A

y
\J

et

=

H. EACHNER-1950

H ., ,_..,: (& o \! : _ ..__.... gﬁs.v

=

e

—Z R “ N\
=i

L f,
i

| C il
e s.___/f.nﬁ, § W\ |
L0

ST N /

. -, \ J«., 7 H”... . : : . | .— / ﬂ‘/, /
% _ _ i il s ! U = f\
...\Q ﬂM Uiy T L ._ N\ A ) ///aﬁ?é%. !/ \vm‘b_,/,
ﬂ.

(@ ,
\

L e 3 Y i

.

LI 7]
3 27

TG A, S ._
LSS R R .

\
Nk R , = . = g ) v
,,W%///,f ) nuwWM..%,///ﬁgvVV//////ﬁ//éaﬁ; 7 J ::

s,

\

W

'/

I

Z f_ (A




-TABLE OF CONTENTS °

FICTICH
E., B, EVANS-creneen= HAPPY ENDING--cccccee-iecccaccea PAGE. 5 to 8
CON PEILIGON-~m = SFAAELNT D0 Al EAISTENCA«----==- " 14 to 15
KOKY FAULXEER- = - - =¥Hi 846 TC STHATU-BrANIL=ccea- eem % 17 to 20
PATRICIA SHAOMAN=---1 14§ (3PL O THE COVEKReeeeemean--- “H 2] to 22
- Loe 3 ARTICLES
WENDA NG MONDRELLE---WENDY AND FOKRRY ACKERMAN
VISIT THE MOOE = ~cece-e-- PAGE 2 to 4
FORRY ACKERMAN-===== FANCBSTRAL M) IORIES-emcacccacam " 10 to 13
ALAR U, HERSHEY~e--- THE FAN OF TIE FUTURE--ccemec--= * 23 to 25
JEAN COXemmmeemaman- JUST A MINUTEe===ce-- cecesmcncan » 26 to 27
ROSS ROCKLYNNE~«===aFAN~-AUTHOR QUESTIONS-=-ceeceeara *» 28 to 29
AND  eccceec-- SHORT STORY POLL-e-==--- cecsmmea " 30 to 31
RICK SNEARY
EARL: CRINCETOK===== WHAT IS WRONG WITHE CRITICISM?--- " 32 to 33
ANNOUNCEMENTS
TABLE QF CONTYNTS-=e-cmecacccaaaaa R L L L LR T E PAGE - 1
LoALS. FLS, rINVITRS YOUs--.=-=-2s = =tlon ot e SR v 3
WESTERCON=meceacann- Eek- 18- == 208 E v - SRR e cea= " 29
HORWESCON~m-ammcacan e S - W 022
POETRY
DUVAL-=vwenneresmnn-=MOONSONG~rmcrenaann- cescmcmman --PAGE 9
 AUDREY==--- erreecea=N0 TITLE-x=-= P . » 9
JOHN VAN COUVERIRG-~ASTERISK---w«--- T * 33
ART WORK ~
HENRY ETC'NFRe-~=e-=-- COVER===a=a- LS S E et Sue S e DOVER
CON E=i=ilieeamanna SQUIGGLES=em am=mmcmancmen== --===YAGL 16
LEN L' T0al! cedecan- TITLE HEADIMGSAsameamemeracacaaa? * 2,9,17,21,
: 23,26,28,30,34
MISCEF.LANEOUS
TEAN GEXeneommmnsnan A L3 tigiapied,CF SRl PAGE 29
EDITOKIAL~vcccauenaa- FREDDIE HER.SHEY-emame-ec-c=- ————- " 34

SHANGRI-LA is the cfficial ergmn of the LOS ANGELES SGIENCEwFANe
TASY SUCISTY, meeting every Thursday evening at 7:30 P.M, et 1305
_ West Ingraham Street, Los Angeles 13, Celif. '"Shaggy" is issued
eight times a year, ay 15¢ a copw, er at #1.00 a yeer to hisssciete
Membere. Addrese all letters and manies to the above address,

& ? ¥ »

“_-



o}

UJENDY AND JORRY_ACKERMAN - O

_ 0 UistT Jue MOON

i ~WENDAYNE MONDELLE-

. No you want to heve & foretests of thrills to come? Then just
imeginc you hed eccompenied us to the set of DESTINATION MOON, En-
ter with us through the gote of Generesl Service Studios 2t Hollywood,
wind your way through the maze of soundsteges, office buildings,
parkinglots,..end finally here we are; on gsoundstege 3, the only
place on esrth that ever ceme as ne:zr to looking like the moon es the
reel thing.
Clinch your eyes & bit znd you will ind yourself in
the midat of the creter Herprlus; welk on the leve-scerred ground,
junp ecross the deep crevices, where cons £g0 the solidified leve-
flow hes creacked, ILet your eyes eweep around the ewe=-ingpiring
heights of the encircling mountein cheins, Wwild, steeprising crezgs,
receding in bluish shedows, Upwerd your glence roves, end meets the
irmmensity of the sprceblue skyroof, sprinkled ell aver with 2 plen-
less errey of sters...end there you cstch yourselfj come bsck to

earth, £nd leugh at yourself,
For ¢ few moments you hrd yourself

fooled rlright, or, rcther, Chesley Bonestall hrd mede you imegine
with his lifelike reproduction of the moonlendscepe thet you hed
nede the 240,000 mile jump to "up there". With photogregphic preci-
sion he hes creeted en 173' by 120' by 25' mooncreter, which is ec-
turlly besed on photos trken by the Mount Wilson Observetory.

"Hello,
there, Forry rnd Wendy. I am gled you could meke it out here,"
greets us the deep voice of Robert A, Heinlein, suthor of ROCKET SHIF
GALILO, which hes been rdrpted by him for the filmscript of DESTINA-
TION MOON, £&nd for which he hee been retrined es technicel edviser,
"Come on, £nd let's meéke the rounds, meet the crowd eround here,”

We
welk over to breezy, enthusiesm-inspiring George Pel, producer of
Puppetoona, He expleine he hes grrdutted from the "shorts" to the
long pints stege of fullength features, with live ectors,

. ’ "You mey
expect ¢ series of sciencefiction films", he promises, "The second
is going to be WHEN WORLDS COLLIDE, by Philip Wylie."

Forry shows

Pel some of the stills of FRAU IX MOND, £ Germen sciencefiction film
of 25 yetrs rgo. Pel gets very interested, "Pichel, come over here,™
he celle to Irving Pichel, director of DESTINATION MOON, "Look et
how Fritz Leng hrs pictured the moonlendscepe." And soon & lerge
group is gethered ground us; everyone wents to heve £ look et these
rere stills, whieh ere pert of Forry's lerge collection of Fentesy-
film.-Fotos,
! Mr. Breuer, the Technicolor specirlist (yea, you ere
essuming correctlys DESTINATION MOON is going to be in Technicolor,
running for 90 minutes)sthe mekeup ertist (who is feeling . very frus-
treted, 28 there fre no cuties who will be taken erlong for the first
trip to the moon)j the actors, Werner Anderson, sliss Dr. Cargreves
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(the scientiet whose invention of en etompowered driven spsceship
will ensble an imericen crew of four to teke off to our neighbor in
the- sky 10 years hence); jolly Tow Powers, elies Generel Thryer, re-
tired Army men who finds out some wicked foreigners hive done it e-
gain, eni seboteged the sttempt to esteblish the first prtificel
eerth setellite of rznno 1954; which led to the rbandonment of #11
further plene to flv beyond the errth's etmosphere by the Army.
e No,
the enemy is not through yet, even in 1960, snd so the Gencrsl de-
cides t either we sre going to be bomberded from high up there by

our deer neighbors, or they will meet the same fete 2t our hends. 5o

" the obvious conclusion: Let us get up there in ¢ hurry, before they
beet us to it, but keep it hush-hush end get resedy for the moonhop

in, oh, let me ssy, in ¢ couple of weeks, But where rre we going to
get the necessery money? Thenk God, here he is, John Archer, elies

Jirm Bernes, the inspired industrielist, who is finerncing the trip,

_ 4nd now we have met rll the esctors, with the exception of Dick
Wesson, the ship's reder men, who does not believe in the prectice~
bility of speceflight, but who is #sked just to go through the motions,
Well, now I see him over there, trying to Jjoin our crowd, strutting
along in his cumbersome spacesuit,

But cerriying on your freme 100
lve. of spesce outfit might be #1lright on the moon; down here it gives
the little elegent effect of 2 deep see diver, The specesuit is e
skyblue effeir (we rre told thet the verious ectors heve to weer 2if-
ferently coloured suits, so they ¢rn be ersily distinguished from
eech other, 2nd more inportent, rersdily discerned from the dreb-co-
lored beckground of the moonset), Welkie-te:lkie strepped ercund the
weist, oxygen cylinder on the brck, diver's helmet snd heevy bleck
rubber boots, with supposedly mrgnetized soles, complete our first
sprce hero's outfit,

"Come on, let's bresk it up,” Director Pichel
reminds us efter everyone hrs duly edmired Forry's tressures, end af-
ter George Prl hes mencged to borrow severel of the stills to heve
photost:zts mede for his own privete collection, ©"Let's move over to
stege 2, We still heve to shoot the scene where Dr, Crrgreves will
floet in sprce.”

A whole procession trkes plrce in the direction of
sount strge 2, An irmmense hell, full of scaffoldings, wires strung
through the rir, #n enormous technicolor cemera, workmen busily hem-
mering, shouting instructions, Noise, rush snd confusion., How ever
do they get cnything done?

But in the mezntime, Dr, Cergreves hes been
strung up on the wires snd -is dengling helpleasly in the eir like a
merionette, Serves him right, Why ever did he mencge to pet discon-
nected from-.the surfece of the ship's hull, which he htd gone out to
repeir during the moonflight? This, incidently, is one of the high-
lights of the film, which is, streight told; serious reportage of whet
in 211 likelihood will teke plrce when, in the nerr future, the trip
to the moon will become ¢ reezlity., Every effort hes been mede, Hein-
lein told us, to meke the picture #¢ documentery of the future, "as
true to sctuel conditions #s we poasibly could meke it®, ind judging
by £l11 we hrve seen, we enthusizsticelly believe hin,

‘ WS i This is & short
sunmery of whet we sew on our first dry spent on the moonset, I had
to dreg ¢ reluctent Forry home, efter which he lived in ¢ moonstruck
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stmosphere far & whole week, going beck to the get 4 times in all.
when we ceme beck the second decy, the huge bottom poxrtiof the
spece ship hed been erected on the moonset, We 8ew the lower gb*%)
of.the 150! high space ship, which had been designed by Beb- Heinleln
himself, The interior of the ship's control room wes congtructed
gimbel-1like, so that for the scenes in free fell, ceiling could be-
come floor, wells turn to ceiling, by simply rotsting the whole con-.

treption, Cost only $25,000 to build that contrsption =zlone,
L very

pleesent meeting with Chesley Bonestell, who took the trouble to ex-
plein in full detsil each one of the sets designed by him in e cherm-
ingly conducted tour for Forry and me, He ehowed us 211 the models
end sketches right from the planning strge on the drewing boesrd to
the completed nonsurplusseble end product. This would give material

. for cnother long erticle £ll by itself,
One word of rdvice while

cloaing this erticle, which I feel does not do justice to the trest
in store for you: DON'T DARE KISS THIS PICTURE:
--------- DESTINATION MOON -eecc~-e==
i sttt v i T #H$0000000000C000000## 5 K it iRs L HF v i HIRFEF
("'— LASFS IRVITES YOU __j _

The Los Angeles Sc}ence Fentegy Soclety invites you to become
one of its rssocirted members, ‘If you enjoy this copy of Sheggy, end
have enjoyed others in the pest, ‘this offer should interest you,

Yor the sum of $1,00, you too, cen heve your neme £dded to the
gwelling renks of those who wish to be effilisted with one of fendom's
best known fangluba. Your doller #lso entitles you to the eight
copies of Shrggy fP:-the yerr 1950, #nd notificetion of gll épeciel
events £t LASFS, 1 . '

You become & member, end your membership includes the use of
our clubroom et 1305 W. Ingrehem' St., L.A. 14, Celif, and ell other
membership priviliges---whenever‘you cen ettend meetings, A penny

'postctfd_will bring you en epplicrtion blenk,

Send for your blenk todey:

Send for your blank todeyi=---- -
— -
Nestn  LohsSeleSs  mntupmed
1305 W. Ingrehem St, s Los ingeles 14, Celifornie

..



TFADPPY ENDING-

3. overett zvans

Jhn'ah Ohr was very, very happy. He prowlad about the lit-
tle control room of the one-passanger space-speedster, purring in a
loud and somewhat raucous manner.,

"Surely no one in all the Universe ever hiad as much to be
thankful for as 1," he sang. "The first one of my race ever to
leave our planet and go to another. This wonderful ship to ride in,
without one bit of trouble on the whole trip, All the marvelous
things 1 saw on Dhn'or. And last, and surely the greatest of all,
the wopiderful, wonderful gift they gave me."

" He made a wry face at the remembrance of the "people™ of
Dhn'or, but immediately lashed himself with his tail for his un-
worthiness., .

“They are so people -- wonderful people, '™ he scourged him-
self. V"0Of course they can't help it that they have asuch repulsive
shapes. Jmagine, they stand erect, thay have but two legs, but two
' ayes -- andé round ones at that -- and but on2 mouth, Although thay
do have two wondarful hands that are much moro supple and handy
than my two weak handling-paws."

' Ho was glad that they hed given him pictures of themselves
to take back with him, along with all the other things they had
piled in evary availabls nook and cranny of nis ship. gtherwise,
he knew, thz people of his own world, his wonderful, lovaly Fhel'an,
would n2v:r believe his reports of whet he'd seen.

"Yes, happy em I, for I am the most fortunatec baing alive,"
he purred anew. “To think that it was 1 whom ihe Council chose to
pilot the first ship of spaca ever built. To %hink that 1t is 1
who will have thé honor snd glory that our world will bestow on me
when I arrive home." °

He cavotted about the control cabin again and again. Final-
ly he sat down on his haunches and as he ;agsh2d his Yace" with his
tiny handling-paws, he gave himself up to remembering all the grand
adventures that had bcfallen him on tha planet. to which he had jour=-
neyed, and whiech he was so sucesssful in recaching ... and lczaving.

Fhel'an was thr fourth planct out from the sccond sun of
this system. Dhn'or was the third, Beceause of the psculiarity of
thair orbits, there waes & time when they wero 1less tnan fifty mil-
1ion miles apart. That had becn the time chosen for the outward
trip, with the return mada the next time of similar closencss.

It was strangs, he mused, that ths pcople of his world had
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evar thought of making a ship to go to anotheér world, Stranger yaet
that thay had bgon able to mak: onc, and to make such a perfect

ship tha first try. For on Fha}'an thero werc no machinas, nor noed
of machincs: of any kind., Fhcl'an was.covered with the most wonder-
ful forcsts) in vhich grew cvery kihd of plant and bush and tree
that its inhabitants would cwvcr nsed.

: There was always an abundance of food for both mouths; al-
ways & comfortablc grotch in which to sleecp when ons dasired to
spcnd the night out-of-doors, as they did moat of the time; always
a -dry, comfortablc cave whon one wishcd to meta agd recar young.
Tha woath:r was always warm. and therc wes ng nﬂcd of thoac silly
glothes such as th: psople of Dhn'or word., ..

wWhat nced had his people of machines, thén? And how did
the idea evar comc to anyone that they could sven makc such a thing
to carry onc- of thom to onc of thoao bright, shining stars which
dotted tha hcavenps cach night? .

Jhn'ah Ohr did not know the answers to thcss qucstions, nor
did he much care, "I kno: how to find out, though, onca 1 gct back,
if I ever do “mnt to know, he grinnad glezcfully to himssif. In
shear exuboranoc of joy hc rollcd over on the floor, playfully
seratching his furry back by twisting and turning on thec doeck, his
four fact wvaving in the air, his two tiny handling-pavs hclping
kzap his balapca. 'Yes, nowt 1 know how to find out anything anyonc
elsa on eur -vorld knovs.*

.

4 .. For taat had bcan thae final great gift +which thoso mondarful

- people had givan him while he was with thom. The gift of télapathy,

of the ability to rcad the minds of othzr beings.

Hs had been greccted so wamly when he arrived on Dan'or.
+The pcoplec had- taken him all about thcir world.and showcd him every-
“thing. Truc, it hadn't greatly appcalod to him oxecpt for thc nov-
clty of sccing sometaing new, for he thought all their grcat build-
ings and machincs and things rathcr silly. Just. imaginc, outting
down their wonderful forests just to wakc room for thosc huge, ugly,
usoless buildings! 2 : .

Yet shortly befora timc for him to lca¥e on his r4turn trip,
thcy had put him into onc of thosao grcat buildings -- a hospital,
they callad it -- and had put him to sleep. Aftorwards ho lcarncd
that thcy had cut opcn the back of his hcad and had mede somc re-
agdjustmonts to tha glands and things insidc of him. Whon he avek-
enod, though, the wound was all hcaled, and aven most of thae hair
they had had to cut while oporating was grown back to full longth,

énq the first thing he knew, aftor he¢ was aweka, was that
tho doctor was talking yith his d dircetly into Jhn'dh Chr's own
mind, without using his mouth or making o sound.

Thero had baan hours of instructions so that he was able to
do this mind-talking vith c2a8g and rapidity, fastor than one could
.talk. Therec had been othor lassons, so that hc¢ was finclly abic to
“look right into anothor pecrson's mind, and rcaé from tha convolu-
tions of his brain and the electrical cmonations of his thoughts tho

" - 6-
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actual things that person was thinking or over had thought.

Haren't you hfraid to givec me such c power,” he had asked
the Tecachor, saaovhat awed by tho possibilitles,

"0f eoursc not," waa tho amused reply. '"No onc would ovar
think of trying to uso that power to harm cnother, when every onc
can read everyone else's thoughts, and have their om read, they
goon learn not to think the kind of thoughts they would be ashamed
to have othsrs read in them."

“But I'11 be the only one on Fhel'an —ho has this gift,"
he was still worried over his newly-given pover. '"How do you know
that I won't read other people's minds, and then know just how to
defeat them and take anything of theirs 1 might want?"

_‘“Did you ever fight with another member of your race?
vof course-hot, how silly. We never fight with each other."
“Did you ever take anything that belongad to another?

2Certainly not. Thers is always more than enough of every-
thing for all of us, so vhy should anyone want to take something
fron another?"

a

"Did you evar want another's mate?"

: 0h, yes, lots of times. But one only has to wait until an-
other meting season, and if you please her she will come to you."“

i1Ygll, then, you sec why we are not afraid to give you this
gift. And, too, you will find that it 1s usually possible to teach
this power to small children, or to transmit it to your off-spring.”

‘"You ma6n that my progeny will have this great'gift, too?"

- .21 mean it is possible. 1 am not a prophet, 8o I cen't say
whether they will or not. Time will answer that gquestion.”

So now Jhn'ah Ohr was on his way home, and in a few days he
would land his beautiful little ship on his own sjorld onog morc.
How the people of his planet would welcome him, with- their loudest
eries., How proud his father, who vas Chief of all the planct, would
be of him. He, too, ‘Tould some day be the Chief, when his father
had passad on to tha Blessaed Forest.

And then, tharc was the bocutiful Arr'ra Phr. Hoe was sure
sho viould mote with him this next secason, and maybe othera, nov ha
wans so famous and had so many new things to talk about.

So continued his happy, gladsomc thoughts as he came to his
home planct, plungcd down through its thick, humid ctmosphere, and
brought his 1ittle ship to a suocassful landing exoctly in the plaoe
in the Great Clearing from whieh he had started out.

Having landed, his ship was immcdiataly surrounded by orowds
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of hia pcoplc., Thore was his father, walting for him teo leavo the
ship. 4nd in the front ranks, tho beautiful Aur'ra Phr, a 1ook on
her face he hoped hp vtas not misinterpreting.

Quickly he turned off the various mechanisms as he had been
instrueted. He hurried to ths outer door, which opened as he ap~ ;
proached. 1t and made certain signa over the elactronic box beside -

the doorray.

He stepped forward through the opencd doorway, and was
greeted with a great chorus of ‘ielcome, Brother}" :'His:face was
wregathed with smlleg, even though bis three triangular- shaped eyes
ware misted with tears., ! G .« 290

And then it struck him!

There had not been a great CRY of welcome, It had been an
outwvardly silent, yet powerfully warm greeting ... in his mind!

How had thgy learned to use telepathy?

That was his gift from the- pecple of Dhn'or ... they had
told him so.

"And it was,* came his father's proud and happy thought,
"You wrgre the only one of us.who could not speak with his mind. Vihy,
Vi@ nevar knew., But our friecnds from Dhn'or, with whom we talk con-
atantly by telepathy =~ which knovis po distance =-- sant us the auto-
matic ship, whieh 7@ pretended to you that we had built. Thay told
us to sond you to thom so they could oporate on your hcad and maka
you able to telepath, too. For you are to bo tho next Chief, and
we do not wang. a. Chier vho might transmit silcnce of .the mind fo --
other future Chiefs.":

Jhn'ah Chr i7ras crushed thean for a moment, All the grcat hap-
pinces flcd from him into thae silcnt forest. His joy was gone.

Until a soft, warm figurac préssed ;gaihst hts side, and tha
volceless voice of the beautiful Awr'ra Phr purred in his mind.
i

"The ncxt mating season is almost here, - For us it will
come togc ther, ™ :

Then Jhn'ah Ohr knot that it srag, after all, a Igh
HAPPY ZNDING.

¥ ¥ % ¥ X
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"Who's our neerest neighbor?” whispered the mppn,
Gleeming in the softngss of en unheard tune, ;
npAlpha Centeuri,” whispered back the spheres,
Speaking in music not pneant for humen ears,

"We must heve @ nearer  neighbor, 1 am not gatiafied,
Alpha Centsuri is & longs long ride.

Four whole light yerrs, there I cennQt go,

For I should be one with lest yeer's gnow,"

"siphe Centeuri,” insisted the spheres,

myou telk 28 one who meesures by menkind's yeers

4nd by menkind's meesure---whet do you meen by "our"?
Referring to your Eerth, or to the Suan, your ster?"

And the nmoon grew sllent, end dexrk with shene
For heving been pleying e leeser geme,

But the spheree resounded with p greeter nmirth,
Tor they knew the moon wgs only ¢ child of Esrth,

and so responded. "Beyond your skies,
Lies e plenet of greeter size,
¢ 4nd snother, which, to metch your Earth,
e Must heve been twinned to. it et birth,

vp twinkling red world, but cold ¢nd berxe,
Red dust sweeps through its desert eir,
And meny more eround youy sun

Whirl 'til eternity is done,"

Le the moon listened, she grew pgein bright
Until she silvered the Berthly night,

- and since thet dey, you mey heer her yeern,
"Oh, -men of Eerth, come to me end learni™

-~=Duvel
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Long ago when the world wes young, &n 0ld men seng, end the
song he'd sung

wes brillient, besutiful, snd blue, end oh, so Very,
very true, He seng it onces snd then sgeiny Notes fell like softly
pattering rein.

He seng it once, end then once more---Seng es he
never hed sung before. 4nd the forest hushed to listen in es he
srng of the greetest of 211 moen's giny-=-

Fis voice wes cleer end
high esnd true, 28 he seng of what men's hete could do.

For the world hed been old to the very core,--
Till en stom bomb mede it young once mere,

--Audrey
) | C) -
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w5 EMORIES

~--by Jorry Ackerman

l.%fEﬁﬂh&L'LAmullfl Yes, when | was a |1ttle shaver | {17s?
jolned ¢ LA Selence Fantasy Sassletys Of course tn them thar early
days 1t was knowed as Chapter #4 of the Sclence Flction Leagve.

Is 1t possible #that all began IS5 years ago? | guess 1t 1s.
THINGS TO COME hadn't yet been released at the time | attended that
qet acquainted, aorganfzational meeting. | remember 1 had -an advance
selection of stills from that qreat sclentifiim, ond passing them a-
round constltuted the "program” that evenlng. There was an electlian
of otélicers, and a very nice tanne mother was clected treasurer. Her
name was Wanda. Her minutes were referred to as Wands Storfes.,

Wandats boy was named Roy. Hls last neme was Test., He was a
stéian., He was also Interested I1n Esperanto. That's right: He was
inevitably nlcknamed EsperanTest. :

Iln the beglinnlng we met on a
monthly bas¥s. What happencd at those formational meectings 1s now a=
bout as hazy teo me as my f1rst and second birthdays. Except | remem-
ber Russ Hodgklins, still with us, was In the club right trom the
s tart,

|+ 1s only when we began meeting blweekly at Clliton's Cafe=-
teria that my memorles begln picking up. Then | can plcture Bradbury
coming Inte the club, and Daugherty and Yerke and Shrover and Brady
and fox and tewlis== All them characters! Those were the halitosls
days. (What's thaty Oh. Huh, Some over=-shoulder reader Informs me
| mean halcyon.) é .
Ghod knows | have reason to remember when Daugher ty
came into the clube=1t was not long after that he was ready to run me
out of 1#1 Who ot you current crop ot clubltes, regarding our sefene
relationship, would ever drecam that at one time Walt sat across a
table from me (and 1t was a smali table) and read about a 6 paqge
bBllstering restgnation from oftice, gxpertly excorlating Mr Ackerman
in the process, I belleve | was even anathemetized with that eplthet
of blackest blasphemy-~"{ake 1an1™ What & difference & decade makes:
Friendship from feudship.

Aot . The'visit of an Author was a MA JOR EVENT
in those early days. Nowadays - we have 'become blagé abeut banqueting
with van Vogt or katice-klatching with Bradbury, but when us young
funs In the historic ttme of the club were favored with 3 personal
appecarance from some one like Dr Kellzr or Arthur | Burkgy--wowll
Just a couple yvears later, attzr a couple ot the Conventlons, when we
had & crowd of celebrities all at once |lke "Skylark"™ Smith, Edmond
Hami! ton, Robert Hzlnleln, Jack Willlamson, Ar thur K. Barnes: and
Chas D. Hornlg, 1t wasn't the same. We really got a territlkick whan
we ware kids and writers ot sclentlitiction occaslonally descended
from thelr Olymplan hekghts to be our gquests for e nifec. {11 nevar
torget Dr Kellerts talk nor Burks!' pertormance. Burks put oan a re-
markable show tor us: Hz Invited anyone In the club te make any re-
mark at random or name any object In the room, and he would Immed!-
ately plot a story in hls 'mind and reclte the most lnteresting varnli
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/incidentally, just for the sake of posterity, 1t might be In-
beresting to record that these memorles of the old LASFS are belng
transferred direct onto stenct!l ouf 1n Garden Grove, Calti, at the
monthly mzeting of The Cublander Socy. Present are our host, Stan
Woolston; Dot Faulkners ‘Len Mottatt: John Van Couverlng; Alan and
freddy Hersheys and Wendayne and mysel$.7 :

i ‘ Dr Keller came to us in
preRenaissance days, when he was probably one of the Top Ten, and
possibly one of the f1rst five authors we had 2ver set eyes-=oOr ears==
on. He gave a truly fascinating talk about the lost Lanquage that he
employed as a child; about hls sclenttéitc detective, Taine of San
Franclisco: about exclting 2zxperiences with the Insane: and personal
gl Impses of such leqendary, distant {lqures as Huge Gernsbhack, fFather
ot Scientitictlion, and Farnswor th Wright, Dean of Walrd Tales.

A tond memory | have Is of one of our earllest Xmas partles. At
this gata gathering old=tImer Bob Olsen, 4amous dor both his 4th Di-
mensional storles and formicaryarns {antales to voul, played Sclentia
Claus, pertorming a number of amusing maaglc trilcks and presentlina
everyone present with a prozine (clrca 199 & 130 In date) drom his
personal collection. In Introducing Olsen that svening | made a.pun
that | have never torgotten, and | am golng to Infllct 1t en you now.
Atter carecful ly planting the pun wlith rederences to the pests 1n.his
qardzn, | presented the "man with ants 1n his plantsI™ This got &
big yak 1n tts dey. Ah, well, how times change: Today, to get a big
Yatt, 1t1'd have to be a gl-ant...

All the time a qulet kid and a

nolsy onc were attending meetlngs att and on. The ra2tliring one was a
rhaln=gsmoker, small and saturnine and very tond ot Welrd Tales. He
_~rrzsponded with Lovecratt., The other--the Jjackeln-tho-box, the poor
wsp's Jack Benny, the rich man's WCFlelds, "that pest™, "Hollerbochen"
--might have bezn referred to as an arrested adolescent, exccpt that
he was never, to my knowledae, arrested. And many consldered this o
crylng shame, Well, the satusnine was Ketth Hammond allas lewls Fade
agett allas Hudson Hastinas allas Will Garth allas Lawrencz O'Donnell
sllas Louls Bremmer allas Paul Edmonds, | forget his real namge=|
think Tt was Edgar Rice Rohmer or Sax Burrouvahs or something 1lke
that, Anyway, hz eventualily marrlizd ClMoorz, and they typed happlly
ever afterward. The Brat was Ray Bradbury, and thz callouses on the
knzes of us old-timers 1n the ¢club come 'trom gettlng down on our
kne2s 2very nite and saying "Thank God we dlidn't drown himi"

PORTEE 3

Our 100th Meeting was qulte an'zvent. 1} occurrzd shortly after
th2 Nycon, the First world Sélence Flctlon Convention (1939). | had
cross2d the continent tor the firstime tn'my |1fe, and caused a sensa~-
tlon by appearing 1n New York In a feehnicolor tuturlsticostumz, This
was not at an announced Mask Balf, mind you, but right at the flirst
scsslone=me in typlcal Pauvlian "balloon pants™ with bulltup shoulders
and flowing sheen=grecn tape A 1a Thlngs tg Com2. Gad, what nerve
that lad Ackerman had at 221 | amaze myszlf at 33. What amused me
sspeclally at the time was when | wore the costume fo the TOOth club
meeting (nonz of the membars knzw about 1t tn advance), and I wore 1t
right on the sidewalks of LA, i'n the busilest buslnessectlon, and the
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~olnt 15, | night pzifectly velf have heen a KI+ from Mars or a trav=-
eler Juet arrived In my time machlne trom 2C°9 AD, but did anybody
pay any attentlon o me 2 |la the vsual stf story? Was | mobbed? Was
I rushed to a newspaper by a reporter, and Interviewed? Was | photo-
Araphed and asked to speak on the alr? (| could have felaned lanor-
ance ot Engllish and spoken only Esperanto, the Tonque of Tomorrow!)
But no--nothlng happened--absolutely nothing untoward. Well, thatts
nonchalant LA tor youl

We had a big crowd at that |0OOth meeting.
I+'s beginalng to come back to me now. The "C" halt of Eando Binder--
Ot to--was there, and Julle Schwartz, thz origlnal sclence fiction
agznt. | have no records here to search, but searching my memory |
believe that also with us that 2vening were Art Barnes, Hanl Kuttner,
Bob Olsen, Charlle Horalg, Ray Bradbury, Lelgh Brackett and Bob Heln-
lein. Also our present day members Hodgkins, Daugherty, Fos and
Squlires (who was eventualiy te become publisher ot the Fantasy Adver-
tiserbe That nlte there was a rattle of the origlinal water color
cover by Frank R. Paul, from Gernsback's Wonder Storles, tor P. Schuy-
ler Millor®s "Seeds of Destructlon™. The cover was won by a lean,
towerling fan named Alvan Mussen, about whom we who knew him have felt
sorry ever slnces | dontt know whether that's expressed very well-=-
ltts sometimes hell, composling on stencll==but the sentiment Is
there. You see, Big Al dled on that damned March of Death ordea! on
Bataan...

# 3 &

The Edttrix this Tsh has just read what 1*ve written so tar, and
comments that some day | will learn how to spell her namz. I already
{1 me2an alreadie) know, Fraddie, 1t's just that | prefer the """ end-
ina to "te™. I1've told her that In revenge she can hznceforward re-
fer to me as forrie Instzad of Forry. :
With a page and a halt to qo, I
am suddenly consclous of the fact that | am never In a milllon years
for million words) do jusilice to the subject of Fancestral Memorles
among the Fancestral Aborlgines. (Now | didn't mean te type fthat
twlez, meant Fangeleho Aborigines. Shows you 1t's getting late at
ntte and Ah s qgettint tired.) There's the whole story ot the crea-
tlon of the orlglnal club organ, IMAGINATION!, and ali the publlshling
sessions at Hodgklns'! home; and the later esiabl!shmznt of Shanqgri-lA
as the club pub: and how the now abandoned Shangri-L'Af ?Ires came to
b2. There are tales ot Individual publlishing ventures radbury's
Fyuturia Fantasla and Hodgkins? faleni studded Sweetness & Light and
freehaler's highly respected 1ictlonal Polarls and my own collabora-
tlon, Vom, and Yerke'!s unlque Damn Thing, and the f1lrst all-fanne
mag, and a number of others. There Is the fan Yzrkz himselt, now In-
tensely antl=fan, but at one time one of the club's tavorlte secre-
tarles. And tales to be told of Pau! Frezhater, and the clubts #1rst

$¥eminine director, Helen Flnn, and Beron Karl Edward Forst ven tutz,
and Franklyn Brady, and [immy Kzpner, and Mz| Brown...oh, on and on.

But backward, backward, time {n thy t11aht, take me In memory
back fto that nlte when we moved into our headauarters on The Fabulous
Blvd, Wilshire, Fan allve, that was an occaslon! Dauqherty was 1In
the prlme of his rccording days then, and a lot ot Important volces
werz waxed that evening. Thz guiteral germaalc rumbling vocables of
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Willy Ley were captured tor posterity: the dulcetb, dietrich=throaty
volce ot Catherline lloore: the syave, urbane,, sophisticated dellvery of
Robert Helnleln; and, i& you {isten real hard, and :the volume !s real
hlah, a motfled "htlo"™ #rom Henry Kuttner) There was 2 big mob 1n the
new ¢lubroom that evenlng. Henry Hasse, %111 Crawlord, Emil Petaja
and a number of other protessionals were present.

My mind sklips a-
head to a certnln Halloween meeting we had at the Wilshire Eyrle, when
on a med lopulse one of the glrts decided nothling would do but that
all the boys must be dressed up as girlsl A dozen "drags"! Can you
plcture Pamona Bradbury, Charlene Hornlg, Rose Hodgkfns, Florabelle
Ackerman and a dresshopiul of other real gown gquys? And dozens of 1
plx were snapped by Wllhemlna Crawford! 1t 1s undoubtedly ianaom's
#1 tragedy that it | ater devzlaped that nothlng developed because
Crawford forqgot to load his cameral W1th such negatlives 1n his pos=-
cession he could have been an lIndependently rich, retired {an today!

At the abovementioned meztlng | seem to remember partlcipating
In a hurriedly rehearsed welrd play, a collaboration, as | recall,
hetween Ray 8radbury and Cyrll Mand. |t seems to me In retrospect
that 14 was that same evening that Ray proudly announced to us hls
sale to Welrd ot one of his real carly storlies, possibly "The Wind"
or "The Takem. No, | belleve 1t was "The Crowd". We were eil proper-
ly Impressed., | think that nite we also played a number of scary
soundiscs from my collectlon, sequences trom such Kerlotfilms as "The
Old Dark House" and th2 orlalnal "Ecankansteln™ and "The Black Cat"
and "The Mummy',

Another Halloween we partyed at Bruce Yerkels.,

That was o masquerade atfair. Ray Bradbury was thzrz, posipa as @
struggling author, only the patches tn his Jeans were no pose. |
came as & bum, wearing a 3 days' growth of beard, a disguise which
lat2r was to prove prophetic when | took up book dealling and pessing
out coples to pzople on credlt. Groucho Marx was present In the
form of Walt Daugheriy. Present members ot the club may be surprlsasd
to realize that Mark Blanck was a member 'way back then. At lcast
one foto-record ot this event cxlsts; coples were attached to one of
the early Shapori-L'Attelres sheets.

[f everybody wllf plecase ex=
cuse me, | have a coughling cold and & runny nosz at the moment, and
it 1s qetting late at nite and we ct1l! have something like a 5O
mile drive back to clivilizatlion, so | am not golna to try to claborate
on a tl1nal eplsode tonTte., Everybody 1s buzzlng about and getting
r2ady to go, so | &m golna to go toa.

Notice | did not say "qo to"!

S0 AR Eh S IF G S A R O S A A L 2 A

TR T T T S e
”"r’)"’ffﬁfffffffffff/ffffffffffffﬂf.i"/f’ffffffffff’fffffffffffffff[f’fff

A Quatrain Is a four line rhyme

That's never out of placa.
|t may bz used at any time

To 111 an empty space.
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ATOIGEDDON DEPT o oo | [ e gi’ﬁk';’
Fragnent- o AT G den
e heerd the voices then: ore binding ahd harsh, the other

objecting, & woman's volce and it seemed as if he might have ex-
pected it, that he knew her.

"let me go up. I should have done it sooner. I didn't
know."  Faint, far away. "No! oh please, I tell you, it means
_trouble oh please,” came the woman's voice, "put it away go away

get out. Leave him alone.” The reference to a third person came
through the air like a knifeedge.

. The 'sheets clung to him like layers of  partly-melted wax.
Long aso he had been awake and 1t ‘was this thought as well as the
intrusion of human voices upon his long dream that evoked a fac-
gsimile of consciousness. He felt now the paraffin of night sweat
encasing him 1ike a chrysalis and then the sheets and covers them-
selves, 61d and unseen in the darkness of the room somewhere
around him like =& strange barb-walled prison and then he remem-
bered that the voices were thin and distant and hed undoubtedliy
come I'rom below,emanating from a downstaira source and that meant
a house, a large house and a strange house and he begen to remem-
ver sleeping.

A elank far snd faint below,as of metal on wood and sliding.
Then mutters and sobs, persisting in a far and faint wind that
pointed out other rooms upstairs: going in therf and echoilng Aas if
they were nothing but <crevices where there must have been moldy
furniture and might have been people, other people, walting 1in
aushed and frozen violence while outside a hint of revolution
spiiled 'like much water through the treeus and November leaves
flew like birds through the North air. The-guns ~were gqulet now
ibut a mumble came out of the earth.

A sound: it was a foot, on the stairway, almed and pointed
upward. Purpose. The sobs were worthless and now even stilled.
A sccond footstep thrilled through him and he .1t ho would move,
that the bedcovers over all his head and body would have to erupt
i1iko a hovering impotent volcano suddenly roborn in noise and
hostility and ho would spring upward through it gll with the lava
‘of his sweat against the shoets pouring forth with the sudden
trirger and rush of attack that would come with the final foot-
.stop and the opening door: his final surge upward to meot the
blast as the pistol ceme forward to a [focal point, everything
meoting together 4in an instant at his barc chest and then the
.pullet crashing into him. Or perhaps just soon enough end the
pistol too late, and in the gray dark of what must be early morn-
ing oven without the singing of birds anymore in this terrortide
era, he would rido ocut into light end rcsist, porhaps counterkill
and escape again into November to find another houso for another
“nizht with pooplc flecing from the cities and towns at tho bottoms
of a million glassy pits.

Thon tho third footstop came and the fourth and fifth, and
in the moment ho realizod the aimlcss 'horror of the man coming
up to meet the Wanderor that came in his abscence at night
without uven the propcr rospect for a Houseowner but cven filling
the alr with his poisons from tha cities he flcd end ¢aven the
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woman downstairs which was perhaps why sho protested the coming
act whieh the husband would rapeat ‘with her when he came dewn.
Then hc wasn't sure 1f there would bo any final surge toward the
final footstep and the man, thoe gun, but maeybe just lying there
dead beforw death, tho bullet, crashed into him would be Dbettour.
Just still and unable to move as he was now with the covers of
tiv damp dark bed encasing him liko a shroud sclf-drawn by cold
fingers the night before.

Then memory camo clear in him  and he roso slightly, thae
covers coming away -from his eyos and in a flood of unimpressive
gray revoelation the room stood out plain and crdinary and he
blinked for a moment. The footsteps ceme clear and steady, ond
he wanted to run, to hide and get away, and remembering the act
of the rnicht before with the woman condemning her for 1life per-
haps tz' itz her along 3o they would be together in eternal escepe
and 1!t Northward toward wilderness, away from cities and
bombs witi their strange contagiocus taint.

One instant of sharp regret, of desire for atonement came
ond then it was gone. He felt the immediacy of danger from be=
yondasthe dcor, closed 1ike o secrot, coming toward him with metal
in hend, ready to destroy the Woenderer. :

¥i+h nverything at111’ happening thirty seconds sinceo awaken-
ing or cven just fiftgen and the dream still fresh in him and
real things part of the dream, he found himselfl standing hinge-
ward of tne door, & porcelain pitcher in his l»ud, breath hushed.
Then a sigh of relief ceme as he excmined the #ituation: the man
had come nhoma without knowing which room the fHianderer had, bont
of coursec on deatruction and then the asecond thought staggered
him. How had ho xnown? «hat element of procaution had caused
detoction pf tio raﬁ;oactivity? Certainlv not himself and that
1wft only the man's wifgc, untrue ‘in his absei..., acteptihg a
house guast as was normzl in theso times of war and yet displaying
evidénec of the poison generatad by tho bombs and empty citles.

He apencd the door without noise, and slipped to the steir-
way. Tno husbond hed gone to the right, the.opposite way, look-
{ng for him, gun in nana, recdy‘to kill the spreader of deathray.
He wos fortunate, cnd he stole downstoirs,with only his pants on:
his shoes nnd shirt by tho firoplaco drying which wcs perhaps o
cluo for the roturning man and incitation to violenco and now the
woman, whitefocod, como by him oponmouthed and sonsing the danger
ond hcaring the bursting open of the fincl door wupstairs and the
flood of onger in a yell ond tho foot coming down tho stairs in
pursuit. f i

Tn the momcnt of indceiasion he whirled, pitchcr raiscd and
thon the foct came into view and tho man =nd his gun, his board
groasy and his faco old ond hating. Tho pistol comé up, the woman
scroamcd suddenly, tho piteher thrust ferwerd with life of its
own, thon the crush of it on stertled skull cond himself turning
and running fast, snatching up his shoes and shirt :znd a blanicet
from the sofa, them out the door and into the ecold air: toward
tho pincs and tho familiar flight from docth towecrd living:.death.
The cexing of wintor stirred the trces and tho cir pulsed with a
bomb somowhore in Canade. The etornal ec¢louds hung hoavy llko
rags of smoKo.
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"iem, what in blazes has got into Grarma? Do y»su think she is
lsaing rLer buttons?"

"Iy, Ernestine, what a thing to say about your Gremuel Maybe
she Has been acting a little peculiar letely, but you krnow Gremma---
can't tell where she 1is going to break out next, W®hat’s the metter
new?"

Momoput down her iron ss she spoke, rnd viped her damp face with
the back af her arm, giving 2 tired sigh, Grarme certainly had beean
£ problem thes¢é lsat months, but there~--ghe w2e so hendly looking
efter Bud, He followed her rround like a pup.

"Y2u haven't prid much attention to things around here if you
heven't noticed whet's been going sn. Gremrmc has been werering thet
etrato-veanie,"

"Thit ng+?“ Mo interrupted,

"Strato-besnie--~thet little cep with the propeller on top,

You know--~-the one Bud picked up on the highwsy the other dey, Geem-
me treded him her old bird-cege for it, Bud wsants it to keep his cet
in so0 the mocking-birde won't pick on her end get her ell riled up
now her kittens sre’ about due, Yes, Well, Grrmme weers thet thing
everywhere she goes, in the house, out i{n the yerd, end uptown, even,
Look to see her showing up in church with thst thing on her head,
most £ny Sundey now,"

*Oh, well," Mom consolediher, "It won't lest long., You know
last yeer she sent off end ordered them megezines with £l the ateme
end things on the covera---neked girla, too; and then she sterted get-
ting lettere from ell over, end she spent rll her pension money on
books and steisps end peper! But she don't do eny herm, end 1t keeps
her up in her roam end out from under foot, thenk goodnesg!"

Herenwl “1<. up In her little beck room over the kitchen, Grerme
wes humming reop’ly rs8 she perched en her o0ld brass bed snd busied
herself >orciracting some sort af contreptien out of odd pieces of
metal; n»~' vy selle from a fleshlight 2nd yerds of wire. The strete
besnde - .« roclirhly o hev smell hesd. her hair sticking out in gray
duck-t=% .« £3i around ihe edges, Trhe little propeller spun lazily,
es if in & gentle braeze, elikough tne window wes tightly shut, Pe=-
culierly encugh, wvhen Grzmme stopped to bite her 1ip end regard her
handiwork dubiously, the bledes stopped entireiv; but re soon es she
gasumed work, they started whirring sgeir; ond once. when she gave a
little cry of triumph 28 she set two spirels of wire tcgether et en
unhenrd of 2ngle, the little prop spun like r westher vene in the fun-
nel of # tornedo, .

Suddenly the door burst open end in poured & smell boy comel
plete with two speniels.end & long, under-slung dog thet looked £s if
it hrd bteen rnised under the dresser,

“Is it done, Grerma, is it done, huh?" he prnted. "When we
hitch it ox my scooter, wil. it really work?"

"Why, shore, Bud," Grrmme replied with unruffled ocrlm., "Shere
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1t'11l work, You'll see! But I gotte get £ few bugse out of it yet,
You know we want to get brck sgein, 1f we dmn't like it where we lend,
How get ‘hose lousy dogs out of here snd go down to the dime store
fecr me., I need snother tube of liquid sclder to finish up this here
high-powesr tesseract, You see, we don't need an ewful lot of power
et the start, but we do heve to have it flow in just the right direc-
tion~~--rnot ,up rnd down, brck rnd forth, or sidewsys, but some wgy
turt runs different from eny of them other directions, Don't know
juat now I flgured that, but when I've got this beenie on, I'get the
derndest ideee! Only thing that worries me, I'm 2frsid Erneetine 1is
fixing. to swipe it e#nd hice 1t ¢n me. She'a just thet rge when it
mekes her plumb mortified for sny of the family to be different froo
other folks in tovm, Andi 1 sure would hrte to lose it before we get
this thing =all set up, Gn on, now, son, rem your jetel" Bud rermed.

The 0ld ledy drew n long brecth end raised her thin esrme to
11ft the giddy little cep from her heed., She looked at 1t curiously
and thought how it hrd come into EBud's possession. HKe hadn't told
the whole story to anyone but her, she reflectedj---the boy wes can-
ny enough to keep his own couansel where the.rest of the faemily were
concerned, Yes, she end Bud had szlweys been closer friends than ycu
would expect, considering the yesras thot seperrted them. Bud wes
feseinsrted with the lurid mrgezines thet the reat of the family so
deplored. Untiringly he would study the pictures of spece ships end
roaketa---the lure of fer-off plenets hed e firm grip on both the
little.boy sand the o0ld ledy, But until the coming of the strenge
ptrrto-beanie the two were content with their pictures snd etories,
ster cherts and fentestic speculertions,

So when he ceme horie one dey with the beenie, end -told her of &
round thing that whirred ¢nd scooped down over the highwey, slmost
frightening him off the rord, she thought at first thet he wes neking
up his own atories, end delighted in his vivid little imeginetion,
But when he 24ded thet the cep hed fluttered down from ebove as the
shining ocbject sped pret, she cezught her breath end took the thing
in her hend, turning it round end round, examining it cerefully.

What earthly fabric could heve the irrideseence of ¢ butter-
fly's wing, and what metal could glow like thet which formed the 1lit-
tle propeller?

"Try it on, Grarmms," Bul hes said, "It does funny things te
the inside of your heasd,."

Strongelt reluctent, she fittei it aver her grey loeks, At
once s feeling of lightness, of well-being, cecme over her, Her mind,
letely slow ¢nd =2 little confused, all of & sudden seemed &8 cleer as
a spring merning, Things that hed puzzled her when she studied them
with Bud, 19 were simple #8 a first-grede primer, Time and spata
flowel togeiner, two lovely curves meeting and blending, end within
their clrsi wes contrined all humen happiness, Oh, if only she
could f'nd that plece, she end Bud! There the little boy that she
loved better than life would be sefe and heppy, and she herself might
find sonething better then the impetient tolerence eccorded her by
the res. »i the children,

Iders hed nome thick and fzet af ter thet, In spite ef the
stares-of the townsepeople when she went ebout her errends, in spite
of the ridicule of Ernestine end her fr:iends and the remonstrances
of her deughter, she wore the little cegp from moraning to night,

She gnthered wire, spools of coppeer end fine silver wirej flat
Pleces of metel, mostly 0ld copper pletees from p local engreving
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firm; f;ash light brtteries, ‘three amall redio tubes, end other odds
9n§ ends; not knowing why they were -needed, but listening e£ll the
while to-the thou.kt whispers from the czp. Funny---the fester the
little blrdes whirred, the faster thoughts ren rround gnd in and e-
bout the winding chennels of her brein,

And now the thing was done---whotever it wes, It looked like
‘the pieture of the tessercect in the science book, but it slso looked
like 2 crazy teungle of bed springs., And the little tubes, powered by
the feeble betteries grve out # blue-green zurs of sprrks thet flowed
#long the wires., And if you-tried to follow them with your eyes, they
went off. in strenge directions th:t somchow were not right---were not
eny peths that o humen being hed ever followed or should follow,

At first she hed not known whet to do with her queer "Gizmo",
but cs she worked, it ceme into her mind to mount it on the hendle of
Bud's scooter,---the big one with the rubber tires, the one she hed
given hi. lest Christmes, And now she knew thrt tomorrow wes the day,
end thet tomorrow would bring s profound chrnge in her life rnd in
Bus's, end it frightened her, just the lerst little bit in the world,

Bud knew it too. "Gremma, you will stry with me? Gremme, you
wgil stey on the bsck of the scooter? You won't let me go out THERE
el]l rlone, will you, Grerme?"

"aAre you afreid, derr? If you rre rfreid, we cen throw it f11
ewey #ni forget fbout it.” (But she knew they would never forget it,)

"oh, no! I went to go, Gremme., I em sick of thet 0ld Ernes-
tine flwrys dbuttin' into ny businesss---"'Bud, don't do this, don't do
thrt'---1 think I don't ever went to come brcki™

“"Yell, then---"

Tormorrow wre here £t lest, It wes ¢ dey of thin clouds in &
thin blue sky, red leeves on the trees, no wind £t £11; #nd the eut-
umn sun threw p queer golden-lighted glow on the sidewzlk end the
1swn, fnd mrde the shedows under the elm tree bleck £5 night,

Gremms and Bud came ceutiously out of the side door, wheeling
the scooter, the eerie-looking tengle of wires firmly lsshed to the
hendle, There wes no one in sight; Nonm wes running the vecuun in the
dining-room, Ernestine hed gone to the store with two of her friends,
end the dogs hed retired to their leir under the porch. Esrlier, the
hendy men hed sterted o fire of leaves in the gutter, #nd the blue
smoke went streight up into the sky like ¢ thin pencil,

"Reedy; Bud?" esked Gremme. Her voice quevered ¢ little, The
bledes on the 1little stret-besnie spun like £ hunning bird's wings.
Her ayes were brighter themn emerclds sfud her cheeks epple-red with
excitement., Bud, too, wes quivering like = fleme in the wind, Hug-
ged tight to his thin little chest wes the brttered old psndr thot
hed been his confident, his confessor 2ni his comnforter #£11 the deys
of his short life, :

He wheeled the scooter out on the pevenment, »Jt11 ride in the
front, snd you ride in beck, Gremms, Hold on tight to me, S0 you
won't fell off, Oh, wait---you hold Pendy. 1'11 need both hends to
steer,"”

They mounted the scooter, NoXhing happened.

Gremme held her brerth. The propeller on the c&p whirled med-
1y, They 4idn't move, but suddenly csme # strenge vibretion in the
eir, end the femilier outlines of the elm, the front yerd snd the
house, seemel to blur end chenge contour,

At that very instent, around the corner of the house next door
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ceme Ernestine, leughing and tslking with her friends. She caught
sight of the ill-matched pair motionless on the scooter, 2nd her fece
derkened, Running down the welk, she burst into impetient speech,

"Grerme, for Pete's srke, whet's the ides of recing sround on
that scooter like »n o0ld goon? Wht cen't you be your ege, mrnyhow?
And take off thet 8silly looking beenie. All the neighbore ere saying
you've gone £8 crezy rs ¢ coot!"™ ZErnestine mede # sudden dert, snet-
ched the beenie mnd threw it into the bonfire of leeves,

A flesh---2 terrified cry from Bud---"Grrmme, Grirme, you pro-
mised to come with mel"™ The old l:dy sweyed, fell from the scooter,
There wes # violent turbulence in the rpir eround it, end then-----
Nothing,

Hothing but en o0ld women crouched on the ground, heert-broken
and helpless, her grey elf-locks bent over the sherbby o0l3 pznde in her
erme, wceping rnd weeping without end.
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WESTERCON #3
THE THIRD AWNUAL WESTERCON IS COMING 11
IN FACT IT WILL ' BE SOONER THAN fOU THINK,
SPONSORED THI§ YEAR IY THE

IT WILL Kt HELD ON JUNE 18,

ALTEOUGH THE MEETING PLACE HAS NOT YET BEEN DECIDED, THE
DATE IS DEFINITE., THE WESTERCON COMMITTEE OF 1950 HAVE
BEEN COOKING UP A SERIES OF EVENTS WHICH PROMISE TO LAKE
THIS WEST COAST SCIENCE FICTION CONFERENCE ONE LONG TO
BE REMEMBERED,
THIS IS THE FIRST OWFICIAL NUTICE IN PRINT. WATCH YUUR
SHAGGYS AND OUTLANDER #4 FOR MORE DETAILED NEWS,

DON'T FORGET 111}

PLAN TO: BE AT TEE

WESTERCON
0N
JUNE 18, 1950
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THE GIRL ON THE COVER

—PATRICIA C.SHERMAN-

. Whither thou goest, unclad maidf%
Only to Jupiter, sir, she ssid.

YWhat calemity thou befell?
The gentlemen queried the brre demsel,

Oh, kind sir, the less regplied,
List while I my tele confide,

As you can see, 1 &m very fair to behold, My heir, while sometimes
rippling in shades from ripe wheat to rich gold, reelly suits me
best 2 tewny red or midnight bleck, My eyes...&fre they not most
enchentingly tilted? I've never chrnged their color, They ere most
potent this lovely emereld green with flecks of gold, My mouth has
driven meny men to the point of medness,,.,.end meny who gre not men.
Not of this world or this system, yet they cannot resist the wine-
red of my lips, their luscious fullness, their exotic promise,

I know I should not t:lk thus,.but I merely repest whet men heve
told me so often, It is not seemly for e meid to speek thus of her-
pelf. It smecks of immodesty; but truly, kind =ni gentle sir, 'tis
only whet hes been whispered in my sculptured ecrs so meny times,

In meny lengurges, in mrny tongues., Some I could not even under-
stend, rnd yet the meening wes cleer,

They heve spoken of my teeth, smell, sherp end even, The men of the
Eerth cell them like peerls, My voice is soft end low, yet husky.

I must edmit I heve been told it is like unto '+ heedy wine thet ex-
cites pnd soothes 2t one £nd the srme time, (These men of Eerth ere
poetic, rre they not?)

My skin,..see how smooth? 1It‘'is golden now, but truly, my favorite
shrde is ivory, with ¢ tint of rose, Sometimes I &m required to
change it to ¢ light green, but .l must confess it isn't sctisfectory,
It seems to clesh with my personslity, so I rmust be cereful what eo-
lors I choose,

I #m ever gey £#nd childlike, except when they mske me be of Eerth,

Then I nust work in £ leborstory with my physicist-scientist fether/
uncle/brother., I must be brillisnt end efficient, yet retrin ell

thet is feminine.,. I-like léest to be of Berth, It is dull end teme,
And I em wild, sir, 1 beve glided through the jungles of Venus, and
sped fleetingly over tht deserts of perched Mers., I heve shivered in
my nudity on the frigid floes of Poleris, end crewled peiafully over

the boiling mess of Kercury, '/ .

I heve lived -meny lives on meny worlds, yet I #m here...end becutiful,
You £gree I em berutiful, You look rs they r£ll do. But I digress,

My limbs sre long end slender, yet rounded, do you not see? But you
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ere npt blind! 1y feet are tiny...oh, meny men heve edmired them!
They. 40 e \to welk upon, but they would kiss them.

This is most difficult for me to sey, but ssy it I must if I em to
tell my tale, LMost edmired ere my curves..,the gentle slopes thet
meke me women, Of course, some of mine 2re not so gentle,.,.they ere
more...how shell 1 sey? Vivids '

Men crecteld me, you know, Oh, yea! Men created me so they could
edmire me, but truth to tell, sometimes I feel most unnecessary. I
weery of stending with tear-filled eyes et the spece~port, while the
rocket tekes EIM into unknown dengers. I weary of fighting with HIM,
while ¢ll the time I love him, I weary of wiping the blood from HIS
brow, while HE mens the spece-ship single-hended., 1 tire of being
held ceptive, while HZ bettles valfently to rescue me; I tire of
ruling dying Plenets. I wesry of the breeding pens, Oh, sir, I em
most unutterebly weary!

I am old, 014, 0ld4! Yet I remesin beruteous rnd desireble. I rm i
tired, tired, tired! Yet I must weep and, love, end fight. I em A
nemeleass end homeless, I wish for nothing but oblivion., The si-
lence, the dérkness, the nothingness of non-existence, Yet, sir,
they deny me even thet, ‘They who cerll themselves ien, deny me deeth
because they heve given me life, I heve no hope, 1 am the KEeroine, -

And she wept a8 she left, this uncled lrss,
And the gentlemen btowed, #nd let her pass,
. Her tele hed left him tearful end sorry, -

OF . But he blew his nose'end wrote snother story!

The story pesssed, as is the custom,

To en ertist who 1ik&d his ledies hendsone,

He sketched, he dreéw, he painted swiftly s
e k) And the demsel grew, despite her plee, =

Uncled, unhonored and unsung, A
There to the Hero's arm she clung. M

No more to say,....the tele is told.
The cover's new, but the ledy's 01d}

-

------ Semeeeeeneeaeann-200000000000000000000000==cma--amememcenemasn=-

BREMIEDER ;
NMORWESCON -
POR ILAND — SEPI. 2-3-4,1950

Q37D YOUR DOLLAR TO: PO BOX 8517  POUTLAID 7, OREGON
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T have often reed erticles and books concerning themselves
with Men of the future; but I cannot recell any delvings into whet
meay happen to the fan of the future,

We know from the biclogy and palseentology books that a spe=-
oiesa does not necessarily evolve en masse in the scme way, Some
members may take to the weter; some to the mlcohol,

Besides that, therc has been some question from time to time,
whether the true fen is true Homo sap.

The true fan appears to be a spectetor, Instead of doing
work, he is done to. Rether then create tools to do his work, he
would prefer not to work, znd heve other critters creste dreem en-
vironments for him. His life ies not lived in the present, but in
o multituded of futures,

The only type of work the true fan enjoys 1s printing esnd
rezding,

The only type of women who is suitsble for & true fen is one
with en extremely high 1,{. end overdeveloped memmery glends con-
cerled by breestpletes,

Obviouely , the fan does not fit into the Americen scene,
where pggressiveness 1s the order of the doy snd breecstplates
ere definitely not considered cricket, Let us see then, 1if we
cennot scerre up a picture of what the fan of 500,000 A,D, will
look end cct like,

The most obvious sterting point for change will be the ex-
tremities. Legs will not bYe needed, becruese the fen 1s sedentery
by nature, eand while he is gregerious end likes to sttend gether-
ings £nd conventions, locomotion can be echieved by other meens
which will be discussed lrter,

The erms will undoubtedly have become very specielized in-
struments, ideally suited for typing and mimeogrephy. Probzbly
there will continue to be only two prms, ©but I confidently ex=-
pect that four foreesrms end hrends will heve come into being by
means of brenching et the elbow,
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These double arms will prebably be,about six feet long on one
branch, eand about nine inoches long on the other, .Special contrel
muscles and joints will have evolved so thet = fan could work'at the
typewriter and run & mimeogreph machine mt the seme time,

The sm21l erm would be invalusble for trensporting material
for ingestion such.es food and reesding metter., When I gry .ingestion,
I mean just that, It is obvious to the-fen of .today thet_visual
reeding is .a very inept method of digesting stories end ﬁrticlea.

Instesd of todey's primitive methods of conveying stories
to the brain, I think thet storiea &end ideess would become true
food to the fen of the future, This story food would be synthe-
sized in tremendous laboratories out of specisl types of author.
trees, evolved to devise plots, supply peper and ink, and trens-
port port themselves to the food factories of the Fen Empire for
concentration into food teblets,

These teblets would he eaten by fen end become e permanent
pert of the memory cells of the brain tissue after the food value
had been dreined off for energy, Eech teblet would be equivalent
to & 100,000 word novel of today and I am sure it would teke at
lerst £ hundred tesblets deily to sustein life,

With this sketchy beckground of fan life of the future, we
cen construct the superfen's face--- or rether faces, for he would
heve two of them,

The mouths would be sbout the size of ¢ dime, Just lerge
enough to insert the story pelle‘ts,

The nosees would be very spieciel evolutionary efforts, utiliz-
ing =n built in atomic pile for converting & large variety of gee-
eous meterizls into oxygen. This wohuld enable the fan to go to
conventions on any planet and still be eble to breethe in the et-
mosphere, no matter how unsuitable,

The eyes would also heve to be specisl +to0 overcome the
confusions of a perpetuslly revolving hesd, The neck, of course,
would have to heve a2 swivel Joint of en advanced type so that
the verious chennels for food, communication, etc., would not be
ruptured by the continuous rotation,

By means of the revolving head s#nd two faces, fen would be
able to be eware of everything going on eround them, even at an
inter-world convention,

Being legless, transportation would heve to be solved. by e-
nother pile, built into the lower portions of the fen,

Yea, the fen of the future would heve piles,
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such.es

by means of the lower pile, ani a hole running from the top of
the he.d through the bottom of the superfan, jet propulsion would be
acnieved, Thus, any transportation problem brought zbout by the leg-
less state would be solved.

The body of the fan, the bone structure and the orgens would
heve to be strongly reinforced to withstand the stresses and strains
of jet preoulsion, The piles would have to be heevily shielded to
Protect the bulk of the fen against radiation and waste products,

Ir ¢Jo-ticvn, the entire fan would have to be protected in some way
from .. ¢ v.gors of travel in space and the tremendous gravities of
hign arcelercztion ani hesvy planets,

¥his would probably be accomplished by means of an exo-skele-
ten coxrnozd ¢ zome organic neutronium compound, Because of the
tremericis weight of the neutronium, some sort of grevity nullify-
irng -evice would have to be part of the superfan's nervous gystem,
Othervia. ne would sink right through the crust of the plenet,

8o much for the fsn Body Beautiful,

In pessing, it might be well to mention thet fenzines of the
future would be mimeographed on paper made from sterile author trees,
Once completed, they would be concentrated into pellets suitable
for i{ngestion,

And now we come to the fan femele, who will be a very odd
ereature, indeed,

Her most prominent feature will be~--guess what?

These excrescences will probably project from her facade et
least four feet into the atmosphere. In other respects, she will
look quite similar to the woman of teday, with certein important
differences,

Connected to her body by invisible filamente will be a2 sym-
biotic bug-eyed monster, horrible to behold, always reeching for her
with blood-apattered elmwe, but never quite able to make it,

Her legs will be about elx feet long, She will have a heart
shaped face, purple eyes and an expression which is e mixture of
passion, extreme intelligence and heart rending fear.

All her clothes will be artfully torn to shreds so that only
certain vitel areas &re concesled. The breestplates will unctually
be 2 pert of her body---an sdaption of protoplasm with a metallie
lustera

And most important of all, the hero will elways get her in
the engd,

Poor things!

~m==0000000===m
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OWUST A MINUTES

BY ARTHUR JEAN COX

November 1Oth; v tive X g1
" The chief activity this meeting was book reviewing.

Dot Feulkmer geve a funny review of "John Carstairs, Scace
Detective", by Frank Selknap Long, Bhe deduced that the book
was thoroughly adolescent and remarked thet she had enjoyed it
very much,

Srh "01d Stendby" Koenigsberz reviewed thrce books., He
spént 1little time on The Kingelayer by L. Ron Hubbard beyond
resumedn~ its nlot; at beet, he considered it a2 mediocre hook.

He descrinmed David H, Keller's ;Eg_ﬁumug;ulu& es being a "gen-
tle, besutiful bock', His favorite, ond one which Yo was al-
most wildly enthuslastic about was George Stewsrt's Earth Abides.

"Novamtar 17tk; th Qonsecut atingss

There was some nlanning dcne this week for our Christmas
Perty, Louilse leipler suggested that sverybody coniribute two
sontact mnoint 1li-hts for our ¢hrietmas tree; that 1s, two aplece,.
fielsne Meers, who ssemed to te a commitiee of one in charge of
fontivities, put in a reculsition for some raw ratorisl she
needed: Filrst, a flanta Claus, Everybody pointed out that we
already hed a perme&nent stand-im’for 0ld Saint Nick, himeelf,
in the person of Forrest J Ackerman. Russ Hodgkins, 1aud1n$
Forrestls ever=increecsing assets,polinted out that he wouldn't
a pillow, thue Beving the society some exrenss, Scecondly, she
8aid that she needed someone to help hor who wee all brawn znd no
Erain. Walt Deugherty sald, with even mors ressrve than usual,

Hohohohoho, a2t last something I can £111!" Some wondered where
he would get ths brawm.,

need

Forrest mnade & couple of ennouncomente concerming OTHER
WORLDS, tho Palmerzine, He sald it looked as if 1t wers going
to be a wretty good rublication, A stony by Ray Bradbury 1s
going to be in Lthe Merch issue and E, Zverett Evans® Little Miss
enerange i= scheduled for the May 1ssue, .

Novambor 24th; 647th Consequtive Mootdinri

This meeting there was no formel busineas c¢f any sort: We
heard a lengthy but more than intoresting talk by Alan U, Her'shey
on the construction of the "atomic bomb". Mr. Fershey, as most
readeoras know, was a cliemist working on the vomb at Los Alamos,
Naturally, he wes unzble to t211 us anything wkich wezs not alrsady
in the Smythe Report but his lucid rendering ol tha information
made it more raletable and intellsctually stimulating than the

well-known re=zort,
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Dogomuer lst; S48tl Gondecutive Heetins: !

Our tzlk this meetinsg was by Forrest J Ackorman on ths early
history of ngﬂir Stg;*qa. Bazk in the old dsys it smelled--
literally, no {tererily-—and something new was havponing all the
timo., (This has alresdy been raported cn -t some length in Spzpri-
La, 80 more will not be said about it here.)

From one of the magezines he read us an old letter without
giring us the neme of the suthor. The one who zuessed the name
would recive—-he to0ld us-=z kiss from Freddie Eershey. The wlmner
was Ray Bradoury who recopnized Henry Kuttner's atyle, He failed
to ecollect ris vrize, Later, someonc mentioned that he had mis-ed
th? boat but 4c¢ interpolated that he had missed tho bus-=-3USS, that
iss -

Decemhor 8th; £49th Consegutive Meetdns:

EQ Meck offered §5 for the Christmes fund to see 1f anyone
could imitate the movoment of the Earth in relation to the Foon
to earn it for the club. He would play the nart of the Moon and
the contestant would meke the nocessary Earthly movements, Dave
Fox and Welt Deucherty took him up on it. Aftar declding on e
common center, end going around in circles for a month oriwo, 1it
wag decided thatthe Christmas fund won the prize, FHelens capn-

tured the §5 with no trouble, whatsocever.

Doceogber 8th; £50th Jonsecutlve Meeting:

Thorewoerethrees magazine raviews: The firat was py Tripoll,
who reviewed the Februsry, 1950, issuo of Amazing Storiles, which
iscBupposed to be the firat issue in which Browne gives a glimpse
of things to come. Zverett wes entmusilastic, with certaln cau-~
tious resarvationa, The naxt magazine reviewed was §Q¥g§_§§;gngg
Stories which wes handled by Alan Hershey., 1In his review, Alan
used the now-famous docimel system invoentsd by Zich 8Sneary, which
retos stories on a scale from 1 to 10. For this issue, he hed to
add an oxtra number: O, Thz third roview was by the Secretary
and of the Docaenmbar, 1949, issue of SCIZNCZ FICTION, in vhich he

thought the story, Theg Witghes gf Karres, by James H, Schmitz was

easily outastanding,

Wondy ontertained us by reading tho synopsis of Robert Hoin-
lein's pgg;;nggifn_gggg, end Forrest geve us even more varied and
startling nows-itéms ebout the pleture. He told us that the Navy
is taking guite an interest 1in the pigdure., Ho mentlonoed that a
one-time LASFS visitor, Jack Fresco, had sold to George Fal, the

producer, a mothod of thras-dimensional projecting for the sercen,
Pal hz3 tentative rlans to usa the tschnique in the final scenes
ol

of HE?EJﬂﬂxlﬂﬂ_xﬂlilﬂﬂs so that wa'll sze Zarth ad Alpha Bronson
crashing togetner In three dimonsions. I hove it's in tochnicolor,
too; won't be any good without technicolor,

Iho End.
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FAIL-RUTHOR [LESTIONS

BY ROSS ROCKLYNNE

Over the yvesrs I have received meny lettexs from fsps'who
Competition is the life-blood of the writer; there

wented to write,
ig not one writer who does not want to see the l1ife-blood of all

other writers flow, Therefore I did my best to steer these fan-
suthors straight in the direction we ell want them to travel,

Here

are some of their questions and my answers,

Q.
A

Qe

How doesa one become &n suthor?
Rave about his stories, This becomes him,

when I stert selling stories, should I continue to asgodiate

with fans?
Yes., Whet you do with your life ies of no concern to the fan,

If you're ofraid of being snubbed, forget it,

What 40 you think of Einstein's unified theory?
Yes 1 very definitely would. (fan's question vague end

comewhat garbled,)

Should I imitate other writers?
Yes, Change the place-names and the nemes of the characters.

Ton't bother to chenge the titles. Fens heve short memories
anyway. A large percent are unable tc remember, for instance,
the number of portholes showing on the submarine on the cover
of the Feb,, 1927 issue of Amazing., (Some say 13, others l4.
14 is correst - I think.)

Noes the formst of & atory matter to the eiitor?
No. Forget margiuns, double-spacing, neat copy, proper spell=-
ing and other quirks of the successful fiction writer,

Do you belleve that one ghould write by inspiration?

Yes, There has been much written about inspiration {(by no
joubt inspired writers) but I personally heve discovered a re-
markable way to bring it sbout, Put yourself upon a chair,
You will discover that in this contect of chair end anus a
mystic inflow occurs, presumably trembling up from the core of
Mother Earth. I cannot explain this, Nobody can, But just

sit there for a year., You'll feel it,

Should I write offtrail stories, counsidering Rey Bradbury's

Buccess?
No. Ray's success is & fluke. He can't last more than fifty

yeera, Ten thousend yesrs from now he may be completely for-
gotten, Stick to the tried and true,

Some fane say that as a writer you smell, Is this true?

No. You smell, I stink, Please watch your vocabulary.
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Q. If an editor makes a mistake (as has hafpened and sends me
twice ss much &8s the story could possib bring, should I

baild 2 reputztion for hounesty end tell him?
A, Yes, I cannot be too forceful about this, But cash the check

first, then wait a reasonable time, Incidently, must you
always be bothering the eiitors woth your stupid lettere?

Q. Should I bring sex into & story.

Ae %0 sex, pleesse, Fans are not attracted to this sort orf
taing, Tor the story's sake, however, describe your heroine
thorcughly 2nd in all the detail you cen get awey with, this
being paurticularly true if she doesn't heve many clothes on,
(This can essily hapyen; Jjangle thorns or brambles lustfully
acreping at the soft, glistening flesh; the villiana pawing
her. ete, I could go on for pasges.(

<. irw come you doan't write enymore?
A. You'sve reading, ain't you?

Q. Can I live by the pen?
A Live in e house. You heve your world, the pi

Is nothing secred?
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gs heve theirs,

Philler:

It's interesting to observe the Communist's rersctions to
science-fiction, Communismhas a very definite picty:re of whrt the
world of the future is like; naturelly, it is inevitsble that s-f,
with its many futurea, should come in conflict with this system,

Igg ggzglgg' zorld published a lengthy expose of the fraud behind
red and Weln movie, The
but they also~took = coupie-gfmsia%a E%ﬂﬁﬁﬁgg ggggf&:d'ol‘m afffad,
they feel that it's one of the State Department-Ing {red plots to
blacgen the eye of Russia, pointing out that the space-suits were
furnished by the U,S. Army! Recieved quite e sugprise, though,
when Judith Merril's ﬁhgt én The g?xg recieved a good review in
the paper; it seems that their reviewer hed even predicted that
this new field would take over the place of the mystery fileld..
He remsrked that the stories were "often well-done and were not
filled with the usuzl snti-Communist cliches"., FHowever, he de=-
plored the nsive idees which e-f writers have concerning the
evolution of future societies, What smazes me i1s the loud silence
in the Russisn world of anything feintly concerning space-tr:vel

end the future of flights beyond the stratosphere, USSR Ik RECON-
STRUCTION, RUSSIA TODAY, none of these cerries_a hint of things to
come in thet direction, However, I'be been told that, sccording
to TIME mcgezine, interest in the subject is high in thet country.
(The Russien musical, SPRING, is a semi-science-fiction story--
with a morel: Thosewho pley with etomic fire, may be burnedl

Story showed the socisl consciousness of the scientist in Russia,)
-=Arthur Jean Cox
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* ST UFEY @hoeq 49ty 4ipe people get to picking the ten

best of iLe a2, 19e 21 ~o2y shova, dressel women, news storiles,
Canasta zicyers, It 1rrke3 no difference what, there sre slways
little groups of ssli apginted experts thst go around telling you
whet the ten beet "30-en-s0'3” wire of the pest yeer. And of course
LASFS is no exceptiou. With ug it is short stories, Science end
fentesy sncrts, cf coursz. Cnly ‘er members got the guts to do it
but they warae ¢ high ¢leas tuzn ¢f slehs, and they aré pretty repré-
sentetive. Thet 15 if vou cau find anyone in our world thet cen be
clessed 28 being renresentetive of some one elze, Anywey thos resh
people that 2ig ca2st votes were ey Bredbury, Alen end Freidie Her-
shey, 'Forry snd Wendy Ackerman, L. Z. Evens, Jean Cox, Len Moffett,
Cherles ILiclly, Tot Feulkner 2ad Rick Snerry. Do to tie votes, there
were gniuriiy 11 in the top brackets, Here they are,

WITH SIX VO'TES:
Project Speceship by Ven Veet in the August TWS.

WITH }IVi VURES E&CH:
rrivate nse hy Padgett in the Jen, ASF,
Eternity Losl by Simex in t¥e July ASF.

WITH FOUR VOTES:
Trojen Morse Leugh by YcDonrld in the August ASF,

WITH THRED VOTES TACH: ' 4
Prodigys by Sturgeon in the April ASF
Over The Top; by del Rey in the Fov. ASF
Keleidoscope; by Bredbury in the Oct. TWS
Lost Ulysses; by Bede in the ((?)) ASF
Final Commend; by ven Vogt in the Nov., ASF
Kother F=vth; ty Assimov in the Mty ASF
Wred Tieed dler Tell: by Sturgeon in the Nov. ASF.

Siwiist zt*r’es vecived two votes, #nd thirty-seven recived
one vole, o, with the excep*ion of the first three pleces, there
was liftle genersl sg-gement, We would like to roint out though the
generel zimilezity 5f vhas tov 11 sntes, In sember rood, &nd gener-
Elly sz 2ane; they rre very uuch zlike, The big exception being
Trojen #Ho1 3¢ Leuzh, which wes e wecky end lignt herted story if
there ever ves ore. y :

sveryoue was plerse to see ven Vagt Project Speceshi, come in
on top, It ceing £ slight deperture from his usuel style of .writ-
ting, thzt n-ny of us would like vc see him continue, It is slso
noteseble thet it epeered in TWS, thus breking ewsy from the "holy of
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of holy's AiSF.

As for how indaviduai_authors stand, out of the fourty-four
that had stories picked by one or more njudges", only four had more
than two stories picked, They were: )

Bredbury, with fopr stories, and a total of 7 points,
Van Vogt, with three stories, &nd 2 total of 10 points.
Sturgeon, witﬁ three stories and 5 pointsa,

St, Clair, with three stories and 3 pointsa.

Padgett, McDonald 2nd SimekX each received 5 points for a total
of fourteen stories between them, Nine suthors had had two atories
chosen., Eighteen received only one vote and point for ome story.

It might be intereating to compare these titles woth ones

Plcked last yesr. Of course LASFS didn't heve e poll lest year, but
bty sorting out the short stories from the Fantesy Annual, we get

results like this:

In Hiding, by Shires in ASF

rillar of Fire, by Bredbury in Plenet

The Zuchanted Weekend, by MrcCormesc in From Unknown Worlda
The KHonster, by Ven Vogt in ASF.

The QOctober Geme, by Bradbury in WT
The Compleat Werewolf, by Boucher in FProm Unknown Worlds

Genius, by Anderson in ASF
Shemblesu, by Moore, in Avon Fantasy Reeder
Pelice Operation, by Piper in ASF.

Well, in comepering them you see first that the 1949 pOll
atick closer to ASF, Only 4 in 1948, ani 8 in 1949, I don't know
if this indacetes that ASF was better this yeer, or that the local
group is in a reading rut, Of course there was the Nov. astounding
which raked in 3 of the top 11 spots, It is also notessble that
there is more fantasy picked in the over-z11 poll of 1948, than the
locel one in 1949, This might indacete that LASFS, or st leeat the
pollstere, lerned more hesvely toward the science-fiction, than the
generel everage of fan-kine,

It is intereating to note thet im the voting, Bradbury voted
for his own story, Keleidoscope, We feel it is not egotism to feel
thet one of his own stories is one of the bvest, In fact I find an
even deeper interest in the story, knowing that the author hed felt
he hed turned out something better thers usual,

And in znother vain, I sudder to think that one of my most
respected friends listed three stories by Margeret St, Clair, But
I will not reveil his nsme, for feer that others might suffer from
this act of medness, It might be inter-esting to compere the list
that LASFS picked, with the short stories that epear in the Best
Science Fiction Stories of 1949, released by one of the newer book

publishers., Leat year the choises differ quiteée strongly from the
general fens, even including a couple that no one hag ever hdara of.,
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CRITICISM? - aceron

In the past few issues of Shengri-La, severel readers have in-
dicated their ire at the vehement way in which this column hee cae-
tigated the funderhesds thet esre ever with us, Other letters have
indicated that they do not agree with the criticism, end still others
have questioned the prerogetive of thie column to set itself up as a
judge of the literary endeavors of others.

WHAT IS WRONG WITH

Obviously the second category of letters, those that merely
disagree with the stetements in this colunun, ere perfectly Justified
in so steting end mey, for all I know, be right where this columm
is wrong.

Uswever, let us dissect these two other points of view, First,
take tiiat group of readers &and ve agsume_itrhet opme or two letter-
wZlteri yaonresnuet nore people Shan themselveaz who queation the
right of the writer to criticise ctners, 7o be truthful, uno one
pereon has the right to induige in criticism, Mevertheless, criti-
cism is a form of plessure iua which asnyvone mey indulge, end it is
puyone's privilz2ge *o do sc if givea ke opgortunity. Whether the
criticism 13 juctified or not znd wrhether the writer is capeble,
horeat, fenety=ting, segacious end otherwise superncstural, is a mat-
ter for wne resdess, end most {mpcriant, %he ecitors, to judge,

Ther as cre; wi i up ia Lturerious ge.hCudes. quppor{ed by the swole-
ler baniralls of amateur fertasy prbllcstions. The less fortunate
retire .5 thec wilds of Alhamorz, or other desolate, God-forsaken
arees ¢f the globe, .

Now, let's consider the mein erea of dissgreement with this
column: thet the criticliems are full of bile, invective, and intemp-
erate end overrorceful: language, Hanhl

There are three types of literary ectivity concerned with the
creat;vo worxs ¢f others, They may be separated into reporting, re-
viewing eni criticinm., A repocter informs his readers of what ia
being dere end by whom, He 20es nothing more then give e synopseis
of whatever s*ory cortent there heppéna to-be, He leeds a peaceful
life and 13 revered bty his friends.

A reviewer generclly tekes three or four times 28 much space
gs the reporter, This is beczuse he generslly gets peid more, if
et all, tnd £180 feels g deep obiigeiion tc let his readers know
enougr of what a story comsists of so that the reszder can tell, more
or lesa, wnether or not the subject mrtter of this story end ita
tresrtment interest him, The reviewer does not ettempt to criticise,
but he does try to give the resder ¢ forctaste of the "flevor® of
the particuler books he i3z reviewing, Wost reviewers leed happy
lives 2nd are revered by chel:r friends,
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Crities do not report., They do not review, unlese it is neceas-
ary to do s0 to drive the shaft home,” They criticise., Let thia be
understood: criticism mey be highly fevorsble, However, & ood cria
tic should give his reasons for his prailse just as he should give

reasons for his dislike of certzin works,

This column sees no reason why criticism should necesserily
be polite. Moreover, there are good reasous why the languege in &
criticel column should be stroug, vigorous and capable of attrect=-
ing attention, After all, why should a columnist atteck or preise
eaything unless he feels strongly about 1t? And why should a cu-
lumnist refrain from jumping with both feet on extent vezpid bubble-
herdedness that feirly clemsrs for attention? No reason at all,

Therefore, this calumn, God end the editors willing, will con=-
tinue letting blood in the same vein ge in the past, Why? Because
thie critic is e heppy, God«fesring men, loved by hie femily, and,
in common with all other critics, revered by himself,

{ The leck of literery criticism in this column 1s becsuse no
new books have come out)
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"PLEASE NOTUIE

Each word of time a grain of sendj

We trickle, you end I,
Feet through the constricted place
That mezrks our brief reply.

#i it

Ench chapter written in bright specks
A thousand lines in every disk
And men's star on those unseen peges
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In the smoke-~filled room, whose walls were lined with
ert -‘rom "other worlda", she szt end considered. Be-
f~re her lay a copy of the latest Shapgy. The murmers
el the assembled fen were filled with appreciation of

the wonderful $ob that E, E, Evans hed done,
A few weeks later the fentesy in her mind took shape,

First she cornered the necessery contributors and

leshed them into promising an article, story or poem.
When enough had promised ( to keep her from hounding
them - and how she houndedi}!), she spoke up,

uJ*1l do the next Shaggy.®"

Five seemingly {nnocuous words!

So committed, she began to teke the amorvhous shapes

and force them into order, The phentasy shapes became
etencils, the stencils became mimeo'd sheete and the
sheets metsmorphosed into another Shaggy. This Shaggy.
For thosze that agsisted, she givés her hesrt-felt
thirez. Tt wes quite em experience, If you ere one
of <hcee that has ever nade this fantasy come true---

her sincere appreciation of your efforts. If you =are

one of those that has never tried--- her urgent pleas

to consider--- and wadw into this phase of phantasy.
Freddie Hershey

Editor



