since the silent era I would call sci- |
ence fiction of a sort. "Just Imagine™ was a stf humor picture pro-|
dunsed by Paramount in the miadle thirtiss. It had something of the |
fiavor of Ldgar Rice Burroughs and his lMartien stories. The city- |
of-tae~future scenes sand rocket scenes were done in miniature and |
ware ju3l as phcney as a lead dime. The movie patr.ns lauzhed at .
the picfure instead of with it. Peramount never made another. ?

"Frenkenstein" was a success, bubt Universal loused it up with i
fragusnt ané corney secuels. "The Shape of Things To Come" was an |
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i ducars sweat.

rand his profit on foreign sales. Now ioxel"n comtries have a tendency

English film from an H.G.Tiells story end was a prediction of the second |
World Wer. It wes a jood pieture, but not much of e financial success.

"Me Lost Jorld" wes the most successiul science fiction victure
both from & financisl snd pycdustion point of view. The pmhistoric
animals looksd cuite rsul gnd the whola production was tip top. This
movie was g zood examplse of what the novie. can do in _resenting the
imagination of science fiction authors,

There have been 2 number of pictures produced that mizht be cal-
led semi-sciernce ficiion such as "The Invisible Man," filmed from an
H3G.Wells story; the femous clessie, "Dr Jekel ond bir. Lyde," and e
nuuber of others,

At the present ti<ie no studios are contemplating filming science
fiction., It 'ould seem that ihe ti.e is riype for this type of picture.
The movie patrons lau_hed at "Just Imegine" because it was too unusual.
Now afler the atomic bonb and the V=2 rocket and with better story and
rroducstion would th y lsush? GLelence fiction is a treasure trove of
unbouched material that could provide the motion pictures with nmeny ex-|
citing films. The producers sre reitrenching on costs snd it would seem
that the science fiction stories could be bought for a f ection of the
coat of best selling novels snd steze nlays. 4ad yet the listing of
fature films in "Varle+y" fives no science flctlon stories filmed er a=-
bout to be filmed. Jhat pives?

The answer to that cuestion lies in the economic mud le which most
notion picture producers now find tiemselves. Durin: the war the motion
picture companies mede the bipgest profits ever maede by any type of en-
terteinment. Lmployment and wa_es were high, prices fixed and ccmmod- |
ilies scarce, The over-excited public spent their money on entertain- |

ment., A large share of the swag went to the :

novies., Today ewployment &nd wazes are still W i e Wi
Ligh, but ccmmodities are not so searce &and *TR \\\ 99
rrices are not fixed snd are sky hi~h. The e o T3
snare of the swag to the motion pictures is v ( ‘f‘577,o P

3 Tooo)

ing bigger grosces per plcture then thay did ;5
befors the war, but the ccst of production is
muich higher then Prewar and still riging. AS *k:f” ime

way downs Of course, HOl»ywood is still tak-| “_. W [
‘D/

"ne line between Iross receipts and ccsts continues to narrow the pro-

Several other factors have entered the picture. Before the war a
picture producer figured on meking his 3rodugt10n cost on domestic seles

to tax Amel*uan nwetures for all the; are vovth to save their dollar ex-
chdn"e. Ths British tax 'em 750 1o Jless. The French may do the same. |

1ny countries undor Russian domination won't admit amerisan pictures |
at all. In the future the American picture may do well to meot dlstr1b1
ution costs on the foreign morket.

The movies ares meeting more competition than ever before from big
time sports, liouor and that fast-growing baby, televicion. Just how |
much busiress they will lose to television is the biggest headache to
the motion picture producer right now.

Tks movies eare meeting more censorshin than ever before. Every
orgarmza icn that ever hud a beef at the movies are hitiing them now,
The oid practice of Hullywood of civing in on the slishtest complaint
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of secms well orrenimod nincrity is drying up their story material.

Phey cannot film sex, race, or politicel probiems with any desree of
honesty. ,

The impgect on Hollywood is terrific. As the profits dwindle tEe
actcrs, producers and production mea scurry arcund iike anba 1 & 2ueD-
ped-on ant hiil. Peopls zet fired over nliarns, con;racns chan;erﬁapds, |
pictures holf completed are drouped because of ecsts, The resuitrnag
been that since the war, Hollywood has produced the poorsst run o pie-|
turss in it s history. Little experimeantaticau i3 going on now, The
documentery fiilm such as "Bcomarang’ and "The Street With o Nems" is
the only new thing that Holiywood has tried, =Rece prejudice pictures
such as "Grossfire" and "Gentlomen's Agreement" have had & small suc-
cess, but no new ones are on the way.

In such a set-up it is not difficult to see why the science fic-

ing pwduced today. The new cycles are Westerns such as "Red River"

tion film, which has hsd no outstanding success in.the past, is not be-|

and "Silver River" and musicals such as "Easter rarade” snd "The Lady
in Ermine," both tried and true formulas aiwmed at a large mass sudience

Thers are factors, however, which might cause & new cycls of sci-
enes fiction films when Hollywood catches its economic bres th. A lar-
gar audiouce is in the making--read paragraph 1. The kidas today ers
reading SUPTHMAN and Captain liarvel snd are better prepsred for scien-
ce fictin films than were the kids of yesterday who resd western stor=-
ies and dime novels. The atomic banb has stirred the imaginstion of
tiie average men like no other event in history and he is: bettor ygearsd
to eccert the science fiction premise than he was ten years agc. Sci-
suce Tigtion writers ere writing better storie:--some of them are get-
ting irto the sligk magazines, almost unheard-of in ‘the thirties,

Soms producars aré predicting that teolevision will take over the moss
guciancs ontortainment and that the movies will produce pictures for

Select grours Go'bs shown in small theaters. This would work in our

faver as our ever growing numbers could put out a stronz bid for sci-
ence fiction pictures,

And one of these days some hs.py-go-lucky Irishman is going to
giytto.{i? moon. If nothing else will jolt the Hollywood producer,
a wl .

How would you guys like a couple of seats for "The World of A,"
by van Vogt, in technicolor and three dimensions? On the aisle, you
gay? Right this way, boysi

£ GHOST - His o0ld friends he could ses~-=-
THE - GRUST But ta1lk with them, oh no!
Nor did his friends know that he

Was so near to them, oh woel!

The ghost welked the streets of old

Saw how it had changad today; S5ad he returned to his hawmts,
He had lived there long ago To go on his way alonse;
He knew not how far away. No one could know his wants,
He looked back once =-- then
was gone,

by RUSSELL WATKINS

L 203 Wampum

g) Louisville 9, Kentucky <l
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THE RUMOR

by L. Te GLOUGE

Chapter 1

The guys were laughing and talking with their gals and Joking a=
round as the man came in and nobody noticed him, I wasn't psying much
attention to what was going on except my sundae and only noticed that
he did come in. Pretty sooas Tip comes over and starts talking to
Jonesy who's sitting next to me. Now when Tip starts talking to Jon-
esy, I wake up and take notice. Axter cll, Jouesy is my girl and Tip
is my rival wolf.  Not that I'm a wolf.

ihet's up?" I ask Just to
break into the conversaticn. "Anything or just the same as usual?"
This was a small burgh and nothing usually does 2o one
"Oh, nothing
much,”" Tip says and turns his great charm back to Jonesy viho . 1isn't
saying anything much for fear we'd, Tip and me, get going at each oth-
er gapain. But I'd soon put a stop to him.
I finished off my sundae,
flipped the coin of the realm to the white-clad fizziciaen and says:

"Well, let's deprive this place of our presence and taks to the
heap," v0 Jonesy, who immediately took to the idea.

Ve got into the
crate and I fianally got the thing groaning into motion. I hoped that
Dad would got me that now Buick whon I start in at college. You see,
I ura & Sonior and soon to leave the fair, shady-laned town of liaple-~
view for the big college, in an eguaily smell tovn. Jonesy wae a Ju=-

| nior, and I was worrying about leaving her here in lMapleview with Tip

on the loose. My thoughts wers busted by her dreamy voice pouring in-
to my ears.,

. "Did you hear what Tip was telling me? 1 mean, the ru-
mor that's making the rounds nowe. Bill Taylor came into Kline's and
t0ld it around,"” she said in that dream-voice of hers.

Now I rememe
bered who thst guy was who ecame in. I rade words.

Mihatever Tip was
telling you isn't{ worth repeating and he shouldn't of soiled your 1il
ears with it anyway," I seia, wiaciag at the corn. But anything to
got a crack at mine onemy.

Sho went on, ignoring my beautiful wordss

"There's a2 rumor golng thaet they've fenced off the apprroach  to

- Miller's woods and the swemp," she said. '"The Sheriff has been down
there making an investigation. I vonder what's goiag on?" she end ed

in a musing tone of voice. I knew she wanted me to drive down there

~and have us a look-ses.

"Tell, it'11 turn out that somebody 's ge.;
got drowned in a bog and they are afraid & kid will fall in next," I
said quickly, regardless of facts, preparing to lead the ccuversation
away from the subject and concaentrate on the dance at the Grangs tr
next night. But I was doomed to failure. :
"But Tip says that tre,
think the Begrdsly child already has been lost in thore. Ho sald ths
thoy are trying to keep whatever's golaug on gocrots It's an awful

_,ﬂ\;
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place anyway. Huve you ever gone way in?" she asked, almost melting
me with her wide, misty blue eyes. The heap weaved back and forth on
the road a couple of times before I was-able to answer her. : :
Nope.
kept out of thero. t'ont partridge shooting along the eastern edge
once last fall, though. Not bad there," I replied gnd let the heap
come to a shuddering halt .in front of her abode. 3efore I could even
open my mouth to say another word, she scoops up her books, jumps out
of the cer and runs up the walk. I'm worrying til I see her grab her
kid brother (Little Napoleon) away from the poor dog and thea turn a -
round aad call goodbye and wave to me. I wave back and mumble some -
Ch, well, I thought, the ways ¢f womon aro indeed strange, and
turned to the task of gotting the heoap started down the street.

Chaptor II

I wae just finicshing sup.er wher Dad started talking about the
rumor., I'd completely forgotten about it until he mentioned it wgadr.
This time I leoarned more about it.

"Did you hear the rumor going a-
round about Miller's swamp?" he asked. From the twinkle in his aye,
I knew that he knoew something about ii. . liom said no, and I risked &
falsehood and said no too.

"Jell," he said, drawing back his chair,
"Milvern down at ny office told me something's up down by the swamp .
cheriff Link has ordered it closed off. Funny thing is, though, that
they aren't telling just why. Or what for anyway," he said. Tis had
@ll finished eating and retired to the living room. The maid, with an
gar open, started clearing away the dishos.
"ihat d'you mean, why or
what for?" I contributed. '"Is thore some dirty work going ont"
: "Lewis,
nust you always turn things into scmething gruesome?™ lMom asked me. I
shruzged while Dad finished lighting his pipe.
Tlell, we do know this
The Boardsly child has disapoeared, and they think the child is lost
in the swamp. But," he said, pausing dramatically, '"Thy the secrecy
involved?" .
I was cuick to jump into the situation.

"lell, maybe
somebody killed the kid, durmped the body in the swamp, and this is all
cover up because they don't want publicity,”" I rattled off, and then
realized that lom was getting exasporatod with me again. I shut up
but too latae,

"Lowis, sometimes I think those magazines you read have
too much control over your imagination," she bogan. Dad, who was nou-
tral in this argument, zave up his conjecturos as a lost cause and op-
ened his newost Hunting & Fishing. I grabbed my trig and English books
and rushed upstairs telling Mom that she needn't worry about woird
Tales unduly influeneing my.mind.

Chapter III

I got up to my room and chuckaed the books on a table. Then found
the .latest Astounding and went out on the back porch via the back sta-
irs where I could read in peace. I was decply enzrossed in van Vogt's
"Clane" serial when Tcd ward's voice broke into my thoughts. I 1lcok-
ed up in time to seec him wvault tlhe white picket fonce, ncarly lend in
Hom's flowers and run across the ard toviard me. I rolled over on the
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couch and got up in time to open the seraon docor for hin,

: ; "He, Ted,
whag'ghnew?" I tritely remarked and-eased onto the couch again., I res-
cue 10 Astcunding and a Startling from certain destruction as he plune-
ned down on Gthe couch beside me. 3

_ "Did you hear," he pantsd, "what hap-
pened down in Miller's swamp?" .

"Ho, I haven't heard much," I repliead,
-sensing that my neighbor had some inside news. This was developing into
something. ‘

"I know. They aren't lettin: nuch out but me and some ofthe
fellows were down there hanging around and helping with the fence. Thay
've put up & big one on the townside," ho continued. "I got some hints
as to what's _oing on. The Beardsly kid, you lmow, little Joc Beardsly
the kid that played on tho zrammar-school basoball team, well it seens
ho's dead. Thoy found him in there," he finishcd., His enthusiasm diod
down and ﬁﬁ leadfod through the pagos of an old Fili, absout-ninded like.

pening? I mean, cut the stglling., Cone on
boy, give! Don't stop now!"

&1 It cane out in
a rush now. He knew and he vanted to share i
his terrible knowledge, Four it was terrible.

e B
Al oy ( "lell, blast it!" I huffed, "what's  hap-

"Somebody found what was left of the
body pretty deep in the swamp. The ran got
gick when he saw it. He thotified the sherifr
office and the coroner and a couple of police

;j’/_ nen went down. They found that the kid had
7 /4 wandered off down there and couldn't find any
/ / tracks. other than the nman's that had found  him,

/

;L// But the thing is, the body was half ecaten. They

never saw tho likes of it bofore and can't thinlk
what there is around here that would. I don't think any dogs aroundhero
are wild and that's the only thing that I know of," his voice trailed
Sff' I just sat therc, aghast I guess, "Whst do you think of it?"  ho
Zinished.

"Sounds like somothing out of Welrd Talcs to me," I said ,
as it was the first thing that po?ped into my hend. "This noods invest-

igation too," I continucd, "from us. o ought to got soro of the Buys
togathor and snoak down therc and look around. How about tomcrrow ove=
ning?" I asked, all onthusiastic over. somo rcal adventure. It sounded
good anyway. )

"Hey, you won't be so sall-fired quick to go off into that
place tomorrow night when I tell the rest of it," he rsplied.

"The res
of it?" I yelped. ;
"Yeah," he seid, his voice low, -"and this is tha
worst of it. They saw or think they saw vhat did it or traces of ' what
did it! I didan't get all of this beccuse they told us guys to scram oul
of there and they drove off anyway. But Jack Shonnon's father is one of
the cops, gou dmow and he pumped his old man. Anyway, thot's b1 PR b
finished.

"Yeah? You didn't tell me what the thinz, is it a thing?
like," I seid, all lathered up. Tiis wounded good. ilaybe I could writ
an article on it for a fanzine if it panned out good. '

"Oh," nhe said, dir-
sapointed-like, "well, I wasn't able to find out. That's the werst (GoH
it. e only.half-know what's going on."

"iell," I shot out, "that '
why a bunch of us ought to get down there and see if we can find out just
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what is happening down there, or what is down there,"” I said, all heats.
up again. "Tomorrow night whlle this is still hot. Too late tonight to
go."

' "Wait a minute: Hhat about the dance? Most of us are going. Andg
I thought you were going to take.iiaxine," he couatered (llaxine is Jone-
sy's real first namse.)

"Bro-ther!" I breathed, "I forgot all about it.
I 4id? How could I "

-y Miell, you did," he shot back.. "Now what? Say,
«.oWe could sneak off after the dance or at intermission,” he pondered.
"But what would the girls do? I -uess we'll have to wsait," he finished.

"No," I said, trying to save the ship. "We ought to be abls to
swing it somehow. Maybs we cculd take the girls...no, that’s no good.
They'd like it being cdragged ercund in that mess. I got it! You and me
can go down tenight! Then we could ftake the rest of the guys down later
I enthused all ex01ted again.

"Haw, it's too late now," he said, shat-

tering my enthusiasm. It was, too, for we'd been talking for quite 2}

whila.

"Jell, gotta got back across the fonce, Lew," he said getting up.

"Say, can I borrow this FN? I haven't jot mine yet.¥

 mt Ho usually reo-

turns them okay so I said yes e c¢ould and he went out. The last I saw

of him, he was sailing across the fence into his yard. He is one of our
top track men and he is too lazy to walk down our driveway and up his.

Chapter 1V

Well, in the middle of the night I heard the solution of the wnle
thing. It was raining. 4Axd it soundsd like it wasn't joing to stop for
quite a while. If it didn't stop, that rcant the dance would groosably
be called off and if it was.....

For the rest of the night I couldnt
sleeps I kept turning over sand .changing the position of my feet andlegs
trying to find a new, cool spot. And my nind was just as rastless. Fig-
uring out how Ted and I could slosh down to the swamp and look around. I
finally dozed off again and about a minute later, it saened, the alalii
brought me out of it with a jolt.

By nine.o'clock 1'd found out that the
dance had been called off because of the rain. A4 leak in the roof had
develioped and the floor of the hall was sopped and unfit for dancing. Of
course; I'd cleaned up, saten and all those other things but they seemed
incidental., Then, after I'a gone through nmy morning mail (ineluding re-
eding both fanzines that came) I got Ted over.

"Jell," he said, shaking

himself like a wet dog, "looks like we oan make it anow doesn't it?" He
seemed strangely unenthusiastic about the thing now and as soon us he
‘ - 20t his raincoat hung up, he sat down beside me and said
NS “5\\\\\ just what I thought he would.
?‘//’ \ W "Do you think it's  wisc
s L for us to gcR" ho asked.
S T - L "Now look," I said, "don't toll
VL T8 | me you're backing down! Vhy, all we need to do mow ie

A §§7‘\@ to wait a few hours, about an hour after lunch and the.

y I, wa can go. It ought to be donc raining by then and our

\ Y gung won't got wot."

i:‘ "i{-e-1-1, I wasn't exactly backir;

F-, i W dovm ," he replied, "I. was just wondering. s iter ali
A w ¥ how do we know vhat we'll .find there?"

i A | "Louk, dope," 1

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




| |
idea! Cun'cha s888....7" 1 stopped looking for words.

"Yeh," he sgy¢,
"something too big for us t¢ handle, for instemcs."

"Oh, hell," I shrur-

ged uneasily at him, "I doubt it. But..." I was remembering what he'd
told me. I zuess he was more aware of it than I was.

S0 I started talk-
ing and talking fast. For over half an hour. Then we agreed on the tine
we'd leave. After all, I wasn't going to go alongd

Chaptoer V

"Lucky it stopped raining hard,™ Ted said, feeling the wet draining

down his face as a light wind blew the riisty foze.
AT I looked up at the
. ‘twisting gray mess in the sky and wondered when it woul d
3 let loose again, end rezretted it. " Damn,
7} thet's three times I've stepped in o de ep

W (o, puddle,”" I razed.

4 And so we squished along
(/\\ : C the cow path down slong the branch of trees

from the forest toward the swamp. Tne growmd

t”)ﬂ\\ sk was low in the first placs and the puddle s
2 s ! were only desp spots where the water could
: i get depth., As it was, the ground was like a

) \ spongze.
¢ b A The half mist-foz blew across  the
\\\’ P, \ neadows and condensed on us while our feet
ey \ were zetting wet even in lumberman's rubbers.
b X \ We didn't say much but we were thinking ple-
\ nty. WVere we nuts coming out hoere like thist
o 3 Or wasn't there anything...?...but they had
L) \”7/\~/\\\\ recovered a grisly thing that was once & boy
WA - oo .80ncthninz that we've never seon had done

that t¢ him.....
"Hero woe are," said Ted
_in a gay wice that rang dull as a counterfeit lali
\/f? dollar. "Atter you Alphonse."

N "Oh, no, I couldnt

think of it," I said graciously. "After you, Gaston."

So I took tho
lead and started slopping and sloshing fhto the swamp. Now there are
many different typos of swamps but this was the more northern kind. It
consisted of a shallow scoop of land that was filled with water in vary-
inz depths according to the sesson and rains. Soggy mud made up the
"s0lid" spots and to avoid gettinz badly wet, you hed to go from clump
to clump of grass. To finish the scene off, aldsrs and smaller bushes
and trees grew in abundence which were good for scruping mosquitoes off
of your face and skin too. There were a fow bogs around but whenever we
felt the "ground" sag under us, we got away from thore fast-like. An oc-
casional water-soaked log made for a dubious ste_ ping stone.

. . I stopped
on a big rock that was strangely out of place hers and made room for Ted
to inch up beside me. I stared at some doad leaves floating in a stag-
nant puddlae.

"Mioll," ventured Ted in & stage whisper like sandpaner on
wood, "What next?"

"ihat are you whispering for?" I osked 2loud. And 1
regretted it because I felt so foolish and unprotected tslking cut loud
like that. For sane recsoN.eses

"Joll," I vhispered, "Isa't this about
the place we're supposed to stert...ah...looking for clues? nigns or

ju
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something?"

He didn't answer =ud I looked at him. He was staring down
to my left so it was hard to see what he was looking at, since hse wvas
also to my left. . -
F ' "Ihat is it?" I ventured. I was irritated by a sude
den quivering of a stomach muscle.

"Look," he whispered and pointed.

I
followed the direction his lone finger showed, and looked.
Chapter VI
At first, I couldn't see anything different from usual. 4 moss-

covered rotten log sticking up out of the water with clumps of grass all
around. Dead leaves and sticks and stuff all around in one big tangls.
hAlders hers and there. Then I saw the branch of the big tree. It was

broken as if somebody had stepped on it. The dead orange of thse ends
showed up bright against the dead, wet black of the bark. It was erush-
ed as if a big foot had trod on it. But what foot is about two feet

wide? I was about to say something silly and irrelevant when 1 not iced
the smooth look of the grass and leaves. Liks grass looks after water
has been running over it in one direction for quite a while. I% looked
like someons had dragged a sack over it. A4 sack of cement. '
"That must -

've been recent, Lew, or thoss little pieces of rotten wood would've been
washed away in the rain. And' the black rmud would've been too.'" Ted was
dead sober and his blue eyes were troubled. '

"iell," I said finslly:, "I
guess that's the direction we take."

"Okay," he replied. He started off
the rock without another word. Ve dAldn't bother wondering vhat had made
the trail. Ve did know that no man hade ' Not unless he was dragging
things around and vwhy should he, way out here in this mess?

' Ted had his
gun in his hand and I suddenly found that mine in my hand was the mos t
regssuring thing in the world at that mouent. A
The Smith & Viesson felt pretty dsrned good
right then.:

"Oops, getting deep," Ted yslped i 4 el =L
quietly. ™Je'll have to circle out of this. (’/ '
Ground rises over there." He pointed to a ;

small forest of alders.

"ie'll have to circle
those too," I added. ™le'd never make it
through those."

50 we sloshed on, I suddon-
ly noticed that I made svery effort to make
as little noise as possible. decause Tod
was tool

I¢ started raining again as we
tinally came to where we thought the trail
would lead. Ted stopped.

"ell," I mused—|: 7 o
aloud, "we were originally going in 8 ’ i
straight line from that branch. If we had
kept on, we'd have to come out here, I th-
ink. Let's...uh...look around. Together,"
I added.

It was a bit difficult to walk with
one hand in your pocket but we didn't want to A
get moisture on our guns, even though we'd oiled ‘and ghn K
grae sed them up pretty thoroughly. and we didn ' ¥




want to let go of them, either. . Iwice I stumbled and
came down on.one foot quite heavily, making quite a
splattsr.

I spotted the mark this time. The saok
again. " Like it was dragged out of the water onto the
higher ground. .The grass was flattened down and wenb
"ggainst the grain" where the grass had proviously
stroamed like hair down to the water as the higho»
land drained. And this timo, we saw wharo tho
trail kept on going. A glistoning-likec trail. Sort
of 1liko a snail makeSee s

Chaptcr VII g

This time we knew that we vwiere on thre trail
of it, whatever "it" was. Ve knew it wos "it." 1
Just went along in a deze without thinking. I did -
not feel like meking sny guessss as to what that /’
was., Vhy we didn't go back and skcw somebody, I don't
know. But here we were following its trail. Through the /
soggy nuck, decayed leaves, rotten refuse of bushes EL8 o o b
trees...in other words, the swemp. It locked like & huge snail had goms
through like & bulldo zer, scraping its path as it wont.

Suddenly I was
scared., Because I knew this wasn't a dream.

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

_ Ted stopped agein.
Je were on the edge of a shallow lake where the grcund was basin-shaped.

He turned to me and said, "Say, Lew, how do we get out of herae? Have
you been noticing how far we're in? This,“ He pestured out ovér the
small body of water, "is way, way in tha swanp. I saw a map once and

we're at least two or more miles into the center.:"
I didn't answer. I
lcoked out in the little pond and watched the weter boil. I stcod thers

looking at the smeary track go down into the water; at the rushes a d
cat-'o-nine tails crushed down and at the turmeil in the water.
Ted's grip

dug in my arm. "Something's in there," he said neesdlessly. Hs didn't
nead to tell me what it was.
"Jhat'll we do?" - I asked. "It 1is out
there. That must be itl"
"It" decided for us. 4 streak of foam made
for the "shore." Towards us. The hammer oii the Smith & Ulesson  click-
ed and I noticed that I had unconsciously cocked the ~un, 3ut for what?

"Let's get..." Ted's voice died as an slwrocst translucent Jelly
mass started to break water. It looked rubbery; it glistened. It stank.
Yie backed away aquickly as it foamed nearer. 7le just backed and gawked...
snd shivered. It looked like a huge amoeba. Tihat we would see of  1it.
But it moved so guickly...Then we saw the tentacles, or were they pseud-
opods? They snaked out and hooked arcu:d alders and tightenocd. /ind one
tightened around my ankle:

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

for the best in fanfiction as well as outsfanding articles, read LPwerp.




Chaptzr VIIL

Then I fired into the mass. The .38 slug ripred thriugh it wit
seemingly 1it tle damage. I quivered aud rearad up cut of tha watar on
to “the higher lané&. I found it couldn't move so quickly out of water.
It pelled itself along by grabbing small troes and vpulling. That's hew
it made those dragzgy-looking trocks. And now it was dragging itself te
wards us.

We scrambled back and tried to get out of reach, which wasg
not easy. Then & pair of wide eyes, pupiless, stocred at us and 2 zape-
ing mcuth slobbercd at us. A harsh panting scund issued rrom it and I
decided that it was more than an over-sizad amoobna! Both Ted ard I op-
enod up on it. The bullets tore through it, making a sickening thud
-rip scund. The thing came on...

"Look, Lew," Ted panted, "thecze sluzs
arsn't doing much damage. Let's make dum-dum slugs ouat of them. For
thi 8 as o

I agreed hastily, wishing we had rifles. 'Te ran, if you
could call it running, a distance and dug a noteh intc the noses of the
buvllets, flivped the cylirndsrs back in and turned to fsce the horror
slithering and squishing *oward us. ALlders ‘creaked and bent and broke
as it pulied on them, dragging itself nearer and nsarer to us.

: "Okay,
let's try it ," I s2id and pulled the trigcer. The .38 bucked 1in Ly
hand a little and the dum=~dum thvdded into the crawling horror. The
thing stopped, convulsed somewhat, and then pro:zesded slowly.

' "It work-

ed, Lew!" Ted yelled. "It bored a big hunk in the thing but didn't
80 completely through. lMaybe we can bust this thing up..."

He fir ed
again and I took out extra cartridges and notched them. Then I fired
while he relcaded. I aimed near the side of thé thing and a great vlub
of "flesh" gloughed off the side of it. I fired intc the middle of it
until the gun wes empty erd my thumb scre and bruised where it scraped
on the cylinder resleasse msach time the gun rocciled.

I relonded as Ted
started firing. '"They're working!™ he yelled. The monster seemed to
lose what shars it had had and was losing big hunks each time we fired.
Then it startsd ©n litserally dissolve. It collapsed into itself and be-
came & dripping pcol of slime.  ~n odor suddenly assailed our nostri ls
and we choked and coughed and nearly ratched.

"ianaghhh, let's scren
outa hare,'" I gasped. "It looks done for."

Chapter IX

Ted agreeod very heartily and we scramned from there. The silen®
suddenly became an extreme to the rackoting gunshots of a fow noments a-
20 and only now did we roaliza what a ncise we had beon nmaking.

It wee
even more of a nightmare experience maling our way out of that swamp the.
when we destroyed the monster. The effects sterted to set in and seve:
ral times we had to stop and get rid of the s-akes.  'ie lost lunch, ¢ti:
breakfast and the supper before that, before we got haltway out of bl
place. '/e tried to erase the horror from our minds and mentally trie .
to cleanse our memories of the tarrible scene we left back thers.

Tha;
it started raining hard again. It would...wvash...it...away and cover u
most of the tracks and what had happencd. In a week, most all traco

ought to be obliterated.
1 "Lew," crockod Tai, "we'd beottor just try t.
forget this. I mean, not tell anybody. Ue wore," - he paused, "just ¢
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for a walk or something."
"Yeeh," I replied. ™ie were out for a five
hour jaunt somewhers. I hope I never take another like it."
nie fin-
ally arrived hoie in the darkening afternoon as the rain let up and con-
tented itself with a drizzle. Before going into the house, I luckily
noticed something.
I scraped off, with some mud, some slime from my

bootesess
-- THE EJD --

Ootone and rubble and dirt clod,
Broken dwelling of a god.

Who was replaced by stronger cne
Underneath a younger sun.

Step softly and most carefully
On this thin edge of immortality.

Lest in his sleep he takse alarm
And strike at you with broken arm.

-~ GENEVIEVE K. S5IZPHIENS

A QAT EWAY S

Past gateways of the conscious mind ///\\\V/N\\\
—

Vistas wait of madness and delight;
Towers rise up for me
By day or night.

ind shadows clustering, bow low--
4in Empress, absolute am I,

0f endless kingdoms

Over and bayond the sky.

= GLNIDVILVE K. SLPHINS

T A e

v NELSoW

\\\\\'

B %

Ty

-.g),ﬁ



aﬁlo-,

by Redd Boggs .
2215 denjamin St., N.31,
Jlinnesvwolis 18, kinnesots

OPEN LETTER 70 AUGUST DERLETH. Dear Luszie: rPer=iwy

ngt, and 1s adjudged & favorite on many

uctal oi the new
Arkham House catalog suggests to what extreme lan- .=
gths you semi-pro fantasy publishers have gone to
obtain book rights to the worthwhile and preserv-

able fiction in the ysllowing pages of the pulps. From & cringing gla-

nce at the titlss ycu heve amouacel for pudblication in werious Arkham
House collections in 1949 and later, it is evident that you have sewed
up the rights to more pulp stuff than the nost ardent "sficionado" ev-
er expected -~ or desired -- to see betwaen hard coverse.

Verily, it seems to this fan thet you publishers have left little
more than fillers and the poems of the Planet rYrince in the back files
of my favorite magazines. Anthologies and various collections from
your press, as well as Shasta, Hadley, Prime Fress, Fentasy Press, and
others, have exhausted the supnply of the bhest work of Heinlein, Kell-
er, Williamson, Stuart, Geosmith, Weinbsum, C.4.5mith, Doc Bmith, and
of course H.P.L. -- in fact, all the renrinteble work of those writers
who are commonly adjudged to be the giants of the pulp fantasy field
There are damn few good steries =-- the so-callad "classics" -- 1left to
"book". 4nd yet, your catalog snnounces an ew r-swelling flood of books
to come from your presses for the next few years.

In my modest way, lir. Derleth, I think thet I'm as rabid s fan as
the fantasy field can boast &t the presont time. I am loysl to my fa-
vorite literature to the point of absurdity. I hsve been known to ex-
hibit signs of eviletics when you divide your own literary works (which
are not my particular favorites) into tvo cotegories: serious work amd
fantasy. When the torrent of fantasy books was signslled in 1939 with
the publication of The Outsider and Q%hers I vowed to obtain all the
tfantasgy books you published. Of course, &t the time, this vow entail-
ed the purchese of only a few H°L omni-volumss, but when Fantasy Press
and others joined you, I loyally purchased their offerings as far as oy
budget would allow.

Sure, I bought lots of cruddy stuff, nicely bound between hard
covers, but I didn't mind too badly, because in most hooks there  was
scmething good to balance the bad, or else the stories were nostalgic-
ally remembered stories from earlisr end less lush years of fentasy.
But uwatil the errival of your cetalog I scarcely realized to what un-
godly things you semi-pro boys are stcoping. The pulp stories you are
hard-covering in 1949 end later arc, to put it bluntly, 2 pile of erap

)

“JThen a rabid fantasite likc mys2lf feols inelined to call the pulp
stuff you are immortalizing in book form "a pile of crap,”" I sincerely
feel it is time that you, as a businessman and as a person of literary
tastes, take stockof Operstion iArkham House.

Let's take a look at some of the fiction you plan to reprint in
Arkham House volumes.

Well, of course, there's Fritz Leibver's novel, Gather, Darkness!
Prankly, althouzh I've tried severzl times, I'w bsen uneble to finish

ets cf "best stories"™ I've

PORSIS—

|
|
|
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this serial in Agtounding, but it was hiibly praised when it first came
lD




seen. IFan sentiment seems to be on your sid~, eo we'll not querrel o-
ver this title.

Awey and Beyond, the van Vogt collection, ic snother s.cip -- @
more accurately, several of them, very few oi then outstsnding. Def-
initely there is a need for & bocok comprising van Vogt's shorter works.!
but I'll be damned if at least three of the titles you snncunce ior in-
clusion deserve anything but the ressed-over-in-silence treatment when-
ever Mr. van Vogt's works are discussed. "The Harmonizer" and "Fi1lm
Livrary" received the peculiar distinction of rating 5th out of six ,
storias in the Astounding issues in which they appesred. Deprecate the,
Anslytical Laboratory retings if you choose, but remember thut Van's
better tales rated much higher than that, usually hitting the top. For
the life of me, I cannot imagine 2ny reason whatsoever for the inclus-
ion cf "Secret Unettainable." This wes & notboiler van Vozt wrote a-
bout Pesrl Harbor time, and describes Hitlor's defeet by means of a mad
scienti st's super-scientific time machine. I feel it an effrontery to
the U.8. army end its sllies -- who really did defeat Hitler =-- to pub-|
lish this fictional account of how it didn't happen.

I edmire your description of 4 hornbook for Wit ches, lir. D. Your
use of the word "verse" instead of "poetry" in both nle ces where you
mention nossible sdamirers of this collaction of Lesh Bodine Drake's
verse, suggzests that you 4o not lsck ¢ sense of values in this partic-
uler instance. I incline to doubt if therse are any discriiinating lov-
ers of fantastic poelry who would recc gnize A Horabook for Witches as

anything lsass than a ludicrous example of the lowbrow taste of fantasy
jaflclonados.

The collections from the works cof L. Hoiiman Price, Arthur J.

| Burks and Robert Bloch strike me ss ill-considereud. Lxcept for Bloeh,
these authors rate very low indsed smong fante sy writers, and while
there's some good stufi there, particulerly in Bloch's book, most of
these stories 4o not rate hard cover vressantation.

! Clark Ashton Smith is en suthor I fzil to 3
dig; his stories seem to me point.sss esnd bor- f
ing. ©Oince The Abominations of Ycido is his e
fourth Arkhsm House coliection, I rether im-
agine ym 're screping the varrel neraly to
nlacate Smith fend. Hven though "The Voy-
age of Iing Suvoran" is my favorjte~A.m1uh
yarn (or more st rictly, the story I dis-
liked least), I hold no illusions about
the other stories. slost of them ars ob-
scure, from obscure sources =-- and deserve
treir obscurity. It'll have to be a mighty
rabid Smith fan who can find anything
deserving of book presentation in
"The Devotee of Evil."

You know, Auggie, I laugh every
i time I see 8 new collection of your
fstories announced. You ser, I re-
member what you wrote in the fore-
Iword to Someone in the Dark: "...I
have never taken the Lime to write &
really first-rate ghost story; indesed, out
of some 200, less than » score stand up under a second reauinZ....«.
These 16 stories are sl1l, out of those 200 snd more I have writlen,
,Agch can possibly be read twice...." Lonesowe Jlaces is your +ourth :

G w e



collection, isn't it? And it makes your third bock (not including the
Grendon volume) of stories-that could not vwcesibly be read twicol

I am not familiar enough with The Horror Erom The Hills, Tuvaders |
from the Dark cr the early de Grandin yaras in hu fLnantom flghtbl to
Judge tneir worth, but from what I've hearad, you've got one stinker,
one fair- to—mlddllng, and one gem, there =-- and in the order uamed a-
bowe .

Worse Things Waitiqg is a happy choice, I think, judging from the
yarns I've read in it. Viellman is one boy who can write, and write
well. QOrson ls Hers 1s another cause for rejoicing; Lverv story in
there with which I'm familiar is & gem. Thanks for bringing "The Mis-
sing Ocean," "The Hand of the O'Mscca," "Ths Black Farm," '"The Hexer"

\opera which is comploetely undistinguished, and that "Lodana" avd "Tep-

$3.00.

'schedule Rim of the Unknown, the second collection of stories by Frank

' publishers, but the only book thatt beats Rim of the Unknown for down-
'right lack of quality is FPCI's Planets of Advenfure. I have read most
of F.B.Long's stories, and hava yet to discover a high-grade story from
'his typer. '"The World of Wulkins'" and "And Ve SaLled The Lighty Dark" |

and those other topnotchers into book prlnt. Tales from Underwood would
'be & third collection to be uncondi timslly recommended =-- if it did
{not duplicats at least four stories ulready available in hard covers.
‘Why, why, must you do this?

| I regret slamming Portraits in Moonlight, the second Jacobi col-
{lection, for soft- spoken Carl, with the 11ttlo nmus tache, is a gontleman
of the o0ld school, an older edition of Samuel D. Russell. But this
does not altor the fact that "Gentlemen, the Scavengersi" is a spaco

ondican" are certainly nothing to drag forth to hang albatross-like a-

round the neck of a very nicc guy. I do like "The La Pre 1lo Papers"
and "The Corbie Door" but re-reading these yarns in & book isn't worth

However, Mr. D., you hit the nadir of semi-pro publishing when you

Belknap Long. I have perused many catalozs and leaflsts from fantasy

are mildly interesting, but by no stretch of critical judgment do theyl

'rate hard cover preservation. ©Such out-and-out potboilers as "The !

Trap," "Cones," "The Critters," "Filch" and "A Guest in the House" ab-

fsolutely do not qualify as readable stories, and I would challenge Mr. !
|Long to sell crud of equal ouality to any fantasy magaz ne today. 1

have just tried to re-read "Cones" from Astoundi ng for Feb. 1936, and |
found myself skipping sentences, then paragraphs and pages. It is un-

believably bad. To find such an impossible yarn in-a scheduled collec-
tion reflects not only on the "sucker" proclivities of the aver age fan-
tasite, but on the literary ascumen of you, Mr. Derleth.

I respsct you and Arkham House for the fine books you have given
us in the past, and for the excellent material you have listed for fut-
ure publlcatlon -- the S. Fowler "Iright book, and Xelucha and Others
and Conjure Wife, for example =-- but I cannot condone the Tnutterable |

brass you dlsplay'ln foisting such crap on us as the Long book and the!
others discussed abova.

I trust you will see fit to reply to this Open Letter, but in any
event I s1ncerely hope you will think twice before actually publishing
that erud you've listed in your new catalog. We, the stefans, have
beean at odds with you many times in the vast, Mr. Derleth, but whatev-
er we've done =-- by Shuggoth, we don't deserve being insulted by such
sucker-bait as you propose to offer us. Reconsider, Auggioc, in the
name of Cthulhu. ]

-~ File Clerk #13 e
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by DAN MULCAEY

o Aee) SPACEWARP, the Lurid Panzine, has
R come up with one of its periodical
kornels of wisdom, this time to the
effect that fandom is decentraliz =
ing, its character (?) changing. In
the words of the smokestack that
walks like s man: "There seems MW
be less and less asctivity on & nat-

- ilonsl scale, more and more on the
local level." And for once Daniel
J. Mulecahy is in agreement withvhat
he reads in these unhallowed pages.

‘\4
!

3: Sure enough, fandom is decentraliz-
ing. The lust two attempts at & national organization =-- Young Fandom
and Science Fiection International -- flopped pretty miserably after e
brief perlod of setivity. The current attempt, Linda Bowles' American
Science Fiction Association, may be more of a success, but I have ny
doubts. The truth is horridly simple.

. Joe Phan has becoms isolation-
ist. :
- To get ahead today, a club must adont & name like the Lower Al-
toona Slightly Frenetic Socisty, or maybe North Farragut Fantasy Fans.
It must elect to its executive position Homer Glunk, who once had &
subscription to Cosmic Circle Commentator. It must rush right out and
but a mimeo and put out a slopoily-printed newsletter calleod maybe the

Goshwowboyoboy Gazette, one half of whose pages are filloed with ads
inviting you and_you to become auxiliary members far only one lousy

buck, while the other half will consist of letters from Sam Moscowitz
and Charles Edward Burbee regretting that they are too busy at the mo=
ment to dash off the requusted twenty-page srticle. If a.page or two
is left over, the Prosident's Message will place the Lower Altoona S51-
ightly Fronctic Socis™, (or maybe North Farragut Fantasy Fans)squarely
on the side of right and justice, as opposed to the Ziff-Davis Pub-
lishing Company. Having made such a fine start, our embryo fancludb is
all set to take its place in the TWS listing right between the Kimball
Kinnison Fan Club and the Moscowitz for President Society. £
Why,

forsee 8 day when the National Fantasy Fan Federation will have gone
wherever o0ld fan clubs go to die, and the Fantasy Amateur Press Asso-
ciation will be as much a memory as the Science Fiction League; & day
when there will be no national convention, but merely an endless pro-
cession of Besrcons and Whitcons; a day when the Insurgent Element will
have rejoined the LASFS from sheer borecdom, or moved across the border
en masse to set up the Baja Californias S¥FS. Fantasy Cogpmentator will
become the organ of the Greater Brooklyn Futurian Society, and Sall
will perforce limit his hi story to the exploits of Messrs. Taurasi and
Sykora. 1

And then, someday in the distant future, some banighted Man-
hattan fan will discover that there are .others of his ilk as far away
as Passaic. They will start an. intensive correspondenceo, and presont-
ly organize a society called the International Scientific Associstion.
And the whole mad cycle will hava startoed onco azain. --BHD~=- (B)-
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" on the contrary, he frowms upon  such
| an eventuality. This whole 1nter-play

This guy, Thomas Harskall Con-}:
nor, killed s man, sea? He did.him
in with his Bare Bonds In ar in=-
sanity of crimson wrath Thomas Con=-
nor slew his fiancee's lover == and

|was executed for the crime.

This lovable character is the
hero of Stanley G. Weinbzum's ggg
Black Flame (Fenta sy Press, P.0.30x
169, Reading, Pa., 1948. 4. oo,,
which is the story of what happens
when Mister Connor fentestically re=
gains consciousness a thousand years
after being strapped in the hot-
seat, - to find himself in & Hew

"Werid that doesn't oualify for tho adjective Brave. Somehow, & mille=

nium hence, the people have lost the Babbitt energy and. ambi tion tLat
mzda America £veat, and the murdersr from %the 22th Century discovers
that he is a wolf among sheep, a plumb -cultus lobo against whose braw-
ny chest the pain-rays of the authorities bounce off like 88-millimeter
shells off the noggin of Superman.

Sounds interesting, doesn't it? It isn't very. You form a ment=
al picture of 1ough, tcugh Thomas Connor ruching around, doing deeds
of great heroism, oblivious of pain-rays and atomic bombs lsunched at
him, slamming the autocrats of that era and gensrally setting the
wor]d to rights with supsrmanly savoir-faire. On the, contrery, Tom
Connorx actually does exactly nothing about the deplorable state of 30th
Century eivilization! What a ghestly betrayal of science fictiom tra-
ditioni

The way Weinbaum tells it -- and he, being the author, should know

-= Thomas Comnor is immediately arrested and imprisoned in the pslace
by Joaquin Smith, "The liaster"™ of the Immortals who rule the world in
that age. The Master decides that "Killer" Connor's strength and
strong will are just the factors needed to revitalize the sheep-like
breed of that century. He commends that Connor go about doing his
duty, =- a lovely order that would please 9 out of 10 males, but Con=-
nor turns out to be the 10th male. Meantime, Connor’s strength and
2004 lcoks are admired by Largaret of Urbs sister of Josguin Smith,
who elaims the royal title of princess ”7?__

wnd is called The Black Flame. She
slinks onto the scene like Theda Bara
ind proceeds to act like slinky women
are supposed to act. One might sup -
nose that Joaquin Smith, anxious to
revitalize the ragse, would welcome an
affair between the otharwise recalcit-
art Comnor and ‘the Black Flame ~= but”
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of contrariness leads to an 1mpasse any way Jou Took at it. g@7-$¢iu“

For some .100 pages this sorry display of stupidity continues. The
Flame slinks, Connor sulks, and Joaoquin dSmith commands. Finally, the
commonsrs revolt and plant an atomic.bomb in the palace. There is no
mushroom ecloud, no particular damage, end apparently not a sign of hard

‘radiation, but "there 's plenty of atomic fire, so Connor has the oppor-

tunity to rescus Margaret of Urbs, a splendld he-man exploit =- only

‘she really wasn't in" any danger ot 811, Occasionally Connor £lso es-




cape8 various and sundiry dRQ1gnu upon his own iife by incredible dumb
1wek, noet so much au ¢LLL1nb a fingsry, much iess a fist, Ultinmately,
through some high-powsred¢ reasonirg on the parl of the llaster, Connor
isi rewarded for dving rothing by being made an Immortal himself, where-:
upoa he wins Mergaret, too. He has come to love her passionately. She |
kissad him once, you See. -

That is the story of The Black Flame. There are various sub-plots
end further developments of the main plof, but these are as insipid as

' the main thread of the yarn. The book is easy-to-read stuff, character-
istic of Weinbaum end, althouch he seems to take IThe Black Flane a bit

more seriously then most of his pulp output, he doesn't secm to lack a

gense of values on the subject. On an absolute scale, the book is tol-
erably good pulp meteriael which Merwin would erow over if it wero sub-

mittsed to him brend-new for TS The writing compares unfavorably with
. seme of Weinbaum's shorter work, but here and there it sparkles, and al-
‘ways it suffices to describe and evaluate the conventionalized future-
_world he has tsken for a setting.

Incidently, in sddition to the story outlined above, thers is &
novelette included in the book. This, story, "Darm of Fkame", describes
an earlier adventure of Margaret of Urbs, in which she outwits a back-
woodsman who stands. against the Immortals' concuest of the Ozarks durinc
the wars the Immortels fought agalnst the barbarians of that ags. The
. hillbilly hero, Hull Tarvish, is a stralightforwazd chsracterization cut
'rather closs to the Lil Abner pattern, but he is more believable than
Thomas Comnor who, as has becn intimeted, is first revesled as a ment-
glly unbalanced murderer, than as e fighting man emong pacifists -- and
subseouently shows no evidence of being eitisr violent-tempered or
rough and tough. An opportunity for superman Connor to display his
brute stirength or 20th Century cunning in & smashing climax, or at
least, a chance for doing -a Jiumy Cegney on the Black rlame’'s up-tilted
chin, would have saved thls story.

The Black Flame herself 'is & gorgeous creation into whom Weinbaum
has.pumped encugh pulpish sex to burn holes in anasbestecs copy of Hol-
dywood Deteciive. 1though thd author keeps nudging us and hinting
that Margaret of Urbs has "unexpscted depthe", he never revezls-much
more than her physical side. However, she is easiiy the best character
in these two yarus, at least from the viewpoint of any mele who can ob-
tain a vicarious thrill from a woman whose only existence is on the
printed page. All of the Block Flame's sex appeal sesms pretty low
voltage, however, when one compares her with April Bell of Williamson's
"Darker Then You Think" (mcw ihere was a sexy woman.), or with that
nasty~tempered Betty in Pong's To Keep QOr Lil or indeed with most of
the historical hussies who show extreme uleava e on tho book-jackets
of th's current best-sellers.

One wishes that llargeret, who being an Immortal has had 600 years
to perfect the art of coquetry, would stop making like & 16=-year-old
high schooler trying to vamp the football hero, and begin using her
high-pressure allure. The average circulating-library heroine could
have had Commor in bed in 15 minutes; girlish 1ittle Amber did better
on her first concuest than the Black Flame did on her last.

But perhaps.it isn't her fault. Weinbaum tells us that although
the Black Flame 'is 600 yeats o0ld she haes remained physically a girl of
204 cMany women in the northern lattitudes do not matwe sexually till

they are -clcge to 30. < “PHE END -
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