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LiEthograph G-ver by Budeff

EDITORIAL

If you're looking for ocontroversy in this, the nstal issue ef the
LASFS publication under & new policy and a new editor, vyou can look in
vain,

I had a long and fanecy editorial dreamed up, It was te be compre-
hensive and detalled and explanatorv of many matters——.und 1 havenl!t
given up th e ldea, except for th e moment., 1In the next issue, it glves
fireworks, orobably very.

On this first day of tne new year, in the new nagazine, we are
going to be as amiabtle as & shaggy dog. Ve are going to stand cr fall
on the plain merits of the mag, without controversy to lend any intere
est of a specicl nature,

Excopt for a few slips, Charles Burbee was a goecd editor, He put
out & nice magazine whioh was well.liked and well-supported. (We!'ll let
thzt be that, for o while,)

This issue and suecceading issues will be put tegether by the ecombin-
ed offorts of tho entire membership, using the now time-honcred produect-
lon methods of the one-shot rrojeet. A falrly rogular bi-monthly appear-
ance is planned,

The old "Shangri-LA" saw three issues, tho last onc apnearing sqon
after tho turn of the decede, In going back to the old title, wo fecl
like we're starting afresh, The title replaces "Shangri-L'Affaires," of
ooursc,

If you like us, commant. If you don't liko us, commont, Ws vmnt
letters,

Here!'s the mag, Take over,

~=-~D.H,



"You can't teach an old dog new tricksl" They shcuteds "We will not
submit!" They cried. "Wo shall nat toschl®

But They taught him; he mado Them. He wasn't Their inferior nor was
he Their superior. He barked only "Ep", and wrote his lessons with his
pencil held in his tail, and passed and passed and passcd.

First student, first celebrity, how They howled over him all over the
world as he passed and ppssed and graduated. They took a million pictures
and shogk his paw. They patted him on the head.

"You'rs n good dog - brilliant. You like a good tree, and you like a
gocd bitch, but you're housebroken and have a dogree - you're great, Ep."

Ep said nothing, wrote no word of his plan, and, after graduation,
had dog biscuits in the Jhite House with tho President of the United States.

and held his breatk...suffarad hell that They'd find him out and that
he'd be destroyed before hiv life's work was dome. &nis great hoart beat
painfully within him when he fcnared trat They'd find him out. Minute is
to minute ig to hour, and hour is to day.

Professor Hoge knew that dogs didn't like to carry books in their
teoth nor to be laughed at as a jckes, Hc knew that there were other forme
of life on carth and that these forms once ruled the world as his did nov,
and he didn't laugh at Ep. But at first he didn't ses, such was his pre-
occupation and delight at watehing the students ceact to a dog in their
midst, learning and passing.

But Standish.....Sometimes he would stare at Ep, ond his black eyaes
would glitter.

"You're a devil," he'd say, and, when he was drunk, he would kisk Ep
and curse him, Once he choked Ep with his hands, his breath stinking on
tho greet one's face.

"What villainy are you up to, you hound of darkness?" he screcmed.
"What madness?"

How Ep trembled for fear, trembled for feor that he'd have to tear the
throat out of Standish, because he lived for the plan, and it was early to
die, teo early. liow piteocusly did his noble heart waste its numbered beats
in quicktimel He knew that ho would be killed if he killed one of Them.

"Save me!" he cried to the Inscrutsble. "Save my homnor so I may live
and we~-" Thus he eried, and would have killed, but Standish became 111
from his alcohal.

Professor Hoge knew the secret and seid it with laughs and feeble
Jestss "The world is going to tho dogs, eh, Ep?" he said. "You want to
be ready for it."

He knewl Ep stared into the merry eyes, felt giddy, but his limbs
didn't tremble. If he must kill ---But the Professor who'd taught him,
who knew in his mind gll time and the torrents of life, its tremendous
breadth, only smiled. He knew that Ep was a mutation of g dog, not a true
dog at all.



"When dogs have language, Ep," said he, "thoy will have most of whet
men has, haven't I teughkt thet?"

I|Y0u hf.‘.ve, n

wrote Ep.

Tho Professor smiled, but not with his eyes, beoause he knew what went
on in the world outsids of tha campus.

"I should liku %0 be therz. Sn, ' was all he said. "What hava you
planned?"

But Fp vrote ~uly “Wye-y Zog nes bis day,” for They liked Their pun,
nor was he destroy d by .agc bocausce the Frofessor krew %ha* when the big
night come it +soulun’: So rp's fault,

The darkne<ss did core.  I% was fire and madness, and it came from
Them, to tegin with, and Them 't dectrcuyed in asony, in murderous flame,
nar could the run oe seon.  Twy of the last wore 3tondish and Professor
Hoge. fThey stnod with Sp on the Uridrs amid the ruins of the compus of
UCLA to wetch tnhe geod red bricx become rubble and saw flames on the hills
around thca and the flamas below them nuti townrds the soa. They stecod on
the bridge and watshed their fragrent of werid venish,

Standish had his bottle. Ee didn't undarstand, beeause he had his
bottle, and it was good whiskey, tnc Yest th-t monoy had once bought. He
would not understrrd, but ne wonld n3% feci Jdea*h bocause of the bottle,
He swayed to Ep, und iz Fnees sagred.

"You...edovil," e gasped.

That wns all he comprehendcd, and that was his hail and farewell.
He said no more ms death swallawed him up.

The Professor brushed the fallen ashes from his coat and seid, "To
think that all of the centuries that men domesticated dogs it wes only
to the end of producing a mutetion that would succecd hime Yot -- jus-
tice. You're the closest animal to man, and you've earncd this burnt
cinder, Ep." Nor did he apologize for Them nor believe thatEp would do
bettcr because They wore like that,

I only wish," and his eyes pleaded with the rcd sky, "that I could
see it." But therc was no answer. "Good luck, Ep,” he said.

"I wish you could sce it," wrote Ep and that was *heir zoodbye.

Then Ep went te hls prepared place and put his plan irts oporstion.
And now that They're gone, becauss of Their atom, wo preach agninst Their
wars and Their hate., We honor Ep, Ep the megnificent, Time's Favored One,
Chief of the Age, He who lcads us from gunset to dawn.

And that's the end of my sermon.

A bulldog will pass among you to teke up the collection.

THE END



NOW THHT THEYRE GOTE

by
Raymond L. Benks

They'rc gone ncw, the humans, and the world has becen made safe for
doges They kncw Ep, Ep the god, our god, the lirst of the new arder.
Yes, Thoy knew him, for the newspapers published his story, For my ser-
men today, I will tz2il you of him. It will be the old, swect story.

Fe was a student, first of all, when They biscume eware of his exa
istonce, a student et UCLA == thet was the University of Califcrnia at
Lzs Angrles -- and he was an English majer there. He took his work in

Zaslish, and They laughed. "You'ro & dog," They seid. "You're a dog
who writes with nis teil - silly dog to go to a cnllegze. Viny do you
want tc go und learn Engzlish? Vihet ¢nn 1 dog do with English?"

But Ep -- praise Ep, the god, the first whe is mll ~- ssid only
“Sp," which was the orly sound he made that They ever heard.

fle learnzd to read, learnsd to write, learned to ecalculatc and hew
chemicals come togctner snd why, learned wiat had happened in the world
fifty-five miliion yeurs age, and that They didu't own the eartn back
vonder, learned now to 'aa*e a double entry -- all of these, and a few
IMATre.,

They laughed, but They didrn't suspect his motive for geoing to
school, nor ¢id Ip toll them. He kept his jaws shut. You couldn't read
Ris secerct in the great brown eyes; it wasn't €0 be seen from th: stiff
grey hairs of his cost, nor could rhey understend the wags of his tail,
Ee was o serene - a noovole figure of 1 dog.

7is cont was thc mantle of peace wnich covers us all, the sky at
dewm and at twilight, whila the twinkle of stars is the twinkle or his
eyes, and his four limbs arc the nillars of our world, their grece the
boauty of our lives, their muscles our firmnces in the ways of truth
and jugtiece.

They lmughed, all out two. Thet was the danger for Ep, the two,
One of them was Standish, one of the last of Them. Standish was also
a student at UCLA arnd Ep bolonged te him. He was big, saturnine, cyn-
ieal.

"wou'lre trying te meke some bitch, Ep," Standish would lpugk,
"You're putting ¢cr the dog," he would laugh, and Ep would say nothing,
sinee those werc dangerous days fer the plan, Epn's plan, even if Stan-
dish didii't understand the plan.

The other was smartare He had all time in his mind, that Profes-
sor of Anthropology, iHis namc Hoge. The other profesrors ranted, tnose
wha had Ep in clacsses.
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Arthur Jean Cox

Nov itn; St cutive meetings
ressurer Ackerman annocunced that the club was p3.50 in
the hole, "Brothner, ean you spare a dime--%"

Bx-mwenber Elmer Perdue was present and he suggested that
tne club allow the printing press to be removed from Cy Con-
dra's garage to his plece. Cy Condra wants to get rid of the
damned thing since 1t's only cluttering up his garage end
Elmer, since he has moved, now has storage apace for it. The
club hed its cholce of sending it either toc Fran Laney's
house or to Ferdue's snd since Blmer's place is closest it
was decided by the members to let #r. Perdue havenis way,
Wnetner anything sngll come of this in the future we ahall
sae§ wr, Laney mey objJect,

Ehﬁﬂﬂﬂ?lx_ﬁﬂlﬁﬂaﬂl_liini 6th 2 ve meetings
after snnouncing tnat tne treasury held the fabulous
sum of two dollars {g2) Forest AckKerman read us a letter
from Rex ¥ard, the publisher of FasDUn oPraKs. Rex is re-
signing from the club feeling that he can no longer face
the members of tne LAsro becaude he has done what he thinks
we think is the unpardonsble sing He hes sent his fanzine |,
to awasING OTOR1Eo to be reviewed in their fanzine columnl
Forest, however, wrote him g letter explaining that no one
would 8pit on him if he dropped around, that it was largely
a matter of personal opinion gnd that the club-as-a-wnole
was not fanatical on the aubject. Rex, though won't be
around, anyway. It seems that he's got a lot of schoolwork
to c¢catch upon.

aext, we got down to serious businesss Charles Burbee,
gditor of ohangri-L'affaires, "Tne 3incere Fanzine" and
official organ of the club, defied the club's decree that it
would give to the fan column inaugur:zted by AsAsING STGRILS
no afiiclal recognition and sent his sterling fanzine thers,
nevertheless, stating thet in hls opinion the club's attitude
was foollsh. oo--1in spite of lawyer-to-be Cy Uondra'a bril-
1iant defense--we xlcked him out as editor of the publication.
burbee is no longer editor of 'Burbec'a hagazine'!

EQMAQMMET _4.;7! E“——Qﬂﬁ‘i*-c secutive meetingi
aal, what a meecting ere shall I begin? Hot count-

ing the winor details the proceedings were very exciting,
nost of the excitement revolved sround AmasInG ol KIss and
Charles Burbee., Cherlie, who cane in lete, read us a letter
from Rog Phillips, editor of as's fan column, had returned
the coples of SdnnGRI-L'ar¥alnEs which burbee sent him, say-
ing tnat he would not reviews it becausé he xnew thet the
¢lub wes against it, If he did review it, he told us, men=
bera and nioney would flow in from 211 over the country,
restoring life to “tne near-defunct Los Angeles Fandom. "

Je



Mr, Phillips stated that hew ould shower all these gloriocus bene-
fits on us by reviewing the mag if we carried out the following
orderss

"1) The club must unanimously vote for the reviswing of the
magazine in AmalING, Aokerman abstaining.'!

"2) The club must return Rex Ward's membership card tc him,!

"3) Ackerman must bs kicked out of the club,!

This, of course, provided a great deal of amusement,

Burbee's presence naturally had a tendency to cause the con-
versatlon to centsr around the club magaszine., It was decided,
after much talk, to make 1ts publishing a group-affair with every-
one having a part in it., Dale Hart was chosen as c¢o-ordinatén.

__u_giTh rsd W‘WW'
After Forrast reported tnat we had minust thirty cents (-30¢)

in the treasury the startling news was relessed that that man,
Churles Burbee, intends to go on publishing a magazine entitled
oHanuRI-L'AFralhks despite the fact that this club ousted him as
editor of its official magazine, known a3 SHANGRI-L!'aAFPH_REs,
(ur, Burbee, by the way, had resigned as a member of the olub.)
Since the tltle 1s not proteocted by copyright it was decided
that the best thing to do abouth this deplorable atate of
L'aktalnko--3HaNGRI, that ifs--was to change the title of our own
mag, or, rather, to revert to the old title, ">HANGRI-La".

kr, Burbee ugeing He sent us a letter stating that he
would psy his clubdues if we, in turn, would pay him for the book
FORGOUTEN mYoTnRIko which was sent to him at this address but
was stolen by someona arcund the club, It was declided that this
would be financially profitable (Burbee owes $7) so the treasury
dug deep into its minus pocket and came up with a plus $2,50--
the cost of the book,

The Executive Committee presented some proposed sdmendments
to the by-laws of the constitution affecting such thins sas dues,
membership, etc, There were over ten of them but we PAYYFE--that
is, put them through in just as many minutes--gnd every single
one of them unanimously.

Churaday, December 1¥th; 419th consecutive mestings

Dsle hart reveasled that burbee was not going to contlnue ta
put of oHaNunl-L'aFralRew after all., The Burb's idea of a jokel

wWitn this bit of news Director Gus Willmorth closed the
meeting announcing that we would now sec & movie entltled, "Firat
Step on a 238,000 wile Journey", directed by Arthur Louis Joguel,
I1, and produced by the Reaction Reseurch Scciety of Fasadena
and starring the members of that society and Joan Ceulfield.

Thursday Qgggeggp 18th; 420th gonsecutive meeting:
A.E: van Vogt was present to sutograph coples of his new

book, '[HE buUK uF PTATH, just published by Fantasy Preas.

EEE read a lestter from Dele Perry, Preaident of NFFF, who
requested the memosra of the Laols to select their favorite
i1luatrationa from bagk-isaues of fantasy and geience-fiction
magazines 80 that a select few of these select few could be

(continued on page 18)
6.



“THE N)jM PH" o MM!AC(

By Forrest | Ackzrman
THIS IS THE STORY behind the story of a collaboaratlon !n
which { was honored to have my name llnked some years ago with ihe
lovely and talented Catherlne Moore, now the wife of an old trilend
--sensatlonal Henry Kuttner. As | am composing this arflcle a few
hours betore mldn!te, New Year!s Eve, | belleve It would be apro-
pos to preface it with a quotation from a New Year lectter from Ca-
therine which | ran across 1n searching ftor the material for the
tollowlng.

|936¢ "Dear Forrie:s Hapny New Year. And by the

way, [t you heard & new yzar's horn blowing extra loudly just

at midnight, vyour time, and couldn't locatz 1t--that was me.

| blew a sp2clal blast +tor you at about 2:00 a.m. or therz-

abauts, as nzarly as | can remzmber now--o0f New Yzar's mornling

just as the radlo announced that 1t was at that moment mlid-

night in Los Angeles. I never quite bellzve things Ilke that
-<-ditteraent timzs, | mean. Ot coursz2, know that yvou lose a
day going round the world, and all that--but somehow can't
gqul te belleve It anyway. | rzad a story somzwhere oncz In

which somzonz in New York phonzd someone 1n london, and over
the wirz 'the late atternoon New York trafilc vibrated weirdly
In the stlllnzss of the London night!, It s2ems so Impossi-
bte, 1t you sze what 1 mean." Catharine Mocrz--puzzied by geo-
chronologlical paradoxes!

But about NYMPH CF DARKNESS by ClMeore
and F |Ackerman, whose chiet claim to fame was that 1+ was among
the tltles which vied for third place as best fantasy of the year
In a poll taken among the MAuslanders"--the Australlan fans, down
under, {Also, 1t was one ot the earllest storles l1ilustrated by
Hannes Bok, & new artlst whom s young fan named Ray RBradbury had
personal ly persuaded the late Farnsworth Wright to try.)

Here 1s
the orliglnal outline | sent to Catherlne when she was |llving In
Indlanapolls and working in a bank vault:

THE NYUSA NYMPH--Qne
short and exciting experience In the adventure-tilled |Iie of
Nor thwest Smith...Ct a ftleslng flaure 1In the nite that bumped
into NW at the Venuslan waferfront--an unsgen form--that of
Nyusa, the girl who was born lpyigible! Further detalls: The
business of the sauat crzature who came swlitly slinking thru
the strect, short on the thezl!s of the +tigure 1In NW's arms,
with the strange lite-tube In Its hands tlashing from slde to
side {1t would have caused Nyusa to beceme visible, you know--
the lite 1rom the tubel...and of Nyusa, whove abnormally high
body-temperature kept her comfortable 1trz2z trom clothlng; so
that invisible she remeinzd, as born.«.And trom what she fled,
and how NW was ot servicz to her, etco==1 wlll lzave to vou.
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MOCRE to Ackermans | think 1| know why the pursuer's tlash
made Nyusag vislble. Did you ever notlce the peculiar colers one's
skin turns wunder different I1ghts? A violet-ray machine turns
lips and ngils«-as | rzmember--a sickly green, and the blue Ilghts
they use in photographers shops sometimes, make vou purple. |
once tigured out why, but can't remember and haven't +time naow to
go Into 1t, Something about complzmentary colors and mixing yal-
low and blue, and whatnot, Well, vyou remember in Blerce's THE
DAMNED THING his Invisible monster was a color outside our range
of percegtion. Couldn't this #lash-llght be of some shade which,
combined wikth Nyusa's pecullar skin-tone, produced a visible col-
jor? ## And Vzous ls the Hot flanet anyhow, so no need to In-
crease her body temperature above normal to make It possible for
her to run about In the altogether., #& Smith had met her 1n the
absolutz2ly black dark of the starless Veznuslan nlght. She came
tzaring down the street and bumped Into him, and, the censlderably
astonlshed to tind hls arms full ef scared and aqulte wunadorned
qlrl, he of course didn'lt reallze her Invislbllity then. After-
ward camz this squat, dark pursuer, tlashing his gqrzenishly glow-
Ing ray to and fro. When h2'd aonz by she heard anothzr sound--
orlgin ye2t unknown, to me or anyonz 2lse--which so alarmed her
that she pulied 3mith Into a run and gulided him at top speed thru
/the spelllngs "thru" & "tho" are Catherinz's/ devious byways and
Tnto an unlightzd reom, "eift me uo," said she, "so | can reach
the l1aht." And when it qozs on hz rzallzzes that he Is holding In
midalr a beavbliully muscuiar, flemly curved armful of nothing-
n2ss. He had just dropped her onto the 1loor and stagqgered back,
doubting his sanity. What happens next | don't know. #= 1{ vou
havez any more ideas, theytl|l be welcome. This 1s the stage of a
story when | usually sweat blood tor several days, racklng an ab-
solutely sterlle braln for ideas. Then some thing takes +tlre and
the whole story just gallops, with me flylng along behlnd tryling
to kzep up with It, Very strenuous. #t Think hard and see |¢
you can tlnd any posslblz reason, sane or Insanz, as to what the
nolse was she had heard, why 1t alarmed her so, whether she Is In=
visible just by a freak of naturz or whether by some mysterlaous
mastermind's Intznt. | suspz2ct she 1s In the power of some insld-
jous villlan, but don't know yet, #2 All thru the preface of the
story |'vz made such velled hints about the namzlzss horrors which
stalk by night along the waterfront of Edpes, that sald villlan
miqght be almost anythlno--some horror out of the ages beftorz man,
or some super-brain ol the tar advanced races we know nothlng of,

or an unhappy mzdium |like the Aleadar. (That reminds me-=Vaudir
is the Infinltive ot-=as | remember my college days=--the French verb
wish. | presume Nyusa is purely original with you, so you deserve
more credit than 1, tor it's a grand name.) /" Thank you kindly s
matam," said the |8-year-old lad. "There is no truth te the rumor

that | made It up irom the inltlals ot our major metraopelis, N.Y.,
U'SIA".7

ACKERMAN to Meoore--/This 1s the point where | was sup-
posed to come 1n for my big hunk ot egoboo, quoating my share in
the development of the plof, but | can't find the vital letterl
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What | wrote must be Imagined +{trom the mirror of Catherine's re-
ply7: Thanks for the further suggestlons. | had already gone on
past my stopnlang point when | wrete you, so can't use all your 1-
deas, but have incerporated Dolf and the dancina-qglrl idea. It
sezms Nyusa ls—=-sorry--really Innatzely Invisible, belng the daugh-
ter of a Venusian woman and a Darkness whiech 1s worshipped by a
queazr race of slug-llke, hali-human bzings which dwel! wunder the
Venus fan city ot Ednes. lIncidentally, Ednes, the city whereln
the Minga steood, is simply |fiftted bodily out of the middle of
Wadn2sday.) Anyhow, Nyusa is forced by thz priests to dance in
thelr rltual worship under a peculiar 11ght which reanders her vis-
ible in a dim, transluczant way. And because of her mixed breed
she has access into other worlds #$rom which her masters bar her
out by their own strange mental powers becausz she'd never return

to dance for them it she once got away. Dolt guards her dor the
$AM2Z r~ason, | think now that Nywusa's ceptors drive her too far
somz2time, and she reellzes that aftar all shz 1s halt divine, and

calls vpon the strain of Darkness within her to burst the bonds
they have imposed. Smith, attacked by Dold as hz hides in thelr
temple watching the riltual daoncz2, tights with the worshippers and
kills the high priest, wherz2upon thelr pawer over Nyusa s weak-
2n2d and shz exz2rts her demi-divinlty to 2scapz. Thus, theo Smith
dozsn't get the tortunz you suggested, hz at lzast is spared thez
expense of buylng her any clothzs, which was a very practical ldza

on your part, .
e Ackcrman to MOORE: | have & suagestion about the

2nding. Shamblecau stunned Smithy; fo this day he has probably not
tforgotten "it",  Sweet, was the olrl of the Scarlzt Dream., While
In thz Black Thirst, he gazzd upon beauvty Incradiblza. But Sham-
blezau was to be shunned: and the alrl of the Dream... Vaudlr dis-
solved. Soa let the NympheoNyusa--just betore she escapes...
couldntt shege-kiss Smith? A klss never to be 1orgotten: a Klss
cees0 cool, with a depth drawn out of Darknzss., And yet, a klss
of ftire-=from har Venusian straln--hot, alive, scear ing Northwest's

| 1ps. A kiss, of deliclous demi=dlvinity.s.,a fond caress ot tro-
zen tlame. Making 1t, under your care, Catherinz, a kiss smothar-
ing with extra-mundane emoction, leaving +the readers geasplng.

Smith!'s reward, the klss that becomes +amous and concludes the

tory s
ST MOORE to Ackerman: | do wlsh | had had your suggestion a=-

bout the parting klss betore | finished. | wasn't able to expand
the ldea as fully as i{'d have liked to, both bzcause of the spacea
saving necessity and becauvse to give 1t the attentlon it deserved
I'd have had to write the story toward It from the beginning, it
was a grand ldea and would have given the story Just the punch [t
nzeded at the 2nd. Oh well, no story of minz Is completz unfess |
lgavz out somz major polnt untll teo latz. | mzant to make Sham-
bleau's 2yes shline 1n the dark, . and to play up the 1desa of thz

i In BLACK THIRST,
Gy 4T / NYMPH OF DARKNESS was first published
In the printed fan maocazine, Fantasy Magazing, 1In the April 1935
lssue, and proefesslonally publlshed, In an expurgated tarm, In the

Dzc. 1939 Welrd Tales. #
Q



THE TrHI KD AMEKICAN kEVOLUTICONS
{a Book keport)
by Dale Hart

ln Nietsche, | see only ftragments of the truth, the
truth that can be apprehended by my impertect mind. In
London, | seem to see large and intearated sections of what
the truth must be.

The here ot the novel 1-°Frprest Everhard, o sociallstle
revolutionary, and hiz teet o truth ls---will 1t work and
will you trust you- 1'1te rc [te

Some of Evzrhard's idrse, brietly, sre: Primlitive man
comblned to beat the compelliion of his eavironmznt, and that
compztitlon naturallv zvelver Into combinat.ers, and that
comblnaticons evolve irto dDicu=? and bettzi combinations. Com-
petition In the capitetlistic world rasults Ia a large surplus
which cannot be censumed by the caplrailsts. The surplus must
be uszd to devzlop new industries or countries-~~-and this pro-
cess must end somewhure. Ciuss strugqgle is net class hatred,
and the prolectar fat must ctrueqgic 100 @ bzttzr existencee Those
In powzr manuracturz their own moral 'ty and then raflonail?e
this morallty. To prevent spirltua! mayhem---the surrender ing
of personal ieellngs to professlonal tze!'ngs—-- the Brotherhood

of Man is necessaryas

Labor must revoll agalnst Capital, and it dozs, lIa the
book. The Oligarchy is helped by some members of the proletar-
fat, and vice versa. Education and rellgion helpg maintaln the
status quo. The tighting Is often confused and Inconclusive,
Meroes die beslde cowards, there 1s sudden and lfngering death,
and counter-esplionage meets esplonagz. On the last page, fhe
Third Amerlcan Revolution fs In progress still.

A few Interesting facets of the narrative: The use of
balloons and & new exploslve callzd Expedlite; the anticlpatlon
of plastic surgeryy the thasls that charity Is only thé oovl=
tlcing of an ulc2r; the fallaclous and dated conception of
Hearst; the resume of Rockeleller's carcer; and the footnotes

indicating whtat the men of the future might wall think of fhe
last twa centurles.

| enjoyed the book, as | enjoy all radlcal llterature. |
excus2d all the posturing of the characters, | applauded all
thez Incisive arguments, and | Joved the Utopltan spirlt. Emotlon
was too mixed with facts, true.e.but this emoetlon did not in-
validate those dacts.

{=The lron HKeel," by
Jack tondonm. Publlshed
by Macmillan, New York,
1968. 354 pagese)



THE CONDOITIONED
DICh BEELER [REESDDC[)NSEE

Case B8, Ayan P., mele, age 29 months.

Ayan was playing along in a play-pen, when a bushel basket containing
salamanders, newts, Gila Monsters, and fresh earthworms was dumped on his
head. He laughed and gurgled happily while holding a lethargic newt by the
tail and beating its brains out on the edge of the pen.

The pen was then cleaned out and disinfected, and the process wes re-
peeted with an added stimulus. The stimulus was an electric egg beater
held in cloge contact with the subject's left ear. This time Ayan screamed
and seized a Gila iionster by the right foreleg. The Monster bit him deeply
about the hand and arm whils the eggbeater, unfortunately, amputated his
ears aAts Ayan suffered severely from shock and loss of bleod, it was deem-
ed inadvisable to eontinue the experiment at this time,

¥When Ayan came out of hls coma, he was immediately rushed to the lab-
oratory for ocontinuation of the experiment. The fact that he was deaf in
one ear and paralyzed from the elbow down, can be discounted in the net re-
sult, as the functions of these members doesn't play a vital role in the
experiment anyhow.

As soon as the experimenter appearsd with the bushel of lowar chordat-
e@s, Ayan screamed, turned blue in the face and fell over on his left side
in a dead faint. This is highly significant, as Ayan is definitely right
handoed, and also, this shows his first neutral te positive evidences of fear.

Ayan was revived and the experiment continued. This time the stimulus
took the ferm of twin jets of houschold ammonia shot-into his eyes, plus
the driving of a railroad spike into his skull, simultaneously with the ap~
plication of a rip saw to his lower shinbone.

(Continued on page 18)
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L HE Lost Fan stood by the side of the Next-Ta-The-lLeet Fan. NTTL Fen was
-1_- dying. In only a short while there would be only one fan left in the

{ Univerase.

I "Give me my copy of the Last Shangri-LA," the dying man gasped.
"I must fire-pff--" His voice rose in reverence as he uttered those o0ld words
of eciensiigrgffon.' "--holding a copy."

The Last Fan locked about, spotting n
atray cdpy tucked ever ao gently betwcen two old cheens sandwighen, blew the
erumbs to the floor, and uasing the tip of hia fingera carried tho priceless
document to his dying compatriarch.

The Noxt-To~The-Laot Fan claaped the ata-
Pled oheeto to hia bosom, and hclched from the beor and crackere he had had
for brenkfnst. Ho was near the point of paseing, the Last Fon ocould tell; he
had not eaid, "Outwithburbeel" to show that he wns conscious of the act. A
rattle sounded in his throat. (Probably a cracker, tho Last Fan thought.)
His hend tightonod around the papors he hele, crurpling thom. The hend relaxcd.
The Noxt-To-The-Last Pan wnno <ond.

Tho Lnet Prn 12cked ot the body for &
long moment. Thon ho went to tho pacnoe and cnlloé tho undcrtekor.

Whon tho
undertaker had enrried out tho remnins of hig friend, the Lest Fan e¢limbed to
hin attic otororoom that housod his collections. He ran his hands ovcr tho
baeka of thc complotc eollcetions of Astounding, Woird Telce, tho 0ld Amnzing
{ho wouldn't touch a Post Shevor isouc, romnining truc to tho idenls of LASFS),
Unlnowns, worm eaten Startlings nnd Thrilling Wonders. He went into his favo-
rita aloove whero thc fanzincs reastod. There wcro great stocks of Gorgons,
Fanows, Tymponie, Shoggies, Fantaey Advortioers, end othoro; c eholf of short-
Tung or ond ohots, including that digpicable thing, Forlo Kon. He wondered
why he hed evor kept the Porle Kona., They would meke better kindling than
any thing olee.

Ho eat down on the floor and pulled random magnzince from the
ohelveo, reading an crticle hore and o gtory thore, remembering the joyful
hours he had spont in the LASFS clubroom, in $Slan Shock, in Tendril Towers
with Tripoli, in Quodruple E'e cluttered office. Thooe wore the days. Fan-
dom wna nrll shot to hell now,

He got up and went down otairp, trylng to pull
nimoelf out of his depression. Ch, to got amy from thoso surroundings a 1it-
vie whiloe.

Habit forced him to wnlk townrd the cornor drugotore. Hie eye poaped
over tho rows of mngnzines: Ladies' Rockot Journel, Time Mochine Weokly (dnted
yoers in tho future], Plutonion Pranks, Virulent Vonue Storico, all the wpurl.
periodinalp, There wog not ono nngezine for sciense Pietion nlone; oeionco
flection wna ho norm, so how could fans exist, oxcopt by calling themool$ce
fane. But bacnuge of tho commonous of geionco figtion, the uniqueness of being

a fon wno lost. Only the oncs who wero fans "wny brck whon” took
of calling themoolvoo fnng., v i tho offort

THE END

8o tho Leet Pon rooigned himself to o normal lifec.

Le



[C CALLING CARL

by
C. R. McLEOD

There was nothing stronge about the night, although it was oolder than
usual and the moon was luminous and disturbingly new.

I wns alono at the piano in the gymnesium of my school, a white wooden
building of two floors on the Dakota prairie. The upper floor had four
class-rooms, the principal's effica, and & emall bookstare without windows
over the central chimney. On tho ground floor wes the gym, where I sat,
and a couple of storercoms boyond and to the right.

I say thet I was alone beceuse I hed made the customary eircuit of all
the rooms before cuming to the gym, to assure myself that I would not be
bothered by any outside influence.

During this year I had spent meny nights alone at the pimno, letting
my hands begin on a chord arrangement or a boogie rhythme--anything to be
found easily in the darke-until the pattern of the musioc was the least im-
portant thinge 1 had to keep my hands busy and so keep my mind off the

past. Some evenings, when 1 stayed o very long time, my hands would
grodually stop reacting and I would sit in the darkness, listening to the
old building ereaking as it was now.

I tightened my shoelaces before beginning. This, I've been told, was
like wanting tight bclts so that you'll feel less empty or having strong
locks so that you'll see only your own face in the mirror,

As I gegan to play, I noticed that the pianoc seemed very loud, and I
thought that the whole villa go would surely hear, althou it wnz almost a
quarteramile away. But every sound seemed loud, I noticed; I heard some=
one walk on the crusted snow in front of the school, then go en towarad
town,

I don't know exactly when it was that I heard a step in the hall up-
steirs, But I did tell myself that the step couldn't be a step, because
I had looked cverywhere and tested each door before sitting down to play.

Nevertheless, I liatened.

I knew the number of steps on the stair -- thero were fourteen to the
concrate at the bottom, then four paces more and youw were at the doar, I
knew tho digtance to the postoffice, to the store, and to the town's one
bar. I counted everything. The trees in the yard. The hangors in the
cloakroom, ily heartbeats. The days until I could leave for some big city.,

Ly hands still were forming chords, my mind still playing on numbers,
when I found that I was counting the sounds on the stairs,

- 13 -



Perhaps it was just creaking. The whole building creaked incessantly,
in winter and in summer, But I wondered whethor fourteen steps in turn
could be just ercaking.

And then I heard the duller sound an the concrete landing. And I
could feel & presence stending at the bottom of the stairs.

The windows were at my back, lavel with tho ground, and now I saw a
shadow at onc of theme This I watched as it epread on the floor; 1 didn't
turn to the windows themselves. I was ubout to, when I heard another step
on the entry landing, Then threo more.

I knew that seven more steps would bring the stepper to the piano,
unloss the steps stopped or turnad awsy,

I wees a fool, cold, and with a h8adaochs, playing in the dark,
Tho firat steps Ong.

The shadow lay on the floor like n ECAreCrOWeew

Di70ses

I turned around, and there was nothing there, so I turned back .
‘Was the shadow I was watching Just a dccoy?

Four,..

The shndow was a decoy. It lay on the floor, motionless, whilse
the sbund of the steps ceme closcr.

Fivauias

Yhy were the steps duddenly cautious? Why were my hends stiff on
the keys? ithy was the moon dimming?

Sixgln }
Did I want to know? Suddenly, I knew that I didnt't,
Sevelas

I couldn't turne--gven when the shadow moved--=

TTI il

SOCI.L NOTE; Jonng (Th' Youn! Feo) Evans is now Mrs. William G. Hane

lon. Sha wns married Christmas Eve, in Detroit, Michigan, and
shortly efter the first of the year their address will be 18579 Ever=
green Street, Detroit. Bill is a non=fan who works for the Hudson
Motor Car Company, in the Advertising Departmert . Weo all wish them
many yeors of connubial bliss, of eoursa.

= 14 -



Harrison Weast

RECOVERED FROw DEWhNTIA PRAECOX

Oh! I have journeyed in the mind

The strange and dismal trail from Dis,
Where gargoyles! screams fly on the wind,
And seen the writhing cooketrice.

Through swempa of fetid Pontine mist
Lurching ageingt slimy coverad stones,
Those who grim Meduse kissed.

Fleeing the tortured, broken groans,

I've climbed and scaled, yet know not how,
Over Jagged flint the upwerd track {
Where sunlight spreasds the fog, and now,

_Like Orpheus, dare not look back,
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DEDIOCT HOM
E.EVAMN>S

"Now don't get me wrong, fellers," Bill Staut wes saying.
"I ain't got nuthin' agin eddicution. Wish't I had some of it
myself.,"

He paused to take a swig at his glass, while his esudience
gat in silent tribute such as befitted a member of the first
crew to make a successful round trip to Mars.

Mall I'm tryin' t! tell yuh, " Bill continued, "is that
sometimes a guy kin git so much eddication that he cen't see
nuthin' that's as plain as th' ncse on yer face, Like the
3pec=Techa on our ship.

"The !'Terra' got t' mars without no trouble, an' found
nuthin' but desert at first, After we'd cruised aroun' a
bit, we gees some ruins, an' stopped there t' se¢e what we could
make o' them.'

no one sppeared to notice that "wa', rether incongruous
since Bill had been but a tube-clesner on the 3lanahip.

"de ocemped there fer nigh on t' two months, while the'
opec-Technas was a-huntin' through that blg ruined city -- must
a been as big a3 ot, Louis, maybe, They hunted an' dug san'
puzzled over th' things they could find, but hadn't been able
t' maxe heed ner tail outta anything.

"We had a feller on th' ship, name o' Jack 3peed. Kinda
Jack-o'=-all-tradesa, he wasa, Could fix anything mecheanicel,
from an induction-heeted cookin' pot teo th'! main atomle gen-
eratoras theirselves, Didn't have much eddication, but sure
knew machines an' tools, That!'s why he was along -- t' fix
gnything an' evathing that needed fixin',

A "Well, onae evenin' we heard th! big boys a'talkin' sbout a
new buildin' they'd e'found. Seems like as how this'n was in
better condition than most. They was sure they oould tell
somethin'! gbout them there Martians from what they couwld find
in there.

"But a week went by, en' they hadn't made nary a might o!
progresaas. Then it sc happened one day that their porteble lights
went floole, an' Jack was culled out t' fix 'em fer 'em. I wes
standin! by the port, an' he asked me t'! come slong sn' help him
cerry his stuff, It were the first time selther of us hed been
offe th' ship."

Bill paused to fix &n injured-lcookling glance on his empty
g&lass, end someone In the crowd immcediately signalled the bar-
keep to fill 1t. After tnat was done, Bill took & hegltny swig,
and then went on.

"Jeck fixed th' lights, all right, an' in jigntime, too,
Then nim an' me sorte wandered around th' building, looking
things over. after swhile, Jesck stopped whers the crowd of
opec=Tecns was lookin! at th! rﬁt géina of & machine, er sump=-
in'., They was ergufyin' at th' thair voices, an' no
two of 'em could egree, except that none o! 'em really imew what it
was e&ll about,

"Jeck llstened awhile, an'! then coughed sorta apologetically
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ent said, 'Gontlemen, this wes either e smell fectory or a
mechine shop, &nd thet wea somc sort of & lathe’,

"They looxa at him in astonishment, an' then one of 'em
sald, 'I supposa you ecan tell us what th' maertiens looked like2'

“Jack sorta grinned, en' said, 'Well, not exactly, but they
were tuller tnesn we ere, and had seven fingers.!

“They goes wild-like, then, en' hollered an' yelled at him,
Finally, th' Chief Spec-Teeh asked him how he knew.

"iNothing mueh to it, if you've been sround machine skops all
your 1ife 1ike I heve', Jeck mnswered eivilly. 'Th' arrengement
of th' ruins of th' machines herec tells you they was set in th!
most economicel way, 13 aisles and rows &s they would have been
in either e factory or & mechine shop. Then, there's some ree-
meins of little metal curlicuea and shavings here on the floor,
0 this must heve been e lethe of some sort, Notice tnet bench
tning tnere by the well?' They sll ren over to it. IIt's ebout
#ix inchss nigher than would be comfortcble even fer e tall man
to work at, so they must have been teller then we are, Aan'
those seratches on th' wall above th' bench--tnat shows they had
seven fingers.!

"Then Jeaek walks away, leaving e puzzled bunch o' 3pec-Techs,
wno even tnen didn't tumble st first to Jack's meesnin', end he
hed to come beck en' explain those scratches to 'em."

Bill stopped, tnd finisned off his gless, while hils audience
clemored for the rest of the story. He looked st them disgusted-
l;fl

1Gosh, you're dumb as th' Spec-Techs," he sald, and spat.
"here, someuody, give me e pencil,”

He drew some marxs on a plece of paper, then got up and
welked ewey, wnile the group crowded ebout and puzzled overs
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"JUsT 4 miIKUTE," (continued from page 6)
published in folio-form by the NFFF. BEveretie thought thet this
would bYe & good craative and recreative task for the club,

Nominations were tekne for the post of club chairman, Gus
Willmortn wss simultaneously nominated by E. Everstte Evans and
Jean Cox for re-election, Jean Cox wes nominatsd by Kenneth
Bonnell as a competing candlduts.
IHe Bhi
foONDITIUHLD riEoBunos, ' (continued from page 11)

When the phase of the experiment had barely begun, we were
interrupted by en agent of the antivivesection society of america,
and the subject's mother, mrs, Forever P., poth of whom demended
tnet we "iumcdiately cease this pointless slaughter", a typical
layman's point of view. As Ayen shortly afterwards beceme sonme-
wnet decensed, we have since baen tied up in bigoted ligitation.
Tnus, &t this time, we have been unazole to deduce eny thcories
relstive to this experiment.

DICK BESLER
18.
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