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Shaneri-I'atraires #36 FTor June 1¢47. The official club wublication of
the Tos Angeles Science sfantasy oacxety, 6275 O Bixel S5t., I'os Anreles
14 calif. Published at ever-increwsing Lntervals due to press of =
other business, laelr o9f material, the paper shartabe, and general iner-
tia. 1l@c per sxngle copy, 3/25c, 6/50e. 1If you want to trade mags, '
it's got to be on the all-of-mine-Jor-all-of-yours basis or 1 don't
want to fool with it. Ac¢dress all communications to 1057 S Normandie
ave., Log Angeles 6, California.
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Al Ashley and Jack -Wiedenbecl: have ‘developed & variation of fairy
chess, and to hear Al Ashley talk about it you\»ould think this is the
first time anybody's ever done it.

We have invénted, sald nl a new tyne of chess which we have
christened fairy chess.

Some of the pieces: There is the Rebbit, which moves but once in
the course of a game and then only f{our squares straipht ahead, there
to stop, spawn a row or rather a square of pawns arouné it, and vanish
forever rrom the boafd. I suggested this piece be called the Salmon,
since the salmon spawns and dies while the rabbit goes on and on ané on
without pauwse excent mayhe Ifor breath now and then. But Al Ashley,
through some obhscure prozess of thoucht, saié the term Rabvit was more
suitable.

The Blinker modves parallel to the sides of the board (which is
10x10 sauares) any number of spaces, anc has the further faculty of
"blinking" off the side, to reanpear oca any Other side square.

The Plague can kill all the pieces in squares adjacent So it, in-
cluding its own men (this is sometimes advisable ). :

The Joker can assume the identity of the King, with all the King's
powers, and limitations, at any time. :

The Kibitzer can get on the same sguare with any other piece cutt-
ing the powers of that piece by 500,

I sugmested to Ll that the center four squares he mounted on a
turntable which would rotate at random impulses during the game, carry-
ing with .it any pieces which mipht be on it at the time. Also, some
pieces could be equipded with tiny lights that flashed on and off now
ani then, the powers of the pieces belng materially affected thereby.
Aand I invonted a piece called the Gleeper, which, being lighter than
air, floats 15 inches off the board and bdoserves the gauge of hattle,
dinping down to snatch orf the best man of anybaiy who seems to be win-
ning. Anéd the Swike, which is a small time-traveller and can dart into
the future or past oi the game. Thus, when you finé yourself in & jan,
you employ the 3wike, causing it to enter the game 10 moves back, undo
the damage at a critieal point, andé swing you over to the track of an
alternate future.

But Al Ashley claims thesc sugzestions o9f mine are frivolous and
not in keeping with the serions tone of the game. He will have nothing
to do with them. Anyhow, he claims, the game is now perfected and has
no need of any changes, now or ever. He also intimates that he devised
the game by himself, although I know Jack Viedenbeck dreamed up some of
the more intriguing pieces.

I micht mention here that 1 you don't know chess, be assured that
it is almost exactly like checkers, which you used t2 play a little and
were pretty good at. Be assured, too, that you understané this new
came every bit as well as Al Ashley does.

I think this all indicates pretty clearly what sort of neople we
have running locse here in Ios Angeles, s0 don't feel too hadly ahout
not heing able tvo visit this Mecca of fancdom.

--~Charles Burbee
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I was working out in my garden when
the man parachuted down beside me. As
soon as I got over my first surprize, 1
helped him retrieve his 'chute and
helped him out of his rig. Then 1l asked
him into the house.

"Thanks," he said. "I'm famished,
if you can spare some food. 11 degg) Jske
a box to pack this suit in to ship to
the govermment. It'1l give 'em ideas
about suit-design for high-altitude
fliers."

"I thought that's what you were,"
I said.

"Me? Nope, just a hitch-hiker."
He dug into the food I'd set out and
didn't cpeak again till he was finished.
He sat back, belched heavily, 1lit an
odd-smel 1ing cigarette S inches  long,

"I've always had the itchy foot--in
my day I've hoboed all over the worla. I
got the crazy idea some years back that
I'd like to see the rest of the Uni-
verse. 1 used to read this science-fict-
ion crap and it was always talking about

life on other planets and it got me to
wondering.

"After I got to the moonl found
that there were a lot of space-fliers

commuting through the solar system, even
though we don't know anything about it
yet. I managed to bum a ride to siars on
a moon-freighter, and from there I've
been to every planet and large satellite
in the System. Nothing galactic, you
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understand--just solar system stuff, and
all by hitch-hiking, except one hop from
Europa to Ganymede, when I had to work
my way in the engine room.

"I got so I could talk the language
that is used by all the different people
on these planets--and they are all folks
just like us in shape and loolks, though
much smarter than we are. I asked why

hey never dropped in on Earth and they
said they were afraid to--our folks here
are too damned war-like, and with the
power and knowledge the Planeteers have,
would +try to take over
everything, once they'd learned what
these others know. They never have any
war at all---their economic structure is
perfectly balanced.

"I finally got home-sick for Earth,
and the crew of a ship I was on, Venus-
bound from iiars, swung a little bit off
course and dumped me out of the garbage
lock toward Earth. My suit took care of
me out there. There's no air out there.
You know that, don't you. Anyhow, here
I am. Think 1I'11 settle down for a
while. Fed up with travel."

I shook my head. "Hogwash," I said

"Don't blame you for feeling that
way, but it's the truth. I've traveled
all over this solar system. As to gett-
ing to the Moon in the first place, that
was the only hitch in the whole hitch-
hiking trip. I had to hike up there!"

He belched heavily again,got up and
strode out, me goggling after him.
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One of my best friends has committed an act which so nearly puts
him beyoné the pale that I am forced to utter a word of public »pro-
test. Ordinarily I cater to my frienc¢s, humoring them, lying for
them, tolerating their harmless little foibles and peccadillos. Ordin-
arily I give to them a fierce and unquestioning loyalty--though I may
differ with them in private, publicly I will go all out for them and
their plans.

SA)YS
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But this is éifferent.

Through the years, I have also developed a modicum o0: loyalty
towards the Los Angeles 3Science Mantasy Society, that fine orgpanizat-
ion of which this is the oificial organ. Ané Alfred L. Ashley, car-
ried away by the times of strong coifee anc¢ the workings or a hrain
which may--it has been whispered--be too strong for the haggard ancd
diminutive body which houses it, has uttered a 2ross calumny against
the Club which I feel imnelled to deny publicly.

In the first place, Alfred 1. ashley is not even any longer a
member of the TASAS, and moreover leit the group under a cloud. Let
us be blunt ahout it, friends. Al Ashley was expelled from the clubdb
for failing to pay his dues. Though the club made every imaginahle
concession %9 him, in deference to his fine reputation in fandom, Al
no>t only reiused to make any arrangements to pay up several months in
unpaié dues, but even went so far as to monopolize an entire meeting
0if the society in an attempt to have them iorgiven on the grounds that
the administration of the LASAS has so flouted its own constitution
that the membership is justified in rflouting this document to the ex-
tent of refusing to pay Gues. It is ¢ifficult to see what he expected
to gain from this maneuver. But in any event, Al .ishley is now a non-
memper of the LaS?®S uncer circumstances which may have perhaps led him
to sore Knanve~like scheme of revenge.

Mor certainly revenge-~-sheer, »etty spite--seems the only ten-
able explanation of Ashley's thuncerous slancer against the La3#S.

I am beating around the bush, I suppose. 3ut I £ind it a little
eifficult to make myself type the text of this slander, even as a
quotation from Ashley. Perhaps....no, I must say it once. Mayhe then
it will be easier to proceed with this refutation and demand for an
apology.

Alfred T. Ashley has said, publicly and emphatically, that 80%
of the mem»ership of the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society are homo-
sexuals. On at least three separate occasions of which I am person-
ally aware, Alfre& L. Ashley has made this statement. 80%! That is
four-7ifths. On this basis, according to Ashley, a club meeting
attended by 20 people will have in it no less than 16 individuals who
are leshians, fags, aqueers, fruits, nances, »pansies, dykes...l6 homo-
sexuals, 16 out o2& 20:



Nor ¢oes he content himself with just saying this. He has an
impressive repertory of names ané perversions and events. He a»noaren-
tly knows * just who has been in vHed with what other boy, and »recisely
was revolting perversions took place. Pediastry, sodomy... He s»oeaks
enthusiastically of assigning a number to each name in the LASFS and
puablishing in AP a long series o: shoeking case histories. EOo of
the membvershiy of the LaB.SS, says al Ashley, are homosexuals; an¢ he
apparent ly intends to blazon this gross misstatement Zrom one end of
fancom to the other. I have attempted to reason with ashley. 80,5 of
the LASMS homosexunal, why that is ridiculous!

In one of these attempts to move Ashley out of this arrant mis-
conception, three of us compiled some actual cold figures Whlch
definitely show that ashley is wrong when he says that 80% of the
LASPS are homosexual.

Three indivicéuals took part in this compilation: Jeck Wiedenbeck,
who has been well acquainted with the group  since the rFall of 1945;
Alva Rogers, active in the LaASAS #from 145 through most of 1946 and
director in 1944; and myself, an active TaS#Ser from Novemher 1S45
through the end of 1946 andé director ior four consecutive three-month
terms in 1244-45. We know this proup of fans as well as anyone. Ve
further compiled our ficures in the »nresence of Al Ashley, and in
several instances deferred t9o his opinions or superior knowledee of a
person in classifying him.

"We cdefinitely took a random sampling of the club's membership.
In October 1943 the group commencecd requiring new members to fill out
a detailed application form, ané this practice has been quite faith-
fully followed ever since. When it was instituted, all the then
memvers of the Li3®5 alsd> filled .out these forms. It so happens that
these iorms are kept filed in the club; while some members are not
represented in this file and o°f course none of the casual visitors,
at least 80% of the L.3%S membership since 1943 is represented in thlS
file with a filled-out application ior memhership.

We went through these applications one by one, consifering each
of them except in perhaps ten instances when none of us could remembver
the person in question. These we threw out, ané did not conmnsider. If
we could remember the person, but &id not know enough about him to say
what he was or not, we gave him the benefit of the doubt anf classed
him as a normal, heterosexwnal individual. In this one way, our study
is perhaps pre judiced against Ashley.

If we classed a person a&s homosexual it was on most solid grounds.
Zither he had attempnted to make one of us., he had openly tolé us at
one time or another that he was a homosexual, or else other homosexuals
in the club at the same time as the individual in question had toléd us
(with corrobhorating data) that the guy was a queer.

The douhtfuls include persons that we knew enough about to know
that they were not definitely heterosexual, hut that wesdid not know
for sure that they were overt homosexuals. These may ‘include one or
two asexuals, an arrested developuent or two, and vnerhaps one fetish-
ist who however does make use of reminine ohjects as fetishes. But
if three people know someone well, and have strong doubts if he is a
heterosexual, it is not hard to imagine what he probably is.



Anc, I should like to reiterate, if we Dossibly coulé¢ do so, on
even the flimsiest oretext, we classei a case as heterosexual dnd nor -~
mal. I repeat this bvecause I wish to give Al as much excuse as his
inexcusanle utterances can be given.

There were 67 apnlication forms--67 separate and distinct members
ané {ormer members of the Li3™ between 1943 ané 1947. Of these 34
are definitely hetercsexual. 19 are doubtful-~-nodt heterosexual,
however. and only l4& are open, overt, practicing homosexuals, On a
vercentage basis, this is 50.7% heternsexual, 28.4% doubtful, and

only 20.9 homosexual.

Or put it this way. 50.7,. of the club are heterosexual; that's
over half. What do you mean, Alfred L. aAshley, saying 80% OL us are
queer? OJnly half of us are pot normal sexually.

Apologize, Al Ashley!

Lc f"“f’ )
i -f-ao i > . In which most of the stuff has
Lfﬁ EEL 3 & i o been substantially cut in order
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Don Vilson, 465 N 3rd St., 3anning, Calif. Zires the opening gun:
Yes: #35 arrived today and symbolic or 1ts cuality it fell on the
ground when I -was trying to get it out of the maLl hox. Yes. It
should have fallen in the sewer. Now, ,35 wasn't as gooé as 34, wots
the icea 9f the ungodlly yellow paper? Aﬂ@ that hcrrible green paper?
I won't we able to see for a week, ané all hecause of you beino too
cheap to use decent peper. Yeah. Gus uses slick stationery, Jor
his mag.... Whose popular request 2 reprint that " cover"? ((liine))

Van Voot too0k up space in an interesting manner. That article
was a it serious for the general tone >f S L'A; tell me, éi¢ lLennedy
reject it?...."/i1ld Ideas:ete"...1 would like to point out that the
best article on fort yet printel was a letter from Caleb Northrup in
a 1941 Astounding. oomeooﬁy may remember it..... S0 EBC isn't going
to b any more? Well, at least we will be relieved of that typewriter.
(By the way, do you use Gus's typer?) ((Zes, in the last three issues))

Girl With luddy Syes, which Rothman seemed to take a liking to.
It was very ably written, Hut just what was the 1dea? I fail to see
what it accomplished, besices the filling of several pages. ((And
isn't that enough?)) lijane Nuttall seems to be nuts over lerritt.
Wish I dould make a pun out of that--bat ¢id¢d Kon ever carry bits of
paper and »encils arounc¢ with him? Her dream was okay, too, hetter
than the last two. Wish I could have read Perdue's.

Berfore I leave you I should like to state that 1 have founded a

fanzine, DREAWM QUEST, rfor which I want material.

Gilvert Cochrun, Lock Box 325, Claremore, Ckla.: To-Burbee Dear Burb,
Hoving perused 5nanpf1 LTaffaires i ob. Une's perspicuity enables

one to perceive. That anyone who studies the word pictures, anc

other mater. Will soon Find one's cerehral brain: Illuminated bdy
flashes of lightning, irom the galleries, of the universal mind.

Miarijane Nuttal's Dream series is sure from the Paradise ol



Fantasy. There is something homogenous in her words. I dug up a
book on the (Magic of the Islands of Asia).

As near as I could make out. A p=ossage in the book saic: i.e.
"When one is puzzled by a mystery in writing. One does as follows:
(Primus) One walks a straieght Didder to the Bolen. Thking due care
nst to Gooven the Dooten. (Segundus) One says the Nipponese words:
"Foi Ko-ko Butaru". Which mean in english: "Come Here Firefly".
(Tercite) One receives in one's mind a flash of magical lislt.) Which
enavics sne to solve secret writing.

I heleive that by followine the ahove instructions. 1 can learn
the secret of lari jane Nuttal's creams.

The repeat cover on 35. Reminds me of a story I heard, of a
hidden underground street. In Shanghi China. A crimanal society
rules the street. Tiey sally c-orth on the surface streets, and commit
crimes. Taking their loot, and sometimes victums. To the Sing Song
aad Dope Dens of joy, in their hicden street. Where they surfeit
themselves, anéd hecome satiated: On the rich loot o7 the city above
them. Many o:i them are saild to be, shaggy ané Hairy men 9% the
Nerth. Who have come to Shanghi. To live like spiders, on the human
fliese i ghihe, dist v daibh diaes them .

Well Burb one can print all, or any part of this, if one so de-
sires. Or iiY one knows that the abéominal minds, of the perusers of
Shangri L'Arffaires. Will reject it. Then cne can send it to the
Queen: Of the ladies and gentlemen of longolia. Who live like shaggy
hairy spider bandits In that hicden underground street. That is
ander the great amcient wall, of China: 4 part of which runs through
the city, of Shanghi. Near the bank of the Wang Poo river, which
also runs through the city of S.anghi.

Happy magic to One And One's Pals 0f L.a.S5.#.S.

C. Burton Stevenson, 521 I Monroe, ZPhoenix, Ariz.: #955 reads like
somethineg that haopened while your back was turned or while you were
thinking about something slse. Yhat were you thinking abont? _

The dream reads like it wasn'f sufficiently fictionalized. I
don't mean itssounds overwhe lmingly like a real dream, but then some
dreams probably don't; it just shows too little purpose and imagin-
ation to have been thought up consciously. This is bad; realism
should never be allowed to interfere with art--as most of the pre-
vious dreams have realized.

The editorial reads like you were having a heluva time filling
up that much space. It would've heen pretty good if you'd left off
everything excest the last paragraph.

The serial interested me Zor ohscure reasons; it sounés like a
milé buwrlesque. of that type of detective fietion. A lot of that type
of cdetective fiction also sounds like a mild burlesque of that type
of detedtive rfiotion, so that mekes it pretty authentie. Anyway
Baldwin avoids the erfeminate psendo-cuteness that makes Chandler's
first-person characters sound like fairies--which is something to be
thankful ior.

Van Vogt's contribution read vaguely like something van Vogt
might contribute when he was in a particularly ceniéiding «nd unwary
mood. Did you ghost it for him? Why don't you arrange to ghost his
next serial? It mizht he an improvement.

You showed a distressing lack of imagination in re-using the 533
cover; that "by ropular request" gag is pretty thin. If you'd put it
onn upside down this time no one woulé have recognized it, though they
might have been troubled by a vague sense o7 familiarity.

I liked that Slavin dream, by the way, though I too am ourious
ahout those missing eighteen lines.




Daviéd Reiner, 116 Nassau S5t., New York City 7: Dear Burbee: Random
impressions 0f a generally entertaining issue: SHAGGY #35.

O0f the cover: I dunno. Admitting the incredible possibility
that an overwhelmine "populair request" forced your reluctant handé anc
led to a reperpetration of "Webwork Willie"--I am still vaffled by
its taunting, elusive overall significance. Gibson's horrifically
restrained cover seems ¢erinitely to possess rfaint ironic unfertones,
suggesting a keen unf erstancing of vital cosmic truths. Then again,
persistent examination plus 4 quick shots of cheap cognac reveal a
rather pathetic cericature of a somewhat prominent public personality
(only slight astigmatic myopia is required to discern the resemblance)
. « « But further revaluation of its bold, fuzzy contours hints of
mind-shattering, eldritch horrors . . . of things better left unsaid.
Better left undrawn. final critique: a masterly, eyclopean work,
depicting in subtle erotle manncr many profound and disturbing
lymphatic forces. Perhaps posterity will glean new eternal verities
from its disturbing lines. I am content to quaff my ale and mumble
an occasional: "Grumph."

Baldwin's thriller came to a poweriul, totally expected con-
clusion. Hardboiled, grim fiction that it was, "Muddy Eyes" will not
seriously threaten Chandler's monopoly in the field. True to type,
tne Bzcallish bhahe lent a certain sultry insipidity to an otherwise
anusine tale of fans, frails, and festivity.

Tho llpbtwelght in quallty, the editorial was the best thing in
the issue. **Say it isn't so! Don't let 4e's "Station EBC" go off
the air. I never read the stull; just looklng at the outre type
satisfies scmething in me. It's 8o restful. **Tigrina's lively c m-
ments make for pleasant conjecturing. LaS# meetings must be as
strikingly exciting as sticking your head thru the hole in the "Three
throws-for-a-quarter” game. Ané marshmallows, yet!

Naturally, I was fascinated oy the letter from the glitteringly
bright "A Sun of a Distant Planet." Tho couched in deliberatively
deceptive grammar, this syawn of extra-galactic space has shown him-
self to be a shrewé observer O0f the frailties of us submortal slugs.
With withering but accurate description, he has gone on to point the
way towards the stars, wherein he dwells in godlike grandeur. Deign-
ing to communicate with our miserable little orb, "A Sun of a Distant
Planet" offers us the shining hop o0of the I ture when we shall have
attained the Universe and may then be permitted a glimpse of his ma-
jestic personality. I nominate this awesome, splendiferous creature
as the Man of the Millenium! Hail to thee, O all-powerful, all-wise
Cogitator! liay you reign until the nebulae are denebulized. I app-
oint you honorary member of the Lunar Technicians (Lana~Tech's). . .

Len Moffatt, 5918 Lanto Street, Bell Gardens, Oalif: 'lo 3Burb. RN ow
let"s stop belng Serlous and talk about Shag gy...the cover: So tis
Kon the Weaver, eh? Me, I wouldn't know. I haven't read all of
erritt's tales yet. It's still...excellent artwork. The editorial
was most intellectual. Best thing in this ish was The Girl With The
Muddy Eyes. So the hard-bhoiled shamus tales are sneaking intos fan
fiction as well as nro—landom~backgroanﬁ fiction...(Whatever that
means...I'm referring tc Tucker's Chinese Doll...) Wal, wot ay sy is,
Let'em sneak in..i1f they are well-written. <he ending ol TGWTME was
a letdown (to me) but maybe I was expecting too much. “van Vogt's
short piece was 1nterest1ng Ieacers always like to know the story
behiné the story. **What! No more Z33? Here's hoping forry returns to
the papes of Shaggy with something bigeer and better in the way of a
column. ((He says "No more columns--»ut plenty articles, etc.”)




“™The lettersection was highly amusine this time...not that its con-
tents made me high...it was entertaining, that's all. "“Just a Minute!
is rarely "up to the minute".J.Since.Shaggy is supposed to be the clubd
mag, Tigrina's notes should be a stop-»ress item and inserted at the
last minute s9 the column will contain the very latest cdetails of the
doings of the LaASMers.

Mari jane Nuttall's dream sounded more like an actual dream than
most of t'other you've published. Don't ask me why.

WHAT. NO BaACK COVER?

Hat_L_Warner Jr., 303 3ryan Place, Hagerstown, Maryland: ...the last
Issue of Shangri-L'affaires gave me a lot of”ﬁieasure. Especially
"Blackmaria Lovecraftian". I had just finished golng through freud's
"General Introduction to Psycho-analysis" when the issue came, and was
finding #freudian significance in everything from Shaver's caves to
"Open the Door, Richard"; Mari janc'’s drecms ‘were a field day Ifor me.
"*Duite sorry to see Joe Kennedy faltering in nerve and failing to
print the Laney column; the grabvhing trend manifest these days 1s one
of the very few ways in which Zfandom has deteriorated in recent years.
And it 's.nice to see an author admitting how another story influenced
his own, though I sometimes suspect that it happens so subconsciously
that the author is never aware of it; I still don't think "Slan" is a
very 2o0d story, though. The editorial and the letter section and
various other thinzgs in this issue are the other reasons why I'm part-
ing with the two bits.

Robert Stewert, 1004 Gates Ave., Brooklyn 2], N.Y.: “*ILet Mari jane
Nuttall do surrealist verse im the bteln manner. Dream sequence hest
piece in current issue. Cover familisr. luddy Eyes disappointing...
such a good start it had. Rest--fair. Who criticized Ackerman?
You're not going to let his column fade? Ghuds!)! Best letters...
Nuttall---Rotsler (well, the 3EM was fair ly good)...Kennedy,..R0thman.
«..ané¢ that Xeno thing...

Jack Speer, 4518 16th NE, Seattle 5, Wash: The editorial was a great
matant idea, and 1 coulc be nearc all over the house when i reac the
last two paragraphs.

I thot Condra was giving me a new word, so 1 hauled down my Una-
brideged and looked above and below the line for "naia". I feel cheated.
Probably not all rejecters of the Shaver mythos feel as i do,
but my reaction to most of the boys Condra names as substantiating the

Palmer attitude would be negative. Donnelly is pretty thoroly dis-
credited; see for example the discussion of The Great Cryptogram in
somebody's book on codes, ciphers, ete (i have the annoying notion
that the somebody is an ex-scientifictionist like Mletcher Zfratt). I
think DeCamp has Nostradamus's number. Ktp. (Ktp - Kan't think of

rhurther examples.)

EBC: TIooks like Joquel overlooked one of the most well-known in-
stances of s-f in the slicks: Benet's "Place of the Gods,", antholo-
gized as "By the Waters of Babylon". I think i'm correct on that.

Speaking of muddy eyes, Baléwin thinks you and he are much of &
kind. When i was out there a couple of months ago he asked lotsa
questions about the LA gang, and hypothesized that you, as he, bellevod
in takineg it easy in crifanac so it doesn’'t stop being fun. ((Yup

Sneary Meets Burbee was lovely.

Gad, let's stop this egoboo or you'll have nothing to strive ZIor.

Letter section was abhove standarad.



Tom Jewett, 670 George 3t., ulyde, Ohio: Chahles: Shaggy received and
contents noted -- uS £ollows: ulosan girl cover still pood tho a trifle
blurred in spots. ""THE GIRL WITH THEZ 1IUDDY ZYES was next best, tho it
Imoressed me as veing a half-way attempt &t dupnlicating the hard-boiled
style of Raymond Chundler. CBCondra's article was next, being inter-
esting and entertaining; :sllowed closely by nBvon Vogt's piece which
was just interesting. Next was Laney's former-VaMPIRE stuflf, which
shows, if nothxng else, that fans are just as grabhy as anybody else.
Sven moreso.”“Nuttall's dream srelled. I've had better dreams aiter e
slug of mimeograph ink, which aint bad with a root beer chaser. Not an
excentional issue. 3Bring back illmorth and a counle others. Vari-
colcred vaper nice. Hoge next ish is on time.

Joe Kenned 84 Baker isve., Dover, N J: What-ho Burb: SHANGRI-
~ob (the rejected fan's VAl.P’LRE) finally arrove,...herewith
a comment or two. I liked the cover. It reminds me of somebody 1 usta
know, Laterial this time seemed well aboverpar. Van Vogt's revelation
of how 3LAN! came to be written proved of outstanding interest to yours
truly. But i science-7iction can be written around the plot of an ani-
mal story, why can't the reverse be tried? sha! Verily, here lies an
inspiration. I shall run out and »uy a buach of old ASTOUNDINGS ani re-
write their contents using animals as characters. for instance, by &
little reworking of Heinlein's UNIVIRZL, & marvelous animal story could
be obtained. Imagine a rfamily of squirrels floating down a river on a
rotted log -- they don't know how they g5t there, for their parents and
grandparents hefore them had also been floating on the .log, so that
their destiny, now they gcot there, etec., are now preserved only by rac-
ial memory. 4nd iu you ¢on't think raising a family on a floating log
is quite an aceomplishment, tiry it some time.

"Wilé Ideas" was excelleatly written. Who did it? Ackerman?

Wonder how many helpless innocents were corrupted by Part 1II of
"Girl with the Mucdy ZSyes". 'Twas goocd stuff.

Ditto the letter section, with nods to Speer, Rothman.and Alpaugh.

A most intriguing installment of MNZINE SCOEE.

Jandom has gone to the doggs. Anybody vant to get up a petition to
combine the N/ PP with the Shaver liystery Club?

Milton A Rothman, 2113 N Jranklin St., Phils 22, Pa: *™*Shaneri-L'arf-
ET'E‘ , the oﬁTV il magazine withont solenti lc errors!
vou never say anythineg scientific enough to be a scientifiic error.
Well, so Zlmer cot married. Gaaaaahddam!
Hell, T knew it was Kon =11 the time.

Well, that winds u» the letter section this time. I had meant to
keen it shorter this time, hut it sot out of hand. All rieht. Since
everyhrdy seems to like this éept anyaow, I will let itz run this long
or lonper aiter this. Maybe the cefunct VOM will sort of be reborn
here, exce;t that I will not adhere to ackerman's policy of never
re jectine or cutting a letter I will live by my own policy, whatever
it may be. Anyhow, shoot your letters td> me at 1057 S Nomanfie ave.,
Los Anpe'lest 6, "Chwlifs’ Yeom oughts €0 heave 4, lot, to say after reading
this issue. I need a slocan. DO you think "The Palyannz Fanzine" is
appro-riate? C. Burton Stevenson sugsested "The Magazine that every-
bocdy takes but nobody takes seriously." Somebocy else said "AIL the
stuyf that fits, we- print". I yoll want, you can send in your own
sugcgestions. Not that I'll use any 9¢ them, °f course. .

--bur
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It is a sad commentary on the moral character of the human race
that ‘our most notable discoveries in the Ifield of sclience have re-
sulted, primarily, from efforts to devise more eifficient methocs of
slaughtering our fellow-men. It is more than sad; it is frightening
to reflect that, from an unjdaralleled welter o5f research and engineer=
ing, the Atomiec Bomb descencs to a level of efficiency where the
lives of not only a part, but all the lives of humanity are threat-
ened by extinction. 1t is fortunate indeed today, that only a secret
few have knowledge 0f a further situation (a possible resultant in
the coming atomic conflict) the contemplation of which induces a
state of mind transcending any familiar state of alarm--a situation
which, if generally broadcast, could easily panic the entire world
and topple humanity headlong into another Age of Darkness!

There exists today a Menace to our future, inconceivable! News-
paner stories; magazine articles nublished daily seek to frighten us
with sensationalism in their mouthings over the Atom Bomb. Pathet-
ically they ignore the sxpnlrlcant-—-ano the story that would rock
the world is ripening unnoficec and unchecked. Unless the course of
destlny is changed immediatel that story will be told to cead ears
in the moment of its blrth, %L is no pleasant task to act as hearer
of bad news, but the purpose of this article is to lay before the
eyes of Mmndom, at least, as much of the Truth as can be borne by
frail minds already burdened t o an extreme degree and calloused to
danger through very familiarity. 4ll cheap sensationalism aside, it
is truly later than you think.

Here are the facts.

The greatest peril ever to threaten the future of the human
race is being produced secretly here in Los Angeles, in the form of &
rare, amber-colored liquid of such amazing corrosive powers that it
can eat its way through a quarter-inch of pottery in a matter of
moments; a substance whose effects on:the human nervous system are
unimaginahle horrinle: At this moment we are fortunate that the
rate of production is small, anc equglly fortunate that the formuls
is in the hands of one unlikely to reveal it to any possihle enemy
nation, execept for money. Our own government has not yet taken steps
to seize and impound this deadly agent, dut will certainly ¢o so
shortly in view of the supreme importance of this substance in rela-
tion to the Atomic 3omb.

It has been aunthoritatively stated trhat an atomic explostion
near ‘enough to spill only a few drops of this Borgia's Brew will se$
off a holocaust of fury sufficient to rip the very veil of atmosphere
from our beloved planet, and with it the last crumb of humanity!

This is very serious.

When A. LaVerne Ashley (AAl94) recently announced, through the



medium of this journal, that should an atomic bomb drop near enough

to make him spill his coifee, he would not be held responsible Ior

any reprisals he might have to meke, few fen indeed realized the sig-
nificance hidden in his statement and the threat to the future of the
world implied. But when one considers aAshley, and the nature of his
coffee---and reflects that he has been drinkin§ the stuff in absolute
defiance of 1ts known effects---it is impossible to foresee anything
less drastic than the complete obliteration of all life, should he be
forced to action. DExisting conditions clearly indicate that, sooner
or later, someone will drop that Bomb!:

Is there any hope for the human race?

The answer to that question lies in a hastily compiled, 600,000
word report (similar to the Smyth Report on the Atomic Bomb); an ex-
haustive survey of the situation made by a small group of fen aware of
the implications of Ashley's recent statement. While the bulk of
their findings is much 'too confidential for present disclosure, it is
no breach of security to announce the Zollowing facts and to state
that, broadly speaking, the answer to our question is "No----unlessli"

This report concludes that the world has reached a crisis in
Time; that at this point Destiny branches off into flve possible
futures. Only one of these futures (which are listed below in their
order of probability) leads to inevitable destruction, but unfortun-
ately that one stands first on the list. Here are our possible Des-
tinies:

1. The Bomb will drop, with the consequences mentioned ahove.

2. It will drdop too far from Slan Shack to bother Ashley.

3. The Bomb will drop on Ashley; no reprisals.

4. The world, frightened, will unite and the Bomb will not bte
dropped. (Highly improbable ).

5. Ashley will quit drinking coffee. (Almost impossible).

Somewhere in this report it is stated that Ashley should drop
dead first, but this was apparently wishful thinking and was not in-
cluded in the list of possible futures.

The odds on each of these possible occurences are dhisted in the

report as follows: (Al Ashley will book your bet)
#1. 60-1 it will hapoen.
7!{-2 . 50-1
#3. 1-1°
4. 1-100

#5. The ofds pn this are mathematically insignificant.

Tittle mdre can be said. Mandom is warned---this is an accurate
picture of our probable futures; the problem of averting mass annihil-
ation is placed squarely in your hands.

T-H-I-N-K! " Will you let random perish?
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I slouched into her boudoir. She was wearing nothing but skin-
fitting tights, pink ones that covered her from toe to neckline. The
girl with the turbid, impure, cloundy, confused, mucky eyes leered at
me. I leered back.

"Lady," I saic¢, "who's putting.out them fake Le Zombies?"

"Search me," she said. "I ain't hiding nothing."

I ran my eyes down her sparse figure. 1 could see she was tell-
ing the truth. The pink tights were still there. I looked at her
eyes and face and head. Her head was unique. There wasn't a hair on
hie2
. "Baby," I ventured, "let me take you away from all this." I swung
my hand around the Glngy room and the extra tights hanging on a
clothesline in the corner.

"Yeah?" she asked curiously. "Such as what?"

I thought quickly. "Why," I said, "you can come and be a tight-
rope walker in my circus."

She leaned forward. The sweet odor of her reached me. I've heen
hit by odors before, but this was different. It dldn't swamp me, nor
¢id it stifle me; it aidn't even clog my nostrils. But I knew I'd
been given a whiff that was a whiff. One of my lungs collapsed. It
was that kind of an odor.

"What's your name, kid?" I asked.

"Polymastia Kegler", she saic¢, low voiced.

- "Are you Kosmiec Kegler's illegitimate sister?"

"Yeah; what of it?"

"Nothing," I said, "Except that I wouldn't be caught dead in bed
with Kegler's illegitimate sister "

"That's what they all say," she sneered. "But they usually are."

"I'm going to get to the bottom of this!™ I declared.

She continued to sneer. "They all say that, too."

"Who's putting out them fake Le Zombdies?" I shot back.

She played with the zipper on the tights and said nothing. I
rolled around on the kitchen floor Ifor awhile ané got up and went to

the pantry.. She watched me with those turbid, impure, cloudy, con-
fused, mucky eyes.



In the pantry by the cookie jar I found some pencil marks on
the wallpaper. "Channy--fast line--4/26/45." Channy, huh? That was
Ghanticleer, a big cock-o-the-walk around the barnyard. I didn't
think his line was so fast. I whirled on the girl.

"What's this 4/26/45 business?"

She was sullen. "That's the last time Channy was out."

"Must Me dried up by this time, eh?" I sai¢ insinuatingly. And
then I thought of another question. "Who's putting out all these fake
Ie Zombies?" ,

"I dunno," she said. "I ain't putting out nothing."

"That's what they all say," I replied. ©She strolled over to the
door and stood watching me. 4s I stripped down to ny tights T wondered
how I looked. I must He pretty good--her eyes were glowing. I put up
a protective arm.

"Listen, baby, any play you make, I'll smack your teeth in. I'm
viridescent, see?" But I could see she Cicdn't believe me.

She said, "I couléd teach you to be a juvenile delinquent."

I took out my pocket knife ané attacked the screws in the pantry
door. When I'm nervous I do something like that to occupy my mind.
Pretty soon the door fell off. That surprized me because it was only
a 29¢ knife. '

She went into the other room anc changed into blue tights. 1
eyed her Jigure under the blue tights. I liked it, even though it was
sparse. 1 had to say something s> I said, "I used to belong to your
brother's club."

"He was always dredging a hole," she told me. "BSBaid that was the
purpose of the club. But he always made me do the work."

That touched me. "I'll take you away from all this," I said.
My holster was clammy. "Iet's get out of here bhefore T get wise.”
And then T thought of something.

"I wanna ask you a personal question.”

"Yeah, so what?"

"Why déo you have such tur»id, impure, cloudy, conrfused, mucky
eyest"

"On account," she said, "I &0 so much drinking with my pals."
"Meaning what?" I asked.
"They're always saying, here's mud in your eye."

I shot her in the keratitis.
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Who wouléd have guessed that, lying in a plane parallel to New
York, was an ebon replica of the Skyscraper City? But it was true,
and 1 had passed through the vibrations and into the coal black twin
o0f the metropolis.

I walked thru alr-conditioned corridors of strangely deserted
buaildings, searching, searching for veople. I found no people, but
at last I came upon A.E. van Togt. He was busy in his oifice. He
looked up at me in surprize.

"How did you find your way here?" he asked.

"So this is where you do your writing!" 1T replied. "Over here,
on the other side. 1In the Black City."

Van Vogzt got up to show me about his office. He led me to an
alcove. Here were two shelves, fairly £ull >f books. All new books--
"mint condition with cover jacket" is the way I believe one orf these
cealer chaps would describe them. On the spines of three I read:

The House of Tarzan. He had several copies of another called The New
Works of Skylark. He began pulling books from the shelves, titTes Ln
foreign languages--chiefly Spanish, T delieve. I remember one, Les
Amours 4'Hollywood. Andale, Buend Charro, was another. 1 was very
excited to see so many vooks I hadn't known about before. He was very
generous, he kept ofrfering me ones I wanted. Thanx, van. ((Sorry, no
personal messages, please))

"I kinda like it over here," I said. "I wonder if I couléd rent
a room, too%"

He thot it could be done. I asked if anyone else I knew hid out
over here. He said Derleth was a couple flights up. I had an instan-
taneous vision of the Sultan of Sauk City sitting in his o2fice. "But,"
van Vogt warned me, "if you drop up to see him he'll very likely act
quite brusque and business-like and give you the bhrushorf." I decided
not to bother. Neither Derleth's actions nor mine woull seem very true
to life.

So I left the 3lack City--Black New York--to wander around the
country, an itinerant bum. Or maybe the cops were after me--awsaske, 1
can no longer remember. At any rate, I finally ran into an old army
acquaintance, who tipped me off to a carnival or circus nearby where
I could get work at 50¢ an hour. The job turned out to be shoveling
cogl. e

Coal. Black. The nexthing I kXnéew I found mysel:d back in the
edifices of ink. It was about time for the banquet. The important
pecple--authors all--were d»epinnine to arrive. 1 looked for my place
at the tavle, saw "PFPorrest Ackerman" written on a card to the right
of the Guest of Honor's place. 1 sat down.



Sucdenly I was calleé upon to make a speech . It was so unex-
vected. I consunlted with my girl-:iriend, who materializecd out of thin
air. She was no one I had ever seen Herore. I coulén't tell you any-
thing about her except I think she was a runette. She talked to ne
like a Dutch Uncle--or aunt: =Now, Forrest, “or heaven's sake be ser-
ious an@ soher in your speech. You know how inclined you are to
eccentric, flamboyant. There are a lot of important people here, so
try and impress them by being sensible and not extravagant.X

I promised and was about to address the diners when I discovered
I haé nothing on. Clothes, that is. I hurriedly went over to a
two-seater aunto and asked the owner if he'd lend me some clothes. He
obligingly handed me the trousers lying at his side. I slipped into
them. The fact that I was barefoot and had no shirt--so what? I
stepped before my audience, about to make my speech, when I looked
down and--my god! (no, not what you're thinking, you wicked reader )--
I found the livid green pants I was wearing had only one leg: One
wide leg, into which both of mine were jammed! I could see my two
shoes (I had shoes now) emerging from the bhottom of the one pants leg.
"My god!" I groaned mentally. "Now I've done it. She specifically
asked me not to make a spectacle of myself, and here I've...."

Well, I just apologized to the people for my curious appearance,
an¢ -then went on and made, if I éo say so myself, a masteriful speech.
I expanded on the PFantasy [oundation and how the attention of all
Hollywood filmdom was Ifocused upon it.

Them I dreamt I woke up and, .applying pencil to the paper lying
on my pillow, hastily wrote the whole thing ¢own before I Jorgot it.
Only, when I really woke up, I édiscovered to my regret no such thing
had happened. So here you have it, my dream fantasia of Black New
York, ané I hold you, A.E.van Vogt, personally responsible for a
satisfactory interpretation. (0On second thot, if it's fraught with
Freudian sex symbolism, mayhe you'd better explain it to me orivately.)

L1
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ARE YOU A SIERIOQCUS TOVLR O# ST # AND PANTASY?

Then you'll want to read laney's Memoirs: the inside
story of The Acolyte; page after page of anecdotes of
Clark Ashton Smith, fritz Lieber, 4. E- van Vogt, Mich
licComas, and many others; a Marginalia of West Coast
pro authors.

ARC YOU INTERSSTED IN #:NS? IN THE LaSASY? IN NAFF? IN FAPA?

Laney's Memoirs give the low lowdown on every fan he

has ever met...at long last the truth about the LiS#S...
expose of the NArFP...insice story or the Los Angeles dan
Meud of 1944...5lan Shack dedbunked...page on page of red
hot dirt that up to now has heen suppressed.

110 pages now stenciled...andé the end is not yet! Watch these
pages ror further develonments.
ROMEMBER! LANEY'S MEMOIRS!



taken by Tigrina and Jean Cox and
edited, cut, interpolated, and
stenciled by Burbee

A VT E // The minutes of LASHS meetings, as
J\)ST g !\ N o

harch 7, 1947. Htg #379. Director uV&ﬂS banged the gavel at €:15,

onIy to adjourn immedliately to wait for latecomers. After a time, 26
fans and people were present. Lvans recommenced the film They Canme to
a City. A quiz program was held which bYored most of the members and
people, since no prizes were to be awarded. Arter an announcement

that next VWeek Jean Cox would present a talk on something or other, the
meeting was adjourned, this time Lor good.

Larch 13, 1947. Ltg #380. 20 present. lie were pleased to have with
us again the up-~and-coming author, Ray Bradhury, even though he was
an up-and-going author »erore the end of the meeting. ackerman saicd
the treasury had if26.07 in its lead-lined coffers. Acky also told
about a new Arkham House book by Ray Bradhury, obtainable comnlete
with antograph for $3. "33.50 without autoeraph,™ added Bradbury.
Then Acky read an article cebunking stf which apgeaLed in a British
magazine (accurately translatel into English as he read). The article
was written by John C Craig, who had some stuff published in Astonish-
ing some years ago. Somebdocy saic¢ his cynicism towaré stf might have
Tesulted from his not being so successful as a writer in the field.
Art Joquel announced that there would »e a meeting of the Reaction
Fesearch Society. Hde also asked for volunteers to &5 a recording of a
seript. Since he was reluctant to> name the type-of script, he got
little response. A bit »peeved at not receiving enthusiastic acclaim
he went away. Dave fox -saié¢ The.Stone Plower, supposedly a fantasy
pic of Russian make woulé¢ show soon at the Laurel Theater. Then Jean
Cox gave a talk on mental telepathy. .ind astonished us all hy holding
our interest rfor 38 minutes, givihe the mest interesting talk we've
heard since the installation of Zvans as director. (This talk has
been written inte an article and will aprear in the next issue).

March 20, 1947. Ltg #381. 1€ present. 4. I van Vogt ané Ray Bradbury
were present anéd so was John van Jouvering and Rex Ward. It was sug-
gested that we should cecide a derinite time for calling meetings to
order, but since a quorum was not present, this weighty cuestion could
not ve voted on. aAckerman said that Ashley and Liebscher had not yet
paid up their back dues and the Ceadline ror doing so had passed. 3ut
no vote could be taken vecause no quorum was present. Ray Bradbury
recommended the photography of The Stone flower bdut said the story was
not parulcularly pooe fantasy. John van Jouvering told of the con
held at Rick Sneary's South Gate residence. A fascinating femme, Paula
Vreeland was present in the club.

karch 28, 1947. bitg 382. 21 present. Several people were there who
hadn't been around for some time, includinc WJDaugherty and Russ 3co-
flelds This became a memoreble meeting, Ifor al ashley, Walt Liebscher
Bob. Bradford and flmer Perdue, false fans all, were unceremoniously
kicked out of our -little club and threatened with violence should they
ever return. Reason: nonpayment pof dues. Al ishley reported further
findings on the elusive Beverly Hills fantasy society, which claims te
have been in operation for 18 years. They send delegates every now
and then to the LASH¥S, said al, but nobody knows who they are. They
are always unfavorably impressed with the L.S™ and Al was requested



not to disclose their place of meeting. (A full expose of this obscure
society will be published in the next issue)

April 4, 1947. tg #383. 30 present. Visiting were Alva Rogers, from
San Diego, visiting the area in which he was a garret-dweller a few
years ago. Decil came from some distance and so did John Steely. anc
Al Ashley, former member of the ILaSFS (kicked out for nonpayment of
dues) was also present. Program Chairman Jonne Evans had planned a
"bunny party" for us. Condra was called upon to give a 3-minute talk
on rabbits. Pran Laney was requested to entertain us with a 3-minute
talk on eggs, which he éid, with his usual emphasis on personalities.
AncG so on.

April 11, 1947. ltg #384. 28 present. Oliver King Smith introduced
our visitors. Art Jensen, Alva Rogers (former drone ), ILen Mofratt,
Miss Laurelle Miller, Gene Hunter, ®red Shroyer, Russ Wood, Charles
Walker were all there. So was A.la Verne Ashley (former member) with
his genial smile and soft voice. He was expelled, as you may remember,
for not paying his dues. Ackerman announced that Gordon Dewey had
made a large contribution of Merritt material to the Moundation. Russ
Scofield spoke for a time on a new method of teaching at the Internat-
ional University which he attends. At this meeting Joseph Ffranz von
Selinger (he says that's his name) mace more noise than Gus Willmorth
--without being entertaining the way Gus is (some people think).

April 1€, 1947. litg #385. Jean Cox had to fill in as secretary, and
did not attract one half the attention, even though he wore a tight
shirt. And, migod, Ackerman wasn't around! Al Ashley was, though.
You may remember Al Ashley, sometimes referred to as A, lLaVerne Ashley,
was expelled from our little group some weeks ago becwuse he refused
to pay his dues. A serious matter now absorbed the attention of the
members....that of considering for membership Joseph Shutzengraben
von Selinger. There was considerable discussion on the matter, all

of it being against letting him in. It seems that lir von Selinger
used loud and profane language upon the premises and did not restrain
himse lf as we expect our visitors to. So it was moved, seconded and
rassed unanimously that his apnplication be rejected. The tirst time
such a thine has ever happrened in the LASFS. Cy Condra got wound up
on the subject of business cycles and didn't stop till he'd sold every
member & lot in Manhe ttan Beach. Oondra is a red estate man.

April 24, 1947. Ltg. #386. 15 present, among them one Al ashley, who
is a former member. He lost the privilege of membership when he hecame
delinquent in dues, and was summarily ejected from our clubroom. His
name was struck {ron our roster, as you may remember. Bonnell enthused
over Heinlein's story Space Jockey in SEP. Acky said the film Vax
Works, an 0ld German fillm starring Jonrad Veidt, woulé be shown
Tocally and fans might see it for a buck. Jonne Bvans got up a

theater partyfo see frankenstein and Dracula, the two revivals showing
at the Academy theaters. .acky told us of the astonishing popularity

of these 0ld re-issues. Then, the event of the evening occureed when
Joseph Franz von Selinger and Cyrus B Ooncra tangled verbally. It
seems Selinger had gotten irked at being reiused membership in the

club and accused Oyrus B Condra of voting unanimously against him, or
something, and Condra, though he was by no means the only one who'd
spoken against Selinger, was the oshly one to say anything in defense.
It ended heppily, however, with von Selinger wanting to remain a paying
guest and everybody getting nretty bored with him and leaving.
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