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To sa2y I 41dn't know why I was cditing this issuc of
SHAGGY would be untrue; it's beeause nobody oelase wantel “he
Job. So I was stuck with the Jjob, as all SHAGGY ciitores =rg,
and 1like all the rest of them had to make thoe best of ... Tastead
I produced this imssuo of SHAGHY.

Now 1t is usually customary to thank all the people who con-
trivuted material for the magazine, and I willl 40 so: Thank You.

But here I devart from traditién. I will procced teo =~ *zato
thosc persons who crossed me up in onw way or another.

A Pox on Miscrable Manly Bannister who foulcd up my spaire es-—
timato by using clite type on the original manuscript of "Tre Houndl"

Cursea on Sloazy Jim Wilson who was supposod to write un " i2
Fanquet but decamped for Solveng instead,

Inprecatliona on the head of Rottor Richard Terzian whosza pro-
mised two pages of minutes will be found nowhaerc in sigkt. .

And a blush of shame fronm mysolf who is forecd to adait that
he 411 the artwork and =lso overything elsc that isn't crcilteld
otherwise. Including thce stenclls which at the nmoment hrvo nn ¢+ 1
crrors dlscovered, and cvon more that won't be noticed uniil. this
1ssu0.of SHAGGY is printed.

I also wisgh to thank the at this time stlll unknewr 2.7 30UL
who 1s going to run off 250 copies of every page of ihis Lrirc an
the duvplicator. And whoever oight be dragoonod into helelip o.i re-
celves oy sympathy.

~-- Al Lewis, cditor
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EALLOrA]  tuersvvesncessstvessensssssessonsassnsesses-DARE 2
The Hound --- Manly Bannisteor..scceseseocsessees sose..pago &
Folk Music of tho Futuro --- Kris Noville...... -......pago 9
Thc Chronic Martiang --- Jay Rashorry.eecceceess o o...mnzc 12
The Fanquet --- Babbling BeS9lG.eccsssesassarese o v o€ 1&
Maturo? Look Agailn! --- Anthony More..eseececes. . .. zoge 15
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SHANGRI-LA is publishod, nominally nonthly, by thce o3 &azcles
Sciencc Fantasy Soclety which meeta ovory Thursi-y, “uIvally
nt 7:30, at the Prince Rupert amartnments, 1305 . 2% J12:5ala
St. in Los Angelcs., Guests are always welccomc.

SHANGRI-LA costs 15¢ por copy for the unprivelog-i. i1ivileged

characters, i.0. nienmbers and associsto nmeoubers, . racl i% ¥or
e. mere $1.00 per yeer, If YOU went to bc an ~33oc .. o=bel
(ani Lord Ymows we need 'em) sond your 81. “c: 1. 3,
1340 W, 4th St. Los Angeles 17, Callf. TIf you l.. LENS-

iate nomber, scnd your 31, along also, elicc youo 1o TL0ADLY
dclinquent.

SHANGRI-LA and the LASFS would be glad to @cc21ire 227 ¢ .2neats,
eriticims, correswmondence, cte. Mail goes to Lun EooToT oL
Richard Terzian, at the Ingrahan St. adirce:.
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TXTRACT FROM THANE'S RIST QF CIVILIZATION IN THZ POST
ATOINIC =RA

In the develonment of medern civilization following the crash

A4 the atomie era in its latter days, one should not overloox the
~i1~nificance of The Hound, a point souwetimes glossed over in the

stories of our times, and often refferreil to ag a mere fable or
L*=h, This, of course, showe the natural tendency of historlanes
to consider their subject on the grani scale, to feel that histery
is actually a broad venorams of majestlc sweep, depicting a cerialn
cosmic ebt and flow in some epoteric "destiny of Man'. Nothing,
irr thlis historian's owinion, could be farther from the truth,
The history of men has always dencended on the small things, udomn
the minor factors, as it were, the things which, of themselves,
apneared to be merely thin-bladied knives thrust into the temporal
crust of history, yet of sharp enough edge to present a swift
turning voint in the so-callel "destiny" of the race,. And 90,
The Hound.

The viliage was called KukX, and was one of the very few sur-
viving the Atomic holocaust, so that, some centuries after the
world was laild waste, Kul was no whXt more progressed than at the
time of the cataclysm, Werse off, in fact, for not for generations
had there been any kind of flow of trade goods, machinery, scien-
tific aoparatus, leather. paper, chemicals, and such like from
the world beyond the tall, high, mountains that surrouniel Kul
on every hand. It had been these mountains, however, that had
saved the village itself, being of such a height that they had
deflected unward the clouds of radiation-bearing dust and mols-
+ures that had earlier assailed their lower fleanks, and hences
safely over the purlleues of Kul.

There was a girl of Kul whose name was Nesa; her father wes
Throl; andl the man she loved was Kree. Upon these three, and The
.omd, devolved the future of the human race, and with 1t, that

- at "destinv of Man" beloved of the historians. I would 1ave
“,~ce historians inow here and now that it is man who makes rl.etory.
it 18 not the other way around. I, Thrane, state this as an 2xiowm.

For several generations no living thing had been secn in the
mountains save the domestlca‘ed animals and the citizens of ¥ul,
for all these things, both bird and beast, had been destrcyad
alonz with man in the raiiant flames that had beset thc Iarth
thirough man's own folly. Even the knowledge of them was forzot-
ten in Kul, for the Wooks that told about these things were gone,
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destroyed 1n the superstiticus revulslon of the populace against
knowledge. Gone also was the knowledge of reading and writlng,
and with them the more waluable asvects of human philosovhy.
Nothing of this was left save superstition, fear, and a rigid
adhcrence to certaln rules of conduct and demeanor. To kaow
anything, for instands, was considered dangerous, and cvary

m~n fept a wary eye on hls neighbor, lest he be cauriit h-owing
sométhing, Lleetlng a villager upon the forest patn. 4 man cof
Xul would say "I think it 1s a good day," to which .z, o der
would respond, "I"don't now." When harvesting his =i or ot
potatoes, the Kul man sald,"We now have in I do not cicw hov
many bushals of whatever root it is that I grow. This may iLe
enough to last us through the winter, but as I do nou krow zlout
these things, time will tell."" And by this he mesani ic suy that
his notato crop for the season had been unusually product.ve,
and so he was understood to mean, but hz dored nct sar i% ~ut-
rizht. To such a rediculous extreme had non retreatel from

vhat knowledge that had brought ruin in its wake.

4nd1 so when Kree told Nes, "You are the most wenutiful in
the world, and I love you," he meant 1t beyonl any si+: o7F
me2ning we might exoress today; and it was liter=iir *ruz, for
Nes wos the moat beautiful malden in Kul, arnd Ll wid c22 world,
insofar as 1t existed. But also Krce committeu s 1wni crine
In sc¢ speaking., The directness of his words repnlus. Nez, who
was fully woman-llke An her acceptance of and achor.ace 0 1=
Geuls, reagardless of their fundamental worth,

[£3]

"Let not my father Throl hear you speak so," she cried,
"Remembeﬂ the prohibition of the 014 Ones concerning speaking
in factl'

¥Yét, she was pleased, nonetheless; though she told her-
self that Kree ought to have said, "I questiin mysalf that you
might bs boautiful, and if it were permitted L2 Yo rueh

trinms, I'might love you." Still, ahe though® the e 1u= q
v ronln elegance to the style of his words, the 2= . ~harm
tiat lends enticement to sin, and, recegnizing tnrt L Arew

bwck from it.

But Kree morely laughed, a strong, brown facei, white-
toothed laugh, with the black hrir tossing and curiirg on his
handsome checks,

"'Someday I will show you that all is not perhase, or maybe,
or kmot lkrown. You will belleve with me, them, tare this viing
iz 2nd that thing is, and that to know gives a mam = =eyar
over himself that only in itsclf is beyond xaowivnsz: *

Striding off turough the woods, he camc u:ien S Rowd .,
And fcar struck him. For of all the things tn: Xl i1 net

know, or pretendcd not to know, there wasg one i!' <-.rz> ujpon
aa inown, end that according to the Doctrine ef [ ',i: ‘T.ere
vas no world save Kul. The pcovle in it, the Leaa - in i,
were all tho living things in the world., N ciree (lin7 oxig-

tei anywhore. No other thing could exisat, save i w»s sullen
devils and imps of perversity whom the high mcurt2i~s 371 out
of Kul and left to roam the blasted terrain of The uvulziio,



Tan Hounl was not native to Kul; hencs, in accordance wlth the
Seetes,. of Theedi did not, could not, exist. But therc it wus.

Slenfer, besutiful, sleeck and whito of coat, the Hourd sicod
tmquisicively in the forest path, forcoaw 1ifted, large broown
13 fixce on thes? of th2 man, and in them a flicker of scome-

s nmp-—was 1% 00 <lze?, . « 2 mowing of thinge hevend She
g=o'ing of men..-iw:%t stabbed straight to Krec's heart, .14 then
T . tound turacl. <21 slioped like 2 wraith into 1< silont shad-
- «f the undutiuan, and Kree saw how the sun eyed 2olden Dy
" . aky-reacaing, "etweon the shadows of the coawere, ~ra the
= .+ stillpess tnat was the world-stillness preosl haarily uovon
“+i'. Ho gat dewn ia the forest, sat dewn in the sufyon raze of
¢ ., and wopt aal beat upon his knees with his ii% .8 icr
v +1 scming of the Hound was proof to him that clsewher s ~ther

U ] 11‘."ed .

And so Krec told the villagors sbout The Hound; but they

‘4 at khim suspiciously. On three cccasions i1 that early

@, Xrec came upon The Hound as he went threuzh the forest,
s . though he schemed and devised traps to enteh tac reansl, it
- -~ cluded him, slipping noiselessly away into tac vride-nrush
-1 he woull cntice it closer. The morc often he saw Tho lcand,
t 25 more he spokc of it, and the more he specudatlad aioxl to nolgh-
k3. and companlons that elsewhere other living things were, and
¢ 1:nt to be gearched for and found.

Other villagers, too, saw The Hound upon occasion, but these
wene firm in their single knowledge that no other living thing
eviated save the numbercd men and beasts of Kul. So tnoy turncd
tair minds Inward when they saw The Hound, and said that they
were belng doluded and tricked by the cvil words and tzmpting
troughts of Kree,

And thus, onec night, & group of angry mormr camc to the house
of Krece, the house in which Kree's father and mother had died,
and which was now Krcc'e by right of inheritanee, and they bound
him with roped and took him away to cast into a root housc by
the house of Nos's father, who was Throl, who was the Headman of
Kul.

And so 2 trial was made ready. The following day, the vil-
lazers camec befere Throl and confronted Kree and enumeratcd the
cvila with which he was afflicted and with which he afillicted
¢hsm. That they, too, saw The Hound,they sald, was nreaf that
roe was a wizard, an evil being not fit to live among tacm, and
vnorefore he should bo made to die.

In the front rank of spectators wag Nes, more beautiful than
ever in hor anguish, Far from thinking of himself, Kree oxpeniled
his thoughte gpon hor, and wished that things had beon dAifferent
for Nes' sake, and that he had not brought this unhappinsss uopon
her. "hen the villagers had concluded their testimany, while
Nes wept with_her shawl over her face, stern Throl stood up from
his chailr, the chair which was carvel grotesquely, huge and heawvy,
and which was the symbol of hils offlce.

"M tnink the erime of the defendent beyond words, beyond


goid.cn

veint redcemed in death," he said heevily.
hng affectod us . 2ll,
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contc.
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Kree 11fted his eyesc. "To me, sir, ani to Nes?"

"And to Nes, ny son, For though it is forbidden to me to
know anything, I %now that you love her and che loves you, amd
whotever the Demons mey he that inhabit ths Outside, no power
they coull mustor can lent the armor of love."

At this Krez cothered Nes into his streng arms, and she
1aid her head erelnst him and wept.

"But the villagers will stop mel" she cried. "It is for-

"Young man,
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Juizement final.
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A mile within the forest he came-wpon Nes waihing for him.
She had & great bundle of gooda with hor, racluding clath, her
father's axe, several kcen knives, and other useful 1mplcﬁ -—
There werc also utensils for seemly cooking and eatiug wiloh
her wifely instinct had badce her also tako along. Those they
devided into two packs, a larger onc for Kraeo, and a smaller ono
for Nes, and thoy shouldered them with slinga mada of ropes, and
followed the slooc of the forest floor,

As Throl had sald, shortly the Hound camo out of the for-
cst .end fell in aho2d of them, end trotted happily along, looking
over his shoulder from time to time to mnke surc that the man and
the woman still followed.

And thus it camec to peass, that, at thc foot of the mountains,
reachad after many days of following the Houni, Xree and MNos came
upon a smiling countryside, and found thoro a wenaaring tride
of other outcaste from Kul. Tholrs was a pitiful , miscrable
condition becauso thoy still carried the bolilefa of Kul. 3But
Krce and Nes taught thom the now philesophy; that it is gool to
¥now., Tho tribe scttled into a ecommunity, becamo thriving and
nrosperoud under Krec's direotion, and in timo made union with
othor tribes wandering from distant parts. '

In this wise man roso again aftor the fell,and it was not
owing at 211 to the influonce of Kul, as somc historlans lnzict,
For it ie written in the Chroniclcs of Yarth that Kree leter
roturncd to Kul and found the village buried under 2 landelide,
from which no living thing had eoscaped savo & few chickens and
goats.

As for the Hound, it may have beon a wandcring dog, or it
may haveo been 2n cmlssary gent by Heaven, I, Thrane, jo not mow
about things like that.

---Hanly Bannister

DON'T FORGIT

WESTERCON IV
San Francisco, June 31st and July 1st

NOLACON
Ninth World Science Fiction Convention
New Orleans, Labor Day Weckend, 1951

DON'T FORGET
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slippcd up. So we herewlth pre-
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OF THE FUTURE

by ERIS NEVILLE

Rick wantod an articlo on folk muaie of the future. I
wanted to do an article on the four lettor obsecenity on our
sidowaXk, (Thie obacenity oomecs out whenever 1t ralns; dur-
ing cloar woathor, it's perfectly invisibdlo. Why it should
come out only when it raine, I'm sure I can't say. 1t was
printed thero by a frustrated admirer of my ton yoar old
sistor, and eindo it's perfectly unmentionadble, we're rather
restrained--the Neville houschold--from January until April.)
Or an article on why I sulk in the garage for twc hours ev-
ery time I buy a typewriter ribbon. Or why, to prove my Am-
ericaniam, I now carry a copy of a comic book in my hip pocke
ct whorover I go., But after 811 it's Rick's magazine, and
since I'm sure X will never see e copy (I havo personal ene~
mics eilther in the club or in thoe postal departmont who keep
me from getting Shagey.) I may as well write about folk mu-
8le of the future.

Beat placo to start 1a with T ﬁ:?ﬁn ?;11§ QE Eﬁrthﬂ

The music by Tom Flazer (& vory gogg folk singer who has out
an albun oalled ?;ﬂgg ﬁg;;idg and who is co~author of, and
singer on, a perfeetly wonderful audio-oeducational VD rccord
called "That Ignorant, Ignorant, Cowboy" which concludes:
"Only a doetor can cure sy phi 11s.") But ;hﬁ Q{Qg?_ﬂxélg

Eart¥ is not whaet the folk musiec of the future will be
1iko. at's folk music of tho past. :

Ir tho future, I think tho guitar will be replacod by
some¢ other ocasily porteble musical instrument; my current
cholce is the nusical saw, which combines sesthetle appeal
with utility, and should find great favor with our distant
progony. If so, thd singing style will boe affgcted, exact-
ly as it was by the guitar, and latoer, the banjo. The
voice might bo sonewhat quivory and excecding ly fluid; and
perhaps pitched up through the nose, (It's difficult ot
tell for sure.) 4nd, if a portable xylophono wore invonted
and accopted, we might got a sort of breaking-glass tinkle
produced just up from tho dlaphragnm,
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- —8o mch for tHatT.”

As to tho subject matter, T like to think 1t will be wre-
dOﬂinently ﬂisastﬂr stuff. Ih the traditlon of Eir Patriek

'@f [ ry s Roek, The Avondsle Mine Disaaicr,
ﬁg P* N of the Ti nic. fchoko.--ﬁd
Oh cone = you young fellars,
rnd li1sten while I tcll

0f the crew of Star Flight Scven,
and the fote that thom bofell.™

I 32¢c 11ttlo haope for the survivel of the outlaw bnlladry,
chlcfly boeause cxccutlions are no longer public, In the old days,
intinerant son~sters could circulate their broaisido ballaZs Jur-
ing the hangingce so that the citizen could take home, for a »enny,
th2 1ife histofy of the eriminal, rhymecd, and o moresl to boot:

"Oh how happy we are if we understand There is no joy but in do-
ing good."

Today the job is done adoquatoly enough in morc of less blank
versc by AP, UP, and INS.. "

The outlaw balladry thet survives 1s unenticsfrctory to the
discerning critie. For instancs troke 2n Infericr work 1lilte thu:
"Ballad of Protty Boy Floyd". Now I submit that if they'd sav.od
Protty Boy for henging, if thc hanging hed heen public, perhass
s0Mo fo1k singer of rore talent might have tried to comootc-- i
the snot nt least~--with tho nows servicos and oroduced another

Sa3 Hell.

" (Some agency or other chouli oxamine  this wholc situction,
I think. 1In alifition to bsing a great convenicnce for folk sing-
era, ovublic hanplings osrovide wonilerful entertninment for the kid-
dies, bring out the best in a man-- ah for the cld 4ays when men
wore den and trod the thirteen stems with a sneer amid checrs
fron an snnreciective audicnec!l--~, and arovide signal instruction
in the wages of Sin, For the sakc of Art, for tho sake of cntér-
tainnent, for tha sake of uman dignity. for the s~kn of gorality
give us bpcx our nublic hangings, I say!)

The grest love song body of uaterial in the & cyres
tradition has dugcnbrptcd to I'm Drivings Nails in Hy Coffin on
the one hand ~nd I Cricd for You on thc sther. -¥ noc 1ittle honc
for 1t 1in the future,.

Of our scasonal carols,. I can conccive of somcthing worth
while in the Silcent MNirht trﬂiition° however if our currsnt trend
continuecs, we should gct cxtcnsions of Al)l I Yapt For Chrigtu-s

is Ly Iug "Front Tczth and 3udol¥n, Tha &é}— ced Rbiniegr sor-, of
thing. I think this w41l bo infericr cntertainzent. -

Our rclizious songs or folk isnces scon to rive sonc nromise
of future cxcellceneo. If the US conquercs the worll, we will 211
ba plously singing of Heaven; If tho USSR, piously dancing Slavic
recls in cclebration of. the harvest,



But I think the versonal tradgedy ballads arc on the wony
out. The Doath of Floyd Collins scems to hove beon the 48w
grcat one, Thosz ol you who raeesll The Deatk ¢f I:th.e i2(av

Fiscus will apgroc thet souchow the sharit a7s 7.m¢ 7% o )
subjecct. Exoctly as todoy no ovwe wold ik U vt T A
opie pocm, 80, too, no oaw willi wrifthe 4 mnonel 1cedscar Sal-
1ed. Perhapsr taste will swings Ir Tondt 1ot PR, anl
if soo, tho gpresways will bo I1llad vith w7 di=slcs

nbout individuals buricd riive, csuszht i1 ice fLove, o EoN
atorred on artollitos snd vsisoncd, snot, or knifed by jcal-
ous lovers,

The last great subjcct nmatter proup thet oceura to mo
ot tha momont 1s the militant lebor dallais. Thesc, =0o, will
pass, as lahor comes nore and mere intoc powere i Aoa tRY LTSS
lcss frequent; there will be no Jeoe HI1ll, nc rouilrs; VoL EY
songs in the fututro,, 8nd, 28 far as I kmow, thowc val® o rat 3o
eventhe momory of thom. In twenty twe voluues o1 1007 Wi .
jssucsd by tho Lidrary of Congrose, noit anc honaogt-toaa.n walr-
Ker's song oopoars---and in our current idictlc clina ., ¢ opim-
ion, we'ro likely to imprison anyoné who almita to paasllittap
the words of "Pio in the Sky." So Thosc sonfs will salloo it
tcrly., 1Instoad, in the future, I rather i.:cine we'Lh RS, S
rodieal soaps of unrcgencratce Capltalists (sct bu cld = L
niclolics, of coursc).

4

But I'11l say again, the folk music of the futurs saonid
be predominently -the songs of didaster. If Aanythiwus .7 o
certain, it's that menkind 1s golng to provide prurl, T “Te-
erial, St
--- Eris Neville / v/ e

" —ANP NEW
CiFxmEltenN”
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J A X

R A 8 B ERIRY
One

across thc long 4cad sea bottoms, tho shadows of night were
falling, causing the rels and browns of the vhisnering sands to
fadc into the dreany purple of the oncoming nigas.

On thc cdge of that ancient scn, the last rays of the sot-
ting sun bounced off fairy towers, bathing the city in a last
golden efl:ence of lirpid beauty.

Yera watchod 2s the shopkcepers closed thelr storcs anil nedo
ready to yleid the gstreets to the silver zoonlight,.,. Thuy sanag
as they worked, 2andl the song wns strange and somehow allcn Lo
that elfin paradisc. She hummced the vords to herself and savored
thelr strango ciellowness and thelr statcly beauty. They cx-
pressed a nccd, a vast yecarning that sccmod to transceni time
and space, ~nd sought rclcrsc in a paon of song,

"Drunk last night, drunk the night bofore,

.Gonna get drunk tonight like I ncvoer boen
drunk bztore."

Two

The spacerien clinbed out of the ship and stood Arin¥ing in
the scconc before then. :

"Man, isn't it wondcrful," cried Thatcher, thc engineer,
"Beautiful," said Joncs, the pilot.

"Lot's find sowme habitation," suggestcd the Captain.
"We'rc from Earth," they said to the first men they met.
"Cortainly," he renliod.

"The third pisnet,” s=id thc Cavtalin.

"I shot.d hopo so,” the other replicd.

"But arcn't you surpriscd?"



"Why should I be?"

"But wao'ro from Earthi"

"So ao I."

“0h. tr
Threco ‘

Bittarby and his fanlly starcd at thc Martian landescape
around theom, Gontly rolling eand duncs stretched to the old
1ine of hills in the dAistence, away from their hono, a trans-
ported Earth hona, before thon,

"A now 1lifo," asaid Bittering.

"A now planot," said his wifa,

Their gazoe wandercd froma the old sca bottom, what was
1ts nanc? Oh, yes, Lbeorerombic, The Hartlsns had called it
something oleo a lorng tine apgo, but thi: wrs better. It wns
no longer the Lav~latewhatalatlattlolitiiciattlolottlc Sea.
Such n rediculous nanc,

Then Bittoring's wife gnzed at the orange trec. Tho
oranf¢s had turncd greoen.

She §azod at her busband. He had sprouted n~ncther palr
of arns. THernry?'she noked dovtbtiully.

“Call mo Ray," sald tho four nrmed epperition.

"You're tryiné to scare ne, "8ho snid.

"I am not!'I think this get up 1s cute.”

"Oh act your 2ge! Get in tho Housc!" .

o've changed,"”

"Go insidoe." -

Bittoring sighod a long sigh of anquish, ~nd, shecdding
his cxira arme, followed his wifce into the houso. Hc wes cnrre-

ful not to step on her tall.
Anpthoer

Parkor starcd with satisfactlon at thoe trin building be-
fore him. “Urivereal Hotdogs,' tho sign orcclained, "The best
food on Marg.- .

"Tust wall,” ho exulted. “'This is going to be & mint."

"Next month the armeda arrivoe from Earth," his wife
seid, "Fifty million hungry colonists.”

"All clanoring for food."
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"Our food."
"Univarsel Hotdogs."

And then the prceen star that was the Enrth scemed to swell
and beeone shot all over with 1ittle crimson sn-cks. Then 1T
Brew bright and whore before thore nad besn £ niinct there was
now & scconl suir. Yrrier fturncd ol surveysd nis stwd that
now was to nover lmow a custcier. Eis gaz ¢ rowaed owa it
cratcs of foo3 that had been peart to feed f3fty millincg to v
His frcc took on a strange losk. "I*3 &ll ours, =ow, 1 o

"1o'1l never scll it," his wife said. “Tatire is only un,
now, to cat it."
Paprker
"Hot Dog!"/#znkimx cxclained, and bogan.
And Still Another
The phone rang.
"pAHe11 with it," Benton muttored, and went back o elean.

THE END? NEVER.

I

/57 /87 /€] IF]/E]/57 /57 /E7/F7 {as Sneary might have £234371el

Dave Leaperance thought he was doing protty well wnen “ .
colcbratcd nis first s2l1o as co-guest of honor ah the LilzT
Third Annual VWriter's Fanquet last month.

Unfortun~tely, or othcrwilss, Len Moffat went hin one hsiter, -
Not only 414 hec cclebrate hig first sale, but also his mercin e,
thnt afternoon, th:iAnna Sinclare. Since hc met Hrs., Moffag
through LASFS, we pay all pat ourselvos on the back for being
Cupid's arrows of outragcous fortunc, or sonc such thing.

Anyhow, congretulations to becth, or rather 211 threc,of you
for your rcspective schicvenents. For the reecord, Dave's astory
waa ono of these which helped to 1ntroduce the new Avon nesmgovine,
TEN STORY FAITASY. "The Woodworker" appearcd under the penr:ic
of Gene A. Davidson, Len's story, "Alpha Centaurl Curtain “-i1"
was one of thosc which helped to remove the 014 Avon negezinc,

QUT OF THIS ORLD ADVENTURES,

After an coxecllent iinner which the Unigque Restaurrnt Luought.-
fully proviled for its mucsts naintcnance of 1ife, each of aora
forty-odd pcple got up and introducod thenmselves, or rathir » ro
introduced by M € Walt Dougherty, and then each made a “shor’
spcech, of varying length. Agent Ackerman maie an announce lert 2ar
two, and then the progran was turned over to the two gucsts of
honor, who both cntertalnci 2nd edified us,

then the mecting broke up, 1t broke up into groups wvhich
discussed everything froo Dianotics to Tho Future of #nr, =i
what c¢nch writer had done cr was planning to do. ADong h2co-
nresont were van Vogt, Bradbury, Kris Neville, E. Mayno hulli,

v Zvans, Sncnry, Dot Faulkmer, Bill Cox, otc., etc., o<uc.

A ggod time was had by 2ll,

---BABBLING BESSIE
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" . ...The most attractive apoearance in the filell.....
the most besutiful covers in the field.....the alghest rates
and the most liberal wolicy on story rights....... tne hest
fiction in its field. The finest scicnce fiction writore-—-
nnd now RAY 3RADSURY---cculd this be why GALAYY seien:: fisbion
wns mede tae greatest impact and 1s growing mere wlfoly laan
any o.her mepzisiae in lts f1=214%" Thus thz current lurocac_on
of icecreiible bravadc by the overnlzht sear of all that ic good
in science fiction, the heartily confident H. L. Cold.

Gentlemen, there la a monster in our miist, and like
many vamos she is full of fascination and 1lke the Greek she
vears gifts veiling s significance far beyond the face value
of the merchaniize for sale. The monster has a name, and it
1s GATAXY.

Some years ago, for a now defunct fan publicatlon, the
writer vrepared an article on the future of sclence Cfictlen,
in which he made the prediction that, after the war, scicnce
fiction, in the szense of general recopgnition and putlic ac-
ceptance, would arrive. Trls wns not a remarkadly clzver
deduction, for anyone Tamiliar with the Tield ecouvld huwrs, and
many orebably 414, mare the sane observation. Weore Lauortant,
thourh, the writer ckt:2rved that this woull vrovihe a ~eal
test for scienee Ticii.n, for the simple reason bkt ta sell
to a wider sudience---t) a goneral ey auklace, LIy widil,
———would c2l1 for a brand of fiction that woulid havs morzal
for such a general untrained aulieace. There 13 ¢ AL
relationship betwecn quality and vpovularity, an? ¢ui.e remilarly,
in most fields of creative endeavor, the two work in inversa
ratio. Alresiy we have seen the beginnings of this in the
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current sclence fiction revolution which seems to have overin -
the literary as well as the whole entertailnment world., -
like THE DIG EYE, which was in relity nothing more than o r -3 1.
rate sclence fletlon story based on a theme much more vov-1 . 1y
and aderuately handlel by Balmer and Wylie elghteen yza-s i)
receivae rave rcviows by the "¢ritics" and sell widely 4 & soan-
specialized reading nublie. .The significance of this s P .z~
such a atory, the very point of which hanmgs or a snz2 ' ¢ r-Yag-
tion of the standards 9__.5 logic L Aptagr g Iy
g;g the cornerstones of gelicnoe fiction, bocomes tha suusr L of
JUDGEMENT for the paying nublic; they hava no othar se¢ of v
ues, knowing nothing but the kind of science fiction that ihe
so-called "Authorities"'decide is acceptable. And do authors
eat? Some.do,

30 we have GALAXY, We have GALAXY and an editor with a gen-
ilus for the semantically glib, for what is in reality a very
high-level variey of high-pressume, steam-engine salesmansh’n
and opropaganda, Whatever it mey be called, it amounts tc t2hing
a word--"mature"--and holding it 1like eome literary sword of
Damocles over the science fiction world. Other"authorities' in
the days before sclence fictlon became important, called tre nat-
ter "Juwvenile", eo that means there must be a"maturc'scierce
fiction, and the label ia neatly hung on this bright new nazuzine,
In truth, it means that this is the word that will mako scizne
fiction palatable to tho guy who doesn't know, =rl who flco 1.r
two blte in him pocket. Gold, (ard that may be talken two wars),
may lable the storics in thls magazine as"maturoe) and the c3.-,
may be taken, but tho fact7that the materlal eppearinz in . ¥
13 pomul~ge scicnee fletlon., %Which, ns mentloned befors, t.
nothing whatsoever to do with good scilence fiction. Souez. -
seems to have forgotten that there is a vory good reasor . .
vhy scicnce fictlion has never before been "popular'---thor. 3
aren't cenough people around with the sort of imaginative int. -
lect reouired,

Now, aa to what is a good asclence fiction story, thero are
as many ideas on that subjlect as there are readers of sacince
fiction, Like "mature", "good" ‘is a word and =3 such hos differ-
ent meanings for different neople. It is possibke, howcver, to
arrive at coertaln generazlizations ss to ths naturo of science
fictlon---what, in eoffect, makes it science fiction and not
Juet adventure fiction, -

Primarily, science fiction 1is concerned with man againgt his
environment; this is unlike most general fictlon, whore his pre-
occupation is genoerally man'a atruggle with other men or wiih
himeelf. Sclonco fiction takes tha self and places 1t in i:is
proper perspactive, adopts a strange sort of a rcletivisti:z,
or more proncrly a null-A attitude, and recogniscs sel® os n»art
of the interplay of environmentel forces, whilch it trenrts 31 =2
different manner than 4o other forms of literary entertniimont--
they ~re thinge to be dealt with, to be understacd, usud, and
contrglled, The nature of scionece fietion, whicn 1s lopic and
mind over environment, demands this., When emci?® 1121 forces win

over ressqan, no matter what the outeome. the mgius operandi
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is gﬂﬁ?ﬂf. There may be science fictlon atorles about emotion
ani utilizing emotion, but if they ard worth their silt, ther

reject the idea that the individual must turn his baoi cNl Ped-
son and rely on the wild and uncontrolled “‘crce cf Mis gland-

ular socretlons in the mastery of his environmant. inCeecd,

in the latter day of science fiction, cuc of Hho primccy prob-
lema has been the control ani evaluatior of emotion.

The point is that seience fiction ts, aftor all, what the
label says--—flction 2bout science. Ws have anacstrotics and
heaters to keep us warm in winter and shorter vorkine curs and
longar 1ife-spans, all becauss of what this somewh: ™ vrdefinc
2ble thing called science has achieved. While scien:c fictlen
cen be cognizent of the misuse of the creations of suiznea, it
recognisea additlonally that 1t 1s the individual who misusse
them and thot "the proper study of mankind is mar himself, "
And while it can and must warn us of the dengers inherent in
such misuse, 1t must never, never, come full circls and becoms

antiagc;enge fietion,

The publishers and editors of GALAXY, like all publishers
anl editore, are out to make monay. To do this; they are after
the new reader, the guy who doesn't know and has two bita in his
vocket, the guy who wouldn't read "juvenile" stuff but will
certainly gobble up "hature""stories. Sure they're mature.

It says so. He'll also gobble it up because he can understand
them. They say the same thing he, poor misguided Aevil, ia
thinking sl1 the time. Science? To Hell with science!l Secience
15 going to destroy us all. It's a bad thirng, this science.

And 1t says that, right in thd magazine. Y2g, this is good
stuff---1t's the same kind of Junk, pairdor ms, "mature" acience
Tfiction he reads ohce in a while in COLLIERS ard TIST an? so
forth, only they didn't dare label it scicnce friction tecause
that was "juvenile?! Now they'vs got som:thing to holler about
~-~they're going to save the world from scienca,

And the werld of the futurs becomas not a golden age, not
the age of man's freedom from himself and his release from the
chains of his envirenment, but a time when he has at last sur—
renlersd to the machines and atands trembling in the fecs of mad
scisnce, the atomic age descendent of the mad sclentist. So
this guy who docesn't know, who can't understand and ircpably
never wlll understand what science fietion can be, ertza it up.
What about the vore devout "fan?" Well, he's been kicked around
80 much with the word "juvenile" that he loves the idea of being
able to sit iIn the sun for ths so-called literats world for a
change, He doesn't know he's selling his bitthright for a song,
---and a song of seduction 2t that,

Let's look at this "mature" megazine that's doing 1ts best
to nesasinate sclence fiction. Exclusive of the current unfin-
1shed seriael (Thle was written two monthsa ago--E1,) there heve
been twenty-seven steries in the five 1ssues to dete. A grand
total of three of them have something hopeful to say, and one of
them, Simak's "Secand Childhood" while n good yarn, says 1t with
out too much enthusiasm. Of the other two, Robinson's "The Re-
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luctant Herows! while not particularly now, is rather well writ-
ten, HNevertheless it remains as slick ag the cover of COLLIERS,
The third, the Reynolds-Brown collaboration "Dark Interlude" is
a comnentary on race problems and ls in many respects the best
gtory o far to appear in the magazine.

Qutsidc of this there is nothing but emotlonallism, sex to
a degree all out of place in science fiction, (thus making it
"mature" 1ike the big, important magazines), and what can only
bc daseribed as a bitter assault on human progress, Simak's
"Time Quarry," which sounds a lot like van Vogt but isn't,
startes off nicely but ends, 1like all good sllck yarns, with he
getting she, and nothing much being done, thought, or decided
along the way. Sturgoon's "The Sters Are the Styx" is a grim
treatment of svace travel and all ite conseoqgusnces, The re-
mainder of the first issue follows much thc same tone, veny
grim indeed, as in MacLean's "Contagicn! Lieberis "Later Than
You Think," and Asimov's "Darwinian Pool Room." This latter is
an outetaniing story, ani it says everythkng GALAXY haa ta say
with comnlzaet logic and force., By itself 1t would be remark-
able, but in the company 1t keeps it 1g still enti-sclence fic-
tion, "The Last Martian" by Brown 1ls representative of another
recent trend, not restricted to GALAXY, which is somewhat dis-
agrceecable, to wilt, the idea that man cannot save himself from
himgelf and from his environment and must be saved by creaturses
from otfler worlds,

November brought more of the same 1n "Coming Attraction"
by Lieber, and the lssue was otherwise notable bseause of the
very elever "To Serve Man" by Damon Knight, and the highly res
Aiculous "lioneymoon in Hell" which saw pen saved by machines
and love triumphant, with a little sex, just like in the slicks,
December brought Jones' "A Stone and a Spear" with eclence on
the defensive again, and . the highly peasimistio "The Waker
Drecams" by Matheson. The reat of the issue was strictly flller,
including "Jaywelkwe" by Roass Rocklynne, which 1s a story only
one sclence fiction magazine would ever haved stooped to pub-
lishing. And it 44d., Love triumphant in the ond, and reason
out the window,

Caxe tho new year., Januery brought "Rule of Three' by
Sturgeon and mere salvation from the stare. @Guult's "Made To
Measurs" demonstreted thet, after 211, vwe must obey our cmotlons,
and presented some semantic clap-trap cbout the perfect wife.
Love again triumphant. "Susceptibility¥ by MacDonald was a sort
of neo-walden back-to-the-woods affair, londed with sex. To the
immense credit of this issue it contained "The Reluctant Heroes"
and "Dark Interlude.”

In Fcbruary came a kind of hysterical climax to the whole
proceedure, Bradbuby (bless L.S. de Camp for being the first
person to speak up on that subject, in the current 4, 5. F.)
proved again, sixty one pagcs worth, that thls whole modern
world is all wrong and the only way out 18 backwards. Once
apain, scicencoe is the villain. The short storles in the lssue,
with the exception of "Second Childhood" were thoroughly vacuous.
Del Rey should be ashamed of "And It Comes Out Here' for even as



8 rowrite Job of an awfully old idea, 1ts poor. Nelson Bord
does things 1ike Curtis' "The Protector" 'much bettzr, and even
when he do0es it. it's not particularly good. Robinson's "Two
Weeks 1n August" was straight from the general magazines---
typical of the meeningless sclence fictlion they publish.

Lest this sound like a diatribe, the following qualifica-
ticn should be made. Some of these storles were protty good;
a couple wcre masterful,. But they are far from being the most
mature sclence fiction ever written. The only people who'll
go for that are those who don't know ony better (that fellow
vith the quarter again) and the fans who have been aching to
Jump on John Campbell'a back because of Dianetics or out of
Just plain spite. W¥What this latter group tends to overlook, 1s,
1a that while no single man is responsible for the maturation
(yes, that word again) of sclonce fictlion, certainly Campbell
engineceed it.. The standards of acience fietion are now, and
will' continue to be for 2 long timc, the brand of serious sci-
ecnce fiction that c¢haracterized the Campbell oera that began with
Asimov's "Trenda" and continued 2t high water through 1942,
Take any quallty sclence fiction story, in any current magazline,
and compare 1t to the material of this era, and then to the
yeare before, Sure the gadget age 1s gone, pralse be, but it
18 certainly as undesirable to go to the complte extreme and
damm the scionce that made the gadget, which is what is being
done.

Mature? Why the best, most meature story that has yaet ap-
peareod 1n GALAXY-—-pick your choice---can't compare with "Uni-
verse," "Final Blackout! the above mentioned "Tronds", "Nerves"
"Phe Stars Look Down, " "Slan," "If This Gocs On--" ad infinitum,.

Hare's tho trouble. The buying public, those walking twen-
ty five cont pelcecs, have been sold on "acience fiction"---
note guotoes. It's pomular, so they'll buy. Gentlemen, thoy're
buying a label, They‘re looking for, and they're getting, the
gsame sort of love storles and adventure stories and emotidnal
1dlocy thoy've always gotten, undoer the label of "love" "adven-
turo' "western'"but with a new setting---the moon, the laboratory,
or the imaginary world of the far future where they can be tit-
1lated with a new look at sex. In thia very important reapect,
GALAXY is everything that it saye 1t 18 not--1it 1is cowboys with
rey guns--on & very literate levol. It is not good science
fiction. It is not good aclence fiction simply because good
aclenceo fiction cannot be sold to that kind of a reading public..
It 18 not being condescending to say that science fictlon de-
mands an attitude, a kind of intellectual detachment, a type of
intclligence that does not charaeterize the general reading
public, at least not at this date. But the men who know how to
write sclence fictliom are writing the kind of material for
GALAXY that thlas average roeeder ca2n grasp, that does mean some-
thing to his untrained mind, and thoyre doing it becausc they8Bre
gotting vaid for it.

Gontlemen, 1t's » monster. With ite beautiful Bonestell
cover, the only satisfactory covedp so far, and its neat appear-
ance, with its line-up of blg namo authors, yet to introduce a
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a good ncw one, with itas shameless braggadoclo and its patent
iriitation of ASF, with its imnact on the fiold and with its
all-to-unwiac acceptance by the fen who should rccognize it
for what it 13, it's still e monster. It'as 2 monster because
it's anti-ccicnes fiction, and bocauasse its sucdeas will mean
more inlt~tors. It's a monster because it's a glick magazine
in e ficll thrat cannot be slick 2ni nmaintain 1ts identity and
1ts integrity, And that sort of thing, gcentleanen, can mcan
the end of everything that science fiction stends for.

- END w-—-
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The follovwing item from the drama scction of the Los Anreles
Ilpgs svniks for 1tself:

SAM JAFFE PLAYS HUMANITARIAN SCIENTIST

Sam Jaffo, who received an Acaloeny nominatlon for his
supporting portrayal in "Asphalt Jungle" scome to be bone-
fitting by tho honor, At 20th, whero he rcedntly aprenred
as the head of a dross goods foctory in "I Gan Gat it Tor
You Wholcsala,” he will now orect a humanitnrian <elcniist
An “fhe Day The Earth Stood St111" which will ke wrcdased
by Julian Blaustoin, This is about the vigitor Jrez ancther
planot (Michael Rennle) who thremtsns the =arth win: acstruck
tion. Thce f11n will hava szelologlieal aepecte. Tarion Iroa
tho novel "Farcowoll to the Kaster" tho picture 1s boiig
geripted by Zdmund North. Billy Gray, 12 yeare, rccently in
“Just One More Chance" is nlso in tho fila.

Sob !
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DRAGONS IN AMB:ER
by Willy Ley
Viking, 1951

Willy Ley'as DRAGONS IN AMBER is eagily the best book I
have read in some time. It is a sequel, 1f onc collection of
miscellany can be crlled a sequel to another such colloction,
to his earlier book, THE LUNGFISH, THE DODO, AND THE UNICORN.

In it he continuea with the wenderings of a romantic
naturalist with the same fascinating storytellingz ability that
aade his carlior work such a success, Beginning with twoe chap-
ters on apber, which tho Grecsks originally callei glektron,
andi with which the Russians are now 4dding God-lkmows-what,
and continulng with the story of the icthytosaur, Ley conducts
a tour of 1life, plant ani animal, opast and present,

And tho only criticiem one has when ona finiahes is
that the book is too short.

0f 211 the featurces of hels book, however, the one
that imwresesed me the moset is the feclina Ley manages to 1lm-
part that sciencc is by no =cans 4t the eni pf ite researches,
and that it 1s a continuous and fascinating adventure thet

1as soing on todsy.

The stnries in this book are for the most wart unfin-
ishel stories, storiee thet we are in the midile of =2nd may,
if we live long cnouegh, se tho next chapter of.

The stories of the Takahc, the dog-sized flightlicss
bird of New Zealani, and of thc Sequdia, the glant and not-
so-gilant redwood of Celifornia and China are particulsarly
rich in this quality.

and Ley also manages to convey a sense of wonder at the
aarvolous thinga in the worli arouni about. 4it the very comaon
Cycad, which I havg bben passing every 1ay for several months
without rzeognising, 2nd vhich is as warvelous in 1ts way as
1s the sequnia.

ind then there is the Milu which should be extinct but
isn't, anil the Panda, and the common Potato Bug, 2nd the Canel,
and----

But reerd4 tho boock for yoursclf. You won't be iissapointei.

---al. LEWIS
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